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I have a strange tale to chronicle, a peculiar String of Luck that keeps getting longer every month or so. I'm Will, and this tale is the story of my relationship with a wonderful woman, Nella. It began the day I first went to spend a night at her place. She was my new girlfriend, gorgeous, and all was good in the world. We had met a few weeks earlier during a weeknight art class. A sculpting class to be precise. This had been something I'd been wanting to do for ages and for some reason this year's fliers convinced me to sign up. I was and still am, I'm not ashamed to say it, an absolute beginner. The first class was really pleasant, the teacher a great guy and very good at putting us beginners at ease.
I did notice some quite good looking girls in the class, both beginners and novices, but nothing compared to Nella. She only showed up during the second week class, but so did most of the other advanced students. She was *very* good with clay and apparently has been since she took sculpting up about eight years ago. We got along very well during class when she often would come over and help me learn the most basic of skills. Three weeks later I found the nerve to invite her over for dinner and she accepted my offer with her remarkable smile.
Let me pause here and explain something of high import: Nella is gorgeous. She has shoulder length brown hair that curled just a bit, green eyes, red lips and a smile that could light up a room. Up until I opened the door to let her in, I had only seen her in a dirty tee-shirt and a sloppy pair of overalls. Both were completely deformed by layers and clumps of clay so I had never been able to really see what she was hiding underneath her clothing. All I knew was that she had a fuller figure than what we're used to seeing in magazines and movies. I guessed she was about as old as I was, somewhere around thirty, so I wasn't expecting to see the body of a lithe adolescent.
Most of my fantasies about lithe adolescent girls were smashed away by what I saw that night. She had dressed quite simply, but the effect was nonetheless wonderful. A decently tight blouse of a dark red color with a thin, deep grey wrap-around skirt that hugged her from hips to mid-thighs. Now that I could see her more clearly, I saw that she had everything that made full-figured women truly amazing: an ample amount of the breasts and hips that come with those kinds of figures. She was not fat by any measure, though I later learned that she has been in the past. Instead of looking fat, she looked radiantly healthy and incomprehensively feminine: she was all curves and sensuality. I placed my hands on her hips while kissing each of her cheeks in welcome, and was glad to find firm flesh. As I said, she wasn't fat, only full. Full of womanhood, breasts and flaring hips.
I think she noticed my widening eyes and deep breath even though I tried my best to hide them. She gave me another of her smiles while removing her sandals, before demurely lowered her gaze. My heart was beating really fast, and judging by the heightened color in her face, so was hers. When she took my hand as I was leading her to the backyard patio, I knew that I had read her smiles and winkles correctly.
We spent the entire night kissing and fondling each other and almost made love that very first night together. Her blouse and matching bra having disappeared at some point during the evening, I was able to drink in, taste, see, touch and bury-my-face-in-between her breasts. They were truly magnificent. Of course they didn't look like my first girlfriend's, twelve years ago, a sixteen year-old cheerleader. Instead of being perky and completely unaffected by gravity, Nella's breasts were fully fleshed out, heavy with lust and able to arouse or slake any desire, be them tease-thin or soul-deep. Any man able to slide his saliva-covered cock between them would discover that he's suddenly a breast-man. Instantly. Legs and asses are great, but nothing compared to large breasts that can easily enfold your cock.
Well now! It seems I've gotten carried away. Nella was also very nice, interesting to talk to and she had a sense of humor that matched mine. I really don't know why we didn't go all the way that first night. We ended up sleeping together, completely nude, but my cock never found her pussy. Until the sun rose that is. When I opened my eyes in surprise I saw the sunrise through the blinds and then felt Nella impaling herself on my cock. I could see more clearly the strange pattern on her mound: a nicely shaved cross was lovingly kept clean. I would only later learn the naughty signification of that cross of hair.
For now, her breasts swung just in front of my eyes in rhythm with her movements and I could feel her warmth taking my entire length with barely a stretch. I'm not huge but at eight inches and a decent width, I've had some girls who had to take a few minutes of stretching before being able to fuck themselves silly above me. That small cheerleader for example...
But at that moment any thoughts of previous women, girls to be precise, were completely gone from my mind as I was receiving a most intense fucking from a wonderful woman. My hands rose up to her hips and I guided her movements upon me, alternating between driving her clit directly against my soft belly or the harder bone just above my cock. Soon she was moaning in delight and my groans were rising to match hers...
Here I go again, loosing myself in those very firsts memories I have with her. I told you at the very beginning that the tale really began when I first spent a night at *her* place. Not mine. Well, after that first night and morning together, we both left for work and all day long I couldn't keep my mind away from those same memories. Before she left, she gave me her address and told me to show up at seven for another evening together. We spent another evening alone together, but I saw that she had a roommate. Justine, a Spanish girl. Before she could tell me anything about her roommate, we were kissing and fucking all over the place, making a point of doing it in every room of the apartment. Except, decency obliges, in Justine's room. I did take Nella from behind while we were both standing just outside Justine's room, in the corridor.
We went to bed, to sleep, at one o'clock and both of us fell asleep like rocks from Mars. Then, somewhere around four o'clock, a loud noise woke me up: Justine coming back home. At four o'clock on a Thursday night: she must be the partying kind. After a few minutes trying to get back to sleep, I resigned myself: I had to go to the bathroom.
That's when the strange String of Luck began. Before you dirty people start to imagine that I found her naked in a bath with a dozen candles lit, panting with desire for me, please reign yourselves in. When I walked past her room, I merely glanced in. Then I stopped and stared: she was snoring away on her bed. See?! Nothing fancy about that? The thing is, though, that she was lying face up, wearing nothing but a very short skirt. The open window was letting in the streetlight and in the night's darkness, Justine was positively glowing. Her breasts were proudly, gloriously, on display. I simply couldn't believe it. She had a decently trim body, halfway between Nella's magnificent fullness and a typical thin girl. But those breasts were simply huge!
Before I managed to get enough of an eyeful she moaned and twisted on her bed. I quickly moved away from the door and waited: I definitely didn't want to get caught gawking at a new girlfriend's roommate! A long minute later, she began snoring again and I peeked in once more. She had rolled on her side, away from the wall and somehow she was still snoring. This time her breasts were squeezed between her left arm and the bed; they were jutting outward with a passion. God they were large! Too large!
Then something clicked in my head, an old habit I had when I was much younger... When my mom used to have her friends over for an afternoon in the pool, I always sneaked in the bathroom and rummaged through the various bags to find as many bras as I could. I was fascinated by them, by their different cup sizes. I tried my best to fit the bras with the women, holding them in my hands while looking at the patio through the window. Soon these afternoons turned into masturbating frenzies for me. I used to rub the soft bras against my hard cock while looking at the most beautiful of the women. Most of them wore bikinis. I stared at them when they got out of the pool dripping wet, when they straightened their bikinis, when they put on sunscreen (especially when they did so to each other!) and of course while they were lying down to sunbathe... I eventually came all over my hand, careful not to drop a single drop of cum on a bra. I really, really didn't want to get caught!
And I was feeling the same thing right now: I really didn't want to get caught but I absolutely needed to find Justine's bra. When I saw it on the floor, a blue satin thing, I knew I had to get there. But as it was right beside the bed, it meant that if Justine opened her eyes I was done. My pulse was racing in my chest, my cock already growing inches after inches and I knew I had to do it. Taking a deep breath in a vain attempt to calm myself, I began tiptoeing inside Justine's room. My eyes never kept still: the floor, the bra and of course Justine's impossible-to-miss breasts. It took me about five minutes to get to her bra, less than three feet away from her bed.
When I knelt down and took her bra in my hand, I could still feel the warmth of her body in the thick satin. I closed my eyes in delight. By the streetlight, I was able to read the tiny label: EE. Dear God in Heaven! Not only does my new girlfriend have fantastic breasts herself, but she has a roommate blessed with double E's. The possibilities where endless. By now my cock was painfully hard and was straining against my boxers. Do I dare? Do I dare make the last step in this adolescent fetish of mine? Of course I dared! Slowly I pulled my boxers away from my waist and freed my cock. When I brought the soft bra against the underside of my cock, my whole body twitched in sinful pleasure. My hearth was still beating like a horse's in the middle of a race, both with the overflow of pleasure and the thrill of the undeniably forbidden. I was stealing away illicit bliss and that fact alone explained nearly all the pleasure I was feeling at that moment.
When my fist closed and the entire cup surrounded my hard shaft, I couldn't help myself and began pumping her bra up and down. Good God it felt too good! I had to stop after only a few seconds for fear of cumming all over her bra. Reluctantly I placed the bra back on the floor and slowly straightened up and left the room.
I took a deep breath and went to the bathroom. Of course, with a hard on the size of the empire state building, I couldn't really take a leak. I walked to the living room and sat on the couch to wait until the hard-on went away on it's own. I was much to sore to jack myself off: I decided that if I was going to cum at Nella's place, it was going to be in her pussy, her mouth, between her breasts or even perhaps in her ass. But I was not going make myself even more sore just because I had to pee! When I looked out the window to look at the stars and saw nothing less than the neighbors fucking right against their patio door, I moaned in frustration and let my head fall back down on the couch.
I eventually managed to calm down, go to the bathroom and get back to sleep next to Nella. The following morning, a Saturday, I formally met Justine and we broke our fast together. We spent part of the morning fooling around when Justine wasn't around or even when she was merely turned the other way. I quickly discovered that Nella really liked to mix fun and sex. Mainly teasing and even slightly exhibitionist with her roommate. An hour before noon Justine came knocking on our door and told us that she was going to take a long bath.
"You know what that means Nella?"
"Sure, no problems. Stay as long as you want and play your music as loud as you want."
"Thanks."
When Justine left, Nella explained what Justine meant by "long bath". After a long night out, she has a ritual the following morning. A very hot bath, a facial mask and loud classical music in the bathroom. When Nella looked away and smiled, I asked her what she had on her mind. She looked at me for a while, silently, then smiled again.
"Can you be very quiet while fucking?"
"Sure, why?"
But I already had an idea of what she had in mind although I could barely believe it. And then she confirmed it. While the music began playing from the bathroom, Nella explained that during the first weeks after she and Justine moved in together, she was quite fascinated by her friend's huge breasts. Since their bathroom doesn't have any window, the owners installed a revolving stained glass panel in wall between the bathroom and the living room. I had seen it the night before, but it was clear that the people inside the bathroom would instantly see anyone looking in.
"Won't she see us?" I asked quickly to hide my growing exhilaration.
"Not once she puts on the slices of cucumber on her eyes!" Nella replied with a mischievous smile.
God did I love this girl! She was asking me to fuck her while we both spied her wonderfully endowed roommate taking a bath. The very first day after our first date! What will the following weeks and moths bring!?! While we were getting naked and my cock was once again rising to the occasion, Nella told me that since those first few weeks they had really clicked and now nudity was a regular part of their days together. I shook my head in miraculous disbelief. It has been quite some time since Nella spied on her roommate, as usually she can simply come and sit beside the bath to talk to her. But I could see that she was getting excited by the whole thing. (I, on the other hand, was trying my best to clear my head: all I could see was Nella, completely naked, sitting beside a bubble-free bath where Justine would be glowing just like last night...)
Completely naked we walked into the living room in clear view of any passerby who would chance to look up into the second floor apartment. And seeing that Nella was oblivious to this possibility confirmed that she was indeed quite used to being naked here. Shushing me with a finger against her mouth she climbed up on the couch and carefully opened the stained glass. When the music came blasting out even louder, I knew that Justine wouldn't hear a thing. Nella then turned her head around to look down on me and whispered: "No bubbles!" She looked back in once more then turned again: "Fuck me." My eyes were closed in a renewed burst of disbelief: have I died and gone to Heaven?
I climbed on the couch behind her and nestled my cock between her ass cheeks. Placing one hand on the small windowsill, I wrapped the other across Nella's breasts. Her nipples were about as hard as my cock. Leaning forward I left a trail of kisses on her shoulder and neck and suddenly I was high enough to see Justine. To see *all* of Justine... Once more, as they couldn't be denied, her breasts exploded into my sight. Full and large: quite larger than Nella's and that's saying a lot. Her flesh was quite pale and the most delicious surprise was the color of her nipples. In last night's strange light I only managed to see their shape but I missed everything about their sweet cherry color. Somewhere between the dark color of fresh cherries and the syrupy red of the candied ones. They looked utterly mouth-watering.
Her curly dark hair were floating around and her face, now that I could see it clearly, was indeed covered with a thick green paste and two cucumbers. My exploration of Justine's body was suspended when Nella raised herself on her toes and tilted her ass towards me. My cock found a deeper and warmer recess and the sight of Justine's glorious breasts was momentarily forgotten. The hand that had been lounging on Nella's breasts suddenly moved down to her hips and I pulled her against me. Bending down just a bit, I felt the head of my cock slipping against her lips, her wet lips. Nella's head was turned towards me and she was breathing hard in anticipation.
"Turn around Nella. Look at her."
When she did, I pushed up and into her. After pulling back for a second trust that would let me sheath my cock completely, I paused and asked her:
"Do you think she's pretty?" I pushed back in, to the hilt with my upper thighs pressed hard against her ass.
"Oh yes... She's gorgeous."
"What would you like to do to her, " I whispered in her ear, "right now?" And then I pushed back in.
"Will, oh God that's good... close your fingers harder... Will, she's a woman..." She moaned back.
"I don't care. I know you've fantasized about her. What was your fantasy?" I was going out on a limb, perhaps even risking the relationship...
"Damn you... Ugh! Damn that long cock... I've been wanting to bury my face between those legs of hers since the first time I saw her wearing nothing but panties."
I was pleasantly shocked by her admission, and in any case I was too far gone to stop. But as I was about to ask her another question, she turned her head around and said:
"Have you even looked at her pussy? Even from here — Ugh! damn that was good, Argh!... Oh, again, do that again, Ahhh... — even from here you can tell just how tasty it must be..."
She was trying her best to whisper beneath the music, but an alarm was ringing in my head: if we kept going like that Justine's going to hear us for sure... Trying my best to forget about that ringing, I leaned forward and looked lower than her breasts for the first time. Justine was lying motionless in the bath, perhaps even dozing, and the calm bubble-free water allowed me a great view of her pussy. Nella was right: it did look like a impressive pussy, but from this distance I couldn't see much more than her raised mound and freshly shaven lips. Oh yeah: I forgot to mention that she was completely shaved. Pale pink skin, apparently smooth as a baby's skin. Again, I couldn't see much. But it did bring back visions of Nella and Justine sharing a late night talk, one of them in the bath and the other one sitting naked next to it...
"You've seen it up close haven't you?" I asked Nella. Before she could reply I pushed her belly against the cool wall, driving my cock inside her. When my open hand slipped up and clenched itself around her breast, hard, she took a sharp breath and froze for a second.
"Ahhh, " she sighed. When she turned her head towards me I saw that she was smiling. "Of course I did. We..."
"Oh come on, don't stop there. Tell me." Once more I punctuated my question with a cervix-deep thrust.
"Hummm, keep doing that and I'll end up telling you much more than that..." Her mouth was hovering just beside my ear. "But first I want you to look at her while I tell you"
Happily, I obliged. Justine still hadn't moved, but from my raised position (I was now driving up into Nella from up on my toes) I could see her entire body. She was really beautiful, from head to toes, but her breasts were definitely the main attraction. Over-large, vast and massive: I couldn't fathom how much they could weight. They were twin works of art. Art you could eat, that is.
"Since the summer heat swept the bay area, we began sharing an occasional bath."
When she finished she licked my ear and laughed when she felt me shaking. I had stopped fucking her when the images flooded my mind: not only did they share bath-side night talks, but they even shared baths! But Nella wasn't finished.
"Put both your hands on my breasts... Now imagine that your fingers are Justine's and that your job is to wash my breasts as best as you can."



My mind was reeling with the intense pleasure of that fantasy. My cock was pulsing inside her and I could feel Nella clenching her pussy rhythmically all around me. When I leaned against her back she giggled and said: "Now you're getting the idea..." Of course she was referring to Justine's breasts against her back during those shared baths.
And then it was all too much: I pulled out of Nella's pussy and climbed down from the couch. When she joined me, a bit surprised, I turned her around and bent her forward, at the waist, against the head rest. She had to throw her hands in front of her to stop herself from falling. When she did I drove my cock back inside her and fucked her from behind with the combined energy of my desire for her and the many visions and scenarios she had allowed to bloom inside my head.
I was fully conscious that my thighs were slapping loudly against her firm ass and that it was quite possible that Justine would hear those slaps. I simply didn't give a damn. I wanted to fuck Nella for all I was worth while my head was spinning with previously hopeless fantasies. Looking down at my cock slipping in and out of her pussy I could clearly see her asshole and I knew, like I'd never known anything before, that I was going to eventually fill it with my cock. But right now with both my hands on her hips I closed my eyes and drove the both of us to raging climaxes.
I don't know how many thrusts we both lasted, but it felt like a lot longer than I thought. I was literally driving her into the couch; her hands and knees slipping in between the cushions. My climax exploded first, but when Nella felt my rhythm breaking apart and my first gush of cum, she began trembling and moaning out loud. Soon afterwards her moans turned into cries of pleasure. Justine was sure to hear us.
When I looked up to the small window, Justine's head was indeed there, looking at us. Or more precisely looking at my cock driving inside Nella's pussy. She had quickly cleaned her face from the facial mask, but some green smears remained. Her eyes were filled with lust and her entire face was shimmering with envy and yearning. While Nella's face was pressed against the couch, I looked up at Justine and silently mouthed: "I - want - to - fuck - you." Her immediate smile, wolfish with desire, made my heart skip a beat. She replied in the same silent manner: "Me - too." I groaned as she answered and pulled my cock out of Nella's pussy. Holding it in my closed fist I pumped it slowly, sucking the remaining cum up until it fell in small blobs on Nella's ass. During those long seconds, Justine's eyes constantly jumped from my eight inches to my face.
Then Nella groaned and began to get up. I was sure that Justine would silently disappear beneath the high window. Instead, I got quite a surprise. Laughing, she asked Nella:
"Having fun down there roomy?"
Nella quickly looked up but didn't seemed fazed by her roommate's appearance. "What do you think? And by the way, aren't you ashamed of looking at us fucking?"
"Ah!" Justine laughed in reply... "What about you guys peeping at me in my bath?"
We all laughed at that, but my laughter was mainly a way to cover my surprise. What the fuck was going on here?
"What did you say to him, " asked Justine from above, "to get him so fired up?"
"I told him that I had fantasized about eating your pussy raw..."
By now Nella and I were standing up in the living room, regardless of the people on the street, and Justine was still probably up on the bathroom's counter. But the weirdest part was still to come.
"*Fantasized* about eating me? You mean you didn't tell him that we've been doing it to each other every night for the last two months?"
Both girls laughed and looked at me. I was already exceeded by this incredible situation, but the deepest shock of all happened with Justine's next words.
"Do you know what your new boyfriend just told while you were getting down from your climax?"
Suddenly I was shaking, trembling in total discomfort and embarrassment. She was not really going to say it?
"He told me that he wants to fuck me. Even as he was pumping his cock for my own enjoyment... You know, when he dripped those last drops of cum on your ass..."
"Well, " without missing a beat, Nella turned to look at me while still answering to Justine, "that means that he's even better suited to my tastes than I thought. You know that if I had a cock I would fuck you silly myself Justine. He really has great taste. First me, than you... How long has it been since the last time you had a cock in your pussy Justine? Four months?" Overhead, Justine groaned and tilted her head in confirmation. "Well then, I think we're going to have a wonderful relationship Will. Are you game?"
***
Was I game? Was I ever game? I looked at Nella, breathless; then Justine, wordless. Something weird was happening to me, and far was I to know that it was only the beginning. Today Nella and I have been together for over a year and a half. Those were our first two days together. A lot of things happened with Justine until she moved away and left the city. Maybe I'll write about some of those one day. The next episode I want to relate is the arrival of Nella's following roommate. A dark-haired beauty she met at a massage parlor. Stay tuned!
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This is the second chapter in my String of Luck. Everything about this string revolves about Nella, my wonderful girlfriend. As most of you know by now, we met at a sculpting class a year and a half ago. The events told in the first chapter happened the during the first few days of our being together. This one is a bit more recent. You see, five months after I met her double-E quasi-nymphomaniac roommate, Justine, she received an incredible job offer in another town and decided to move out. This is the short story of the day of the changing of the guard. (another "of the" anyone?)
Even if my relationship with Nella was going great, I was not ready to move in with her. By then I was also aware of something peculiarly interesting: most if not all of her friends were gorgeous in their own ways. Those who read the first chapter know that Nella is a full-figured Goddess, with breasts to die for and hips that screamed womanhood with each of her steps. She keeps her brown hair at shoulder length and never applies make-up around her deep green eyes or on her sweet lips.
Ever since I met her and discovered every little inch of her body, my earlier fantasies about emaciated, nubile adolescents with silicon-like breasts evaporated. Still, one has to make compromises: I do turn my head when such a cheerleader dream walks by. Instead of merely turning my attention away from adolescent-type bodies and towards fully bloomed women, Nella broadened my definition of beauty.
Why am I telling you this? Because this broadening allowed me to appreciate the unique beauty of every single friend she brings home. If Nella wasn't so open and free with her sexuality, this would be a big problem: lusting about your girlfriend's friends isn't normally a good thing. But as I was discovering, even during my first months with Nella, is that she was just as turned on by her female friends as I was. I learned that the hard (yet so much fun) way with her first roommate. So even if Justine won't be the main guest character in this chapter, she'll make a delightful little appearance.
This section of the String of Luck happens roughly five months after I discovered Nella. At this point I was more or less living with her and Justine, and I was enjoying as much sex with both girls as I was able to. The only thing that remained an unexplored taboo was anal sex. I really, really don't know why. I've tried talking about it with Nella, to no avail. And as I was constantly sore from too much sex already, I couldn't conjure up a real passion for the cause... But apart from that little detail I was enjoying sex at its best and fullest.
Yet now Justine was going away and things would change irrevocably. Change they did, but not for the worst. One evening Nella came back from a sculpting class (I had abandoned it long ago...) with a new friend, Jenny. I was sitting on the couch in the living room when they came in. I merely turned my head around to see who was with Nella. A lithe, raven-haired girl that seemed to be coming right out of the sixties was standing there with a great smile on. And next to nothing else... She was wearing a thin, much too thin wrap around cloth as a skirt and a tiny bikini top. It was hot outside this summer, but maybe not *that* hot. I waived at her with my left hand, which was quite unusual.
As both girls were removing bags and sandals we talked a bit. But there were no ways in hell I was going to move from the couch: I simply looked at them between the wall and the thick column. Here's the topo: her name was Jenny - Nella had met her at a massage parlor this very afternoon - they were going to enjoy the backyard pool tonight - and right now they were going to change. The usual introduction-pre-pool discussion. Just before they entered Nella's room to change, I casually asked them if they could take the front door to get to the pool. Nella barely paused for one second before winking and agreeing. I thanked her in a voice that was definitely not as tranquil as I had hoped it to be.
As soon as they closed the door to her room I closed my eyes, leaned my head back on the couch, sighed deeply and with my right hand I pushed Justine's head lower upon my cock. She was a genuinely inspired cock-sucker and such a small thing as a stranger in the place was not going to make me stop her. Her tongue twirled like a dancer on ecstasy around the head of my cock, languorously redefining the meaning of a blowjob every time she gave me one. I don't know how she managed it, but as she moved lower and took me deeper, I could feel her tongue scouring every single nerve cell on my glans. Then I would feel it against my underside, pressing against the huge vein that ran up and down my entire length.
Of course, she was also a master at deep-throating, an art she was patiently and diligently trying to teach Nella. And I have to say, after half a dozen sessions, that Nella was getting pretty good at it. Right now Justine had taken the cue of my right hand and was engulfing every single of my eight inches. Her nose was buried against my pubic bone and her tongue was occasionally darting out to reach my balls. I moaned out loud in pleasure, uncertain as to whether Jenny could have heard me.
Soon after I began spasming under Justine's ministrations and she looked up. Slowly she pulled her lips away from the base of my cock and licked my entire length with a growing smile on her face.
"Where do you want to cum Will?"
"Hmmm, that's a very good question..."
"Fuck yourself, pervert!" She laughed at me, "I know you want to spray all that delicious cum all over my face. "
I remained speechless but my smile joined hers.
"Go ahead, big boy, force me to take a shower..."
And with that thought she dove right back upon my cock with renewed vigor. At this point I believe I heard Nella and Jenny going out through the front door. I'm honestly not sure. To finish me off, Justine closed her mouth just below the head and sucked in while rubbing her tongue directly on the most sensitive part. I loved every second of it. Since there are no actual penetration movements, it takes longer to cum and the sensations are definitely different. When I felt my balls tensing up and my cum racing up my shaft, I moaned and grabbed the base of my cock. Justine moved back and straightened up, making both of her nude breasts bounce up into view. She took the classic pornographic pose: her mouth half opened, her eyes looking defiantly into mine and her breasts squeezed together just below her neck. She *really* wanted my cum.
I was happy to oblige. Spasms raked my entire body and most of my muscles tensed up in anticipation. Seconds later the gates opened and my cum sprayed all over her left cheek, nose and forehead. I pumped and aimed my second shot right into her mouth, the third and fourth over both her breasts and managed to drip the remaining cum in her curly hair. She then pushed me back on the couch and took me in her mouth one last time to clean me up. When she saw that I was still hard enough, she leaned forward and trapped my cock between her breasts for a dozen or so cruelly magnificent thrusts. Her saliva and my cum mixed to lubricated this last pleasure just enough for me *not* to cry out.
After that she took her time in cleaning herself and licking her fingers clean. When she kissed me, I was ready for the pleasure of sharing my own cum with her. The first time she did this a few months ago, I had been taken quite aback and both she and Nella had laughed at me. "You've made us drink so much of it; you could at least taste it!" I laughed while kissing Justine now, as she was laughing too, reliving that episode in our minds.
When she took it all back and swallowed it like the cum-slut she was proud to be, she got up and sat beside me. After cuddling for a few panting minutes, she turned her head and asked:
"So, what's she like?"
"Jenny? Well, she's good looking and seems to have come straight from the sixties."
"Hmmm. Interesting. Want to see?"
We both got up and knelt near the window to see Nella and Jenny swimming around the in the pool. Both wore their complete swimsuits. A bit disappointing. She was really good looking. Thin but not too much, with nice curves all over. Of course, beside Nella she looked like a child, but I'm pretty sure that "closer inspection" would uncover some hidden gems...
"So, what do you think?" asked Justine.
"Not bad. She's young though. Twenty? Twenty-two?"
"Yeah, probably. Who knows, she could be *your* next roommate..."
We both laughed at her emphasis on the word "your". But, of course, Justine guess turned out to be true: three weeks later Jenny was completely settled in. But that's for the next story. Right now, let me tell how the following hour unfolded. Before we moved back from the window, my eyes now locked on Nella, I whispered to Justine:
"I'm going to fuck Nella right there in that pool just beside Jenny. You 'coming?"
"Only if you promise to fuck me at least once a day until I leave..."
"What?" I asked, laughing.
"You know you need my help to distract Jenny before you can stick that cock up Nella's pussy."
"Indeed, but I don't need an excuse to fuck you everyday. "
"I know, " she smiled back, "but I need a promise that you'll do it."
"Deal. Now what's your plan?"
"Quite simple. Go down there and have fun in the pool for a few minutes. Tell Nella what you want to do and get her to wrap herself around you. Rub your cock against her pussy to get her as wet as you can, because sex in the pool is fun but you need her to be as lubricated as possible."
"Ok, then what?"
She smiled naughtily, "Wait for me to jump in with you..."
With a quick kiss on her lips I left and changed into my swimtrunks. Usually I tighten the waist cord but for what I had in mind I made sure that it would be as loose as possible. After climbing down the stairs and walking up to the patio I stopped and was graced with a pretty damn nice vision: Jenny was standing on the patio just on the edge of the pool, her back to me, dripping wet and glistening in the sun. She seemed on the verge of diving but for some reason she had paused and was talking to Nella.
Her ass, in the small bikini she had on, was breathtaking.
She was a slender girl, but beautifully and thankfully far from a bone-sticking-out kind of body. She wasn't very tall, but her proportions complemented her small height nicely. She had decent legs with a smooth, cleanly shaven skin that led up to a welcomed treasure. Her nice, firm ass was right there, less than ten feet away, offered as a gift to my eyes. It was full and generous for her size, but it suited her figure and hips perfectly. It was simply a flawlessly rounded ass that made your mouth water and your cock harden.
And indeed my cock was getting bigger in my trunks and I knew that if I didn't hurry I wouldn't be able to make it to the pool in full decency. As I walked up the three stairs to the patio, Nella saw me and instantly spotted the beginning of my hard-on. When she noticed that I was walking fast towards the pool she understood my predicament. And of course, instead of welcoming her to safety she stopped me.
"Will, could you throw me the ball behind you?"
"Ah... Sure, no problem..."
When I looked around the ball was quite far and I quickly turned around to get it. But during that brief exchange, Jenny had turned around to look at me and for a fraction of a second I was graced with the soft, definitely hippy beauty of her breasts and belly. From my place on the couch earlier, with Justine's breasts on my cock, Jenny's had seemed small. Although they still were if you compared them to Justine's or Nella, they seemed heavy and compact, well-rounded for their size and quite high on her chest. My tentative estimate is that she had one of the most beautiful pair of C-cup breasts I had ever seen. Her nipples, hardened by the cool water, were indecently sticking out and upwards through her black bikini top. In fact, they had seemed to be pointing directly towards my face as she was looking at me.
Just below those playful breasts was the apex of Jenny's hippy look: a soft, slightly rounded belly. Her creamy pale skin was smooth and completely hairless even down to her low bikini bottom. The upward curve on those bottoms accentuated her curves and added to the effect. She didn't look like a washboard and she was completely different than Nella, but somewhere in between her body managed to convey an unquestionably feminine sensuality.
Bending down to get the ball I realized that while Jenny wasn't stunningly beautiful, the sheer sensuality that poured out of her every curve more than made up for it. As I began walking back to the pool, my cock slightly harder than before, I saw that Nella was looking for something else for me to bring back. Before she could anything I raced back to the pool and jumped over her. The cool water helped to steady my erection, but I still wanted to fuck Nella as much as before. so while Jenny was laughing I swam up to Nella and took her in my arms.
"I want to fuck you right here in the pool, " in whispered in her ear, "right in front of Jenny." She groaned in pleasure. "You game?"
Instead of answering she turned around in my arms and wrapped her legs around my waist. Seeing this, Jenny smiled at us and jumped back in the pool. I now had both my hands on Nella's ass and my cock was trying its best to tear through both our swimsuits. When I saw Justine walking out with a bikini even smaller than Jenny's, I hoped that she had something more in mind than a mere bikini display. Although I must say, looking at Jenny, that Justine's display had caught her riveting attention. Justine had a deep purple bikini, strings and small patches, so that most of her body was on proud display. A thong that did a poor job of hiding the shape of her shaven mound and lips while leaving her ass completely nude; and nipple patches that kept as only mystery the color of her nipples. The entire shape of her massive breasts wasn't covered at all, and as her nipples were poking out nearly as much as Jenny's, the color was all that was missing.
She was grinning when she looked at us, but was also completely unashamed of her swimsuit. When she began running towards the pool like I had done, I understood what her plan was. I whispered a quick: "Now!" to Nella and felt her pushing my swimsuit down. At the same time I pulled her bikini to one side and so freed her pussy. When Justine crashed in the water Nella screamed and impaled herself ion my cock as far as she was able in the water. Which was about half-way. We still had a problem: with her half-way down my cock, it was obvious that something was going on. But when Justine came out, she gave me more than ample time to hilt myself up Nella's pussy: the tiny bikini top had, of course, completely slipped down.
Jenny's eyes nearly bulged out of her head when she saw Justine's breasts in all their glory, nude, up close and dripping wet. "Ooops!" she said, laughing. Justine laughed too and as I was openly pushing myself inside Nella, she joined in the laughter as well, trying to hide her moans. When I saw Justine moving towards Jenny in a nearly improper manner, I laughed as well: she was feigning that she was unable to tie her bikini back on. With her eyes still too wide, Jenny helped her as best she could. By the time the girls managed to find the correct position of Justine's nipple patches, everybody was laughing and Nella's legs were once more firmly wrapped around my waist.
Nella was still spasming with the pleasure of the first penetration and buried her face against m neck. Turning to hide her for a few moments, I introduced Justine to Nella's new friend:
"Jenny, this is Justine, Nella's going-away roommate."
"Hello!" They were still laughing and Jenny had turned a wonderful shade of red. "She's going away?"
"Yes I am, " Justine replied. " I found a great job out of town and I couldn't let it pass. If you're looking for a place, Nella's looking for a new roommate."
Surprising all of us, Nella cried out: "Yes!" It sounded just a bit too intense for a normal conversation, but apparently she had herself under control now. She raised her head and I turned around.
"Yes! you'd be wonderful as a roommate! Will, not only did I meet her at a massage parlor, but she's taking massage courses right now and always need volunteers to practice on!"
"Wow! Are you really looking for a place to live?" I asked, definitely interested.
"Well, not really, but I have a loose contract at my current place. But I'm not sure..."
"I know we don't know each other at all right now, " Nella pushed on, "but you could sign on for the two remaining months and see if you like it?"
Jenny grinned and I knew that she would say yes. A few seconds later she hesitantly said: "Well, OK then!" Nella took that opportunity to jump up and down on me, feigning more joy than she really felt. Of course, she was moving herself up and down on my cock, sending waves of pleasure all across my body. Justine winked at me from across the pool and I knew I was in for quite a ride.
The next few minutes were quite intense for me as Nella was constantly coming up with new excuses and reasons to move about on me. I was rock hard despite the cool water and Nella's entire body was heating up dramatically. She found causes to twist around, either reaching for the ball or throwing it back; she used her legs to cling to me while letting her body fall back away, exquisitely changing the angle of penetration; she slyly crushed her mound against me; and of course she jumped up and down each time she scored a point in the little game the girls devised.
Even though there were few actual penetration movements, I getting closer to my climax as Nella kept squirming all around me. And I could tell by her breathing and the color of her neck that she was close too. At one point I slipped my hands beneath her bikini bottoms and pulled her hard against me, pushing my cock an extra inch but more importantly squashing her clit directly against my pubic bone. She had done that herself a few times but now I was in control and there was no way I was going to let her move away.
It took us nothing more than a few minutes, but by then Jenny was aware that something sexual was going on. I don't think she knew how deeply things were going on, but I was sure she suspected something. I don't know how Nella felt, but I was getting more and more aroused with every second: here I was in the pool with my girlfriend, surrounded with a pretty girl I barely knew and a good-looking woman that had just given me great head. I was nestled deeply into my girlfriend's pussy, fucking her gently right beside the two other, while one of them knew exactly what was going on and the other clearly had suspicions.
Their game ended as it became clear that Nella wasn't able to play anymore. A strange silence fell down on the pool, as Nella's moans against my hear were becoming louder and louder. Justine tried talking with Jenny to distract her, but stopped after a few moments: the raven-haired girl from the sixties was staring at us. I saw Justine smiling and, taking Jenny by the hand, moving towards us.
Jenny was looking at us wide-eyed, unable to believe what was really happening but unable to resist the lure: it was too public, too daring to ignore. When Nella felt Justine's hand on her arm she looked up, saw both girls around us, laughed a few seconds then began to freely moan her pleasure. She kissed me passionately as I shamelessly began to pound my thrusts into her. She was shaking with each of them, even if I was slowed by the water. When she broke the kiss to moan out loud, she turned her head to the side and looked directly at Jenny.



The sweet-breasted girl still hadn't touched us, but she was standing about a foot away from us. When I felt Nella's pussy clamping hard around my shaft, I knew that she was about to explode. She reached her arm towards Jenny and closed her hand on her shoulder, still looking straight at her. When Nella's climax took her, her pussy began pulsing and milking my cock which, of course, triggered my own climax. I moaned with Nella as my seed was rushed into her body, spurt after spurt flowing into her. When I did, Justine leaned in and kissed my neck, trying to share in some of my pleasure. I then felt her arms around both Nella and me, then her warm body against my side.
On the other side Jenny was closer but she still hadn't joined in the embrace. When both our climaxes were spent, Jenny still hadn't fully embraced us, but she was smiling at everyone. She was the first to laugh out loud, shock and disbelief still clear on her face. As Nella pulled up and away from me, we laughed too, trying to find a way to keep the mood going. Eventually it broke and Jenny moved away, calm enough to remember to be shy. We spent the rest of the afternoon on the patio, all four of us, and it was great.
***
The little incident in the pool hadn't changed Jenny's mind and three weeks later she had replaced Justine. Of course, by that time I had ample opportunity to verify my estimate: she was a superbly fleshed out C cup, as most of her bras confirmed. But by now you guys knew I had to check it out... Up next, I'll write about just another massage fantasy. See you then!



        String of Luck Ch. 03

        Just another massage fantasy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/string-of-luck-ch-03

Title: String of Luck Ch. 03

Author: MrIllusion

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Just another massage fantasy.

Tags: jenny thigh, jenny nella, nella, string luck, made entire, jenny paused, nella breasts, shivers ran, smiled hands, laughed harder

Series: String of Luck


Hello again, and welcome this third chapter of my String of Luck. There are a few other chapters coming afterwards; if you want to read them (hint: feedback!) and if I have the time and patience to write them. By now most of you understand what I mean by "String of Luck". The first thing on the list is Nella, the green-eyed, blooming-body woman I'm lucky to call my girlfriend. And then, and this is when it becomes really interesting, there are Nella's girl friends. Not only are they all attractive, each in their own way, but most of them are under Nella's spell.
What do I mean by that? The first time I saw Nella in my quickly forgotten art class, I found her quite attractive. When I saw her in bed I became fascinated by her. But when teasing games, exhibitionist and voyeur incidents, bisexual openings and episodes... when all that began to happen, I became enthralled by my newly discovered girlfriend. And now, about seven months after our first nights together, I knew that most if not all of her friends were so enthralled, regardless of their sex. I have to admit, disgracefully, that so far I've only met two of her male friends and that I'm not especially looking forward to meeting the others. I know that it's not terribly noble of me, just as it's also quite weak that I don't feel like introducing most of my own male friends to Nella. But who knows, maybe one day I'll dare to follow her own path to sexual open-mindedness...
For the present, though, I'll begin by writing a quick resume of what happened since Jenny moved in. She was indeed looking for massage volunteers, as many as she could find and as often as people around her had the time. As we still were in the middle of August, I was still enjoying the long summer of school-workers. Work didn't resume until the first week of September. Nella, on the other hand still had to work during weekdays, both as a lifeguard and sculpting teacher. Neither jobs was particularly well paid, but neither did she have an expensive lifestyle: fucking as much as you can is incredibly great fun while being perfectly free!
As for Jenny, she had a part-time job at a massage parlor, of course, and she too was waiting for school to resume. So for the last month or so, I've been enjoying the benefits of regular massages. Especially during this past week, the massages have become a daily ritual for Jenny and me. Of course when you're half naked (I only kept some briefs on), when the girl massaging you is slowly revealing herself as a "recreational nudist" (in her own words, she said with a grin) and so only wears a mixed collection of bare minimum clothes, and on top of that she's massaging you for at least an hour each day, well, you get to know one another.
Merely seeing her walk around during the day was a treat. Most of her choice of clothing revolved around her many bikinis, but not always. One of her other favorites are a unique pair of thin cotton pants, from hip to ankle, slit all the way from those hips and ankles. If she stands still they're completely closed but as soon as she starts to walk her legs pass through the openings. If she happens to kneel or crouch, her legs become completely exposed. And of course, as you may have guessed, Jenny doesn't believe in waste, so if she decides to wear anything that would hide panties, she simply doesn't put the panties on in the first place.
So when my personal massage sessions began, I was feeling quite awkward: I was half-naked and beside me, oiling and caressing me, was a girl who was equally disrobed. I kept getting glances up or down her blouses, tank tops, loose pants or wrap-around skirts. Breasts, nipples, pussy and ass. By the time the fourth session ended, I had seen her entire body while never having the chance of *really* seeing it. It was extremely frustrating.
It was, also, quite stimulating. And my cock, the source of all the awkwardness, was reacting quite normally to the show I was getting. The first two times, even though it was poking obviously from beneath my boxers, Jenny chose to ignore it. The third time, her face becoming as red as mine, she smiled and shyly told me that she was used to seeing men get hard-ons during massages. They had prepared her for that particular situation in school and she was now used to it. I'm not sure she was used to seeing an eight inch cock in full attention, but she really didn't seem to mind.
Three days ago something new happened and even though I hate hot and humid weather, I was ready to thank whatever was responsible for it. When we all woke up at six in the morning, because of the heat, we knew that we were in for a scorching day. Nella wore her bikini for breakfast, and Jenny chose her bikini bottoms with a thin veil around her breasts. They were fairly noticeable beneath the thin veil, and seeing it, Nella shot me a quick smile. Although both girls have been talking quite a lot, Nella still hadn't been able to determine if Jenny would be opened to anything remotely sexual with us. Maybe this more obvious decision towards nudity would help our cause!
Just before Nella left for work, Jenny asked her to come to her room. When she came out two minutes later, she came to kiss me and whisper: "Enjoy the show...". She then grinned at me and winked. When Jenny came out, nothing different was visible. We usually had our massage sessions in the morning so that we could keep the rest of the day free. So when she pulled out her massage table a bit later, I was still looking for something special or new.
I laid down on the table and Jenny pulled out her bottles of oil. Before opening them though, she told me she had a question for me.
"You know that I'm an recreational nudist. " She began. She had all my attention. "But I'm only used to opened nudity with my close friends and that's why I've kept myself covered since I came here. But this heat is driving me crazy and I was wondering if you would mind if I..."
She hesitated but her meaning was clear. "Of course you can Jenny..."
"I asked Nella and she said that she didn't mind if I was sometimes nude around you guys."
"I think not. " I smiled. "Au contraire, I think she was waiting for you to make the first move."
"Really?" she said, visibly happy and relaxed. "Well then, just give me a minute..."
And then she proceeded to remove the thin veil, exposing her breasts without any trace of shame or shyness. I was still lying on my back on the table, but for this I had to sit up. If she was going to be opened about this, I had to be honest too. She was going for her oils, but I stopped her.
"Wait a second Jenny, I have to tell you something too." I took a deep breath and I saw that she was a bit nervous about this after all. "I really don't mind your nudity, but there's something you may have noticed around here: not only are we quite opened about nudity, but about sexuality as well."
"Ok, what does that... mean for me?"
"It means whatever you want it to mean..." I smiled warmly. "At the very least, it's going to mean that I'm going to look at those wonderful breasts of yours. I won't simply ignore them the way I can ignore an arm you choose to bare. They are gorgeous, even more beautiful than I had thought before this morning. My guess is that Nella will act just like me: don't expect us to behave as if you were clothed." I paused, letting her the time to digest all this. "On the other hand, we won't treat your nudity as an invitation to sex. Never fear about that. Never."
I was pleased to see her smile, and my guess was that it was not her first time in such an environment. I blatantly looked down from her eyes to her breasts and stared at them for a long while. Dear God! Firm flesh, bursting out from her chest as only smaller breasts can do, capped with pale pink nipples that were already standing straight despite the heat. She was a full C cup, but she was also young enough so that they hadn't begun to feel the pull of gravity too much. They were, in resume, what most older women have in mind when they decide to go to a breasts surgeon.
Laughing, she turned to her right and her left, giving me an even better show. But then, having decided that it was enough, she pushed me back on the table and I laughed with her. "Damn!" I said, feeling it, "this time we'll both know exactly why I have a hard-on!" We both laughed even harder and the following massage was really great. We talked about more intimate things while I openly looked at her breasts, thighs, ass and bikini-clad pussy for more than an hour and a half. We spent most of the rest of the day in the pool, and we even dared to swim completely nude for an hour or so. We knew that other people, like the landlord, could appear at any time, but the added thrill seemed to excite Jenny as much as it excited me. Sadly, she put her bikini back on before leaving the pool, so all I got was wavy and blurry looks at her pussy. Still, a dark patch was obvious. Mysteries to be unfolded...
We spent the evening with Nella and a few neighbors from our building on the patio, in and out of the pool. When the three of us left for bed, I saw that most of the other men present were preparing to leave: they had clearly been here to gawk at Jenny and Nella. Both girls were well aware of the attention and even began talking about it on the way up. When Nella and me went to bed she crawled over me and asked if Jenny had gone nudist during the day. I gave her a short summary of the day and the things I had told our new roommate about us. She was glad to learn that Jenny had reacted well and then, quite naturally, Nella proceeded to fuck me thoroughly. And, I must add, a bit more noisily than usual. I was reasonably that Jenny, in the adjacent room, would hear some of Nella's moans as well as a few of the ass-slapping thrust I had driven into her, kneeling behind her.
The following morning, two days ago then, I was graced with another massage in the morning. This time though, Jenny chose to assume her nudism and came out of her room completely nude. The day was at least as hot as yesterday. After commenting freely on her body, and seeing her blush with a smile, I got up and removed my boxers altogether. "Why bother?" I told her. My cock, every inches of it, was as rock hard as yesterday morning. She laughed and fetched her bottles.
I had an especially long massage this morning as well and I was treated to a complete, unrestricted view of Jenny's body. She was everything I had dreamed of: firm body all over, from her thighs all the way to her rounded breasts. The patch of hair on her pubic mound was barely trimmed, wild and savage, but her lips were shaved. It was an odd combination but it worked really well to keep my cock as hard as it could be.
A few times during the massage I complimented her, mostly about the parts rarely talked about. She remained mostly silent, except perhaps to mention that doing massages everyday kept you in good shape. I could see, through her apparently unaffected miens, that she was getting excited by my comments. And, probably, by my exposed cock. Unlike previous sessions, I spent most of the hour and a half on my back. When she stood at the top of the table behind my head, massaging my face and scalp, I was graced with an upside down view of her young yet nubile breasts. It was also easy to figure out that hidden behind her own breasts, her eyes were free to stare at my cock.
But the massage ended without anything special happening. Yesterday morning's massage, though, was something else. It began and unfolded in quite the same manner. We were both naked even though the weather was mostly back to normal. At one point, after I made another comment about her breasts, Jenny stopped her massage and looked at me.
"How can you find my breasts so beautiful when your girlfriend has such beautiful and big breasts? I mean: I know mines are not bad, but compared to Nella's I must look like a child to you! Hers are so incredible!"
"That's not true at all." I was pleased by her question and by her tacit avowal that she was looking approvingly at Nella's breasts. I paused, as if searching for an explanation. I began with the simplest one, the one I knew wouldn't work. I stared at them and merely said: "Damn Jenny, just look at them. Just look!"
She laughed but obviously wasn't convinced. "Come on Will, I'm serious..."
"Well, so am I. They are fabulous, and they should be celebrated." She laughed again with me. "OK, try to see it like this. What are you two favorite songs?"
"Hmmm, Take Five from Dave Brubeck and Summertime from Janis."
"Perfect!" I said with pleasure. "Which one is your true favorite?"
"Oh, I see where this is going. Summertime is my truly favorite."
"And does that prevent you from fully enjoying the beauty of Brubeck's piece?"
"Of course not. I understand what you mean, but breasts are not music! Nella's have everything mine have and are quite bigger to boot!"
"No they don't." I took a deep breath, ready to dare something that could shatter the mood. "They don't have this right here...
Slowly I extended my hand towards her breasts, leaving her more than enough time to move away. Then with my extended first finger, I traced the smooth and fresh line below her left breast. She didn't move away. Shivers ran up and down my arm and my breathing paused while I tasted her intimate skin for the first time. Instantly her nipple hardened and I saw her shivering for less than the time it took me to complete the line. But in fact there was no line, and that was the point. regaining my breath, I told her what I meant.
"You see, your breasts are still firm and perky, defiantly high and proud. There's no fold here. Right here... "
This time I used my thumb to trace a line from her nipple to her chest, following the steep curve of her flesh. By then we were both breathing fast, shallow breaths. Leaving my hand there, with my thumb still pushed against the underside of her breast, I continued.
"In a sense your breasts are just as large as Nella's... I'd never seen breasts as big as yours that didn't fold back on themselves. It's as if they contained nothing but flesh; heavy, full and as firm as a burgeoning adolescent breast. Nella's breasts are comfortably large, quiet in their confident beauty." By now my thumb was tracing small circles on her flesh, making it move and bulge from left to right, up and down. "Yours on the other hand, look like they're arrogantly proud of their appeal, standing high and firm on your chest. With your nipples hard like this, " I dared another step forward and grazed her left nipple, making it twist under my thumb. "your breasts are simply impossible to resist..."
With those last words I opened my hand and palmed her entire breast. My eyes closed as my fingers did the same on her compact flesh, feeling its youthful bounciness as I squeezed and released it. By now we were both ostensibly breathing faster and shallower, thrill and pleasure mixing together. She was burning up, her warm flesh now covered with a thin layer of sweat. Somehow the sweat made everything even more exciting, licentious. It certainly made fondling her a lot easier. After a few minutes of this perfectly silent caress, Jenny placed her hand on my arm and lowered my hand. Still without a word she smiled at me and resumed the massage.
By now her entire body was covered in sweat and after the cleanness of her shower, she now gave out a wonderfully feminine scent. Underneath that smell, for the first time in life, I actually smelled a woman's excitement. When she moved pass my head I was able to get a whiff of the wetness between her legs. The sexual tension was still palpable, the silence charged with desires and anticipation. Her massage had deconstructed itself into nothing more than long-stroked caresses.
Then, surprising me and breaking the stale-mate, Jenny laughed.
"Damn it, why are we so stressed-out?" She had been standing at the foot of the table and was now walking to its side. "This must be killing you, as it has probably been doing so for the last couple of weeks..." She smiled, staring at my cock.
"Hu-Hm." I agreed, unable to say anything more: my cock was, in fact, ready to spontaneously combust.
"Here, how does this feel?"
Without any other warning, she closed her hand around the base of my cock, squeezing it really hard... The shockwave of pleasure that swept through me made my entire body twitch on the table. When she brought her other hand around the head of my cock, she had me twisting around and moaning out loud in pleasure. Both her hands oiled up she gave me an incredible hand-job, apparently taking a lot of pleasure herself while doing it.
She began by squeezing the base of my cock firmly while using her other hand to pump my shaft and head. When she switched a few dozen strokes later, holding the head and pumping the rest of my length, the pleasure was impressively different. The feeling of her palm and fingers carefully holding my knob tightly was surprisingly good, especially when she began to slowly stroke the rest of my hard-on. Usually most if not all of the sensations come from the sensitive head, but her lubricated fingers on the skin of my cock were somehow marvelously enjoyable.
All the skill I had discovered in her fingers while she had massaged me was now magnified as she handled my cock like a well-known instrument. After teasing me with this new technique, she let her lower hand move down even further and cup my balls. Now I have very sensitive balls and I rarely enjoy having them fondled. Now, of course, was an exception. Jenny was wonderfully subtle and precise in her strokes, touches and ball-hugs. Soon a slow rhythm emerged: gentle caress, thumb rolls and entire ball-sac squeeze. Higher up, the hand holding my glans began squeezing it in unhurriedly, the timing flawless: just as she was about to hug my balls with her left hand, her right one released my glans. She kept that rhythm for what seemed to be a long time. (As you might have guessed, I had my eyes closed in delight, completely oblivious to anything else than her hands on my genitals...)
At one point her tempo increased and the sensations naturally followed suit. Soon after she began to sync her squeezing before adding a long expected friction on the head of my cock. All the while continuing her excellent care of my balls, she started to stroke my cock again, her fingers very tightly curled around my meat. Her speed increased and decreased in reverse proportion to my twisting around: she was deliberately teasing me into a huge climax.
I barely felt her left hand, the one on my balls, turning around until the tips of her fingers reach the bottom of my sac. What I did feel, while realizing the irony of that caress, was the harder pressure she suddenly applied to the sensitive point between balls and asshole. My ass responded by raising itself from the table, the pleasure suddenly too intense. I was seconds away from exploding and was ready to bless Jenny with all my heart when I felt her strokes coming faster and faster.
It seemed to me as if my entire body was cumming, throwing everything it had into my climax. I *had* been expecting this since I first saw Jenny in the pool, so this was an orgasm long in coming! And come it did! I came and came all over my stomach, my cum pooling in large globs in and around my navel. As I was trashing in absolute joy, I heard Jenny laughing gently: she was still pumping my cock and massaging that magical spot between my legs. And my cum just kept flowing.
Eventually it stopped and Jenny gently released my balls and cock. She was still smiling but less so than before. I, on the other had, was probably radiating with pleasure, breathing hard and enjoying every fleeting second of this climax. Rolling one of my fingers in my navel, I pulled it out and playfully covered one of her nipples with my cum. She smiled but stopped me after a few seconds.



"Shhh, " she said, after pushing my hand away. "We shouldn't be doing this... I've been wanting to touch that cock of yours since the first time I saw it hard on my table, but..."
"But nothing. We're both adults and nobody has been hurt."
"What about Nella? I ask her if she minds my being nude around you and there I go jacking her boyfriend off in her own living room!"
"Please stop Jenny, " I smiled at her incomprehension. "If I knew that Nella wasn't OK with this, I wouldn't have let things come this far. Period. If you only knew... " I paused, unsure of how she'd receive what I really wanted to say to her. Instead of telling her everything about Nella and beautiful girls and women, I only said. "If you only knew how much she would have enjoyed seeing what we just did..."
"What do you mean?"
I sighed. "Just don't worry about her finding out. In fact I'm going to tell her myself tonight and you'll probably hear us fucking even louder than yesterday night."
Her face reddened, even though she still had some of my cum on her hand. "I did hear you guys yesterday..."
"Do you mind?" I asked, hoping to make her talk a bit more...
"No, not really. It's just that sometimes... well, it's been a long time since I..."
Still red, she lowered her head and gave me a acutely shy smile. I understood what she hadn't said quite well: it had been a while since she hadn't fucked anyone. It was genuinely hard to believe.
"I find that hard to believe Jenny. " I paused, then grinned. "Did you masturbate while listening to us?"
"Oh stop it now!!!" she laughed out loud and slapped my belly.
When the noise of her slap came out quite wet and bubbly, she looked down and laughed again, harder this time. Happy to have broken her shy mood, I joined in and decided not to rush things. She cleaned my up with a warm towel, all the while I was already having fantasies about tomorrow morning's massage...
The evening turned out quite like yesterday's: pool until 10:30 while the neighbors enjoyed Jenny and Nella's bikinis and a loud fucking session afterwards. Nella was really charged up after our little bedside discussion: she was really happy about how things were turning out. I slept like a log but woke up early, eager for the day to begin.
After my shower I found both girls in the kitchen, heads leaned conspiratorially together. When I walked in to kiss Nella a good morning, they stopped talking and Jenny's face was as red as yesterday morning. She had to lean back a bit while I bent towards Nella, but didn't move away from my nearness. As soon as I touched Nella's lips, I knew I was in for much more than a regular good morning kiss. I was treated to a full fuck-me-silly kiss, a wet dance of lips and tongue. While my head turned left and right against Nella's mouth, I could see that Nella had one of her hands high on Jenny thigh. Very high. I smile through the kiss and gently bit Nella's tongue. She opened her eyes and smiled, then we broke the kiss.
Without giving it too much thought I pulled back a bit, turned towards Jenny and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. "Good morning to you too!" Both girls laughed at this and I saw Nella's hand tightening her grip on Jenny's thigh. We ate together: eggs and toasts whit layer after layer of almond butter and raspberry jam. Soon after Nella left for work, last day of the week, and I finally found myself alone with Jenny.
She was wearing nothing but her a thin nightdress, loose and satiny. I was afraid that she'd keep it on, be shy and ask me to forget everything about last morning. Instead she got up from her chair with a bright smile and slipped the nightdress up and above her head. Seeing her disrobe was delicious, and so was her request for me to do the same. "Ready for your massage?" she asked. I replied by pulling the table from underneath the sofa and setting it up. She threw a towel over it and invited me to lay back. "On your back." Shivers ran up and down my body: we always began with my lying face down.
A few minutes later I was completely oiled up and my dick was getting increasingly hard. After having given me the general loosening-up body-wide first part of the massage, Jenny paused and looked up at me. She smiled and asked, in a amusingly innocent voice:
"Do you mind if I include this part in the massage this morning?" Her eyes quickly darted to my cock.
"Please do, please do..." I smiled back.
And as simple as that and her hands were once more sliding up and down my entire length, taking great care and patience to oil everything from my glans to the little spot below my balls. But this time she was not jacking me off, not immediately anyway, but alternated between a regular massage and a delicious "extra". At one point I reached out to her with my arm but she swatted it away. "Tsk, tsk, tsk, keep those hands to yourself young man..." I smiled and kept, indeed, my hands to myself.
At one point she surprised me by asking me to turn around. When I did she proceeded to oil my back and legs. Then she did something she had never done before: she climbed up on the table with me. (Remember, if you had forgotten, that she was completely naked too...) Raising both my feet, she laid on of them against her belly and chest, right between her breasts. She gave the other one a strong massage and a few minutes later she switched and did my other feet.
After that sweet work she placed my legs back on the table and walked over me until her knees were slightly higher than my hips. When she sat down on my ass I could feel her sliding around against my oily skin, trying to find a comfortable position. Of course, that must've been the point, she was also pressing my cock against the table in the process. When she began massaging my back her movements made it rub between my oiled belly and the soft towel, keeping it nice and hard.
When she climbed down, a few minutes later, she asked me to turn around again. I did it gladly and saw that her entire body, at least the front, was covered with oil. She must've finished the job that our contacts had begun as she was glistening from head to toe. As soon as I was fully on my back she climbed up again, this time straddling my knees and lower legs. Looking down above my chest I was admiring the shining nymph above me, her flawless breasts proud and pert as always, her smooth belly that led the way to her wild patch of black hair and of course, the smooth shaven lips that were presently hidden beneath.
Her strong legs and hips were tensing up and down as she massaged my chest, arms and shoulders, but it was clear that her movements were nothing but an excuse to show me her breasts... She was bending forward as she pulled back from my shoulders and squeezing her shoulders inwards, hiding her breasts; only to push them out through her arms while arching her back when she moved her hands upwards again. Each time I saw her breasts squeezing out from between her closed-up arms, my cock twitched up and touched her belly.
After a few torturing repetitions she smiled up at me and placed both her hands in the hollow between my shoulders and my chest. She then swung her hips forward, bringing her thighs up and then down against my sides. Her back was arched and her belly was rising gently from my chest until her breasts bloomed, pushed out between her arms. Her weight was resting on my shoulders and I could feel my muscles loosening under the pressure. I could also look at her breasts from below, for she was arched just above my head, and could definitely feel my cock being squeezed between both our bellies.
When she pulled back her head moved towards mine and she gave me a small kiss before moving further down. Her breasts lavishly pressed against my chest, she made them slide all the way back down to my stomach and, of course, across the entire length of my cock. Then, pausing with my balls nestled between them, she moved her hands a bit lower and began climbing up again. Her breasts once more licked my cock from both sides while the soft valley between them caressed my sensitive underside. They then rubbed up my chest until taking off above my head once more as she was putting her weight on my shoulders again.
After the third time I was ready to burst and placed my hands on her hips to pull her higher. She giggled as I pushed up, forced to move her hands from my shoulders to the towel. But as my cock slipped all the way down from her belly against her pussy, we both moaned. When her bush fell down on my belly I pushed her back down and felt my cock bumping against her lips. Her clean shaven and oiled up lips. I heard Jenny whispering: "Not yet..." and didn't understand why she was still moving backwards until my cock found resistance and slipped down up her lips and so upwards until it stood completely up, trapped between her legs against her pussy and asscheeks.
"Hold my hips steady..."
"What?"
But before I could have an answer, she closed her legs together by bringing them directly above mine. Without her legs to stabilize her, and with too much oil between us, Jenny's body began to slide from left to right as gravity was pulling it away from me. But I had her hips firmly in my hands and there was no way in Heaven or Hell that I was going to let her slip away.
And then she completed the position she had in mind with simple movements I'll never forget: pushing her hips upwards with the muscles of her back and legs, she began masturbating my cock between her legs. As soon as she started she raised her head from my shoulder and kissed me with all the passion I had expected.
The feelings she was bathing my cock with were out of this world. The oil was making everything smooth, but it felt like each side of my cock was feeling something different. The underside, barely touched by her legs, felt like it was being gently tickled or teased. The sides, pressed directly against her oiled thighs received most of the pressure and when they reached my glans the sensations peaked.
The top of my shaft, nestled against her pussy lips and ass, got most of the attention. At first the heat from her pussy was the dominant sensation, but soon things changed. After a while she began to vary the angle of her abdomen, pushing her ass outwards or inwards randomly. So sometimes I felt her pussy opening up against my length and sometimes I felt her asscheeks teasing my glans on the way down. After an undetermined number of mind-blowing thrusts she also began to move up and down on my body. This both made our entire fronts rub against each other, her breasts clear on my chest, but it also changed the game entirely for my cock.
Once more the feelings were new and changing, evolving into something unexpected with every minute that passed by. I felt like I could enjoy such a massage for years and years, for even though the sensations were varied and rich, they were not incredibly intense. The head of my cock was, indeed, seldom properly enfolded. Then, breaking her kiss and between breaths, Jenny kissed her way to my ear and whispered something that stirred too many fantasies at the same time.
"Do you like tit-fucking?"
I merely groaned, still overwhelmed by the sensations.
"Would you like to fuck my tits?"
"God yes!"
"Ok then, but later. For now, just imagine that my thighs and buttocks are my tits and that you're fucking them...
"Hum?" I was not in a state of mind that allowed for quick illumination.
"Hold my hips with your forearms and slide your hands lower on my ass. — OK, move them inside a bit. — Now reach for the top of your cock with your finger and pull... Oooh, " she laughed, "that's it Will, now you're getting it..."
Indeed: when I pulled the end of my cock against and between her asscheeks, my glans was suddenly getting the attention it required. While she kept moving and rotating her pussy against my cock, I was making sure that most of my length was touching her skin. When her rhythm increased my eyes closed and I was barely able to return the kiss she had resumed.
Her movements soon transformed into pure rotations as she was grinding her pussy and ass against my cock. I could clearly feel her lips and warm gash sliding up and down, as well as her asshole and part of the private cleft between her asscheeks. The mere feeling of her asshole rubbing against my glans would have been more than enough to satisfy me, but right now I was drowning in too much pleasure to properly appreciate what was happening to me.
I opened my eyes wide when it was clear that she was raising herself more and more. Soon her asshole disappeared and every grinding motion pressed my glans against her pussy. I had to reach lower with my right hand in order to keep my cock firmly against her, and moved my left back against her hip. From one motion to the next the head of my cock was now plunging in and out of her pussy, the warmth of herself surprising me. Gradually I was not being completely pulled out and soon she was lowering herself the entire way, embedding my cock all the was until her lips spread wide around the base of my eight inches.
But I realized, as she was transforming her movements again into a more classical rhythm, that I was going to cum soon. Very soon. I opened my eyes and told her "I'm going to cum if you keep this up Jenny..." But she was too far gone to care. She was now squatting over me, both legs raised and standing on her feet to allow maximum penetration. One of her hands was on my belly and the other one was blurring away on her clit.
When she felt me tensing up she changed her strokes again, making them slower but heavier, harder. I could feel the table creaking and moving around with each of her downwards strikes. She was pounding herself down against me, slapping her ass and pussy as hard as she could. She had an eight inch rod buried into her and she was riding it for all she was worth.
And it was wonderful. I came inside her, as deeply as I could. My whole body tensed up, my toes and eyelids sharing everything my cock felt. When she felt me filling her with my seed, she groaned, moaned, cried out and screamed and suddenly she too was climaxing. Her long raven hair, heavy with oil and sweat, were whipping and snapping wetly on her back and all around her face. She was absolute, flawlessly beautiful.
Her rhythm then completely broke down and in seconds she was transformed from a impaled Goddess of fertility to a trashing orgasm all over me. Jenny kept moaning loudly as she writhed and shivered against me, all the while her spasms kept my climax going for longer than I had hoped. I could feel the mix of my cum and her juices pooling between out crotches and dripping down on the towel.
Slowly, gently, Jenny straightened over me and laid her head against my neck. My cock was still as deeply inside her as it could in its diminishing state, and her legs were splayed open around mine. One of my hands was still firmly anchored on her ass while the other was moving up and down her back, caressing her skin and fooling around with her hair. We both, of course, felt asleep on the table a mess of sweat, oil and cum. Everything was as it should be...
***
I did, just to make things clear, fuck those tits of her a few hours later. And even after having experienced the lusciousness of Nella and Justine's large and ripe breasts, fucking Jenny's tits as she was eagerly looking up to me was also great. She turned out to be a cum whore, wanting me to spill my cum into her mouth most of the time. Hey! The world is good place sometimes. What's next in this funny String of Luck? A sculptor, a long time friend of Nella's, that wants to take me for model. Why not? Especially if she wants to make an erotic piece... So, once more for the benefit of a woman, I'm going to lie back naked on a table. Oh well, I guess there are worse things in life... :-) See you soon!
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Here we go again for the fourth element of this String of Luck, a story that revolves around exchanges. One of Nella's oldest friend, Aria, has been in town for about a month now, living mostly with us. Having moved out of the province three years ago her friendship with Nella, even though it changed because of the distance, is still strong. In fact when my green-eyed, ever wonderful girlfriend received Aria's call and learned of her visit, she jumped up from the couch to make a little dance of joy. I was, you might have guessed, quite surprised to see her dancing in the living room. Jenny, poking her head out from her room, was just as dumbfounded as I was.
In any case we learned that Aria would be coming to stay with us for two months or so. She would arrive a week hence. In exchange, the first one in this story, she's offered us her cottage in the mountains for the entire month of October. The weather should still be quite good and the autumnal colors should be in full bloom. Jenny, sitting beside me while waiting to learn why Nella had danced her weird little dance, was quite open about welcoming another roommate for a time. In fact, she was simply happy to have the opportunity to explore another person's body through massage. Some people are easy to please...
In the week before Aria arrived, Nella never stopped talking about her. She had mentioned her before, but now she was going into a full making-up-for-lost-time, bringing-my-new-boyfriend-up-to-date mode. The woman was a sculptor just like Nella, has been working professionally as one for the past eight years, and was apparently exceptionally good. There were a lot of other things I learned in those six days, but nothing as interesting as her sexual history.
You see, Aria's sexual life began like most other young girls: she was interested in boys during high-school, flirted with most of them, allowed herself to be fondled by a handful of them and finally decided to go all the way with a guy she thought would be the man of her life. Things didn't turn out that way: three months later the guy was gone, chasing after another virgin. That particular episode was hard on Aria, but nothing out of the ordinary.
Nonetheless, in her late teens she became increasingly interested in girls. That phase coincided, fortuitously, with her growing relationship with Nella. (Go figure!) A year after that first fateful night with her, Aria was an exceptionally happy bisexual. When the exclusive relationship with Nella faded and turned into a rich friendship, Aria explored many relationships both with men and women.
Yet something changed once more in Aria after breaking up with her last girlfriend, one of her most serious relationships: she has no intention of ever looking for another man. Apparently her relationship with Judy, even though painful to sever, was nonetheless above anything she'd ever had with men. So most of the times, or so Nella says, Aria refers to herself as a lesbian. After telling me all this the night before Aria arrived, in our beds late at night, Nella whispered something else:
"I may need your help Will."
"What for?"
"I don't want Aria to turn into a full lesbian... I don't want her to loose the freedom that bisexuality brings. The last two men in her life were quite ordinary and Aria said to me one time that in bed they were even less than ordinary. So, " she asked with a naughty smile, "do you want to help Aria for me?"
I was shocked by her request, even though I had seen it coming when she asked for my help. Although Nella and I shared Justine and Jenny quite a few times, she was asking me to seduce and fuck a girl I had never met, a girl who thought herself a lesbian... This was something completely different... Nella saw my hesitation.
"Come on Will, you know I wouldn't ask this of you if I didn't think that you'd both enjoy it..."
"Hmmm. You're sure she would?"
"Yes. And I have no doubt in my mind that you're going to enjoy it too..."
"What does she look like?"
"She's gorgeous."
"Of course, what else? She's your friend!"
Nella laughed out loud and I had to put a pillow to her face for Jenny was sleeping in the next room. This lead to a playful fight on the bed and as a matter of course it turned into an another intense sexual episode. Indeed, as I was beginning to realize, everything had a serious potential of turning into a sexual episode. Well, who was I to complain!
Aria arrived an hour late the following afternoon, carrying two huge bags of clothing and sculpting stuff. When I saw her opening the door, I froze for a moment or two. Seeing this, Nella laughed and poked me in the ribs. Aria had missed the incident but Nella had to tell her about it. So even though the introduction was quite embarrassing for me, it was clear that Aria was pleased by my reaction.
As we were in the small room Nella sometimes uses as office when her shifting jobs requires it, I got ample opportunity to take a good look at our guest. She was, Nella had been quite right, jaw-dropping gorgeous. Her hair was light brown and slightly wavy, but that description doesn't go nearly far enough. She had a lion's mane: thick locks and tresses falling all around her head, flowing all the way down to the small of her back and covering her entire back as if with a cloak. She was a wet-dream for hair fetishists.
Yet were it not for that remarkable head of hair, the rest of her figure was eerily similar to Nella's: her breasts were full and large, perhaps even larger than Nella's, and were apparently very firm despite their size; her waist was notably larger than the fabled "24", but as her hips flared smoothly and generously, the effect was just as remarkable as with Nella. In fact, the effect was strikingly alike and I took a private yet intense pleasure at comparing their bodies. In any case they were busying themselves with Aria's stuff and trying to make up for the entire year since they last saw each other. I had a one of a kind opportunity to ogle, gawk and drool... (well, perhaps not *that* much)
Nella had a pair of short shorts (I know it sounds like a pleonasm, but some shorts do warrant this repetition: these ones did) with a loose, white tank top. And I have to specify that she had chosen, this morning, a miracle miracle bra (you get the idea...). Aria had completely different look: she looked like a circus performer on a holiday: the summer dress she had chosen was seemingly made out of a hundred of patches, artistically arranged to create a stunning result. It was clear that it had been made for her: it hung to her breasts, waist, hips, buttocks and thighs like second skin. The patches that covered her breasts were bright red and strips of yellow fabric were slipped beneath and between her breasts, adding even more highlights than they provided by themselves. Those strips snaked down all over the dress, going above or under other strips or patches. It was an amazing dress for an amazingly magnificent woman. Her blue eyes and generous lips were warm and open, her manner open and confident. She was, all in all, a remarkable person.
At one point, perhaps noticing my blatant staring, Aria smiled at me.
"Yes, we know that we look alike..."
"We've been teased about it, " Nella added, "since we began going out together. 'Lesbianism to the extreme!' our friends would joke. They said that not only were we interested in other women, but each in another woman who also looked a lot like we did."
Aria and Nella laughed at this memory and I was happy to learn that both women were at ease regarding this subject. In fact we even talked about it during dinner, Jenny even more curious than I was. Of course, she had just begun the exploration that the two women have been carrying out for more than ten years. We spent most of the evening around the pool, as another heat wave was hitting the city.
The following seven or eight days were quite uneventful: even though Aria is always dressed sexily, I've not yet managed to see her naked. We're getting to know each other, though, and I'm beginning to enjoy her presence a lot. Yet although she looks like Nella physically, her personality is strikingly different: while Nella is easygoing, relaxed with a sharp sense of humor, Aria always seems to be in a hurry and appears to have a peculiar sense of humor. I never know what's going to make her laugh or, in fact, what's going to shock her.
So even though I was burning to see her naked, and a lot more, I was more careful than I had been with Jenny. Aria was apparently quite opened sexually, but only with people she absolutely trusted. As we had met only a week ago, I was still far from being her confident. Things started to change when, during dinner one night, she asked me a favor.
"Will, I have a big favor to ask of you. As Nella has probably told you I sculpt for a living and one of my plan while being in town was to make a big piece in clay. I've located a studio where I could work, but as of yet I'm missing a model. A male model."
"No problems, I'd be happy to—"
"Wait a second, you have to know that it's going to be a nude piece. Still in?" she asked, apparently uneasy.
"Yes, that's not a problem at all."
In fact I was bubbling with joy inside. A way to get intimate with her, even though I'll only be modeling, immobile. Nothing like the perfect opportunity I had with Jenny, but still quite good.
The following day we both went to her studio and during the bus ride she talked about what she had in mind. It seemed quite simple a pose, but I'm no artist so I can't judge: all I'll have to do was recline on cushioned table and enjoy the music she had brought with her. The table, she told me, would be replaced by something else once the piece was finished. She wouldn't say what.
An hour into the "work" I was beginning to realize that resting perfectly still was harder than it sounded. I wasn't even fully nude for the first session: Aria had been very clear on that: she would not impose nudity on me until she absolutely needed it. Even when I told her that I didn't mind, she hadn't changed her mind. So here I was, lounging on a comfortable table, enjoying the music and the view.
It was clear, even minutes after she had begun working on the large piece of clay, that Aria was completely focused on her work. She only talked to herself while she worked and even though she kept looking at me, she was more interested in my silhouette than "me". So what was I to do: I had an empty room to look at or a beautiful women dressed in tight, thin clothes... I spent the first afternoon looking at her while she looked at me, for very different reasons. I felt my cock beginning to harden a few times but when that happened, I took breaks and looked at the highly stimulating plaster walls.
Around six o'clock Aria took a deep breath and stood up. By then she had a general shape clearly cut out and even so soon it was obvious that she was an artist. On the way out just before closing the door, she asked me if I had enjoyed the afternoon. When I looked at her, she had a mischievous smile on her face. It was clear that she had seen me staring at her. I decided to play it safe, but not too much.
"Yes, it was really great to watch you work. You're really good at this, If I can humbly say so. I did enjoyed my afternoon."
She laughed a bit, evidently understanding what I really meant. "I'm sure you did. Ready for the same thing tomorrow?"
"Yes. In fact I hope it'll be hotter so that I'll be even more comfortable without my clothes..." Would she catch this second message?
"Hmmm." she looked at me, a brief slantwise glance. "Don't you think that it's already hot enough?"
"It is, but if the day is even hotter than today, I'll be more at ease nude."
I'm wasn't sure if she had understood my veiled request, but at least everything had remained quite proper. I had no intention of rushing things with her. We talked about innocent but interesting things on the way back home and were then welcomed by a fully ready meal. Nella and Jenny and prepared a scrumptious table for the four of us. After dinner, Jenny had to leave and I walked with her until we reached the grocery: we would need more wine tonight... Jenny blessed me with a wet kiss before she continued on her way and told me she was eager for our next private massage session. As she was still in my arm, I squeezed my half-hard cock against her belly and she smiled. As she walked away I shamelessly stared at her ass: it was just as sexy as it was the first time I had seen it.
After walking back to the apartment I came in from the back, convinced that the women would be around the pool. They were not, so I climbed the spiral stair case and very nearly opened the door that led directly to the living room. Just as I was about to open it, I heard Aria and Nella giggling like schoolgirls. I decided, judiciously, to sit down silently and listen. I enjoyed spying nearly as much as I enjoyed looking at women's bras. (Oh, by the way, I did look into Aria's bag for her bras while both of them were away. She's a proud double-D. She has a few Ds but most of her bras are DDs, while Nella has mostly Ds with a few DDs. But what do slight differences like these matter anyway? On the other hand, what would I give in order for Nella to have Aria's breasts? — Argh! Aren't I an awful, greedy little man!)
Sitting down just below the opened window, I listened in and was suddenly very glad that I did. they were talking about Aria's lesbianism. Nella asked her the obvious question:
"Why? Why would you sacrifice guys?"
"I don't really see it that way Nelly. I really don't feel like I'm loosing anything at all..."
"No? What about cocks? What about the feeling of having a nice big cock deep inside you, hammering away at your orgasm?"
"Ah Ah!" Aria laughed. "You'll never change will you Nelly?"
"No, of course not. My sexual life since I met Will is better than ever... I would never sacrifice his love, lust and his cock!"
"Wow, I'm surprised. He seems like a really good guy, but after having two bad relationships with guys... Well, let's say that it's hard for me to imagine being pleased by a man in bed. Yet coming from you, such a comment is quite impressive? Does he know how good he is?"
"I think he has an idea, but I'm not planning to tell him anytime soon... I'm sure he can come up with more tricks if he feels he has too!"
Aria laughed again. "You're terrible Nella..." After laughing she paused. "You think I should give men another chance?"
"I don't know Aria, but I would keep my options opened if I were you. Meeting Will has made my entire year fantastic and it's not even over yet... If only he could try to stop listening into other people's conversations!!!"
Damn! Somehow she had heard me! In less than two seconds she was up and laughing, reaching for the door. I barely had time to get up before I was caught. Both girls threw cushions and pillows at me, even though I was holding two bottles of wine. When I put the down and grabbed Nella by her waist, she shrieked but could do nothing to prevent me from throwing her on the couch. At the same moment, Aria jumped up on my back and tried to hold my arms down. Teasing and theatrically arrogant, I said: "I think lesbianism has made you forget how strong a man can be..." Still lying on the couch Nella began to laugh out loud at my jest and soon after, sure that I was joking, Aria did too. But when she did I slipped my arms lower and slipped them behind me. I grabbed her thighs and pulled her higher on my back.
When she screamed, afraid that I'd drop her, I reached for her arm and twisted her around my shoulders. After holding her for a few seconds I dropped her over Nella's lap. Both of them were laughing too hard to put up a real fight, but when I jumped towards Nella she caught my arm and tripped me with her left feet. I fell halfway on the couch and halfway on Aria. Both girl then jumped on me, pinning me down. Nella leaned down and began kissing me while Aria protested: "Hey! We're supposed to be punishing him!" she laughed. "Is he ticklish?"
Sadly I was. My eyes snapped opened when she began searching for weak spots. Soon both her hands were underneath my shirt and climbing up and down my sides. By the time I freed myself from Nella I was laughing hard, seconds away from loosing control. But when my left forearm pinned both Aria's hands on my belly, we stopped to take our breath and relax.
A few minutes later, the laughter gradually stopping, I got up and pulled my tee-shirt off. Nella did the same, revealing a nice green bra. It was definitely too hot and after our pillow fight we were all sweating. Aria hesitated a second or two but finally she removed her own top to reveal the tantalizing white bra I had tried to see all day long.
"Can we bring the wine down to the pool?" she asked.
"Sure. great idea."
As both girls walked into Nella's room to change, I was cursing my bad luck. Seeing Aria and Nella in bikinis is definitely nice. Yet bras have a completely different... I don't know, aura? Seeing a girl in a bikini top and seeing her wearing a bra is not the same thing. The evening turned out great anyway and as it was a Friday night, we remained in the pool a lot longer than usual. I was hoping for a proper midnight bath, but nothing happened. Oh well; can't have everything!
After that, things started coming together a bit faster. When we woke up Saturday morning, Aria was still asleep and Jenny hadn't come back from wherever she had spent the night. After breaking our fast alone, Nella and I moved to the living room to enjoy the morning's coolness while we could. She was working on a small sculpture she had begun with Aria last week. I, on the other hand, was watching her work while listening to some folk music I had borrowed from a friend. I chortled when I realized that I was mirroring yesterday's afternoon, this time with Nella.
Intrigued, Nella looked up and I explained the situation. When I finished, she asked me if I had any plans to seduce Aria. I then remembered that she had *asked* me to do it.
"No, nothing came up. I'm not sure I'll be able to..."
"I have one for you then. Well, for us..." She grinned. "My guess is that Aria's going to sleep late this morning unless she's disturbed... Feel like disturbing her?"
"What? You want me to slip into her bed?"
"No! Of course not! What if we made some noises that would wake her up?"
When I realized what sorts of noises she was talking about, I smiled and invited her to come and sit with me. But she took my hand instead and guided me to the other sofa. Nella whispered: "If she wakes up and decides to look at us, she'll have a better view from there. I'm sure that as soon as she'll see your cock she's going to want to try it out..."
Try it out? Was I a toy for those women? I hoped I was! After pulling my boxers down I sat on the couch and enjoyed the sight of Nella's little striptease. I say "little" because all she had on was a pair of panties and a tank top. In any case it was all my cock needed to get as hard as it could. Nella then knelt down between my legs and wrapped her hands around my shaft. She looked up at me, naughtiness written clearly in her eyes. But then she stopped and straightened back up. "If you're facing this way Aria won't be able to look. Wait a sec."
When Nella came back she had our black blindfold, the ones we use during sex or to sleep during the day, and she proceeded to wrap it up tightly. When both her hands and then her mouth enveloped my cock, my eyes closed anyway and I enjoyed Nella's talent. Nothing like Jenny's technical prowess but just as effective in sending my senses into overdrive. My eyes were shut and the music, so close to the speakers, prevented my from hearing anything at all. Yet I felt like I was in sensory overload already.



Nella's favorite (and mine as well) trick involved twists. Making sure that her fingers were wet with saliva or her own juices, she closed her index finger and thumb around my cock's crown. Her lips moving from above and those fingers from below, she turned her head from side to side while making her hand move in the opposite direction. Even though she moved her head and hand up and down, she seemed to prefer having her finger wrapped up around the base of my glans. Her other hand was lower, holding the skin of my cock cleanly down. As her index finger moved back and forth from the smooth shaft to the bulging line of the glans, unique sensations flowed down my cock and everywhere inside my body.
Her wet lips and tongue, usually moving up and down in sync with her finger, added even to the sensations. The combination of this twisting and up and down motions were normally a finish-the-boyfriend-off move. For some reason I couldn't understand, this morning she was beginning with this. And didn't seem to want to stop. I began moaning under her tongue and fingers, first silently and then with more feeling. We did have to bring Aria out of her room...
After who knew how many minutes Nella pulled her mouth away while keeping both her hands pumping up and down on my shaft. Then for a few seconds she moved her right hand to my left leg and squeezed my thigh three times. Aria was watching us. My heartbeat increased even further and somehow, knowing that another woman was looking at us, the feelings intensified even further. By now I knew that Nella's goal was twofold: to give me pleasure but she also wanted to give her friend a show.
Soon my entire cock was covered in her saliva and some of my precum and she was giving me a hell of a handjob. At one point she moved one of her hands away to put it on my thigh again, then the other one left my cock just as her mouth returned to engulf my glans. The feeling of Nella's mouth free on my cock was still as good as it was the first time she blew me. Soon afterwards her hands returned, warmer than before: had she been playing with herself? Was she *that* excited to have her friend looking over? Normally she would give me the best blow-job possible and then let *me* give her pleasure in return. Nella didn't believe in doing two things at the same time: why spoil both of them? Except, that is, for when we sixty-nine. But that's another story.
For now she was doing a wonderful job on my cock. Instead of resuming her twisting, she took me deep in her throat, as deep as I would go. Probably spurred on by this morning's voyeur, she took me a bit deeper than I'm used to. Enjoying the special, I reached forward and wrapped my hands in her hair to guide her movements.
And then my heart skipped a beat. (Yeah, I know you guys saw it coming. But *you* were not receiving a blow-job with your eyes blindfolded.) It was not Nella kneeling between my knees, sucking the devil out of my cock. Nor was it Jenny, nor even Justine: it was Aria. Then again, while their hair are different, they'd probably feel the same so close to their head. But just as I was about to move them lower, Nella —or was it Aria?— grabbed my hands with hers and pushed them back on the couch.
My heart and mind were running at full speed, trying to make sense of the situation. If Aria was between my legs, shouldn't I be feeling her hairs flowing against my thighs? Would Aria dare do such a thing in the first place? She looked quite tame and docile these days, but Nella told me that she was a wild one in her early twenties. Could she have dared?
I felt her tongue (somehow it feels safer this way: her instead of a name...) sliding up and down my shaft, licking me playfully. This *could* be Nella's doing. It could also be most of the other women on this planet... When she felt my arms relaxing she let them go and moved them back to my thighs. Once more (I realized that this was indeed the second time) she pulled her hands away and moved her mouth back to my cock.
As soon as she did I moved my hands back on her head. It felt quite the same, but this time I wasn't so sure that it was Aria, wasn't so sure that the top of their heads were so different. Nella could simply have taken a slight pause to shift the position on the floor. But twice? When I moved my hands lower I felt the slight curl in her hair and felt them ending below her shoulder. Right now it was Nella around my cock. Reaching lower I grabbed her arms and pulled her up. Kneeling above my lap she reached down and guided my wet and hard cock against her pussy.
Two seconds later I was hilt deep inside her and she was fucking me for all she was worth, moaning out loud. Suddenly she removed my blindfold and I saw the glory that was my girlfriend riding my cock, her breasts heaving up and down against my chest. Behind, Aria was nowhere to be seen. Between moans Nella whispered: "She came to look, Ugh, while I was sucking you... Hmm!! She left just after you pulled me up. Argh! Ahhhh! Fuck me! Fuck me harder"
What she meant, for she was the one fucking me, was that she wanted me to pull her down against me. I did. Her ass and thighs began slapping against my own and my belly. Awake or not, Aria was sure to hear those slaps. Flesh against flesh, flesh into flesh. Nell was driving my entire body crazy, pushing me into overload once more. Then, looking at me through squinted eyes, she whispered:
"Did it work?"
"What?"
"Did I make you believe that Aria came and sucked you most of the way to your climax?"
I was unable to answer. Was she telling the truth? Had she changed her habits and had she taken me deeper into her mouth to make me believe that Aria was doing it? Or was she simply trying to hide the fact that Aria had indeed been sucking my cock? I was in no position to think clearly and her little game, her teasing, was making things even hotter. Pulling her up from my cock I pushed her back until she stood up. After following her I turned her around and bent her forward until she placed her hands on the table. Looking at her generously sensual ass, I placed my hands on her hips in an age-old favorite of mine.
Slapping her asscheeks with my cock a few times, I told her what a dirty little tease she was. My slapping then focused on her crack, then asshole. She moaned differently when I began slapping there, but I knew that this was one of the worst position to assfuck someone of the first time. Soon though. Very soon now. So instead of driving my shaft all the way up her asshole I aimed lower and spread her pussy lips once more. When I impaled her again, much deeper this time than on the couch, we both cried out in pleasure. I then proceeded, like the good boyfriend that I am, to fuck her thoroughly.
This times the slaps were probably loud enough to be heard from the next apartment. We tried to keep our moans as low as possible, but nothing could be done for those slapping sounds. They were extremely stimulating in any case, an advantage of considerably endowed women. Nella had hips I could grab and an ass I could pound into as hard as I wanted. And I was doing it to the best of my abilities.
Soon our moans rose in pitch and I could feel that she was near. Her pussy suddenly felt even wetter and warmer and it was twitching around my cock. Changing my angle slightly I felt the familiar glow of sensations in my cock and then the point of no return and then the first jet of sperm. I opened my mouth and threw back my head but didn't scream. When images of Aria replacing Nella arose in my head, the sensations changed and became even stronger. But by now I was quite aware of the role imagination played in orgasms.
We rode it until the four of us were spent (just to be clear: me, Nella and ours orgasms...), then crashed back onto the couch. A warm summer day being what it is, we were both covered in sweat. It was really awkward to put on our swimsuits being so sweaty, but we had to do it. Less than a minute later and we were relaxing in the pool with a few other people, trying to act normal. But we had just fucked and lived through an intense orgasm. And I had been, possibly, sucked by the wonderful woman still pretending to sleep upstairs. It was hard to appear calm!
***
Wow. Aria had spent little more than a week at our place, but things were already beginning to fuse and mix. With Jenny things had been quite straightforward: beauty, nudity, teasing, hand-job, and then sex. Before Aria arrived I was hoping for something similar. Not the case. But somehow I really liked how events were unfolding. Something sexual was beginning to coalesce, that was clear. Where will this beginning lead us all in the next episode? As always, stay tuned! (And also as always, I really enjoy getting emails!)
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Well well, I wasn't sure if I had to label this story the fifth part or the fourth part's second chapter. Or perhaps the second episode of the fourth chapter. Or yet again the next to last episode of the entire String of Luck? As it is it stands, simply, as the fifth part. I'll introduce Nella again, if ever this were the strange case that you've not read the previous parts. Nella is my remarkable girlfriend, a bright and sunny woman with green eyes and a heart-skipping smile. She's also, using current terminology, a fully-featured woman. She has large breasts, flaring hips and an ass that just needs to be slapped hard while fucking. She's called herself fat in the past, but now she's trimmed down to just wonderfully feminine.
The same could be said about Aria, her oldest friend. ...except that she has blue eyes and a smile that, although quite nice, is not nearly so stunning as Nella's. I'm not sure, either, that she has been fat in the past. She also has waist-long hair while Nella's barely reach her shoulders.... Err... Oh, who am I kidding: Aria has the same freaking figure: big boobs and a nicely rounded backside. There, I said it.
Anyway, let's get back to business. The business of modeling in fact. In the last chapter (or part; whatever...), Aria, an established sculptor, asked me to model for her. A nude piece. Innocent and overconfident because of this strange String of Luck, I had believed that it would be the perfect opportunity to become more than just friends with Aria. Not so. In fact even though she's opened about her peculiar sexual orientation history, she's conversely quite closed about nudity and sex with people she doesn't absolutely trust. She even forced me to keep my boxers for the first part of her work. A nude work...
Here we were now, two days after a strange incident this past Saturday morning (for those not in the know: please read the official part 4, sheesh!), scheduled for another day at the studio. Today she would further her work on my entire body and perhaps begin the nude part. As she got out of her room after breakfast, a bell rang in my head. I tried not to show (or make her hear it???) it, but it seemed like she had caught my veiled request after the first modeling session.
When I accepted her request, a favor she had said, she was really pleased and often told me how glad she was that I'd be doing it. For one thing, a real model would cost a lot of money. And, she also added, she would be a lot more comfortable with Nella's boyfriend posing nude for her than say, a perfect stranger doing the same. Knowing that she felt like she owed me something back, I made a request. A veiled one, but still. You see, I had spent the entire afternoon looking at her while she looked at me for her work. She was really, really beautiful, and this opportunity for me to look at her was repayment enough.
Still, a man can dream. I asked her indirectly if she could choose to wear something more revealing while she worked. Apparently she could. This morning she had on a pair of shorts (the regular type, not the pleonastic ones) and a very loose tank top over her bikini top. I had seen her wearing bikini before, but not while having the chance to stare at her for hours on end! So for the entire morning I was graciously allowed to do so. It was pure pleasure: round curves, generous curves, down from her thighs all the way to her shoulders. At one point she even undid her ponytail, probably knowing from Nella that I had a small fetish for long hair.
We got out of the studio to lunch at a nearby restaurant, taking a small break. Once again we had a great time together, both happy to have met. Our lives were drastically different, but through Nella we were able to discover each other. We even talked a bit about her bi-sexualism turned lesbianism when the noon crowd around us returned to work. She wasn't completely against men, but she would never actively pursue another man for a romantic relationship. "Of course," she said, "if the entire universe connived to make me live with a man again..." We laughed at that, looking around as if to catch the universe in the act!
Soon after that we returned to the studio. This time, in addition to undoing her ponytail for me again, she removed her tank top as well, pleading that she was too hot. It *wasn't* to hot and we both knew it. She gave me another indirect glance, implicitly acknowledging my request. The rest of the after noon flew by without me noticing it: the sight of her breasts, openly displayed for me in her tiny bikini, was more than enough to captivate me. When she got up at around four I was startled out of my reverie and had to shake my head to properly wake up. She laughed when she saw it and, after putting her top back on, walked up to me and hugged me. "Thanks." she simply said. I wasn't sure what she meant by that, but I was glad anyway.
"Now I'll need you to remove your boxers for about half an hour. I won't finish everything today but I need to make the general features so that I can more easily make up my mind about the final version. Ready?"
"Sure. As I told you before I don't mind being nude so don't hesitate to ask if you need."
"OK." she smiled and walked back to her table.
So for the next forty-five minutes I laid back nude in front of this gorgeous woman. I was thankful that she had put her top back on, as I was unsure of how she'd react if I developed a hard-on. I didn't spend those minutes staring at her, but I did sneak a few long glances. She was working standing up and the view was completely different. But I had to keep myself in control of things could get embarrassing.
Everything went well and half-an-hour of bus later we were back home. This time we prepared dinner with Nella and Jenny. Our private masso-therapist spent last night at a friend's house, not in a new boyfriend's bed. Of course Nella and I teased her, and even Aria joined in while we ate. When Jenny said, at around eight o'clock, that she was going at her friend's place again tonight, we all laughed and wished her a very good night...
So once again the three of us spent an evening together. We talked about a lot of things, some personal some not at all, having a great time drinking great wine. Late, Nella asked how the modeling day was. She had asked how things had gone earlier, but this time I knew what she really wanted to learn.
"I don't know, I just laid there, naked. I was OK for me, but you should ask Aria."
"Well, nothing special I guess: he *did* just lay there naked!"
We all laughed, but Nella wasn't finished. "Oh come on Aria, I've seen him naked before and he doesn't merely lay there when he's naked. Don't tell me you didn't feel *something* while looking at him."
Once more we laughed, nervousness, late night and alcohol all mixing together. There was a slight, awkward pause, but then we all seemed to remember that Nella and I were both very opened about sex.
"Come on yourself Nella Delonghi!" Aria laughed. "How dare you ask me a question like this in front of him!... OK, OK, he *is* good looking, and if he's as good in bed as you say he is, you're a very lucky woman."
Laughter filled the living room again. I was really beginning to like this conversation, but I had to make things clear. "Nothing happened Nella. "
"I know nothing happened, Aria is much too shy to do anything about it in any case!"
That earned her a punch on the shoulder from her friend. "I'm not too shy!" Aria was still smiling, barely believing the candidness of her friend.
"Oh yeah?" Nella replied, a grin forming on her face. "Have you told him what you really have in mind for your sculpture?"
Aria suddenly turned bright red. "Please don't say it. I'll tell him myself the day after tomorrow. "
A slight pause, which Nella broke. "OK then. But what are you giving him back for the favor? You know: two months here in exchange for one month at your cottage... He's saving you a lot of trouble and some money; what are you giving him back?"
"Well, we've managed to arrange—"
"A midnight bath." Nella said, cutting Aria off.
Somehow, judging by Aria's frozen reaction, midnight baths were probably a subject that had a tale attached to it. Despite all that Nella told me about her friend, I had no idea what it was. But a few seconds later a smile formed slowly on Aria's face and she simply nodded. It was clear that she was hesitant and probably had wanted to say no. But for some unfathomable reason she had accepted.
She had accepted? What!?! I was going to see her fully nude in the next few minutes? It's strange how things so obvious can sometimes hit you with such a lag! (Another contemporary terminology usage, by the way.) I've been dreaming about this moment for the past ten days, and it took me a minute to fully register that it was happening. So we went to our rooms to put on our swimsuits and silently walked down the stairs. The pool and visible neighborhood was, thankfully, deserted. It was, if truth be told, about two o'clock in the night. We climbed down in the pool gently as to waken nobody and in the darkness removed our bathing suits.
As my eyes gradually adjusted to the darkness, so did my appreciation of Aria's body. Now that she was here, naked, she didn't seem shy at all. In fact, she kept her breasts out of the water most of the time. I dared something, the wine helping.
"Would you allow me to stare at them for a while?"
"Sure, go ahead. You've been staring at them for the entire day... I can't believe you're still interested..."
"Stop it with that false modesty Aria, " said Nella from across the pool, "I've been staring at them for twelve years and I still can't get enough..."
While both women laughed I was having the biggest hard-on of my... of the... —of the day, at least. Her breasts were fascinating. Slightly bigger than Nella's, they nonetheless had a very similar outline: full and blooming, still quite a few years away from exhaustion against gravity. I knew that Nella slept with a specially made sports bra in order to keep her breasts from sagging. It was working wonderfully and it was obvious that Aria was also doing something similar.
Her nipples were noticeable in the poor light, so they would not be as pale as Nella's. As I insolently looked from one pair to the other, I could see that they did look a lot like one another. In fact, Nella's — Nella had suddenly decided that she'd had enough of my staring and had jumped on me from behind! Argh! As we fought in the water, I took every opportunity to touch her lewdly. Ass, pussy and breasts. I felt like a perverted uncle fondling his niece. But this time the niece was laughing in pleasure as she was trying to pull away.
Looking over her shoulder, she asked Aria why she wasn't helping her this time! I heard Aria sigh loudly even through the sounds of the splashing water. "Damn it Nella, you're impossible!" and then she lunged towards me, pushing me under. And then I spent the best ten minutes I could have dreamed about. At first I was very cautious with Aria, being very careful not to let my hands slip up or down to inappropriate places. But it soon became clear that I was loosing this second fight with the women and I had no intention of repeating last time's performance.
So I concentrated my efforts on Nella and kept pushing Aria back by her belly, shoulders or back. It wasn't working very well at all. Then something happened that changed the nature of this fight. I had a hard-on that was kept keen by the water-fight. After Nella had taken numerous opportunities at grabbing it, Aria, of course, hadn't. Well, she did now.
When I felt her hand closing on my shaft, definitely no accident, I looked up in surprise and saw that she was laughing hard. Just as I was about to lunge to catch her, Nella once more caught me from behind. Then Aria came back closer to grab my left arm. The women were trying to immobilize me. Hmm. Not a chance! Aria had my arm by the elbow and was apparently sure I wouldn't do the obvious thing to get free. Oh but I did. I straightened my arm, pushing my forearm right against both her breasts. She giggled in surprise and let me go.
Then I turned towards Nella, twisted around her and managed to hold her back against my chest: if Aria wanted to reach me, she'd have to go through Nella. It didn't seem to bother her. Instead, she walked towards us, leaned fully against Nella's body and wrapped her arms around us both to tickle me under the arms. Right below my face were four succulent breasts being mashed together. What was I to do? I stared numbly. I also got kicked out of that numbness by Aria's fingers.
As soon as I released Nella she moved down and to her left, leaving an empty space between me and Aria. Most probably her premeditated goal. Aria turned around and jumped away but I was close behind. I grabbed her below her armpits and this time I deliberately let my hands slip down. When I pulled her back against me, my hands were unmistakably holding both her breasts and my cock was rubbing against her ass. Her firm breasts. My hard cock.
And then Nella did something that further changed the state of affairs, merely by doing what she's been doing all the time: she jumped on my back once more. This time though she placed her hands over mine, squashing Aria's breasts irremediably against my wide-opened palms, and pushing my cock directly between Aria's buttocks. Nella, laughing, began to speak: "So, Aria—" but she was cut off by her friend when she decided to bend her knees and so pull us all underwater.
Of course we all separated, which was Aria's intention. When I broke the surface again, I wasn't prepared for what came next. I believed that things would stop, that Aria would get out of the pool because Nella had gone too far. Not so. (perhaps I should stop trying to think ahead... How many "not so"s have I written yet?) Instead, when I opened my eyes, I saw Aria jumping on me. In that instant, my assessment of her attitude about nudity and sex changed permanently.
When I felt her warm breasts molding themselves against my chest, when her legs wrapped against my hips and when her pussy lodged itself directly on a cock that was well-established as hard; I decided that Aria was rediscovering her wilder side. Everything happened really fast after that. As we were falling back underwater, I slipped my hands to her ass and pulled her up and against me. When she felt the head of my cock slipping against her pussy lips, she pulled herself back and disentangled herself from me.
Above water we kept playing and fooling around, but not as recklessly as before. She did let me enjoy her breasts a few more times, grinning at me when I did so, but I knew that I couldn't go any further tonight. I don't know what prompted her to jump on me like that. Perhaps fatigue, the midnight bath, alcohol or perhaps the curious intimacy that had grown during the day. Who knows?
When we stopped fighting, we realized that it was quite cold outside and we got back in. We saw that Jenny was sleeping in her room: change of plans? We smiled at each other before moving to our own rooms. Soon silence settled over the apartment but Nella wanted to talk. She was as intrigued about Aria's jump as I was, seeing how it didn't lead anywhere afterwards. "Perhaps she's just rediscovering things at her own speed..."
But things sped up again when Nella moved down on my chest, trailing a line of wet kisses. Using her breasts, hands and mouth like a professional musician, she played with my cock until I was granted the relief I'd been craving all day. It didn't take long and Nella swallowed every drop I pumped out. She smiled at me before slipping back up and nestling her face against my shoulder.
"I have an idea."
"Again?"
"Oh yes... Since we're on an exchange roll since Aria moved in, we must agree that she *did* see us fucking."
"Yes, but what can..."
"Want to see me fuck her?"
Is was speechless. (It's hellishly hard to render that in writing... Just imagine that I stopped writing for a few minutes. Thanks!) But Nella wasn't.
"My guess is that she's dripping wet right now, as hot as you were before I sucked you off. But she was too shy to go all the way through with you. Give me five minutes and then walk to her door. I'll leave it opened a bit so you'll see everything. Oh, I'll also tell her that you're already asleep. Good plan?"
Speechless again. (You know the drill...) Nella smiled at me, got up to the dresser and took something before leaving. I had a good idea what it was. Then I had to wait for five long minutes. As soon as the green number on the clock turned to seven I jumped up and followed Nella. Aria's door was indeed ajar. And moans, I could barely believe it, were already coming out of the room.
I knelt down and peeked it, afraid of getting caught by Aria. But I soon realized that even if I walked in the room with a boom box she wouldn't see me. right now she was on her back with her legs opened wide and Nella had her belly pressed against Aria's pussy and her mouth locked on one of her nipples. Further up, Aria's head was trashing from side to side. I could see Nella contracting and releasing her abdomen against Aria's pussy, and I had reason to know that her lips and tongue could work wonders.

Beside the bed, waiting, was big strap-on dildo. I had guessed right. It was clear, though, that Nella and Aria didn't need such devices to have fun. Nella had probably brought it to have a cock of some kind involved. Aria's moan pulled my attention back-up: "Suck my pussy..." A simple command; an obedient lover. Nella slipped down, spread Aria's legs open even further and dove right against her pussy. In the dim light I managed to get a glance of her pussy before Nella smothered it with her opened mouth, and a new similarity between the two of them became obvious: they had the same cross-shaped, nicely shaven pattern on their mounds. Nella had once told me that this was a reminder for her lovers: "This is my temple, worship me as you please..." Apparently Aria also liked to be worshipped!
Her hands on Nella's head, Aria was guiding herself to an incredibly fast climax. Her legs were opening and closing around my girlfriend's head and in less than a minute Aria's entire body contracted, released and then twitched randomly while Nella kept on sucking and licking. When she arched her back in the midst of her orgasm, her breasts exploded like fireworks above her. The fullness of her double-Ds, capped with hard nipples and already covered in sweat. Trapped between her arms as Aria still guided Nella's head, her breasts were in full bloom, bulging upwards while heaving up and down with each of Aria's ragged breaths.
Then her entire body went slack and soon after she pushed Nella back. My girlfriend, her entire lower face glistening with Aria's juices, was grinning like a demonness. "How long have you been waiting for this?" Aria didn't even bother to reply. Instead she sat up and pushed Nella on her bed. "No no Nella, face down. I know perfectly well what *you* need and my guess is that you haven't had it in a long while.
The bottom of the bed was pointing roughly towards the door, so when Aria kneeled above Nella's thighs I peaked back inside. Further up Nella was indeed face down but her head was turned my way and she was looking directly into my eyes. I had no idea what Aria meant but apparently I was going to learn one of Nella's unspoken fantasies.
Aria first laid down over Nella, smothering her dripping breasts over Nella's back. Then she began sliding downwards until her face reached Nella's buttocks. What followed was to remain engraved in my mind for decades. Nella has a wonderful body with a full, luscious, feminine ass. On the other hand Aria is a gorgeous woman, she has an delightfully beautiful face and hairs that never seem to end. So when she moved downwards again, trailing kisses between Nella's cheeks, my heart skipped quite a few beats: her nose, mouth and chin disappeared behind and between my girlfriend's asscheeks and thighs. Aria was reaming my girlfriend as if her life depended on it.



The sight was simply overwhelming: she had both her hands on Nella's ass, rubbing and massaging them; her hair, her plentiful hair was flowing all over her back and Nella's thighs; I could see her cheeks pressed hard against Nella's ass, trying to burrow her mouth deeper. I was overawed. My hand moved automatically to my cock and began what must've been one of my shortest masturbation period of all time. My heart was still ticking like a mad clock and my brain wasn't doing a very good job of catching up on what was happening in front of me. It seemed like everything in my body was focused on the incredible show in front of me.
I heard Nella moan, then Aria and then it took everything I had not to do so myself: I actually felt my balls spasm a second before I blew my load all over my belly and hand. I was trembling all over, my sole goal was not to make any sound. It seemed I succeeded as the exquisite sounds never stopped in Aria's room. I laid down on my back, trying to regain my breath and bearings as fast as possible. If Jenny happened to come out of her room right now, she would probably scream in surprise and then laugh her ass off.
It didn't happen. A few minutes later I got up and went to the bathroom to clean myself up. I felt giddy with too much pleasure and naughty like an adolescent that hides from his parents to masturbate. On the other hand I knew that things were still going strong across the hall and after cleaning up I sneaked back to Aria's door. They were talking. "How does that feel Aria my love? You like it?" And of course, when I knelt down and looked in, Nella was lying between Aria's legs, her strap-on firmly attached and probably just as firmly planted in her friend's pussy. Her ass was pumping slowly, driving the dildo deeply while rubbing the clit-teaser against Aria's already stimulated bundle of nerves.
Below, Aria was holding Nella by her waist and it was clear that she was once more buzzing with pleasure. After a while, Nella asked her question again.
"You like having a cock inside you again?"
"Yes, damn it yes. Hmmm! I feels really good but that's because it's yours, first love."
"Hmmm, I'll take the compliment... But you know as well as I do that men can do so much more with their cocks than I can with this dildo. Why won't you let them?"
"Who?" Followed by a deep, feverish breath. "I've not met anyone with a cock I could actually love."
"Oh, I don't know about love, but I know that Will's dying to put *his* cock inside you."
"He doesn't—" Aria began but was cut off by a stronger push of the dildo. After her moan, Aria smiled. "Oh you little devil Nella..." another smile, deeper this time. "Please just fuck me."
And that's what she did, for the next half-hour or so. They tried many positions, as many as the dildo allowed and even a few that didn't work out great because there was no man attached to the long cock. I think Aria noticed me but either I was wrong or she didn't mind. Instead of leading to an incredible climax, their love spell rather settled down slowly, peacefully. Something, on the other hand, that wouldn't have been possible if a man *had* been attached to that cock.
When I was getting up to leave, Nella surprised me by asking me to come in with a curled finger. Aria was asleep following the gentle wave of her last climax. Nella was sleeping on her side, curled around and partly over Aria. Silently, she indicated the place behind her. After I carefully positioned myself against Nella's back, ass and legs, I asked her how Aria will react in the morning. "Very well." was all she replied before falling asleep too. Watching them both for a while I laid my head down and joined them.
"Very well", indeed: I woke up before both women and lay on my back, squeezed between the wall and Nella. This morning their positions were reversed: Aria was half-on, half-off Nella. I will be the first thing she sees when she opens her eyes. Also, she's still naked. Quite splendidly naked. I spent the better part of the last half-hour looking at her body and how it meshed nicely against Nella's. As you guys may have guessed already, I had a hard-on that was now beginning to be painful. That will probably be, of course, the second thing that Aria will see this morning. Eight thick inches of meat pulsing randomly on my belly.
When Nella took a deep breath and stirred, still asleep, Aria woke up and opened her eyes. She was staring straight at me. Instead of moving back, trying to cover herself with a sheet or even widening her eyes in surprise, she smiled at me. She then placed her hand on my chest, still smiling lazily, and whispered: "I'm glad to see you here Will." Then her brain must've rang a bell: her peripheral vision had caught something. When her eyes flicked towards my cock her smiled changed and deepened.
"Is that a compliment for me Will?" she laughed softly, as to not awaken Nella.
"Damn right it is! The same as yesterday..."
Aria's smile changed again, now quirking up as she began to ask: "You would have gone all the way isn't it?"
"Of course Aria. I like you a lot, you're incredibly beautiful and I'm sure that making love with you on the grass beside the pool would have been incredible." Her hand was still on my chest and I felt it quivering as I was speaking.
She took a deep breath and sighed. "You're a dangerous man Will."
With that she got up and wrapped a towel around herself. Not trying to hide her body too quickly, but not taking her time either. Just before she left her room to go the bathroom, she turned back and asked me: "Can you keep that up all day long?" She was, of course, talking about my erection. Before I could get up and ask her what she meant she was out of the room and in the shower. It wasn't until the middle of the afternoon that I understood what Aria meant about keeping my erection for the entire day...
We spent most of the day in the studio for what was supposed to be last day of modeling. I was naked, trying hard to control my cock as Nella and I hadn't made love before she had to leave. Behind her table, Aria was once more wearing her shorts and bikini top. After an hour or so, she stopped working and sat down.
"Will, as you can see the only piece missing on this sculpture is your cock. Have you guessed why?"
I hadn't before. But when she asked me it suddenly clicked: "You want me to make an erotic piece of an erect man."
She simply smiled. "Can you do it?"
"Sure... But how long do you want me to keep it up?"
"I don't know... It could take a while."
"OK, I'll try my best."
We laughed at my last comment. I closed my eyes, letting my fantasies of fucking Aria silly run wild all over my mind. But after hours of fighting it, my cock refused to harden. All I got was a half-hard, longer but still-soft cock. I then chose a bolder strategy: without asking I began staring at her breasts once more. I could feel my blood beginning to rouse and fill my cock, but Aria couldn't. She must have thought that it wasn't working because all of a sudden her hands, dripping with water, suddenly appeared on her breasts.
She began to squeeze them through the bikini, making their bulk rise up, creating a cleavage that would make even the silicon freaks jealous. As she was playing with them for my benefit, she was smiling, even giggling at seeing my cock hardening. Letting any trace of shyness or hesitation disappear, she began to massage, caress, fondle, maul and pinch her breasts and nipples for long minutes. Her bikini top was still in place but the pieces of material had narrowed as a result of her handy work: the type of top that can be moved all the was to her sides if she wishes.
"There you go," she said, grinning.
"Thanks for the help..." I was now rock hard.
"No problem. Just ask if you need help again..." her smiled was definitely wicked now.
And this sparked a simple idea, a devilishly simple idea: I will fight my hard-on again and make her make even bolder acts. It was a good idea, but hard to do: her breasts were unmistakably on display, the curves of each of their sides bared, and the wet spandex outlined her hard nipples. So when Aria wasn't looking at me I stopped looking at her breasts and tried to think about eating rotting food, bathing in sewer water or remembering the last time my toilet had a bad backflow.
It was working, barely. A few minutes later when she looked up at my cock she saw that it was significantly softer. Still hard, but thankfully not enough for what she had in mind.
"Should I take this as an insult then?" she asked with a smile.
"Aria, you're gorgeous and that little show was more than I needed... But you have to remember that I live with Nella; I'm not precisely in need!"
She laughed. "You're right. I don't know why I didn't think that asking you to have an erection for so long would be trouble..." A sigh. "Perhaps it was because the last man in my life was obsessed with his own cock and always wanted sex... Don't get me wrong: I love having sex just as much as Nella. But with him, I had the feeling that all he was doing was masturbating in my pussy. — Argh! Sorry to bother you with this... What else can I do to help you?"
I paused a few seconds to see how she was doing, but her smile seemed genuine enough. Perhaps she was really over this guy. In any case I didn't even have to answer; seconds later she began taking her top off and making a show of it. Once again I was graced with the sight of Aria playing with her own breasts. to help with my fading erection, Aria gradually brought her nipples into view, magnificent and proudly erect themselves. As her hands were still wet, they had to be for her to work, her breasts and nipples were gleaming. Twice she brought one of them to her mouth and it was clear that she was enjoying this as much as I was.
When she let her second breast fall back down to her chest, she shook both of them from side to side, laughing at herself for this ludicrous move. Ludicrous, ridiculous or silly, call it what you will, it was still wonderful to watch. And once more my cock was rock hard.
I was graced with a couple more of these shows, each more revealing than the last. Now, twenty minutes later, Aria was standing naked behind her table, but as the table was thin I was able to see both her pussy and her breasts most of the time. My sculpted cock was coming along quite nicely and Aria was now doing the details of my glans. It was clear that she was straining to see those very details on my cock.
Up until now she had been working a few meters away from me to get the most of the outside light. There was a few very high windows but none of the were closer than those few meters. With a frustrated sigh she get hold of a lamp, brought it beside me and carefully position the light. Then she pulled her table right against mine. It was the logical move, the best option she had in order to correctly copy the details she wanted.
It was also a lot more than that: she was so close that I could feel her hair glancing against my leg, we were both naked and sweaty, it was hot and when she turned towards me I could feel her breath on my skin. I had no problems whatsoever in keeping my cock hard and I could see that Aria's skin was flushed and that she was breathing just a bit faster. "Could you... Hmm. Could you pull your foreskin back please?" She was visibly shy now, but I was convinced that she really wanted to do it herself.
"Aria, " I said in a soft, tranquil voice, "I'm really comfortable with you. Do what you need to do to get the results you want..." It was subtle, but I knew she was quick.
"OK." She giggled and placed her left hand on my thigh. "It's been so long since I've touched a cock..."
"Has it?"
She looked up at me quickly, then back down again. "Yes... OK now, it'll just take a few minutes..."
I was now convinced: Aria had sucked me off a few days ago while I was blindfolded. She was nervous now, and not only because of the awkward moment. She was afraid that I had puzzled it out. Then again, when she touched my cock I wondered if I was really reading her correctly.
She could have taken my cock with her thumb and index fingertip to pull my foreskin down. Instead she wrapped her entire hand around my cock, holding it firmly. The feelings were wonderful. "Are you sure that you're as comfortable as you told me Will?" When I opened my eyes I saw that she was smiling. And then she moved her hand downward, in effect masturbating me. Only one stroke, but it was still good.
She repeated this process a dozen times or so as my skin slowly moved back up when she released it. She had done in a few minutes what she would have done in twenty seconds had she really been masturbating me. My eyes were opening and closing along with the sensations, but I could see that she was now observing my cock without doing much work. At one point her movements became a bit faster, the time between those teasing half-pumps shorter.
I don't know how long I stayed in that semi-trance state, with my eyes closed, enjoying the sensations. But then I heard something that made my eyes shot wide open: Aria moaned. I hadn't fully realized it but she was now openly masturbating me and she had her other hand buried into her own pussy. A surge of pleasure overtook me and I was afraid that I was going to cum right there and then.
I sat up and took her in my arms. Soon her own arms were wrapped around my back and my head was buried against her neck and into her hair. Her wonderful hair. I took a deep breath and reveled in the scent of this woman: sweet flesh, clean sweat and hair, echoes of soap and herbal shampoo.
"Are you sure you want to do this Aria?"
"No, of course not. But if I don't I'm going to go nuts."
When she finished I felt like a running horse finally released from the gates. My cock was still pressed against her smooth belly and she was still holding her head against my shoulders, but my hands flew to her breasts and I cupped them and mauled them like a mad adolescent. As I was pushing harder against her firm and too generous flesh she kept holding on to me and began a low growl.
"Do you want me to go softly Aria?"
"I don't know... Do what you want to do but do it fast. I want you in me soon..."
I felt my hands were in a bonfire of joy; the deep heat of luxuriance with sparks of bright bliss showering all over me. Her breasts were a delight, an indulgence I barely managed to pause (because it *was* going to resume) before her need. My own voice was hoarse: "How do you want me to take—". She interrupted me by pushing me aside and bending over the table. Her breathing was out of control and her eyes were wild when she asked: "Is that good for you?"
I couldn't reply. I was still a running horse, fevered by the race I was allowed to run. She raised herself on her toes with her legs slightly spread. She was looking back at me and my cock through the thick mane of her hair one clear look on her face: eagerness. Naked eagerness. When my cock slapped against her crack and my hands seized her ass, I was mesmerized by the fact that she looked so much like Nella. The same generous buttocks, hips and thighs, the same opening between those thighs and asscheeks as if to let lucky men penetrate them deeper. It was stupefying.
On the other hand, Aria's ass was nothing like Nella's: she hadn't been properly fucked by a man for years. This pussy hadn't seen a cock in so long that it was hard to believe. It was flawless, peeking out of from between her smooth legs like a precious jewel waiting to be plucked. I reached one of my hands down, sliding from her ass to the pussy I was about to unsettle. It turned out I didn't have to do it. "I've been more than wet enough for your for the past two hours Will. Just fuck me."
Three seconds later my biceps were bulging, trying hard to push more than eight inches inside her. Yet eight inches was all I had and it was all joyfully welcomed inside Aria. Her head hanging between her arms, Aria was laughing, moaning and crying at the same time. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me..." she kept repeating. So I did. Relentlessly.
The sounds of our fucking was surprisingly similar to the sounds Nella and I usually make together. I had noticed that both women had similar ways of talking, used similar expressions. But hearing Aria talking much like Nella was a very intense experience. She was still on her toes, her legs perfectly straight, and she was pushing back against me with every strokes and drives, matching my rhythm. The sounds of her ass being slapped by my thighs was driving me crazy and I forced my body to give me all it could give. I wanted to fuck her silly, been wanting to do it since the first time I met her. My hands on her hips, my cock as deep inside her as it could go and my entire body driving itself as hard as a race horse, I was finally living that fantasy.
We were slowly pushing the table against the wall in our frenzy. When that happened I made a small pause and pulled completely out of her. She turned her head in frustration, wanting to know what was the matter. Grabbing my cock by the base I slapped her pussy, ass and asshole a few times. I was surprised and pleased when I saw goose bumps all over her ass: Aria and Nella had some unsolved thing for anal sex, but this was not the time to explore it.
Up until now I had been fucking *her*, pushing myself to my limits to satisfy *her* needs. Things needed a little sharing now. Pulling my foreskin completely back I aimed the head of my cock towards her pussy and pushed in more slowly. What I had missed earlier, thinking it a matter of the first penetration, was that Aria was incredibly tight. It was a really strange experience: here I was fucking this adult woman, a woman with a generous and fully-bloomed body, but her pussy felt as tight as a young girl. Just as tight as the senior high-school cheerleader I had fucked in the girls locker-room. Its as if I was fucking a pussy that was fresh and inexperienced, naturally tight, a pussy that fit my meat like a skin-tight glove. As you can guess, the feelings were completely different than a few seconds ago, and were absolutely divine...
But then something happened that shattered that barely-nubile image of a nymph-like but inexperienced cheerleader: Aria's pussy began to throb. The panting, sweating woman in front of me understood that the first frenzy was stopped or paused. She knew I was looking for something else and she was kindheartedly giving it to me. I don't know if "throb" is a good word for such movement: pulse, quiver, vibrate... I felt like I was penetrating a hot, wet tunnel that was designed with nothing but my pleasure in mind. As if I had the tactile heaven of a pussy with the complex dexterity of an experienced hand at the same time. The sensations alternated between an incredible tightening motion when I pushed in; a squeezing and pulling movement when I was fully in; and an inexplicable rolling and tugging sensation when I slowly pulled out.
I could see Aria arching her hips and ass, clenching and releasing her buttocks, crossing one thigh in front of the other and back again... I could see that she was doing many subtle things and I could easily imagine the flawless control that this woman had over her pussy muscles, but yet... I was hard to understand the feelings she was bathing me into. Against this assault of cock-enrapturing glee all I could do was enjoy... and keep my index and thumb firmly wrapped around the base of my cock. I was fully conscious, if only conscious of that, that if I let my cock go I would cum in a second or two.
I found that at least one thing was impossible to control: I began to speed up my penetrations. Soon, too soon we were fucking again; at first slowly but then with more and more passion. I felt her own motions and magic breaking down with the speed and soon her pussy was back to her normal state. The state of a rarely fucked high-school cheerleader. This is what happened to a grown woman's pussy when she chooses to avoid cocks for so many years... Wow!



When she felt me releasing my cock she raised one of her knees on the table and once more changed the entire gamut of sensations I was receiving. Less pressure, freer movements and even perhaps a little more depth. One hand on her hip the other on her raised thigh: I was fucking her again with all the strength that I had. And then it happened: despite my years of experience, despite the fact that I was carefully watching myself and especially despite the fact that I didn't want this fucking session to end, I came without warning.
In fact, I shouted out loud first when my body tensed up. A little bit of frustration and a great deal of pleasure made for a peculiar shout. In response to this unexpected turn of event Aria lowered her leg back down and bent fully at the waist, laying her torso flat against the table. The new angle somehow heightened my climax and I could now drive straight thrusts into her. I don't know how many jets and spurts of cum I emptied into Aria, but it felt like it was never ending.
But just as I was about to stop shooting cum into her womb, she pushed me back and ordered me to sit on the table. I complied but I could feel the my cock was slowly loosing strength. "You're not going to loose that erection... I'm not done yet." Aria looked like a woman possessed now. She opened my legs and walked inside. And then I saw that her breasts were right up against my cock. "How much have you been dreaming about fucking my tits Will? Let me tell you one thing: if you loose that erection now you'll never get the chance. If you let my breasts keep it up for you, I'll give you a life-long pass of unrestricted access to them. Understood?"
Overwhelmed. Simply overwhelmed. And when Aria pushed and squeezed her breasts around my cock I knew that the life-long pass was already won. Her juices and my cum still covering my entire length, there was enough lubricant for me to fuck her breasts for hours and hours. It didn't last that long but it was more than worth it. I could now feel their bulk and weight, the soft yet firm mass of her breasts lovingly clasped around my cock. They were pliant and responsive when they needed to, yet hot and dense when they licked my shaft's sides. The scene before me was mind-blowing: a beautiful woman half-kneeling in front of me was doing the absolute best she could to keep my cock hard. She had nestled me between her breasts and cared for me as if I was a lost soul in need of warmth and comfort. Her breasts were safe and steady, something that was constant and unvaryingly wonderful.
A few times she even dropped too low, only to catch my glans into her mouth. Tongue twirling, throat opening and the time-tested sight of a long-haired womanly head bobbing up and down over my cock. I was in an intense and compact version of heaven. At one point she realized that I was fully hard. Duh. She then got up while whipping her hair from her face and pushed me back on the table. Suddenly I was lying on my back just as I had been for a few days of modeling, but things were completely different. Aria jumped on the table and squatted lewdly over my thighs. "You can now cum when you please, but don't stop me fucking you until I'm done... you're going to give me a third climax if it kills you in an overload of pleasure."
She was grinning like a she-wolf when she moved up a bit. I barely understood the fact that I she'd had two orgasms already without my even noticing it... She was now squatting, legs wide open and knees high, right over my cock. I pushed it right against her pussy, slapping her clit, and then pushed it deeper. As soon as she felt it spreading her lips she let herself fall down, impaling herself until her lips splayed open around my thick base. This time she cried out loud. Loud.
With her legs raised and opened like this I could see her pussy stretched around my cock. Her clit was out as well, poking its head from the folds of her lips only to be mashed against my pubic bone. When I shifted the angle of my hips and lower back, adding even more pressure to her clit, Aria looked down at me.
"What about four?"
"I'm ready when you are... Ever had more than four?"
She didn't answer me but her eyes opened wider for a second or two. And then she began fucking me. The sounds of my thighs slapping against her ass were suddenly replaced by the table creaking and scrapping against the ground: she was really giving me everything she got. As with Nella it was great to feel her weight driving her down all round my cock. I'm a strong man so the last time I fucked a waif of a girl (she *did* have nice boobs though...) she had seemed insubstantial. Not so with Aria: her fully ripe body made her exquisitely real and present, a woman of flesh and lust driving herself nuts above me.
I could feel her muscles pulling her down as gravity was apparently not enough. Underneath this maelstrom of desire I was wide-eyed, amazed and blown away. My hands flew to her breasts and once more I enjoyed mauling them with as much passion and fervor as she was fucking me. Even though I have large hands I just could encompass their bulk, so I grabbed at them from their sides and bases, pushing them up and to their sides, squeezing them together to form the most breathtaking of cleavages. I grinned when I remembered that I was on my way to earning a life-long pass to those marvels.
From her erotic flow of moans and groans emerged something new, something uniquely Aria: giggles, then laughter. I was once more amazed by this incredible woman, laughing out loud while her first climax swept through her. It was a scene that will be forever carved into my mind. The beauty of her body, her breasts, her swaying hair; my cock buried deeply into her; the flushed skin and the sweat covering her body; and now the laughter of orgasmic joy that echoed through the entire room and filled my mind. I was floored by this explosion of beauty, the spectacle of this woman climaxing freely in unquestionable glory.
Once again my body surprised me with an unexpected climax. Still riding me as hard as she could, Aria lowered her head when she felt me spasming and grinned at me. "I'm not stopping Will. Are you ready to lead me to another one?" I was too far gone to reply, but it didn't seem to matter. Aria laughed again, grabbed my sides with her hands and began to ride me harder still. Bent forward like this her clit was being driven down directly on my bone and I could see that Aria was on the verge of a consecutive orgasm.
When she twisted above me, locking her knees against my sides, I felt her tensing up for what seemed to be a powerful fourth climax. She looked like she was stuck in that pre-climax for a long time, breathing erratically until she let the wave fill her body. Laughter and moans exploded again while I was still pumping my sperm as deep inside her as I could. Instead of breaking down, Aria's rhythm keep increasing until she stopped laughing and moaning. Paused a last time in her orgasm she froze for a few seconds, squeezing my cock like a vise, then let herself fall on my chest.
Our heat and sweat covered our bodies as obviously as her hair was falling all around us. The silence was odd, being broken now by nothing but our breathing. After the music of Aria's laughing climaxes this silence was poor and dry, but we had reached our limits. All we now had to do was return to the real world where noisy streets and crowded busses would bring us back home. Home to a Nella that would be really happy for us. Come to think of it, the day was probably far from being over. How was I going to keep my erection up after cumming twice already? Hmmm, sometimes the world was a harsh place to live in...
***
Aria and I managed to survive the aftermath of such an intense rapport. Only our joined hands told about the bond that we had just formed. When we did come home from the studio, Nella paused for one second and laughed out loud at those joined hands. The fact that we were still red-faced and sweaty might have helped too. The first rounds of exchanges were over between us and Aria: the houses and cabin, the supposedly unknown sexual voyeurism, the modeling and midnight bath, the erection and striptease and then the exchange that turned out to be a deep communion. In the following weeks we all slept in the same room, often in the same bed even though it was too crowded to sleep. Jenny was well aware of what was going on, but didn't try to push her way into it. After Aria left, we didn't see her for a few months, not until we all met again at her cabin in the fall. And its there that I met the first and only women who could have endangered my relationship with Nella. Luckily, things didn't turn out bad after all... See you then for the next part of the String of Luck!
P.S. Oh! For those interested, I didn't turn Aria back towards bi- or heterosexuality. She's still only interested in women. Still I did manage to turn *myself* into her only exception... :-)
P.P.S I have more stuff to tell as the string goes on. But I do like to have some feedback, either public comments or emails. Thanks!
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For those of you still wandering if I managed to make myself sexually decent for the night following my discovery of Aria: I did. Somewhat... On a regular day it wouldn't have been difficult to be hard, all night long, for two women as gorgeous as Nella and Aria. But the afternoon with Aria had been quite draining. I managed to fuck each of them, but I relied more on my tongue, hands and fingers than on my tired cock. In fact I was so drained that Nella had to stay away from it for the next few days.
When Aria left and went back to her normal life so far away, the loss was palpable. It was made less so by a promise: a meeting that was scheduled in October, a meeting that would take place at her cabin in the mountain. At first the plan was for the three of us to be together and alone, far away from anything that could disturb our peace. Things didn't turn out that way. On the other hand, even though we were not going to get the isolation we had hoped for, I was not going to complain. Certainly not.
When I learned that Nella had invited an old friend she hadn't seen in ten years, Johanna, I made the calm, fully objective and dispassionate decision of inviting Jenny. I had both my hands firmly clasped around her flesh: one on her breasts and the other on her impossibly firm ass. She was riding my cock like a nymphomaniac, moaning and groaning through her orgasm. We were both covered in sweat and massage oil and the entire apartment smelled of sex. She knew I was on the verge of cumming and I could feel her pussy clamping around my shaft, feel her milking my cock as hard as she could. "Can I come along Will?" What do you think I said? I simply screamed a glorified: "Yes!". She laughed as I came, mindful of making her raven hair whip with her every downward thrust. As we disentangled a few minutes later, she promised that she would make it worth my while.
A few weeks later the car was packed and we got out of the city. Johanna and Aria knew each other pretty well and would arrive together: we had too much baggage for the five of us to fit in a single car. Aria's cabin was a four-hour ride from our home but as the autumn day was remarkably brilliant nobody complained. Jenny, Nella and I had a bit of *fun* during those four hours, but nothing that made my driving too dangerous. The last part of the trip was made on a gravel mountain road and the sights were even better than before: instead of looking at mountains covered with red, yellow and orange trees, we were riding right through one. With our windows opened in this warm day, the smell of nature in the fall matched the beauty of the trees.
The sight of the cabin itself, perched on a steep cliff, was nearly as amazing. This was not a cabin, it was a large house expertly made of timber and rock. It looked as if it had grown there, rooted to the cliff and as much a part of it as the trees and rocks around it. As the road made took us from one side to the other, we realized just how big it was: only one story and no room for any basement, it still must have had at least a dozen rooms. I was tempted to stop and take a picture... Aria had never mentioned that her cabin was in fact a remote, wilderness mansion!
We stopped the car in the large driveway and began unpacking our stuff. Smells of fir, balsam and cleanliness welcomed us as we opened the main door. On this side of the house were the kitchen, dining room and living room, all in direct line to the huge glass windows. The view from those windows was breathtaking: from our cliff-side we could see far, across the valley and the lake to the other mountain about five miles away.
We all stood silently for a few minutes, adjusting to this majestic setting. We then began to explore this palace-in-the-woods: two corridors led to the other rooms, living rooms and bathroom. There were two master bedrooms, three guest rooms, another small living room and a gigantic bathroom. What really caught my attention, however, was what I found just outside on the other side of the house. In a private alcove, surrounded by trees, was a wonderful Jacuzzi. At first I thought it was small, but the thought of sharing it with four women revised my opinion: it was just big enough! I had no idea what Johanna would look like, but I extrapolated from the rest of Nella's friends, this Jacuzzi was going to be my little heaven for the next week or so!
As if in answer to my unspoken question, I saw Johanna walking in when I returned to the main living room. She was a dream, a blonde dream walking as if on clouds. "A dancer", Nella had simply said... A dancer on clouds, indeed. She had a long skirt that hid most of her legs but showed enough to dispel any doubts about what those legs looked like. Hips and waist clearly leaner than Nella's or Aria's, firm and strong. I had never seen a body so unmistakably erotic and sexual even when at rest.
Under a thin tank top, Johanna's breasts seemed to be above and beyond gravity. She had found a bra that was made for her: in perfect equilibrium her breasts were poised on the crucial balance between being pushed too high or allowed too much breathing room. Almost always women find bras that either squeeze their breasts too much, resulting on firm and high breasts that look like fakes; or that are too relaxed, forbidding their breasts their full measure of glory. Johanna's breasts were flawlessly cupped, moving up and down with each of her steps like young gazelles on a free plain.
On the other hand, their was nothing young-looking about them... It's wonderful to realize just how much breasts can be different from one woman to another. My mind used to such quick estimates, I guessed that Johanna's breasts must be at least as big a Jenny's. A full "C" cup of firm flesh. But it was clear from the start that they would look completely different once unveiled. And another quick estimate told me that I was going to have ample opportunity to verify that hypothesis. The Jacuzzi was probably going to be the place where such things would happen.
But those thoughts flew from my mind as my eyes moved higher. I had already glimpsed the long wings, locks and tresses of blonde hair, but that was not what caught my attention now. Sometimes when you look into someone's eyes for the first time you can see things that are inexplicable. Like when a cop pulls you over, you usually can see right away if he'll let you go easy or not. Even *before* trying to wiggle your way out of the speeding ticket. Or when you meet a new boss, you know if this one is going to be a complete ass or not.
When I looked into Johanna's eyes, I saw something else entirely behind those pale brown eyes. I've been blessed and graced with gorgeous women these past few months, and to a smaller extent all my life. This was not it. Something else was going on, and in a fraction of a second I realized that she too was somewhat troubled by my presence. She had been smiling just as warmly as the summer sun but now the smile was setting slowly, forgotten because of the surprise. I felt like I was in a cheap movie (or an erotic story, for that matter...), dumbstruck by the stereotypical blonde beauty. I also knew that it was nothing that simple.
The moment probably lasted less than two seconds, the time before Aria climbed up from outside and threw her bags all over the floor. It has been six weeks since we had last seen each other and I could see that she was running towards me, ready to jump into my arms. When she did, the flow of memories and feelings allowed me to move away from the moment I had just lived. Reveling in her warmth and love, feeling her body wrapped around mine, savoring the smell of her long hair flowing loose, I smiled into her neck. Soon the gentle and playful neck kisses turned into real kisses as our mouths met. We both laughed when we broke this first-of-many kisses, especially when we saw a stunned Johanna staring at us.
"Wow Aria, things around here are a lot more complicated than I thought!"
"On the contrary my dear..." she replied, laughing, "things are a lot *simpler*. Give it some time..."
Hearing Aria laughing, Jenny and Nella came out of the other rooms and embraced her too. The kissed Nella shared with her, a lot longer than mine had been, didn't seem to surprise Johanna one bit. So even though she didn't know where my place was in all this, she knew about Nella and Aria. Things were going to be a lot more interesting than I had anticipated, and that's saying a lot! Nella was overjoyed at seeing her old friend, her high-school friend in fact. they hugged each other for a long time but didn't share a kiss. Perhaps Nella wasn't as wild or open back then as she is today.
The rest of the afternoon was spent unpacking and getting ready for our first meal. It was wonderful to look at these for gorgeous women in various state of dress and undress. Nella was the first one to remove her top, and to my surprise it was Jenny who followed suit. Something was definitely strange about Jenny's attitude, especially towards Nella and Aria. Since those first few weeks she has always been quite warm and loving towards me. But even though I knew that she sometimes shared Nella's bed, she was much more reserved during daytime. Not here in the mountains. And not with Aria either. A few times she even planted soft kisses on Nella or Aria's nape, playful kisses that were graciously appreciated.
Aria was, of course, perfectly at ease with all of this. In fact she probably kept her own top only for Johanna's sake. The blonde dancer seemed at ease too, but clearly not on the verge of taking her top off. On the other hand she didn't shy away from seemingly unintentional contacts while making dinner. The most obvious of those contacts came from Nella, when my naughty girlfriend leaned against Johanna's back to wash her hands. Johanna *had* been standing right in front of the sink to clean the carrots, but Nella hadn't been forced to slide her hands around her friend's waist in the process. Or to press her breasts so obviously against her back. When I saw those brown eyes close for a second, I simply smiled.
I ended up (totally by accident, you understand...) sitting beside Johanna for dinner. Nella and Aria were sitting across from us and Jenny was at the head of the table. We had set the table so that we could all enjoy the spectacular sunset in the mountains. Although the scene was breathtakingly beautiful, something soon caught my attention: Johanna's leg against mine. I decided not to move it. After a few minutes, comments on the food, jokes and laughter, she pushed it harder against me. I missed an entire joke after that and had to laugh with them to cover it up.
I had an incredible sunset, two of the most amazing pairs of breasts I had ever seen and a wonderful meal all before me, but my mind was aware of nothing but Johanna's leg. Dinner seemed to be fun and the meal really as good as it looked like, but the hours flew by without me really noticing them. I woke up from this trance when we got up to clean the table, and I knew I had to break free from this spell soon. After the five of us took care of the dirty dishes, I asked if someone would like to come and see the stars with me.
You guessed it: only Johanna said yes. I smiled in real pleasure, but I knew that this was going to speed things up when I wanted them to slow down. When we got out into the darkness and made our first steps away from the house, I reached back and took Johanna's hand in mine. I *could* have talked aloud, which would have been enough to keep from loosing each other in the darkness. Instead I took her hand. And she squeezed mine back the second I touched her fingers. The stars were suddenly forgotten, all the while a brightness was growing between our fingers.
We got back about an hour later and to my astonishment, we hadn't shared a single word. We simply found a soft spot on the grass to lie down. We did look at the stars, after all, but at one point Johanna turned towards me and placed her head on my chest. My hand, which had still been holding hers, moved up and wrapped around her back. I planted a soft kiss on her head, nothing more than that. It's strange how things would have been different with Aria, Jenny or Justine. We would already be fucking each other like crazy. But not now, not with Johanna. Something bigger was growing. I had no idea where it would lead us.
We entered the house to find it empty. In total darkness it was clear that the women couldn't have gone very far. A brief search revealed that the Jacuzzi was humming silently in the backyard. Johanna followed me through the long corridor and the women's laughter became audible as we reached the door. They turned around towards us quickly, as if caught doing something nasty. Knowing them, that could have easily been the case. But they were simply sitting in the decently large Jacuzzi, naked, wet, flushed from their laughter and sparklingly beautiful but otherwise "sexually-cool". We couldn't see through the water as it was too dark, but I don't think they would've bothered with swimsuits.
There was five glasses and three bottles of wine on the deck one of them nearly empty already. The two extra glasses were already filled and waiting for Johanna and me. It had gotten colder as the night progressed and earlier with Johanna we had been glad to have our woolen sweaters. In fact there was a faint mist above the Jacuzzi where the heated water evaporated in this cool air. The three women, with water up to their necks, looked quite comfortable. They also looked like cats with cream on their whiskers.
"What's up?" I asked, knowing pretty well that I was not going to get an answer.
"What do you mean?" Aria replied.
I smiled and shook my head: before those three naughty smiles I backed off and simply said: "May we join you?"
"Of course, but on one condition..." said Nella.
"Two!" Added Aria. "First you must add to that pile everything you have." She pointed to the pile of jeans, tank-tops, tee-shirts and colorful lingerie. "Everything."
"Ok, what's the other condition?"
"We'll tell you once you're naked."
"But it's cold!" said Johanna.
"We know!" they all laughed. So hurry up!
I couldn't see Johanna very well as she had stayed a bit behind me on the narrow deck, but I was convinced that she was not as comfortable as I was with this "everybody naked" thing. On the other hand she must not have hesitated too long as she finished only a few seconds after me. Every instinct in my body was screaming at me to turn around and look at her. But I restrained myself, guessing that I was going to have more opportunities later. I was also quite conscious of the simple fact that I had an erection just begging to be let loose. The cold helped but the three naked women in the Jacuzzi didn't. All in all I simply wanted to get in the hot water.
"So what else do we have to do?"
"We'd just begun a truth or dare game. If you want to get warm and wet with us you have to agree to play..."
"Ah! No problems. I'm even willing to go "dare" all the way."
The women laughed at this while Johanna and I quickly got into the water. I had a glimpse of her breasts, but too fast to really enjoy it. The darkness only allowed me to see her two nipples. They seemed large and incredibly inviting but that's all I managed to get. I found myself sitting between Jenny and Aria, while in front of me Johanna was sitting between Nella and Aria. In a strange twist of luck I had Johanna and Nella right in front of me.
"Ok let's begin now." it was Aria. For some reason she had become the referee of this game. Probably not a good thing. "The oldest goes first and then the second oldest and so on... Also, a person can't be asked two consecutive questions. If you refuse to do a dare, you get a worse truth and vice-versa. Ready? Any last minute rule to add?"
"Yes." said Nella. "No fondling underwater outside dares."
"Wow! How quick were you to think about that Nella!" Everyone laughed at Aria's comment. "Now, as I'm the oldest I get to go first. Will! Truth or dare?"
"Dare."
"Ok then. We're going to make you regret that decision of yours... Get up and turn around slowly. Very slowly."
Smiling, I got up. I had water barely up to mid-thigh. Of course all of them save Johanna had seen me naked before, and that must have been the point of Aria's dare. Luckily for me the hot water and a burgeoning erection lengthened my penis a bit. So even though it was soft it was somewhat longer and thicker than usual. I fully complied to her dare and turned around very slowly. Johanna still looked a little uncomfortable, but it was clear that she was not a very shy person to begin with. She was laughing and whistling with the others. I finally sat back, smiling at the "boos" I got.
"I believe it's my turn!" Said Nella. "Aria. Truth or dare?"
"Dare. I think it's too early for me to go into truths yet."
"Since you wanted to see my boyfriend naked again, we're going to see *you* stand up and turn around slowly!"
With a lot more grace than I had Aria got up and began to dance softly while turning around. As I was sitting just beside her I got the most of this show. The moon wasn't full but as our eyes had adjusted to the dim light by now, my memory was brightly refreshed as I drank in her every curves. It had been a few months since our last meeting and love-making session, and it took a lot of willpower not to reach up and touch her. Her full thighs and round ass, thinner waist with bulging, fleshy breasts that seemed to have become even more beautiful. Heavy and strong, proudly swaying to her rhythm, they were partly covered with her waist-long, wet hair, but nothing could have hidden their majesty.
Judging by Johanna's reaction, a tranquil smile of enjoyment, it was not the first time she'd seen Aria naked. Which was, regardless of what angle you looked at it, really good. When our very own dancer sat back down completely unruffled from her performance, I realized that it was probably my turn. I knew that I was only a few months younger than Nella and that Jenny was clearly the youngest here. A quick question confirmed my guess.
"Now, being the only guy here I know I'm going to get hammered... So I'm not going to wait before giving some back. Jenny, truth or dare."
"Oh dear... I'm not sure which is worse yet: a bad dare or a bad truth..."
"Don't worry Jenny, " said Nella, "Will knows that if he's too unpleasant, we're four that can be meaner..."
"Ok then, I'll stick with dare too."
"Perfect. Why don't you get up, run to that three, circle it three times and come back."
Everybody laughed except Jenny. "What? But it's freezing out there!"
She was right: it had gotten colder still. But a dare is a dare and she slowly got up, shooting fire at me with her eyes. I had seen (and tasted) her only a few days ago, but it was nonetheless a pleasure to see her rising up from the Jacuzzi. Large-orange-sized breasts, seemingly as firm as the fruit, tighter waist and hips, a dark fuzz of pubic hair hiding a warm and delicious pussy, and the powerful legs that had given her a few medals in trekking competitions. Oh. And the ass that very well may have helped to keep a few male competitors behind her until the very end. What was a medal beside an ass like that?
We all laughed as she ran, but the sight was just as lovely as Aria's dance. Her wet, night-black hair whipped with her steps and her breasts danced to a faster rhythm as she ran back. She was covered in goosebumps when she jumped back in, which only served to enhance her nipples' normal tautness. A bad dare that proved fun and very enjoyable at the same time.
"Oh you're going to get it Will, I promise!" General laughter.
"I guess this is my turn now... " Johanna asked. "Since I don't know you guys as well as you seem to know each other, I'm not going to be very creative... Nella: truth or dare?"



"Hmmm, how about another dare?"
Surprising everyone despite what she just said, Johanna asked Nella to dance for her. Opening her legs, she said: "Come here and dance for me..." Nella smiled warmly at her old friend and got up to dance. While the glory that was my girlfriend was turning a simple dace into an unambiguous lap-dance, Johanna kept talking. "Oh my God you're as beautiful as Aria told me... When she told me that you were just as beautiful as she was, I thought that you two merely looked alike. You do, but in more ways than the faces... Wow. You're so beautiful! Thank you."
Nella laughed gently and bent down to kiss Johanna on the cheek, before sitting back down beside her. Suddenly I felt Aria's hand on my cock, which was now rock hard from seeing first Aria, then Jenny and now Nella naked mere inches away from me.
"Somebody's cheating!" I said aloud, looking at no one in particular.
"Are you going to place a formal complaint?" Asked Aria innocently.
"Er... No, well — no. That's alright."
"Now Jenny, was there anything you'd like to ask of Will?"
"Truth or dare!" she asked with passion!
"Truth."
"What? You said you were going to go "dare" all the way?"
"I changed my mind."
Nella and Johanna laughed, while Aria released my cock. She had probably managed to tell Jenny that I had an erection without me noticing it, and would have asked me to get up again. Well, perhaps next time...
"Ok then. A question.. I have to find a bad question. Very bad... Oh, here it is. Which women has the most beautiful breasts?"
Damn. It was a bad question. They all had great breasts, different though they were. I had to make the best out of the question any way that I could. "Ok. I'm willing to tell the truth, but I'll have to see what I'm going to judge..."
Jenny's eyes opened wide as she hadn't considered this possibility. But Nella said: "You're right Will. You have to make a educated decision. Here you go."
As she finished she raised her breasts out of the water and leaned back on her elbows. Slowly the others did the same thing, commenting that I was getting too good a barging. Johanna's breasts glistened in the moonlight but I made a conscious effort not to look at them first. I directed my gaze at Aria's breasts, resuming my earlier contemplation. Large, very large and heavy, decently high on her chest for such big breasts, still firm and full despite Aria being the older women here. Their only flaw: they were just a bit to wide apart. Because of their size, her bras allowed for great cleavages, but it was not as natural as it could have been.
After a minute or two I moved to Jenny. Much younger, smaller and oh so perkier, her breasts were completely different. Higher on her chest, thrusting out like birds frozen just as they were about to take flight. There was still no sag at all under those clearly defined mounds, nothing that hinted at a failing before gravity. They were pure, independent from everything save their youth and purity. They were what breasts looked like in our very first dreams; eternally young and dense, compact with fatless flesh, bursting with lust. The price for that perfection? Their size. Now, let me get this straight: normally you can't really complain about the size of a decent C cup breast. But then again when your own girlfriend has at least a full cup more, and when her best friend readily offers you access to her double D's, you're allowed a little more headway.
Turning from one side of the Jacuzzi to the other, I finally rested my eyes on Johanna's breasts. Shivers ran up and down my spine. They were indeed the generously endowed C cup I had in mind when I saw them this afternoon. Yet they were completely different than Jenny's! They looked like they wanted to be D cups but somehow instead of getting wider and larger they merely got fuller and thicker. Jenny's stood straight up proudly while Johanna's seemed to be on the verge of bursting forward. It's like they were looking at me straight in the eye! Nipples darker than any of the girls here, a deep red color not unlike Justine's. They looked like cherries on top of a hard vanilla sundae. Fuller and more generous than Jenny's yet smaller than either Aria or Nella. I couldn't find any flaws and couldn't help trying to see how they'd look while she danced...
Finally my eyes sought out Nella's breasts. I already knew the answer to Jenny's question, but those last pieces of evidence confirmed everything. Generous and fully developed to the point where Johanna's and Jenny's breasts looked like adolescent; firmer and closer apart than Aria's more massive bosom; and perfectly placed on her chest so that I could fuck them and still place the head of my cock in Nella's mouth. They didn't have Jenny's perkiness, Johanna's full harmony or Aria's bulk, but they were somehow more beautiful. They're truly large breasts that can stop any conversation, that can make men and most women salivate, breasts that combine the impossible mixes of motherhood and sexuality, of love and lewdness, of sacredness and carnality.
I smiled, looking into Nella's eyes, and winked at her. "Now can I touch all of them to see if—" I was brutally interrupted my Jenny and Aria, who had decided that I had enough, and who proceeded to splash me back into my place.
"No!" they both chimed at the same time. "We want to know who you choose..."
"Nella. Of course."
Both of them cried out that it wasn't fair, that since she was my girlfriend I couldn't give any other answer... But as they did, Nella leaned forward and kissed me, thanking me for my decision. When things quieted down, it was Aria's turn again.
"Johanna, since you're the only one who hasn't been chosen: truth or dare?"
"With the dares that are going around I think I'm going to choose "truth"!"
"Hmmm... That's sad because I had a truly good dare for you. Ok then. Did Nella's dance confirm what I told you before we arrived?"
Johanna looked shocked by the question, but before she replied Aria continued: "Do you want me to explain it to them, or will you do it?"
She laughed nervously, clearly uncomfortable, but decided to answer. She was probably afraid of the worse dare that would be coming if she refused to answer. "Aria told me that I was going to want to make love to Nella as soon as I was going to see her naked... Oh God I can't believe I'm telling this. Damn this wine!!!" We all laughed out loud at her comment. The wine was definitely helping this game along.
"So was she right?" from Jenny.
"Yes, oh yes." Johanna looked at Nella briefly and then we all started laughing.
Through the laughter Aria added: "Don't worry Johanna, everybody here wants to fuck Nella!" The hilarity lasted a long time.
After it finally died down, Nella looked at Jenny. "You thought my boyfriend wouldn't choose my breasts, did you? Well... Truth or dare?"
Jenny had a weak smile, clearly unsure of what to say. "Truth."
"Have you ever had sex with a real client during a massage? And I'm not talking about Will or me."
"Nella! I can't answer that! It's illegal to do that and I could have huge problems..."
"You refuse to answer?" asked Nella, a wicked grin on her face.
"Oh no! I'm going to get a bad dare won't I?"
"Indeed you will... And you'll be raising the bar for future dares."
"Damn you Nella!" she said, laughing nervously.
"Well at least Will won't be able to ask you anything on his next round as he's right after me. Ok now, about that dare. Will may have chosen my breasts over yours, but if you had asked about asses, that may have been a different answer. I want you to get up, turn around and bend over at the waist to show us that perfect ass of yours. That's the first part."
Jenny was relieved by the dare and quickly got up. When she bent down her ass seemed to glow in the moonlight, her tight and lean muscles creating the most stunning ass I have ever seen. Her breasts were certainly firm, but this ass was redefining beauty and firmness. Compact and yet round, a full ass in perfect balance between adolescent slimness and mature breadth. Power and beauty, strength and softness. More so than any pair of breasts, Jenny's ass screamed sex and desire, the more primitive and basic sex of assfucking than mere coupling. I wanted to pound that ass into sexual oblivion, slip my cock between her cheeks and as deep into her asshole as she would allow me.
"And now that we've all seen it, " Nella said, pulling me out of my reverie, "I invite Will to check and examine it as closely and by any mean he so decides."
Jenny, without moving from her pornographic position, merely whispered: "I'm going to get you for this Nella..."
We laughed as I got on my knees behind Jenny. At first I wanted to make this last but something clicked in my head: we needed to move this game to the next level. And I quickly realized that I wasn't going to be able to tease her for long. I placed my two hands full on her buttocks, mauling and massaging her ass. Soon I was spreading her cheeks apart, exposing as much of her pussy and asshole as I could. The moon was bright, our eyes adjusted and the wine all but completely gone: the atmosphere was electric. Kneeling behind Jenny I knew that my cock, hard as it could be, was sticking out in plain sight as well. I didn't care: all I could think about was enjoying this great piece of ass for all it was worth.
I could have caressed it, squeezed it and pinched it, but something deep inside me clicked again: I got tired of looking from so far away. In an instant those few inches disappeared and I buried my face as deep as I could. My tongue and lips roamed as much as they could, faster than I would have liked because I knew I was going to be pulled out of there too soon. Yet instead I heard laughter and shouts of encouragement. Nella and Aria were laughing really hard, telling me what to do, urging me to go deeper.
When I pushed my tongue between her lips and clamped my lower lip on her clit, Jenny moaned and joined in the laughter. When I twisted my head I could see Aria and Nella on either side, but Johanna was more quiet behind me. I still wasn't sure just how far she'd be willing to go. Well, it was time to see just how far Jenny would.
I began sliding upward, pulling my tongue out of her pussy and towards her asshole. Although I'm not extremely experienced in any form of anal sex, it's been a fetish of mine for many years. And I knew that after an hour in the Jacuzzi Jenny's ass would be warm, wet and clean. When my tongue reached her puckered hole she drew in a sharp breath... a second before releasing a very loud moan. Her breath became erratic as I was reaming her for all I was worth.
I had done this only once before and neither me or my girlfriend at the time had truly enjoyed it. But this time things were completely different. Here was a glorious ass, a sexually formidable woman and I'd been dreaming about her ass for too long. The feeling of her cheeks against the one on my face, her flesh beneath my fingers, her grinding motions as she pushed back against my tongue... I was in paradise.
Another click drove me even further: I gave her asshole a last kiss and straightened up. When my cock slapped against her belly she turned her head around, knowing fully well what I had in mind. I was not going to fuck her pussy. Oh no. But suddenly I learned that I was not going to fuck her ass either: the laughter that my mind had forgotten about came rushing back when Aria and Nella pulled me back down, laughing harder than ever.
"Oh no you won't!!! No yet anyway!"
"Sit back down you oversexed maniac!"
I don't remember who said what, but I realized that this was indeed not the best time for this. I let out a long and powerful sigh and joined in there laughter. When I sat back against my seat underwater, Jenny turned around and bent to kiss me with fire. "You better finish what you started soon or else you're going to regret it!" Then we both started laughing.
On the other side, Johanna was laughing too, but her eyes were wide open as she was realizing just what she was getting herself into. A few minutes later we'd all calmed down enough to resume. And it was my turn.
"Nella. That was a bit mean, don't you think? Truth or dare?"
"You know a bit too much about me now Will. I'm going to go with dare."
"Perfect. Maybe the game is still too young for fucking, but I'd like all the others here to see something only me and Aria have seen before. You're going to masturbate and let us hear your climax when it comes."
To my surprise, Nella laughed. "What do you think I've been doing while you were sucking Jenny's pussy..." And then she closed her eyes and leaned her head backwards on the deck. From one instant to the next her breathing exploded: she had been hiding her impending climax from everybody. Less than ten seconds later she was climaxing, screaming pleasure and sex all over the mountain. It's strange how time can slow down during such moments.
I could swear that I've seen her blossoming into her climax a lot slower than the few seconds it took her to get there. Her breasts, squeezed between her stretched arms, pushed out of the water as a first gift. Then she began writhing and twisting in her seat, the warm skin of her arms sliding up and down across her belly. When she opened her mouth for her first moan her spell was complete and everybody was entranced. We were all completely silent, watching the magic that was Nella during her climaxes. Aria sang her laughter while Nella shone like a Midsummer blaze. From across the Jacuzzi, I could see that Aria had her legs entwined with Nella, Jenny had slipped her arm around Nella's waist and Johanna was leaning closer and closer to Nella's head.
When her screams began to relent Nella opened her eyes and looked at Johanna. With sex oozing out of her every pore, Nella placed her hand behind Johanna's head and pulled her in for a kiss that threatened to vaporize all the water. It was as wild and passionate as I had just been with Jenny, just as hot. Seconds later Nella pulled back, breathing hard. Johanna opened her eyes in surprise, unable to understand why Nella had stopped. When she leaned forward and began sucking on one of Nella's breasts, we were all completely taken by surprise. Nella shivered and moaned under Johanna's kiss, but Aria reached for the blonde dancer. "Come here beautiful, " she said, smiling gently, "this wasn't part of the dare..."
Johanna pulled back, as if waking up from a dream. She began laughing shyly, her face becoming redder. "Sorry about this..." But by then we were all smiling: it was an easily forgotten mistake. As it was her turn to play, Johanna straightened and looked at Aria.
"Truth or dare?"
"Truth."
"Who here has the greatest tasting pussy?"
We all laughed at the question, but Aria merely smiled. She looked at Nella and said: "I'm sorry love, but Johanna is impossible to beat..."
"Hey! Shouldn't there be a complete review like I had to do earlier?"
For some reason they all found this very amusing and began pelting me with water. But Jenny was eager to play.
"Will! Truth or dare?"
"Truth!"
"Oh damn you! why don't you ever say *dare* when I ask it?" After a pause she found a question. "Have you ever had anal sex before?"
"Hmmm, is that a trick question?" Everybody laughed. "Yes, but not nearly enough."
Beside me, Aria looked at Johanna: "Truth or dare?"
"Truth."
"Well well, " said Aria, "everyone's playing it safe it seems. Among the four of us, who would you rather fuck?"
"Argh! I can't answer that!!! That *is* a trick question! I'd like to fuck everyone!" Everyone laughed, but Aria wasn't satisfied.
"But that's not an answer. You'll have to do a dare. "
"What? No, I was going to answer..."
"To late Johanna. Now let's see. Your last question was a bit narcissist: you knew full well that I love the taste of your pussy. To make amends you're going to let everyone here taste you for a few seconds."
There was a short silence: even though I had reamed Jenny's asshole, we still hadn't even seen Johanna completely nude yet! When she got up, an unreadable expression on her face, I was stunned: she was gorgeously shaven. Her flat and hard dancer's abdomen flowed flawlessly down to her mound and lips without any trace of hair at all. Her legs were just as clean, the moonlight completely unblemished on her skin. Only the pearls of water broke the purity of her skin. Her pussy was a marvel to behold, low between her legs and generous, her pale lips puffed out and distended.
But before I could enjoy it further, she turned around and straddled Nella. When she bent down Nella moved up and leapt to her pussy. I could see her chin from between Johanna's legs and it was clear that Nella was doing a lot more than tasting. Then again I wasn't able to take a good look as Johanna moved away pretty soon and turned to Jenny. Add to that the fact that her ass was finally exposed. Years of dancing had metamorphosed what must have been a very nice ass to begin with into a wonderful work of art. On par with Jenny's it was just a bit wider, more mature. Just a hint of a line between her buttocks and thighs, where Jenny had none. But I had the definite impression that, if the opportunity presented itself, I would enjoy licking it just as much.
But suddenly it was my turn. Johanna seemed to hesitate a bit, apparently having problems getting into a proper position. Yet when I wrapped my hands around her waist and grabbed her ass to pull her against me, she placed her own hands on my head. The flow of warmth and wetness, and the taste of spring in her juices delighted me. But when I looked up to her she was staring down at me intently. And out of nowhere the strange feelings returned: this should have been an awkward moment, an embarrassing part of a game. It was far from that. She was pushing against me, forcing me to open her lips and find her clit and her hole. The look in her eyes was unmistakable: she wanted to cum in my mouth, the dare was completely forgotten.
And soon she did. Aria tried to pull her away from me at one point but when she looked up at Johanna she stopped. She started buckling and shaking, her muscles straining with the effort of staying against my mouth as long as possible. She finally cried out and pulled back, falling down on her knees to get back to her seat. Nella looked at me from across the Jacuzzi and it was clear on her face that she wanted to fuck Johanna as much as I did.
She started to ask Johanna to play, but we reminded her that we couldn't pick someone twice in a row.
"Aria, then. Truth or dare?"
"Dare."
"Are you sure?"
"I'm sure Nella."
"Hmmm. I'm going to ask you to do something which would have been really easy about six months ago. Will, get up."
"What? Wasn't that my own dare a few turns ago?"
"Yes it was... But get up and I'm sure you're going to like it. Now Aria, get on your knees in front of him, get your face as close as you can to his cock... and *don't* suck him for three minutes."
Aria grinned, apparently confident. And for the first minute everything seemed alright. She was looking up at me and at my cock serenely, even though the other girls were encouraging her to suck me off. But during the second minutes, it was clear that Aria was having troubles. Her eyes kept shifting away only to dart back to my cock, her breathing was getting shallower and quicker. When I saw that I began flexing my cock, making it bob up and down mere inches away from her face and mouth.
"Argh! I can't believe it!" she moaned. "How much time?"
"One minute ten seconds." Replied Nella.
"That's impossible! I'm not going to make it damn you Nella!"
Everybody laughed and the encouragements became louder and a lot more descriptive... But still Aria was resisting herself. Yet about twenty seconds later she placed her hands on my thighs, ready to pull me in. Then Nella spoke again: "By the way, if ever you decide to suck him, we're going to pull you off when the three minutes are up. You only have 40 seconds left." And with that Aria closed her eyes, opened her mouth and took me in. She blew me like a wild animal, sucking, licking, kissing and pumping my cock passionately. The other women were laughing hard but too soon the timer rang and the three of them pulled her off me.



"Argh! That was unfair Nella! You knew I couldn't resist after a few months without a cock at hand..."
"Yep! I knew pretty well. Now, as you failed your dare, you're facing a bad truth... Could you repeat what you told me earlier in the bathroom?"
Aria paused, her mouth agape. "You can't be serious Nella." Nella merely grinned. "Ok. What Nella wants me to tell you is that... Oh my God it's hard!" She laughed, clearly nervous. "Well, I told Nella that a perfect way to celebrate this little getaway of ours would be to have... to have an orgy at some point. I want to fuck each and everyone of you at the same time... I want to feel your bodies all over mine, tongues and fingers and a cock inside me, all over me... I want your cum all over me guys..."
There was a weird silence after Nella stopped talking. Nobody knew exactly what to say or how to react, but everyone had a large grin. Breaking the silence, I asked Johanna:
"Truth or dare?"
"Truth."
"We learned this afternoon that you have no boyfriend at this moment." I paused, knowing full well that things could get really interesting with my next question. I knew there was already some romantic tension between us, but I wanted to know just how much. And, I must add, the wine was by now really getting to me! "Just how badly do you need to get fucked by a man right now?"
Johanna looked at me straight in the eyes, took a deep breath and whispered: "Really, really badly."
There was a sweet silence after that: everybody had felt the passion and the need in Johanna's words. And it was clear that I was a willing male; the only willing male around here...
Then Johanna, whose turn it was, looked at Nella. "Truth or dare?"
"Truth."
"Would you mind?"
"No."
As simple as that. Nella was smiling at me and Johanna. There was still a silence, but now it had a new flavor: Johanna and I were going to have sex. Soon. And then the pace of things quickened. Jenny's dare for Aria was nearly as straightforward as Johanna's question to Nella: "Aria, I dare you to make love to two women at the same time."
To which she replied: "With pleasure. But we can't do that here can't we?"
Nella chimed in: "How about the master bedroom?"
"Let's go then." And with that Jenny, Aria and Nella got up, gloriously naked in the moonlight, got out of the Jacuzzi and into the house.
In a matter of two minutes a fun game of truth or dare between five friends had turned into a moonlit Jacuzzi where two people suddenly had the privacy to make love. In those two minutes all the barriers that prevented us from jumping on one another had disappeared: it was clear now that we wanted each other, that Nella didn't mind, that we had the privacy, that she was even already wet just as I was already hard, and that nothing was going to prevent us from going as far as we wanted.
From then on, everything became simple. At first there had been a definite attraction, not simply sexual but something a bit more complex. Then there had been the walk under the stars, confusing things a bit further. Then the Jacuzzi where we had done things so out of context that they had only served to make things more fuzzy: was I falling in love with this girl? Was she falling in love with me?
Now everything was simple: we were starved for each other and had no reason not to abandon ourselves to the hunger. She had been sitting straight for the past half-hour or so, her breasts proudly out of the water. I knelt down, moved across the water and bent down to eat one of her nipples. Johanna didn't moan, groan of cry out in impossible delight: instead she simply let out a long sigh of release. Then my hands slipped around her thighs to pull her against me, while hers pulled me close against her breast. I sucked and pulled, licked and nibbled and even bit a few times. Now she was beginning to moan.
Her long legs unfolded outside mines and I felt her muscles stirring and tightening around me. She was strong, this blonde dancer, and as she pulled me closer I couldn't keep my mouth on her breast anymore. Forced up my mouth met hers at the same time that my hard cock met her hard belly. My sight and earring went black and dumb as the kiss began, a deep groan of pleasure that shook both our bodies. It was my skin that was overwhelming me with sensations. I had never been with a girl this tight and firm, her entire body purposefully sculpted and worked. Lean and capable muscles, an entire body designed trough workout and practice to be a perfect dancing machine: a masterwork of power and beauty.
And I was drinking all in too fast! One of her hands behind my hand, the other one on my back and her legs locked beyond release around my thighs and waist. Yet we were not kissing like wild animals, with an uncontrolled fury. Powerful but slow, a kind of kiss I had never experienced before. On the other hand, my hips and her belly were doing the best they could to make my cock the focus of this embrace. When the kiss broke under the pressure we looked at each other in silence, barely breathing hard, yet with more anticipation and eagerness than I've ever felt. I was convinced that I had something to discover with this girl, something important, and that only sex would bring me the answer.
Her hold suddenly loosened and she pushed herself up to sit on the ledge of the patio. Following those dancing breasts of hers I moved up too and knelt where she had been sitting before. Her legs were wide open to let me in as close as I could. And, just as she had guessed, her exposed pussy was just at the right height: it was matching my cock perfectly. With one leg on the top of the Jacuzzi and the other one slowly moving up to my shoulder, she had blatantly opened her pussy for me. When she placed her hands behind her on the patio, her breasts seemed to explode towards me. But it was her eyes and the look on her face that made me smile like a contended sex maniac.
I grabbed my cock with a fist and pushed it down against her pussy. Her eyes nearly closed while I moved the head of my cock up and down between her lips, but our eyes were still locked. She took a deep breath when she felt my other hand wrapping itself around the leg she had moved to my shoulder: I was going to penetrate her.
I never saw my cock slipping inside her for the first time, but I saw her face changing as I pushed in: her eyes widened and thinned, her mouth opened and closed slightly, her smile appeared and vanished. I was slowly pushing my entire eight inches inside her, meeting no resistance or stiffness as she was more than ready for me. When she felt the base of my cock opening her pussy just a bit wider for the last inch, my balls touching her taut ass, Johanna's head tilted backwards and her pussy clamped me incredibly hard. Her inner muscles seemed as developed as the ones in her legs and torso.
When I pulled back outwards her head came back up and she stared back at me once more. Bringing one of her hands to her pussy, she used her fingers to open her top of her lips and reveal her clit. "Fuck me." She whispered in a barely audible moan. Shifting my grip on her thigh, sliding it back against her hip, I smiled again and began to push back in. I don't know how much my pubic bone was hitting her clit but feeling her hand there, opening her pussy for me, was really exhilarating.
Her beasts began dancing again, as the angle of her chest was placing them between the mere twitches of a woman fully upright and the full slides of one completely on her back. Right now they were jumping up and down and slightly rotating with each of my thrusts, a duo of firm flesh that was mesmerizing me. Soon her head joined in the dance: her eyes were closed, she was loosing herself in the sex, and her head was catching up to the rhythm by lolling from one side to the other.
Her free leg hooked itself behind my back once more as Johanna pulled me against her with all the power of that leg. Her hair began swishing behind her as passion began sweeping us both. Yet we wore both still silent. Except for our flesh that is. Over the deep hum of the Jacuzzi and the perfect stillness of the autumn night, the rhythmic sound of my thighs and abdomen slapping her legs and that merry hand of her was, to say the least, obvious. But now moans or groans, no naughty words or spoken desires: we had what we wanted and that was to fuck each other until we both came.
And that was going to happen pretty soon. Johanna's leg, the one on my shoulder, began trying to reach its twin as it bore down on me. When the other one left my waist only to hook up above my elbow, Johanna released her pussy and brought her hand behind her. Pushing down on my shoulder and supported by my elbow, Johanna lifted herself from the patio. I could see her belly tightening up, her muscles tracing beautiful lines from her ribcage to her thighs. Our rhythm and pattern changed with this new situation, as her hips were free to rotate every which way they chose.
Her pussy transformed from the delightful discovery I had just made into an astonishing wonder. Instead of having every penetrations being more of the same nectar, each of my thrusts felt like I was discovering something new, felt like I was making love to a new woman. Different sensations as she was tilting her hips forward or back, moving them up and down, rotating them from side to side, squeezing her pussy or releasing me to her smooth and well lubricated channel...
When I saw her head fall back down again and her mouth opened wide, I knew she was about to cum. When I felt her pussy clamping around me harder than ever before, I knew I couldn't help but cum myself. Our rhythm broke down and so did her concentration as she moved back down against the patio. Through uneven breaths she asked me to cum on her breasts and belly. Somehow this was even more erotic than the thought of filling her womb with my seed.
A few thrusts was all it took before I was forced to pull out. Quickly she moved her legs down and allowed me to move forward as much as possible. Holding herself up on one of her shoulders (as her other hand was back on her pussy) she was offering me her breasts on a golden platter. I hadn't cum in the last 24 hours at least, and when I felt my cum rising from my balls I began to laugh. When she felt and saw the first explosion hit her she joined in: she had probably rarely seen so much sperm being hosed on her breasts before.
She came as I was still emptying my balls on her, collapsing down all the way on her back, with both hands on her pussy. I asked quickly: "afraid I was going to make you pregnant?" When she answered no, puzzled, I pushed my cock back down and slipped between her fingers and lips all the way in. Gripping her hips with both hands I began fucking her for all I was worth. The unexpected wave of pleasure hit her completely by surprise and ten seconds later another orgasm rocked her body. This time she moaned out and shouted her pleasure as I laughed with her.
When I was simply unable to keep up, too drained and tired, we fell back into the Jacuzzi, into each other's arms. Actually her ass was in my hands too. And as I was kneading it and discovering just how wonderful a small ass can be, she placed her mouth against my ear and whispered: "We're not done you and I. I don't think I've ever had something quite as big as your cock in my ass, but you're going to sodomize me before we get back to the city. I want your beautiful cock inside my ass as deep as it's going to go, understood?"
I couldn't think of an answer. I had been wanting to take Nella and Aria's ass during this trip, and after licking Jenny's asshole earlier I though that if everything else failed I would at least have hers. But now it seemed as if I was going to have a lot more than one chance at this rarely enjoyed part of sex. And if Johanna's ass was just as wonderful inside as it was outside, I fear I'll become addict to anal sex. Oh... What a shame!
***
P.S. I hope you guys enjoyed this last part of the String of Luck. What about the orgy and all the anal sex that was going to happen in the next part? Well, I'm out of motivation for this storyline. Mostly because I've written about 90 pages of it, but also because I haven't received a single feed back, either public comment or e-mail. I enjoy seeing the votes and reads, but nothing compares to reading a few words or lines about how someone liked the story. Thanks for reading. Watch for other stories in a few weeks or months.
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Brief message for those who sent me feedback for the String of Luck series: I *will* write the seventh and final part, but I don't know when...
Hello people... If you've read some of Mr.Illusion's other stories, you've probably heard about Will. Well, I'm not Will, I'm Cillian. A friend of Will. This is a story about my very own First Noel. I've always thought that this expression was bizarre: except perhaps Jesus, nobody ever remembers his own First Noel. At least that's what I thought until I had my *real* First Noel. Here goes...
I'd been away from home for my first semester of College at Berkeley, all the way across the country from my home state of Vermont. During those months I couldn't afford a plane ticket nor had I the time for a car trip to visit my family. So for the first time of my life I spent four months away from my parents and my sister. My twin sister Deirdre. I know it's strange to have twins that are not the same sex, but that's what happened. Our family was pretty close together and it had been a real challenge to learn to live without them. Especially my sister.
Contrary to most boy-girl twins and other normal siblings, my sister and I had managed to keep a great relationship throughout our lives. Even through adolescence when suddenly breasts and pubes prevented us from sharing baths and beds. Can you imagine this? We were still sharing the same bed at 10 years old! And baths! Now, nearly ten years later, those memories were still hard to believe. I had slept for most of my life in the same bed as my twin, my every bath shared, completely naked, with her!
No wonder I spent the rest of my life hopping from girl to girl, trying to find one that would fill that role. Sex helped. Sex helped a lot in fact. As this was not something I had really shared with Deirdre, it gave my later relationships some deeper meaning, some new angle. We did have our share of exploration at the end of our sleeping-together era, but nothing serious. After hearing some of my friends' stories, with their own sisters, I could have gone a lot farther with Deirdre when we were children. Too late for that: can't put that chick back into its egg!
Being so close, we both knew exactly what was happening in the other one's sex life. Or romantic life, whatever. We kept comparing notes, asking for advice and opinions... But nothing *too* intimate. Like, for example, I never asked her to give me a guided tour of the female pussy. Maybe I should have though: it would have saved me quite a few awkward moments afterwards! But except for details like this, we knew everything that as going on. Even the piercings she had tried to keep hidden from our parents.
Neither of us ever had a long lasting relationship. I was beginning to realize, through the one psych class I had, that in my case it was probably because I was looking for my sister in those other girls. 5' 9" tall, a fiery redhead, deep blue eyes like the sea that sparkled under the sun, fair skinned with hair that fell in overflowing and compact curls down to her shoulder blades, lightning quick smile, loved to laugh at my jokes... About the rest of her body, well, it's been a problem since our sixteenth birthday, more than two years ago.
Our parents had prepared a huge feast for this birthday; our Irish heritage focused a lot more on sixteen than eighteen. The extended family would be there and everyone would be well-dressed, tux and evening gowns. I was in my room, wearing my pants and undershirt, and went to the bathroom to shave. I had just begun shaving four months earlier and was quite proud of it! When I opened the door I saw that Deirdre was there.
Oh my God. She was wearing nothing but a matching pair of black velvet panties and bra, as well as the high heels she would wear tonight. I had never seen her in such a state of undress since the time of our shared baths. Her long legs, the pale white skin that we were cursed with but suddenly seemed so incredibly attractive, were incredible. Smooth, flowing, like living rivers of flesh.
And then the ass, what I could see of it anyway, was just as wonderful. Smooth, small, soft and just slightly rounded into slim hips. In another word: kissable. Above the panties was the little Brighid tattoo she had told me about but not showed. I had never imagined that Brighid could be so sexy, in black, nestled between the cleavage of my twin sister's ass. Oh yes, she had an ass cleavage, where the two slight bulges of her cheeks met above her crack.
All this flashed in a second. Then she turned around and blasted me with her two breasts. They matched her ass perfectly: smooth and soft, well rounded. With one distinction: they were not small. A good, thick C cup, already swelled and heavy at 16 years old. They were large, going nearly from her armpits and meeting in the middle of her chest, and filled the round bra cups without difficulty.
Reflexes pulled me out and made me close the door. I closed my eyes, knowing that my face was turning red (another curse of the pale skin, that!). My fore-head against the door, afraid that my sister would be angry, I was surprised to hear her laugh. "Oh come on Cillian. I don't mind! Come in if you want to shave..." But I didn't reply, merely turned around and went back to my room.
Big mistake. Huge mistake. I was very shy and self-conscious at that point in my life, and knowing how easy it is for me to get an erection, I didn't want to risk embarrassing myself further. So I waited until she left with my mom to get their hair fixed. When she returned we were all ready to leave and didn't have the time to talk about it. I knew she wanted to, but it never happened.
I spent the next two years thinking about what could have happened, what intimacy could have grown from that missed chance. Still do today. But once more, I couldn't put the chick back into its egg. Done was done. So since that day nudity and physical intimacy has been a problem. We tried to talk about it last year, when we were both stoned, and it helped. But even through the pot we were both embarrassed and although we concluded by saying that we would be more at ease with nudity between us... nothing really changed.
So am I looking for my sister in my various girlfriends? Probably. Looking for her body? ...that's a hard question. I tried my best not to look at her body too often, even though I have ample opportunities to. You see my sister loves velvet, as you may already know, and loves leather just as much. And black. She loves the color black. Try to picture a tall fair-skinned girl with fire-bright red hair, deep blue eyes, wearing skin tight black leather pants with a black velvet halter-top. You know the type that explicitly let's you know that she's not wearing a bra? Just *try* not looking at her pert, young ass, or at the swell of those free breasts...
But now, as I was getting out of the car after a long trip, I had forgotten all of this. I was home and I would spend two weeks with my family. And with Deirdre. We had talked on the phone at least once a week, with numerous e-mails in between. College life for me and conservatory for her (she plays the flute) had made our romantic life disappear. Nevertheless, we had always managed to keep our conversations interesting.
When the door closed behind me and my bags dropped noisily to the ground, I saw and heard Deirdre running towards me. I barely had time to remove my coat before she banged into me, grinning and laughing, wrapping her arms around me. I had one arm around her back and the other lost in her hair, behind her head, holding her close to me. I don't know how long we stayed that way, holding each other so close we could barely breath. As I slowly noticed that our parents were not around, probably gone to mammy's house, my qualms about holding her longer faded.
Sometime later we let go of each other, and despite not having seen each other in four months we were both silent, unable to find something to say. Then we laughed and she invited me to come in and get warm by the fire. The Christmas tree was there, sparsely decorated: that would be our job tonight. For a few years now, while my parents left to see mammy, Deirdre and I decorated the tree.
By the time we sat on the couches, I noticed that she was wearing nothing but a large tee-shirt. A panty line appeared when she sat down, but it was clear that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her warm breasts on my chest, seconds earlier, separated by nothing but— Stop it! That's your sister damn it!
Then again, since I was sharing a room at the dorm, I was in serious masturbation deficiency! And since I'd had no girlfriend since last summer... And then it happened: I felt an erection stirring. What? an erection while talking to my sister? This had to stop... As if on queue, Deirdre got up to feed the fire and I just couldn't tear my eyes away from her ass as she bent down to put the log in. Her ass looked identical to what I remembered from our 16th birthday episode: small, soft and nicely rounded. Then, as she was unable to place the log correctly, she squatted and grabbed it with two hands.
She squatted. With nothing on but a tee-shirt. As a matter of course the tee-shirt rode up to her waist, giving me an incredible view of that young, pert ass. And of her black lace panties, a frilly thing that didn't hide very much. She quickly got up and turned, innocent as an angel. But she sensed, when nobody else in the world but my twin would have sensed, that I was uncomfortable. She looked at me thoughtfully, pausing in that stare. She took a deep breath, then told me:
"Cillian, this has to stop..."
"What..."
"Please don't try to wiggle your way out of this one. You've bee afraid of my body since that day you nearly saw me naked."
"Not afraid but..."
"But close enough to make no difference." A sigh. "Cillian we share everything, every secrets and shameful thoughts. Why should we have to hide our skin from each other? I don't mean turning nudist or anything like that. But I want us to be at ease with each other, like we were as girl and boy only a handful of years ago."
"But I'm not only a little boy Deirdre." And then I paused, unsure of how to tell her this... "I can't just look at you... You know, my body just doesn't. I mean—"
"Is that a compliment my dear brother?" A quick Deirdre smile, coming from nowhere, like the sun from behind a cloud. "I know now that I'm beautiful Cillian. Sexy too, apparently. I'm starting to believe it you know!"
We both laughed at that: Deirdre had always complained of being ugly since she was old enough to know what it meant. Her hair too curly, skin that wouldn't tan, too tall... My mother and I used to tell her how beautiful she was and everything, but she was too obstinate. Now it appeared that her boyfriends had managed to do what family couldn't.
"And I know, " she continued, "that you haven't slept with a single girl since you left, or that you couldn't masturbate often as you liked."
"Deirdre!" we laughed again as I turned a healthy shade of red.
"What? You told it to me yourself... Anyway. It's been two years now. Hasn't it been long enough?"
"I don't think it's a question of that particular day anymore..."
"Then what is it, brother? Are you shy of showing me your body?"
"No."
"Are you troubled by the thought of seeing mine?"
"Well, I don't want to see you as a sexual woman."
"Oh but I am a sexy beast, and you know it perfectly well!"
Once again we laughed at her newfound confidence. But she was not satisfied.
"I'm serious Cillian. I'm tired of watching myself around you... What does it matter if I happen to bend down right in front of you, or if you happen to see down my top? I don't care, don't care at all."
"I'm not sure that—"
"Well *I* am. I mean it. I'm not going to transform myself into a prude just because you're not mature enough to deal with it..."
A wicked smile this time: she was teasing me, hitting me where I was most sensitive. As we were born in September, we had always been younger than our school friends. She had accepted it easily. Not me. Accusing me of immaturity was one of the worst insults you can throw at me. And Deirdre knew it. Of course she knew it.
"Anyway, " I said, " I have to take a shower.
"Ok. But think about it mister, I'm not kidding. Oh and don't forget to lock the door, just in case I need to pee very badly..."
When I looked back over my shoulder she winked and laughed. Shaking my head, I realized that living with a self-confident Deirdre would be a lot harder than I thought! I washed my hairs with Deirdre's herbal shampoo and tried my best not to get my cock too hard with her soap... The 16th birthday episode had only confirmed what I already knew since I was 12 or 13 years old: Deirdre was the most beautiful and sexy girl I had ever seen. As simple as that. And seeing her after four months of absence was wonderful.
When I walked back to the living room, wearing nothing but a pair of jeans, she was gone. But as I plumped down on the couch I saw that she was lying on the other one, reading a book. Reading a book while her tee-shirt had ridden up all the way to her black pearl. She had had this piercing, her first, when we were fifteen. A lovely black pearl, very small, mounted on a shining silver pin. It was wonderfully beautiful on her. And it was even more beautiful so close to those lace panties. They looked very soft, a thick band of cotton around her waist and hips, sexier as anything I had seen before. a thick red bush, obviously trimmed below her lips, shone in the afternoon sunlight. She pretended not to see me looking at her, kept on reading.
I sat down in front of the fire and laid back comfortably. I still had her panties in my line of sight though. Smooth hips and thighs, creamy skin and black panties. Long legs, longer than I remembered, thin and smooth as well, that she flexed carelessly while reading. This was it then, my chance at getting familiar with these kinds of moments. My chance, yes, of getting hard again. But I had a pair of jeans that could handle that pretty well in my current position.
"When are mom and dad coming back?"
"As usual, not before late at night. They said they'd try not to come back too late to see you. But you know they couldn't miss going to mom's family on the 23rd..."
"I know. That's alright we talked about it on the phone. I'm just eager to see them! Well, ready to decorate this monster?"
"Sure!"
A few minutes into it I knew I was in for a show. Or a torture, depending on how you looked at it. The first time Deirdre climbed up on the stepladder, placed her ass just in front of my face and lifted her arms to reach a high spot, I got my first shock. I was inches away from those cheeks I've been secretly dreaming about since I first saw them 2 years ago. The flawless way her thighs meld and transformed into her asscheeks, the way the insides of those thighs tightened two inches before melding with her lips, how this great meeting of curves looked like nothing else than a majestic bull's-eye for her pussy...
And then she half climbed a stair, raising one leg and pushing her curves at me like weapons... The long smooth curve of her small ass was like an invitation to madness: one touch and I'd go completely crazy. Beneath the tight lace I could see her pussy, see how it molded the panties across its rounded surface. Full lips, large lips that defined a distended pussy, going far below her. This was not a slight little thing but a large pussy able to meet every challenge. If it was obviously visible from this angle, I couldn't imagine what it would look like from behind when Deirdre was on all fours...
But I had to shake those images from my mind. Deirdre climbed fully to the next step and as I looked up I saw that her tee-shirt was hanging away from her body as she leaned forward. From below I could see her breasts, their large bases swelling from her sides all the way to her sternum. They were wiggling around with her arms, moving from side to side like choreographed dancers. They were not really big, but they were all there, looking softer than clouds. But they were flesh, warm flesh and blood, covered with that smooth white flesh...
Deirdre giggled, looking down at me. "Cillian! For the third time, can you give me that garland?" I mumbled something in reply and gave her what she wanted. She was laughing as she got back up. And for the rest of the evening, decorating this tree, I had ample opportunity to see her ass from every angle, her breasts from above or below, and even a few tightly laced pussy shots. My blood was heating up and my cock kept swinging from being softly full to partially hard.
When it was over I was both glad and disappointed. My twin was gorgeous, had breasts that would make babies hard; a soft, jaw-dropping little ass, and all the features of a nymph of legend. And she knew it now, was confident about it now. Damn! those two weeks here were going to be harder than I thought!
After the tree we settled back down on the couches, in front of the fire. She took back her book, looking at me wickedly while readjusting her tee-shirt so as to unveil her panties. Not a word, but quite a dare. What was I going to do? Ignore it? Ignore her? Ignore the urge I had to take her in my arms and eat her up? A few minutes later, knowing I was still watching her, she turned her head on the pillow and looked at me. And smiled gloriously. Sunlight. By God she was beautiful. The afternoon sun was already low in the sky, shining golden light into the living room. Soft Irish music was playing in the background, the fire was steadily being just perfect, a few candles were already lit... Were this any other girl, I would have said that things were perfect for an incredible evening!
"It's been six months since Mandy... And how long has it been since Mark, Deirdre?"
She said, with a small smile, "Seven months. Why?"
"Nothing, " I chuckled. "I was just thinking how perfect our parent's house was for romantic evenings..."
"Indeed." She laughed with me. "Wow, I ask you to be relaxed around me and already you're on the verge of trying to seduce me!"
"No!" My eyes bulged out in surprise. "Oh Deirdre, don't tease me now!"
She sat up, looked at me wistfully. "I miss him you know..."
"I know." I replied softly.
And then she did something that would turn out to be the key to everything that followed. She got up and asked me to move over on my couch. When I turned on my side, pushed against the back, she sat and lied down before curling herself against me. She grabbed my hand and forcefully pulled it around her until it was nestled against her neck. Also nestled, just a bit lower, between her breasts.
"How long has it been Cillian, since you could smooth and comfort me like this? Oh how badly I would have liked to run to your room and spend the night in your arms, crying, when Mark left. Somehow I think it would have helped; a lot..."
I didn't know what to do. I was stunned by her bold move but at the same time I understood it perfectly. We *had* done that more than a few times in the past. And it *did* help. Yet at the same time, my half erection was still there, and now that my arm was between her breasts, it could only grow... I could feel her backing off against me, her back, ass and legs, and I knew she was going to feel it soon.
I tried to wiggle around to try and move it lower, then tried again until Deirdre told me to stop.
"I don't mind Cillian... don't mind feeling it against me. Please just hold me, it's been so long since we've been this close. I'm beginning to miss you, miss this closeness, more than I miss Mark. And those last four months showed me just how important you were."
She bent down and kissed my fingers. Seconds later, relieved, I pulled her against me, nestled my face into her hair and kissed the top of her head. We stayed like this, watching the fire and the sun, for the half hour it took for it to disappear completely. By then Deirdre was asleep, breathing deeply in my arms. Her breasts on my arm were beginning to drive me crazy. My hand was opening and closing slowly, jealous of my forearm. Unable... unable or unwilling? Anyway, unable to resist I began sliding it down. What was the harm anyway? What was the difference between looking and feeling? My mind knew there was one, a big one, but somehow I didn't care. Perhaps a double dose of Deirdre's shampoo had gotten me intoxicated? ...I smiled into her hair.



But now my palm was beginning to feel the supple warmth of her left breast. And I was going crazy. It was the simplest explanation: I've been afraid to look at her for the past two years and the first chance I get to feel her up, I do. What kind of fucked up guy was i? the kind that was deeply frustrated sexually, that is! Then out of nowhere my hand wrapped around Deirdre's breast, my fingers reached their goal and finally my hand was completely opened around her flesh. Soft, oh so soft! We constantly hear about firm breasts... Don't know why. Deirdre's breasts was like a the definition of womanhood, of femininity, of beauty, sensuality. As my fingers closed to feel all the richness and magnitude of that softness, she stirred.
I could hear her exhale a laugh. "Coping a feel, brother?"
"No!"
But as I was pulling my hand away she grabbed it and pulled it back against her breast. But I pushed away again until she got up, laughing loud.
"You were! Pervert!" But she was laughing even harder now.
"No I wasn't... I was asleep, probably dreaming about another girl..."
"Liar!" through even more laughter.
Grabbing the pillow from the other couch she threw it at me. I got it squarely in the face and sat there, stunned. I looked at her, eyes wide, and screamed: "Pillow fight!" She squealed and jumped away, running for her room. I grabbed the offending pillow and ran after her. Pillow fights, and tickling matches, were other things that had disappeared after our 16th birthday.
When I turned the corner and ran into her room she was standing on her bed with a pillow in her hands. I jumped on and the fight officially began. Bing bang boom, poof... My hair, which until that point had been tightly held began to spill out and I must've looked like a caveman fighting against a nymph. Then things changed again when Deirdre pinched my right side, the most ticklish spot on my body. Without even thinking about it I jumped on her and grabbed the back of her thigh, a few inches below her ass, and squeezed. She shrieked in response and jumped backwards instantly.
Again, some part of my brain was telling me not to do this, but I had way too much fun to care. We circled each other like animals, waiting for an opening. We were breathing hard, already sweating, disheveled and loving every minute of it. Then the mandatory rumble began: I could no more reach her thigh without bringing my side within her reach than *she* could tickle me without exposing herself. We wrestled and tickled, then wrestled more.
Completely unplanned, this tickling match was undoing the two year old knot thread by thread. More than a few times I got my face against her thighs, belly or even her breasts. At one point she even held me directly against her breasts while being in a very advantageous position to tickle me. I was hard as a rock by now and Deirdre knew it: her hands and legs were brushing against it often enough! Then later my hand slipped from her thigh directly against her pussy and we kept wrestling as if nothing had happened. Then her head found its way against my naked belly.
At one point she even gave my ass a hard slap, laughing just before pinching my sides. Without hesitating I returned the favor, slapping her ass. Hmmm. My brain was screaming "red alert" but I barely heard it. After that point everything was legal in our little game. I got a few good feels of her ass and breasts, all the while my erection was making it difficult for me to move out of her reach fast enough. She was winning this match and enjoying it very much.
At one point she managed to pin me down on my belly, with one arm trapped beneath me. As she was tickling me mercilessly, she asked:
"Do you bow down?"
'"Never!" But I knew I couldn't hold for much longer.
And indeed seconds later I said yes. All of a sudden Deirdre jumped up, screaming "Victory!" I turned around and laughed with her, watching her jump up and down above me, legs spread... Argh!
A few hours later, in my bed after meeting my parents, I thought about what had happened with Deirdre tonight. We had apparently begun to break through the bad tension that had been plaguing us for the past two years. On the other hand I had more than crossed a line tonight, grabbing her breast, then her ass and her breasts again during the fight... Yet she didn't seem to mind at all; she was even laughing about it! She caught me right handed with my hand on her breasts and my hard cock against her ass and she merely laughed!
I can well understand why I'd try to feel her up, weird though it is to feel one's sister, but what about her? She *has* been single for seven months now... And she has always told me how unsatisfying her fingers were. Can this be true? Can she feel as sex starved as I was? My cock was getting hard a t the mere thought. And what if she was? It's not as if we were going to have sex together! She's my sister! Then again, she didn't mind my feeling her up...
My hand reached down to my cock and I began masturbating slowly. I could hear my father snoring from across the hall, even though both our doors were closed. But soon my thoughts turned to Deirdre, to the fresh memories of her breasts in my hands, her smooth thighs and ass. Suddenly I could see her riding me, impaling herself on my cock, her breasts jiggling with each stroke, each thrust...
And then I stopped. Breathing hard, blood pumping, I stopped. I was going crazy! ...Yes! Yes I was. I wanted to fuck my sister. Not only did I want to be at ease around her body, I want to see it all, touch it, taste it, lick it, fuck it, fuck her breasts, her pussy, her mouth, fuck her... It was late, very late; I was tired, overexcited, on the verge of a climax and I did what came naturally: I got up.
Opened and closed my door silently, walked down the corridor to Deirdre's door and got inside silently. When I looked around there was a lit candle on her night table and she was smiling softly at me. "I knew you'd come. I was waiting for you." She blew off the candle. "Now keep quiet... I don't think the parents would enjoy finding you here... Come sleep next to me."
I did. Sure enough she was naked, but it was clear that she didn't want to have sex. She curled up against me just as before, warm, soft in my arms. When she felt my cock against her ass, a boxer away from her skin, she didn't flinch. "Able to take those off without turning into a sex maniac?" I think I could manage it... Oh who am I kidding! I *knew* I couldn't, but I knew there was no way I was going to let this opportunity pass me bay! When I lied back down behind her, I placed my naked cock against her ass gently. Even nestled it between her cheeks. My hearth was once again beating so fast that it was sur to take minutes off my life. She merely said, with a giggle: "Still having problems with that big thing of yours?" I kissed her head again and patiently waited for her to fall asleep a few minutes later.
I sure I didn't fall asleep: I was taut with sex, just as taut as my cock in fact, and this cock was nicely snuggled against my sexy sister Deirdre's ass. Serenely, objectively, coolly... yeah right. Anyway I tried to think about was had happened tonight. First she had asked me to be at ease around her nudity. Or partial nudity, whatever. Then she had begun teasing me with her panties, her ass, her breasts I had been allowed to see beneath her tee-shirt. Man she even dropped on all fours right in front of me while we were decorating the tree! And then we had our pillow fight and tickle match: we had touched each other like never before in those games: asses, thighs, hips, bellies, breasts, chests, faces; not to mention pussy and cock...
And then I find myself here, naked in the spoon position with her, with my cock inches away from her pussy. And it was getting very hot under the blankets even though we were not moving at all. And I certainly wasn't the only source of this heat: Deirdre was burning hot against my skin and under my arm. Yet, I could not forget it even in this state of arousal, she had specifically asked me to come and *sleep* next to her. She could have said: "Come lie down next to me" or simply "Join me".
She didn't. She had mentioned sleep. Was I seeing things with my cock and not with my head? Well, yes. Of course I was. On the other hand was my cock so wrong? I didn't think so. By now Deirdre was sleeping deeply: her breathing was loud and regular. I couldn't see her face because of her hair, but I had not doubts that she was gone for the night. So I did, once again, what came naturally: I slowly moved my hand down to her breasts.
This time when my fingers closed around her flesh, her naked flesh, I closed my eyes in wonder. Not only had I more time to explore these mounds of breasts, but they were naked, their smooth, creamy skin exposed to the millions of nerve endings in my fingers. Her firm nipple grazed the palm of my hand as I began making slow circles against it. It became soon seconds later.
I was determined to have a good feel of those breasts, but I didn't want her to wake up. So I closed my hand slowly until her breast seemed to be ready to burst. I let it go slowly. Dear God it was wonderful! Then I repeated the same slow process on the other one: just as incredible! I would have given the world to be able to open my hand wide and squeeze as much of them both together. But that would certainly wake her up.
Instead I pulled away gently and slid my hand down to her belly. By then we were both sweating and the feeling of her skin against mine was even more stimulating. Her smooth belly opened up to me, completely hairless even below her black pearl, until I reached her bush. I knew that if I dared go in there I would wake her up, so I moved up to her hip and began caressing the curves that rose from her side. I slipped up to the small of her back and down, on one of her buttocks, then down to her thigh. Careful not to tickle her I gave her a deep caress until my hand couldn't go lower. I moved up and around her leg and brought my hand back to her hip.
I was in heaven, caressing the body of a girl I dearly loved, the most beautiful and sexy girl I had ever met. As I realized just how much I loved Deirdre, my cock twitched against her ass. ...would I be able to resist? Would I really be able to resist or was I simply wasting my time trying to convince myself that I would only caress her? I think even my head knew the answer to that question...
I lowered myself gently until my mouth reached her neck and shoulders. Of course, I also felt the head of my cock slipping lower, deeper between her legs. But right now I didn't really care. While my hand was slowly making its way up to her breasts, I began kissing Deirdre like I had never kissed her before. Soft loving kisses against the delicate skin of her neck; soft licks behind her ear, other kisses on her upper back and shoulders... All the while I was taking deep enthralling breaths of her body, her skin, her hair...
When my hand reached her breast I squeezed one of them a lot more than I had a few minutes a go. She didn't stir. So I kept on kissing her neck, daring to go further around towards her face, all the while massaging her breast like I had always dreamed of doing. After two or three slow drives against her ass I realized that I was doing it: my cock was now locked deep between her thighs, and instead of sliding up with each slow movements, it simply pressed harder against Deirdre's ass. I was probably mere inches away from her pussy, I was maybe even driving against her asshole right now.
Shivers ran up and down my spine at the thought. But I kept kissing her and licking her skin softly. At one point I squeezed her breast harder than I wanted and she woke up. "Oh Cillian..." she moaned softly. She moaned! She knew it was me and she was enjoying it. More than enjoying it in fact: she placed her hand on my own, began mashing her breast, alternating from one to the other. "I love you Cillian, please don't stop kissing me... If you only knew how I've been waiting for you to do this..."
I was flabbergasted. Floored. Here I was realizing, at eighteen, that I was in love with my sister, while she had known for years. My voice was shaking when I replied: "I love you too Deirdre... I've been wanting to do this for years too, but I don't think I even realized it..." She moaned in response and cuddled up closer against my body. I felt like I was dreaming: kissing and fondling my sister like there was no tomorrow. And my cock felt like it was on fire, burning hot and covered in sweat by now. I pulled back a little, changed my angle and pushed back against her skin. As simple as that.
Deirdre took a sharp intake of breath as my cock, instead of pressing against her skin, slipped along her wet lips, grazed her clit and moved up for a few inches. Sliding my hand down across her sweat-covered belly I grabbed the head of my cock and pulled it back against her pussy. When I began moving my cock up and down again it was rubbing against her clit. Deirdre began shivering and moaning, trying her best to keep her voice down. But she was now writhing in my arms and against me, pushing her ass against me.
Gradually I pulled my cock farther and farther back until the head began to caress her clit directly. Soon there was a definite bump as I moved back up, since my cock was getting too low and was pushing into her folds. Each one of those bumps made her inhale loudly. We knew what was coming and there was no one who was going to stop us now.
Since I didn't our first penetration to catch us unawares, I stopped and pulled my cock back slowly until it found her wet opening. And I mean wet: Deirdre was dripping. We were getting too hot and sweat covered both our bodies, but neither one of us wanted to leave this little bubble of intimacy. When I pushed up again I felt her large lips opening up for me. I wasn't pushing them in until enough lubrication would allow them to slide easily. No. I was opening them smoothly and their inner sides were already welcoming me with more than enough wetness.
I still wasn't inside her pussy, just between her lips. Deirdre said:
"Cillian you're crazy..."
"What about you? Are you crazy as well?"
"Oh God yes... But what will happen if—"
"You're not on the pill?"
"What? Yes I am, but that's not what I meant..."
We both moaned as I couldn't prevent my cock from pushing a little bit deeper. Right now I was pushing against the first ring of muscles. No inside yet.
"I meant... Well, that you were my brother. And that I love you. I love you like a lover, not a brother..."
"Me too Deirdre... I love you too Deirdre."
"Cillian—" she paused, breathing hard. "Not as a sexual partner Cillian. I want to be with you, to live with you for the rest of our lives. I want to have children with you..."
The wave of energy that grew from deep inside me electrified me. I was shaken to the core, hearing from her lovely mouth the words I hadn't even known were true for me as well.
"Four months living apart was what it took to realize that." When she saw that I wasn't doing anything, she asked me, "Cillian... Oh Cillian I'm sorry I've told you all—"
But I stopped her: "Marry me Deirdre... Marry me with the old traditions: alone in the forest with nothing but a pagan priest to speak for God. Marry me Deirdre..."
And with that I pushed inside her completely, meeting no resistance whatsoever. The wave of energy that had grown was now exploding and I tried to ride it as best as I could. My hand was now against her clit, doing *its* best to fill Deirdre with as much joy and pleasure as I was feeling myself. We were completely keyed up, brimming over with arousal and affection. With love.
When Deirdre's breath caught in her throat a few minutes later, a first orgasm so fast. "Yes Cillian... Oh yes I will marry you and have your children." And then her pleasure was too much and she stopped talking. I was merely a few seconds behind her, the incredibly quick climax explosing from my balls to the deepest parts of her womb. We clutched at each other while the first waves gave way to the second and third and fourth... Pleasure, happiness, joy and bliss were overloading our minds and bodies, melding them together.
When we came back from this first union, Deirdre pulled away from my cock and turned around to face me. She began to say: "Cillian, I—" and then I kissed her. Kissed her like I'd never kissed a girl before. We had our lips, tongues, teeth, inner cheeks all mixing together, but it was clear that the kiss went much deeper than this. We were still making love, transforming ourselves from brother and sister to young lovers and even into a married couple.
When she pulled back, her incredible smile glowing over me, she took my head in her hands and began again:
"Cillian, I love you. More than I can ever understand, more than you'll ever know. I want to join my life with yours, my pain and sorrow, my joys and my happiness. I want you to be the rock that will support me in times of need, the arms I will always be able to run to when life's too hard. I want your seed to flourish and bloom inside my womb, want to see your children feeding at my breasts... and of course you too, I want to see feeding at my breasts!" she giggled as she finished.
"Deirdre, I love you more than I even know myself. You've been the ideal that no other girl has been able to match, the dream I kept trying to turn into reality somewhere else than in your arms. I want to marry you, my nymph, create and invent my life with you by my side. I want my children to call you mother, I want to feed with them from your breasts, " a smile here, meeting hers, "and I want them to grow while seeing us in love, kissing, being happy together."
She bent down to kiss me again. When she pulled up, knowing that we had already completed two of the three steps of our pagan marriage, she looked at me with a grin:
"What have we done Cillian? We'll never be able to tell that to mom and dad..."
"No, probably not. Nor to any of our friends."
We paused, uncertain of how we'll be able to deal with this. By now my cock was flaccid against my thigh, even though I knew that Deirdre could make that change with a snap of her fingers. She was looking at me, in silence. She was truly a nymph, her face flushed, some of her hair matted against her neck because of all the sweat, her blue eyes responding to the moonlight, and those breasts, those incredible breasts that were now quiescent against my chest.
When she felt my cock twitching against her thigh, she looked down and then up with a naughty grin.
"Really?" she simply asked.
"Really." I replied.
Throwing off the covers and blankets completely, she lied down on her back and spread her legs. Looking at me she said: "Come Cillian, make love to me." And I did. When my thighs met the insides of hers, goosebumps covered my entire body. My cock, while not yet fully hard, bumped heavily against her pussy. It nearly got burned. Deirdre was like a furnace right now, burning hot, wet on the inside as well as on the outside. I bent down and began kissing her breasts, sucking on them as if they were already filled with milk. Deirdre laughed softly.
As I was milking her breasts, she was doing the same to my cock with her hand. Soon I was ready to go, ready to fuck her until the end of the world. Hovering above her like this, I could see her in all her luscious glory, the redhead nymph, my sister, my lover for the rest of my life. Rounded breasts, as soft as a baby's bottom, capped with nipples I could barely resist diving down and kiss again... Her smooth belly, soft and slightly curved when she stood up, was now covered in sweat, pale rose in the moonlight.




In a gentle but deep stroke my cock opened her large, distended lips and filled her pussy until our pubic bones met. Her legs wrapped around my back, feet hooked into one another, Deirdre was pulling me directly against her clit. She shivered, vibrated in my arms for a moment. She then opened her eyes, sun-smiled at me and asked me to make love to her once more.
One of my hands was behind her neck, holding her up against me while the other one was clutching the mattress' top. My own face was nestled against her shoulder and neck, kissing and licking her delicate skin. I began by simply flexing my belly against her body, keeping my cock as deeply buried as I could. For now I was simply saving my strength while mauling her clit. And she was feeling it: already quiet moans and groans were reaching my ears.
When I began to pull in and out, my rhythm guided by her legs around my waist, my moans joined hers and we picked up the pace. At one point I felt her legs opening suddenly as she couldn't contain my thrusts anymore. As I kept on driving into her, sliding in and out of that most forbidden of pussies, feeling her lips, inner muscles and walls opening and contracting around me, I raised my torso from her body. From her neck my kisses moved to her mouth and as her lips raised against mine, out passion raised with them.
Tongues dancing and sucking, lips biting and even a few moments of shared breathing, the most intimate form of kissing. My head was spinning when our kiss broke. Looking down I saw her breasts, bursting into my view once more, moving this way and that in a sexy out-of-sync rhythm. I arched down further and began playfully kissing one, then the other. But by now Deirdre wanted something else than being kissed on the breasts.
As I kept moving up on my spread knees, the angle of my thrusts changed. Her legs were now splayed lewdly in the air, her pussy was fully opened to my eyes and cock. As I held her knees wide apart I watched, fascinated, as Deirdre's pussy was being loved, penetrated and fucked by her brother's cock. The bright patch of copper-red hair, thick and wild above her lips, was flawlessly shaved below. The sight of her smooth pink skin below that red patch was making my heart beat even faster than it already was. Her opened pussy, like a ripened flower under the summer sun of her bush, was completely developed: her large lips opening to welcome me in, her small lips drenched with her juices were also forced opened around my shaft and the rosy hood of her clit was visible even in the dim light.
Tightening my grasp on her thighs I lowered myself slightly and began pounding her harder. Deirdre raised her hands above her head and clutched at the metal bar at the head of the bed. Raising her arms like this changed the dance of her breast and suddenly I could see them moving slower, more in sync with me, as each of my thrust reverberated into them. The soft, pliable, womanly flesh was tracing circles, nearly faerie circles, just below my eyes.
Once again we had brought our blood to a boiling point, pushing the limit of this forbidden pleasure in the secret of the night. My mind was now trapped between two poles: the lovely sister I had always loved, my family, my flesh and blood, my twin; and the sexual nymph I had discovered, a woman who loved me beyond all others and who wanted to have my children. The thrill of the forbidden was already mixing with the deep love I had finally allowed myself to feel. Fucking my sister, loving my promised wife.
I could see in her eyes the same fascination, the same incredulity, as she was looking back at me. She was covered in sweat, moaning with her mouth agape, holding on to dear life as we fucked, but at the same time she was looking the twin brother she had shared so much with, had felt secure with, at home. I was holding her legs up in the air, opening them up to fuck her like some man possessed; the very last thing a brother should be doing with his sister. And yet there was nothing else in the world we would rather be doing than fucking each other silly.
Breaking the twin vision, the duality of brother and lover, she hissed like a cat, feverish with pleasure and lust, before pulling me against her. Even as I was falling against her burning hot skin she was turning me around, twisting me under her. My cock fell out of her pussy at one point but now, straddled above me, she reached below her around her ass and guided me back in. Driving herself down in a single impaling move, Deirdre opened her eyes again and began to ride me.
At first she was leaning forward above me, her hands over my head holding the bar once more. Her pussy was mashed against my pubic bone and her breasts were free to dance just as madly as they wished. All the while she was riding my cock like a bull-rider, overloading my body with too many waves of pleasure. As if my body wasn't able to understand how so much joy and ecstasy could be summoned so quickly, I was beginning to loose myself into my sister.
And then she began pulling herself backward, letting go of the bars. From the intense grinding motions of earlier, her thrusts transformed into harder slams, using her body weight to impale herself downward. The sensations, slower but much more intense, had practically the same effect: I was overwhelmed. Her hair, face, breasts, belly, pussy, hips and thighs easily overloading my eyes with too much beauty and raw sexuality, while her pussy itself now felt like sheer magic. I had never felt what I was feeling right now, even though I have been with girls that had fucked me faster and harder.
My love for Deirdre, the pure sex we were creating together was wakening something new inside me. Something sexual, something so intimate I had never even felt it. The sense of accomplishment, of triumph, of sex when it rang with truth. I wanted nothing else in life but to have sex with Deirdre right now, of discovering just how deep our minds and body could meld, could go. Made to fit, made for one another in the same womb at the same time, we were coming full circle to our fundamental intimacy, our fundamental bond.
Seeing Deirdre arching back even further, pushing her breasts up in the air in front of my eyes, I could feel her energy that was coursing through her. Through me. When her hands clamped on my ankles as she was pushing her body to the limit, I knew we were about to cum, to explode. And I knew that this explosion would release a lot more than physical bliss. It would seal what had happened so fast in a single day, it would solidify the shift we had made eighteen years after the moment when we had forgotten about it. We were made for each other and now our entire beings, bodies, minds and souls were remembering the truth of that very simple fact.
I saw her muscles clenching from her thighs to her belly, her pussy contracting in that first beautiful pulse of orgasm. Deirdre snapped back towards me, her hands on my chest, as she was opening herself willingly to the ravages of this orgasm. My eyes wide in wonder I felt the same orgasm hitting me as well. We were being transformed, transmuted by this union, this raw sex, primordial desire for one another. Consumed. Renewed.
Nothing could drive us apart and as we each moaned our love into the other ears, we knew that nothing would ever come between us again. Either I would come back to live here or, more likely, she would come to like with me in California. We were one, nearly married now despite the terrible sin of love between brother and sister. Against all customs and defying every moral fiber that was, my cock was still inside my twin sister's pussy, feeding my seed into her body. And it was going to be back in there. Soon. As soon as possible and as often as we could manage. And soon afterwards, when our incredibly immoral situation would allow, we'd have children, redheaded children, fruit of our sinful but wonderful union, the loving and sexual union between a brother and his nymph of a sister.
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Anny and Jesse were bored to death: it had been steadily been raining for the last 3 days and the 19 year old girls had exhausted every fun idea they had. They had spent those three days, some of their first summer days without high-school to look forward in September, at Anny's house. Her parents were gone for a summer vacation, and they had called yesterday too tell her that they were having the time of their lives at the beach. It had been steadily sunny for the last week in Cancun. Damn them.
The girls, best friends since grade school, had turned the house into their playground. Both loved to sculpt and paint, so the entire basement was now their studio. In fact they had spent most of the two following days down there, working clay and oil from dawn 'til dusk. They decided to sleep together in Anny's parents' water bed, used to sleeping in the same bed because of all the trips they had taken during high school.
Neither of them had ever slept in one before and they had spent most of their first night talking. About guys, mostly. Jesse had broken up with her last boyfriend a month ago and was still a bit heart sore. Anny, on the other hand, was in between two guys right now. And while Jesse had only been 3 guys in her young life, Anny had known more than any of her friends... Only Jesse knew exactly how many, and it made her blush thinking about it!
So they had spent most of that first night, and parts of the second, talking about some of Anny's conquests, best and worst lovers, most gorgeous and ugly boyfriends... But now, as they were getting ready to go to bed on their third night, they had even exhausted *that* subject. They had cleaned their studio up and were in the bathroom, washing up and leaning the sparse make-up they had on. Neither one of them had, in fact, more than a few subtle touches of it.
Jesse, the shy one, secretly enjoyed those moments in the bathroom, when both of them were standing in front of the mirror with nothing but panties on. It allowed her to see her friend's body: Anny was a voluptuous girl. That summed it up pretty good. A large head of thick red hair that waved down in soft curls down to her nipples, extremely large breasts that somehow managed to grow forward instead of downward, round hips and ass that swelled beneath a relatively slim waist. And everything was firm, no traces of the cellulite that afflicted their friend Dana.
Anny, on the other hand, knew that Jesse was looking at her every night, but didn't mind at all. She knew she had a great body and while she was not arrogant about it, at least with her girlfriends, she enjoyed having people looking at it. The only thing that saddened her was that Jesse believed that she herself looked bad. She was very different, thinner and less firm, but she was still very beautiful. On another person Jesse's soft breasts, a bit too wide for their size, and her equally soft ass would have made for a boring body. But somehow it gave Jesse a kind of lazy beauty, a mellow splendor, one that she had not yet learned how to use and exploit. Anny knew that Jesse's long, jet black hair that she always kept in a severe ponytail, was the envy of most girls she knew, herself included.
Anny had tried to talk about all of that to her friend in the past, to no avail. Jesse was convinced that she was the ugly duckling. She had tried to convince her than a subtle change in the way she walked and move would put her beauty in a new light. Jesse had a soft, lithe body, yet she always moved quickly, never relaxed. She was too conscious of people watching her and it made her freeze when she should relax and let her smoothness shine forth.
Jesse closed the bathroom's light, sighing with bittersweet feelings: she really enjoyed looking at her friend's naked body, probably more than she should, but it always made her envious. What could she do about it? Then they both had their little thrill before going to bed: even though the kitchen window gave right into the street, they went and had a long drink of water, half-naked. They had done this the two previous nights as well, looking calm and serene but giggling like little girls once they were back in the bedroom. Nobody had passed by yet, but they still had two weeks before Anny's parents returned.
As they settled in the water bed, in complete darkness, Anny felt Jesse's arm against her own. She smiled and reached for the hand she knew must be there beside hers. They begun doing this last night, after a particularly scary movie. It was somewhat of an illicit pleasure to do it tonight, but she didn't think that it really bothered Jesse. In fact, although Jesse was really shy in public, her friend knew that she was not really a shy person. Sometimes the questions Jesse had asked her were really personal! Often about guys, but also about some of her intimate details: like how often she masturbated, or if she shaved herself every time she took a shower.
Anny smiled, guessing that her friend had one of those questions all ready, judging by the way she was fidgeting. And indeed, Jesse asked, under the cover of darkness,
"Have you ever watched a porn movie Anny?"
"What? Of course!" Anny laughed gently, not wanting to make her friend feel bad. "You remember Andy, the tall Irish guy?"
"Yes."
"Well, every other time we had sex it was in front of one of his porn movies..."
"And you didn't mind? I mean, have him looking at other women?"
"Not, not really. Just like I don't mind him looking at Catherine Zeta-Jones or Jennifer Lopez."
"And what about him watching pornography?"
"Jesse, are you telling me that you've never watched an adult movie in your entire life?"
"Well, not really. I did watch one a few years ago, one I found in my brother's closet."
"And? did you like it?"
"Not a lot, but it did make me hot..." she laughed shyly.
"And you've never tried another one?"
"No..."
"Wanna see one now? Are you game?" Anny asked, knowing that Jesse couldn't resist dares.
"What? Now? It's nearly midnight on a Wednesday night!"
"I know... But do you really think that adult video stores have regular business hours?"
"What if anybody sees us?"
"Hmmm. We could go to the next town, we *do* have your parent's car you know..."
"Well, I don't know..."
"Oh come on Jesse, it'll be fun! We'll even dress up and put wild make-up on!"
Jesse finally agreed, and for the next twenty minutes the girls had fun doing each other's hair and faces in weird ways they'd never do in real, day-time life. So they rode for half an hour to the next town and found a video club that was still opened. Jesse smiled as the cashier's eyes widened as he saw two girls walking in hand in hand, looking really slutty. Without hesitating they went in the adult section, looking all over and trying to decide what to choose. Anal sex, group sex, lesbians, interracial, teens, incest, facials... In the end they decided on a movie that had many different kinds of scenes.
At the counter, alone in the store, Anny decided to have a bit more fun. Looking straight at the cashier, she asked him: "If I show you my boobs, will you give this one free?" He managed to nod and his mouth opened as both of Anny's breasts spilled free of her thin tank top. Jesse tried her best to hide her surprise, and turned it into a grin. Anyway, the cashier wouldn't have noticed if she had turned into a goat. Laughing, the girls took the movie and got out.
In the car both of them couldn't stop laughing.
"You're crazy Anny!!!" Shouted Jesse.
"I know! I've never done anything like this before. I think it's all the make-up. Each time I saw myself in the mirror I though it was a hooker!"
They both laughed harder at Anny's joke.
"But you were very good yourself Jesse, walking like that in front of this poor guy. He watched your ass all the way to the adult section!"
"What? No way!"
"I'm telling you girl! You could have had him in your bed in no time."
"Of course not, silly: *you're* in my bed!"
"Well, we could have had him to ourselves then!"
And they laughed again, harder than ever. Eventually they got back home and popped the movie in the bedroom VCR. They had washed all the make-up away and cleaned their hair as best they could outside of a shower. Once more Jesse enjoyed a nighttime bathroom session with Anny. But soon they were in the bed, the room completely dark except for the blue glow of the television. They had positioned it at the foot of the bed, so that they could watch it while lying on the bed.
The first scene was a lesbian threesome. And one of them looked somewhat like Anny: all curves and breasts, with long red hair. Neither one commented but Jesse squeezed her friend's hand under the blankets. The room was silent except for the moans coming out from the tv. Now that they were here, watching a porn movie together, neither Jesse or Anny knew exactly what to do, to say. And watching girls loving each other, eating their pussies, breasts, asses, even licking each other's assholes, had a definite effect on them.
Jesse could feel her nipples getting hard and rubbing against the blanket, while their hands began to get hotter and wetter. Without either of them realizing it at first, they began to gently squeeze the other's hand. Their eyes were glued tot the screen, loving every second of the show. Towards the end of the first scene, Jesse's other hand slowly moved to her pussy, over her panties, and she carefully began to caress herself. Of course, across the joined hands, Anny was doing the same.
When the second scene began, and the guy appeared, Jesse broke the ice and the silence by saying how big his cock was.
"Have you ever seen one this big Anny?"
"No, but I had a boyfriend once who had one nearly as big..."
"Was it good?"
"Yes, but he had to go slowly at first. It hurt if he tried to go too deep too fast. But once I was used to his size it was wonderful! Sadly he was not a very skilled lover, and you can forget anal sex with such a monster cock..."
Jesse fell silent and Anny knew that her friend was very sensitive about anal sex. While they still watched the movie intently, Anny asked:
"Did Francis ask it of you before you broke up?"
"Yes..." Jesse replied faintly.
"And you said no?"
"I did... I was ashamed."
Anny, turning on her side towards her friend, placed her free hand on her friend's shoulder and said.
"Please Jesse, listen to me. If you try it and doesn't like it, that's perfectly fine. But don't turn your back on it... well... not in the sense that..." both girl laughed at Anny's badly chosen words for a minute. "Anyway don't refuse because you're ashamed... Look, I think we're going to see it happening."
And indeed the guy was getting ready to sodomize his partner. It looked painful at first but soon he was plowing into her just as fast as he had been fucking her pussy. Anny was on her back once more, but a lot closer to her friend. As Jesse watched, fascinated, as the girl on the screen was being assfucked, Anny began talking softly:
"At first it does hurt, even if you're lubricated. The muscles just inside are the tighter. After that, if you pushed enough lubricant inside, everything feels wonderfully naughty. And good, too. Everything feels good..."
Jesse turned her head from time to time, looking at the movie, then her friend as she kept talking.
"You feel something you never could have imagines... You feel the guy inside you, deeper than when he's in your pussy. I don't know how to describe it, but I feel so full of cock, so incredibly full of cock when I have one up my ass..."
Inches away from her friend's mouth, Jesse was breathing hard while listening to her. In the background you could hear a woman moaning and the distinctive sound of thighs slapping an ass. Anny had been masturbating herself as well while talking, and both girls were swelteringly hot. Without thinking Anny pushed the covers down, revealing both her and Jesse's hands against their pussies. "God it's too hot!" Her eyes then opened wide in surprise as she realized what she had done. They both stopped and laughed. Anny then said: "Oh, what the hell... It isn't as if I didn't know you were caressing yourself!" They laughed again, then turned to the screen.
The guy was now fucking the woman's tits. Jesse, once more, asked the obvious question:
"Do guys like to fuck your tits?" she was not masturbating anymore, but she was still keyed up. Other wise she would not have asked the question so explicitly.
"Of course... That's the first thing most of them want to do!" they laughed. "Don't tell me you've never tried?"
"My boobs aren't big enough..."
"Sure they are..." Anny said, confident. "Every tried doing it while being above the guy, when they hang down?"
"No! I never though about it! Damn!" They laughed again.
After a small silence, looking into each other's eyes, Jesse asked:
"Do you mind if I... if I resume, uh..."
"Of course not Jesse... I was wondering how to ask you myself!"
At the same time their hands found their respective pussies, as they were still looking at each other. They blushed and turned on their back, but their other hands were still joined and really sweaty by now. When the guy on the screen came all over the woman's face, Anny laughed and said:
"Before you ask, yes I've done this a few times... It's quite messy but the feeling is really, really good. It's so nasty that it often triggers my climax if I've not cum yet."
They laughed together, but now some moans were beginning to slip in. The third scene began, with two guys undressing a young girl. As they still laughing, Anny said: "I've never done this Jesse! But I'd really, really like to try!" Halfway through the scene both girls were flushed, covered in sweat and their orgasms were only a few minutes away. No longer were they trying to hide their moans, and the film had receded far, far away. Jesse came first, moaning and crying out loud, holding to Anny's hand.
As her climax faded, Anny's exploded. Jesse rolled to her side and watched her friend climaxing. Anny was writhing on the bed, her breasts thrusting upward with her moans, her legs spread and her hand underneath her panties. Jesse's eyes were wide opened, marveling at her friend's beauty.
"You're so beautiful Anny... So beautiful!"
Anny turned her head and looked at her friend, grinning like a cat. "Thank you Jesse. You're gorgeous yourself, even if you don't want to believe it. And right now you're positively glowing..."
Still smiling, she leaned forward and kissed her friend on the mouth. Jesse smiled, contented, and pulled her friend against her. Their breasts entwined and molded against one another and Jesse nestled her face against Anny's neck. She smelled like clean sweat, like sex... She smelled wonderful. They held each other for a long time, falling half asleep like this. At one point Anny got up, stopped the VCR and slipped back in the bed. Settling in not as closely but with their hands still intertwined, they fell asleep.
Jesse woke up the following morning at eleven o'clock. A quick look outside revealed nothing but grey skies and more rain. It seemed like an eternity ago they had planned to go to the beach, about thirty miles away from their home. But the rain has never since stopped. turning the other way, Jesse saw Anny, still sleeping. Her friend had pushed the blankets down, exposing her massive breasts. Double E cups, Anny had once said. And a quick search through her drawers had confirmed this last year. Mostly EE's, some E's and even one bright red DD that must push her breasts out like crazy.
And the worst part was that they were so firm and round, not really sagging despite their size. Pale white skin, no veins showing through like most hugely breasted women, no beauty marks or pimples; only a light spattering of very pale freckles above them. But somehow the freckles only made Anny's breasts stand out even more. They were like a permanent shadow, curved perfectly around so as to create the illusion of a faint, constant cleavage. And her nipples looked positively delicious: large but not disproportionate, a nice pink color, the aureoles prolonging the breasts' natural curve and the nipples themselves being large and firm.
Damn it! Even when Anny was on her back her breasts stood out! Not like fake breasts, they were much to heavy for that, but they were not sliding all the way to her sides either. When Jesse looked at her own breasts, now also uncovered, she sighed: they were decently sized, as she filled a C-cup bra easily, but they were nowhere near as firm as Anny's. They looked too soft, and she thought they were spaced too widely. She didn't understand why Anny thought that they were beautiful, didn't realize what she had to do to *make* them beautiful.
When Anny opened her eyes slowly, she saw that Jesse was staring at her breasts. Jesse smiled, and with that often surprising boldness said:
"You're breasts are incredible Anny. I'd kill to have my breasts look like that!"
"Thanks Jesse." Anny smiled, reaching for her friend's hand.
"No, I mean it! I'm going to kill you!"
And as Jesse jumped on her friend to tickle her to death, the poor Anny tried to wake up as fast as she could before she was forced to surrender. A few minutes later they stopped, breathless and flushed. Anny looked at her disheveled friend, at those long black locks of hair, and it was her turn to be envious.
"You know I think you have nice breasts Jesse... No, don't argue, I don't want to get into that this morning... But do you know what I'd do to get hairs like yours? Even now when they're completely wild?"
"What?"
"Well, if we killed the same guy to get what we want, we'd look a lot like each other!" The girls laughed. "But forget about your hair and my breasts—"
"Easy for you to say! You don't have those two monsters pointing at you all day long!"
"Hey!" Anny giggled. "They're not monsters... And if you don't stop I'm not going to wear anything to cover them today!"
"Is that a dare Anny? You think you're up to that?"
Anny got up from the bed: "Damn right I am!" then she turned and left the room. From the hall way she called: "Want some breakfast?"
And with that Jesse got up and followed her friend, wearing nothing but her panties herself. They sat at the small table in the kitchen, in nearly full view of the street. A lucky passerby could have seen two beautiful topless girls eating their breakfast. As it happens, three guys did see them, one staying boldly longer than the others, in the rain, without either girl realizing it.
After eating, Jesse went back to her room and took her elastic. When Anny saw her she grabbed it quickly and said: "If I'm going to go around topless, you won't be tying those hairs up!" Jesse smiled and nodded. What a strange day this was going to be! They were now sitting in the living room couch, staring at the rain outside. Jesse asked the obvious:
"What are we going to do today? Feel like going shopping?"
"Topless?" Anny replied, a naughty smile on her face.
"No! Ok then, what else can we do here that we haven't done too much already? Do you feel like painting today?"
"Not really. You?"
"Nope." Jesse paused, then had an idea that made her smile. "Wanna spend the day at the Anny & Jesse beauty spa?"
Anny laughed, remembering those few times they had played at being spa owners. The first time had been when they were 14 years old, using Anny's mother's stuff. They had spent the day trying on various creams and masks, shaving each other's legs, taking too many baths together and trying infinite variations of hair styles. They had done it a few more times, and both girls had really fond memories of those days.
"Sure, " Anny replied. "As long as you don't charge me too much to untangle my curly hair!"



"Fine, but you'll have to give me a discount for shaving those legs of mine..."
The girls laughed again, remembering how hard it usually is to comb through Anny's head, and how quickly Jesse's black hairs grow on her legs. Anny got up: "I'm going to go and fill the whirlpool bath". But after looking through her bags, Jesse couldn't find her bikini bottom. When she walked in to the bathroom, she asked her friend:
"I don't have my bikini bottom... Do you mind if I keep these panties on?"
"What? Oh..." Anny looked up and smiled. "What about we go in naked?" And with that she pulled her panties down, revealing the thin line of dark red hairs on her mound. "It's not like we have never seen each other naked before! And it'll be easier for shaving anyway."
Jesse was surprised by Anny's decision, but not too much. She smiled, shook her head and pulled her panties down. Her bush was barely trimmed at all, a thick black nest of hairs covering her pussy from the top of her mound to below her pussy. A few minutes later the bath was full and ready to bubble. Anny turned on the jets, put them at maximum, and invited Jesse to jump in. She picked up a bottle of essential oils and placed a few drops of Balsam Fir in the bath. In a few seconds the entire bathroom smelled like a dense forest of firs, spruce, and various conifers.
From nearly closed eyes, Jesse watched her friend's pussy as Anny spread her legs to get in. It seemed thick and large, just like the rest of her friend. And, also like the rest of her friend, it looked wonderfully beautiful. Large lips opened in the middle, darker skin, seemingly filled to the point of bursting... She smiled and rested her head on the small cushion. Anny slipped in and sat across her friend. The bath was made for two people sitting beside each other, facing one another. On her left beside her hips, Jesse had Anny's feet and vice-versa. As Anny was settling in, Jesse felt her resting her leg against hers, from hip to ankle. "Do you mind?" Anny asked. "Not at all..." she replied.
Jesse didn't mind, but what she hadn't told her friend was that she was actually enjoying it. In the relaxing bath, with jets of air and water massaging her body, she let her mind drift back to yesterday night. At the end, explicitly seeing Anny masturbating beside her, hand in hand, she had completely forgotten about the movie. She could have cum just by watching her voluptuous best friend caressing herself to climax. And the kiss! It *had* been Anny who had kissed her. And just now, thinking about those intimate moments, Jesse became wet again, wet where the water hadn't reached yet.
She lowered her left arm and placed her hand on Anny's leg, simply smiling when her friend opened her eyes. Soon she felt Anny's hand on her own leg. Anny began to lightly massage her calves and even parts of her thighs, where her hand could easily reach, and Jesse returned the favor. They spent most of their bath like this, massaging and caressing each other until the timer went off. As the jets stopped and the bubbles disappeared, the girls opened their eyes and looked at each other, smiling deeply.
"Ready to wash my hair Jesse?" Anny asked, still half dozing from the relaxing jets.
"With pleasure... Turn around and let me try to tame those curls of yours.
Neither one of them wanted to move to the regular bath, but the whirlpool one wasn't very suitable for anything but sitting in front of each other. So Anny moved towards her friends and turned around, plunging her head completely in the water for a few seconds. Then she moved backwards, slipping between Jesse's thighs. The sudden closeness, as Anny's ass had slipped down on the bath's bottom, made Jesse's heart skip a beat. The few times they had done this in the past had been in a regular bath, so never had they been this close before.
Nevertheless she reached for the shampoo and began lathering her friend's head. Reaching around to pull back all the curls, Jesse's finger touched and slipped over her friend's breasts a few times.
"Damn!" Jesse whispered. "How can your breasts be so firm? No wonder guys like to fondle them so much!" Jesse regretted having said that the moment she finished, but Anny simply turned her head with a smile...
"I don't know Jesse. Genetics I suppose. But thanks."
Jesse, her heart beating faster now, resumed her job and had fun playing with her friend's hair. A few minutes later she was done and Anny bent forward to rinse her head. Jesse could see and feel her friend's ass against her inner thighs, feel its smooth skin rubbing against hers. Unable to resist she placed her hand on Anny's back and rubbed it up and down absentmindedly. "Ok now it's your turn." said Anny, turning around. Jesse dunked her head underwater and was careful to push all of her long hair down with her.
When she backed her way towards Anny, Jesse didn't dare go in as deeply as Anny had done. But soon she felt her friend's hands on her hips, pulling her back. "Don't be shy Jesse, I don't mind being close to you..." Jesse simply nodded, unable to think of something to say. Anny was also a lot bolder with her hands, sliding them fully over her breasts to get all of Jesse's hair.
"Hey what's that? A hard nipple?" Anny asked, making Jesse flush. "How long has it been since someone played around with those?"
"Stop it Anny! You're embarrassing me!" but she was laughing with her friend.
"Oh come on Jesse, I know you're no prude despite what many people think!"
"Oh, and why's that?" Jesse asked, smiling, looking back at Anny over her shoulder.
"Well, " Anny paused, looking straight into her friend's eyes, "I know that if I were to begin fondling them, you wouldn't stop me..."
"Yes I would!" She replied softly.
But she also turned her head around quickly. Before she could come up with something else she felt Anny's hands sliding around her sides and cupping her breasts completely. Jesse closed her eyes and moaned softly, relaxing fully against her friends breasts. With her head on Anny's shoulder she forgot about embarrassment, shyness and everything else. Anny's hands and fingers were wonderful, as well as her big breasts against her back.
"You know Jesse, " Anny whispered softly, "you're going to have to believe me at some point: you're breasts are really beautiful. I've been wanting to do this for a long time now. And I'm sure a lot of guys are dreaming about them too." She paused, taking her time to squeeze Jesse's nipples between her thumb and finger. "So please stop thinking that they're not good-looking, or that *you're* not good-looking. Look at them!"
Jesse sat up and looked down, her breath catching in her throat at the sight on Anny's hand cupping and squeezing her breasts. Her nipples were rock hard between the fingers, and the feelings were incredible.
"See? I knew you wouldn't be able to stop me!" Anny laughed.
Spurred, Jesse pushed her friend's hands away, laughing with her. "Stop that! You're embarrassing me!"
"Ah! you keep saying that, but you seemed to really like it when—"
Jesse stopped her friend by turning around and splashing her full in the face. Soon the water fight had completely covered the ceramic floor and both girls were laughing really hard. After a while they stopped and Anny pulled her friend back into their original position. "Now come here and stay put while I wash those incredible hairs of yours..." She took her time, enjoying touching them nearly as much as she had enjoyed touching her friend's breasts for the first time since they were little girls. She had never been sexually attracted to another girl before, but the three days alone together, the porn movie yesterday and now the nude bath. And Jesse's breasts! Unlike Jesse, though, Anny didn't feel embarrassed by any of it. Curious and excited, not uncomfortable.
As Jesse was rinsing her hair of all the soap, a much longer job than for Anny, the redhead rubbed her friend's back, returning the caress. When Jesse sat up again and turned to face her, she smiled warmly.
"Wanna move to the shower to shave? Or we could do it here too."
"I'm good here. But could we change the water?"
"No problem. It'll just take a few minutes."
Both girls got out and sat on the other bath's edge, waiting for the water to fill up again. Without anything to say, they simply looked at each other from the corner of their eyes. Naked, wet, exposed and inches away from each other... And when Jesse laughed, the situation being so awkward yet not at all, Anny laughed with her.
"It's strange to realize how often we saw each other naked, yet never quite like this, never quite..."
"So openly?" finished Jesse.
"Exactly! I've been stealing glances at your body for a long time Jess... And since you never pay any attention to how you look or how you stand or sit, you never noticed..."
"Well, I've been looking at you too, you know!"
"I know!" laughed the voluptuous girl. "Haven't you noticed that I took more time than was necessary to change when you were around? Or that I messed too much with my hair in the bathroom before going to bed? So that my breasts look even better?"
Both of them laughed, not knowing where this discussion was going. Luckily the bath was nearly full and they both jumped in. "Let's start with your legs Anny, it won't nearly be as long as mine!" So Jesse sat down in the bath in front of her friend, while Anny sat on the edge, placing one of her feet on Jesse's thigh. Anny's pussy, of course, was in obvious display. There was a brief silence while Jesse grabbed the shaving foam and began smearing it over Anny's leg. It should have taken only a few minutes, but Jesse was enjoying the feeling of her friends thighs too much to stop.
"If you keep this up much longer Jesse, I'm not going to let you stop!" Anny reveled in the pleasure of being caressed, a slight moan escaping her lips...
"Oh!" Embarrassed once again, Jesse looked up and met Anny's smile.
"And there won't be any foam left to shave me with!"
Jesse giggled and picked up the razor. Expertly, since her own hair was hard to remove, she let the blade rise up and all around Anny's leg. When she was nearly done, anny had to open her legs to let Jesse's hands go high enough. Both girls were silent, and the sexual tension kept growing. By now they both knew that something new was growing between them. On the other hand, neither one was ready to make the jump.
So Jesse did Anny's other leg, once again finishing very close to her friend's pussy. When they switched places, Jesse realized how exposed Anny had been with one leg up and her knees opened. But strangely enough she didn't feel shy at all. Instead, she was getting more and more excited. When Anny was finishing the second leg, she asked Jesse, without looking up:
"Feel like shaving that forest?" she threw a glance to Jesse's bush with a smile.
"I don't know, I've never done it before..."
"I know. But who'd know except for me?"
"You're right. Why not after all. If I don't like it it'll grow back anyway... But what if I cut myself down there?"
"Don't worry, silly!" Anny grinned, looking up with mischief in her eyes, "I'm going to do it for you. "
Jesse, smiling nervously, merely nodded. As she was opening her legs, she felt them trembling and had to force herself to calm down. Grabbing the bottle of shaving foam, Anny knelt down to the bottom of the bath, getting a lot closer to Jesse's pussy. From between the slim legs she looked up at her friend, saying: "Don't want to cut that little pussy, now don't we?" Jesse laughed, more out of nervousness than anything else.
And when Anny began covering her entire pussy with foam, Jesse couldn't contain a long moan. Which turned into another nervous laugh.
"I'm sorry Anny... It's just that it's been quite a while since anyone touched me down there that was too rough..."
"That bastard Francis! Why can't you find a decent guy?"
"I don't know..." she whispered slowly, still acutely aware of Anny's hand on her pussy. "But I *do* know that if you keep this up much longer, I'm *not* going to let you stop..."
Anny's eyes shot wide open in surprise, then both girls laughed together. But Jesse still had her eyes closed, enjoying every second of the intimate caress.
"Now you wait a second there Jess! I'm not done yet..."
"Of course not, but you'll be soon unless—"
"Hey!" Anny laughed. "I'm not trying to... to caress you. It's just that I want to... make sure that you have foam all—"
And then she stopped when Jesse grabbed her hand and pushed it even harder against her clit. Seconds later Jesse head was thrown back and she was cumming right against her best friend's hand. Anny was flabbergasted that Jesse had made such a bold move, but she was still doing her best to make Jesse feel as good as possible.
When Jesse landed back into the real world, she was red-faced and obviously shy, but a large grin was splitting her face.
"I'm sorry about that Anny, but I really needed that. "
"No problem Jess..."
"Even though I'm a girl, seeing you walking around naked with those breasts, ass and pussy of yours... Well, I'm not made of wood!"
They laughed together until another silence extended between their eyes. Finally Anny grabbed the razor and began shaving the black bush from her friend's pussy. Completely at ease now, she fondled her friend's pussy while shaving it, barely trying to hide her caresses. Soon all the black hairs were gone, from the lowest part of her lips to the top of her mound. Jesse slipped down in the bath, straddling Anny, and washed the remaining foam away. When she sat back up out of the water and opened her legs, Anny was staring at a wonderful pussy, an incredibly beautiful pair of lips, smooth and glistening, molding themselves perfectly with her thighs, belly and buttocks. Everything seemed to flow together, as if Jesse's pussy was the focal point of everything around it. No hard line or fold, nothing but smooth skin and curves, all leading to a strong pussy, a bold mound of flesh.
Jesse was looking down, barely believing that she was seeing her pussy naked for the first time. But she was also seeing Anny, staring dumbly at that very same pussy. She smiled, knowing that at last Anny knew what she felt when she looked at the perfect breasts of her friend. Yet she was surprised again:
"Wow Jesse... I haven't seen many pussies in my lifetime, but I've seen enough to know that yours is incredible. So beautiful! In fact..."
"What?" Oh!..."
Instead of looking at it, Anny had now moved in closer, planting a kiss at the top of her friend's slit. Nervously, Jesse placed her hand behind her Anny's head. Both girls were breathing hard, hearts pumping, and Anny decided to take the plunge. A second kiss, a third, a lick, a longer one... And then she was beginning to eat her friend's pussy like she had always wanted to be eaten herself.
Anny had had a lot of boyfriends who had known just how to lick her to orgasm. Yet there's always been this untested rumor that girls were the best pussy-lickers in the world. Now, in the stunned silence of the bathroom, Anny was trying her best at licking pussy for the first time. And it seemed to be working pretty well...
Jesse was now leaning back against both her hands, her chest arched upwards and her legs spread open. Seconds after her pussy had been revealed for the first time it was now being sucked by her best friend, by the incredible tongue and lips of her best friend. When she felt Anny's arms wrapping under her thighs, to pull her legs close around her head, Jesse closed her eyes and groaned. Feeling Anny's warm skin around her thighs and her face locked between those thighs... too much.
And while she was still giving Jesse all she had, Anny slipped her hands higher and began caressing Jesse's belly, hips and the parts of her ass she could reach. At one point, frustrated by her small reach, she pulled one hand from under Jesse thigh and rubbed it all the way up from her friend's mound to her breasts. The soft breasts Jesse didn't like, but that probably made many guys horny... So sweet, so soft, so womanly... welcoming. The kind of breasts you could rest comfortably against and that could just as easily turn you into a breast fetishist.
Hotter and wetter now, Jesse's pussy was now beginning to flow into Anny's mouth. Sure she had tasted herself with her fingers, and even on some of her boyfriends' cocks during intense fuck sessions. But to have her best friend's pussy opened up, shivering with pleasure and overflowing with juices right into her mouth, that was something else. Anny knew her nipples were now rock hard and that her own pussy would have been ready to accept a cock of any size now. In fact her entire body was restless with sexual energy she was just barely beginning to release and exchange. She could only imagine what Jesse felt like right now...
...she was on the verge of loosing her mind. Never in her life had she dreamed that having her pussy sucked could be so intense, so wonderful. Each time one of her boyfriend had driven her to orgasm like this, it had felt like a steady increase in pleasure until she came. But now, a few minutes into it, she was already peaking and her climax was nowhere in sight. It was like Anny was keeping her on the verge of the point of no return, keeping her exactly on the limit of what her body could accept, could deal with.
She could feel Anny's tongue splitting her pussy open, pushing her large lips on the side so that she could reach the sensitive smaller ones, she was using her upper lip to pull the hood back from her clit, allowing her tongue the most intimate, the most private access anybody had ever had before. And then when Anny released her ass and breast, pushing her legs opened to have a better access to her pussy, things turned even wilder.
From both sides Anny opened Jesse's pussy, splaying the lips opened, unfolding the wet and burning rose before her. When she plunged her tongue as deep as she could inside Jesse's opening, Jesse cried out. And when, still burying her tongue inside, Anny pressed her upper lip directly against her clit, Jesse began trashing against her. She tried her best to push her down, all the while keeping the pressure up.
Soon after that she pulled back a little, wanting to stretch Jesse's pleasure longer. But she was surprised to feel her friend's hands behind her head, pushing her against her. Smiling against Jesse's pussy, Anny moved up and opened her mouth as wide as she could and pressed her tongue broadly across Jesse's clit. With her head she began spiraling across it, pushing against it as hard as she could. Seconds later Jesse exploded. She was not moaning and groaning, she was screaming out as loud as she could, twisting around like a witch in blessed water.
She soon fell down in the water with Anny, taking her in her arms as strong as she was able to. And then she kissed her, kissed her like she had never kissed anyone in her life. The taste of her pussy soon disappeared, forgotten, as the two girls opened up to each other. Finally opened up, after so many years of unconscious attraction, months of teasing and weeks of dreaming about what *could* happen. Jesse's fists were still holding on to Anny's curly red hair, pulling her mouth and face against hers.
Moans and groans, barely caught breaths as well as a devouring passion were all flaring up, at last freed from uncertainty and taboo. Without ever breaking that first real kiss the girls got up from the bath, made their unsteady way towards Anny's parent's bedroom and threw themselves on the bed. Anny was on her back and Jesse broke the kiss only to loose herself against her friends breasts. The firm, impossibly firm flesh was no hers to discover. Her hands, fingers, lips, tongue and entire face: everything was allowed.



Never in her life had she felt something so wonderfully womanly, so stunningly beautiful. She could have spent the rest of the day feasting on them, but her brain was now ravenous: she wanted sex. Rising up on her knees, spread across her friend's body, she crawled forward and guided one of Anny's nipples against her pussy. The sight alone was mind-boggling: the large, perfect breast mashed directly against and into her pussy. But the feeling of having the most beautiful thing in the world pushed between her pussy lips, was even more overwhelming.
After a peak of sensations, her eyes firmly closed under that much sensations, Jesse looked down at her friends and grinned wickedly. She got up, turned around and knelt down again, pressing her pussy against Anny's face once more. Before Jesse could even look at her friend's large pussy, Anny's tongue was inside her again. Wrapping her hands around the soft, magnificent thighs, Jesse reached Anny's pussy and pulled it open.
She could have gone into it slowly, pealing it open carefully like the rose it was, but right now all she could do was to devour it. Never before the last few weeks had she imagined that she would be sucking and loving a pussy like this. The taste surprised her a bit: she had never tasted herself. But when she felt Anny shivering and moaning she grinned, realizing just how opened and vulnerable they both were. They had welcomed each other into their most private of lives, into the last part they hadn't fully explored. Against Jesse's face was one of Anny's two hearts, the one that could give her best friend the most intense, the most phenomenal bliss. She had opened her most intimate strings, and Jesse intended to play them with all the love and desire she could muster.
For someone looking down at those two girls, nothing much seemed to be happening. They were not rolling around like wild things, trashing the bed, nor were there many loud moans or screams. But the circular link that they had created was now growing inside Jesse and Anny, completing the circle of pleasure, of shared ecstasy. Once more Anny's face was dripping with Jesse's juices, and Jesse herself was now locked between her friend's thighs.
Thick, heavy waves of pleasure were now moving back and forth between the girls, as they were both exploring and learning from each other. At one point those waves began to sync, to resonate and the deep hum that was carrying the girls grew louder, stronger. Noses buried inside pussies, fingers pulling everything out in the open, lips and tongues driving clits crazy... Sweat and water covered bodies began writhing against each other, legs squeezing heads, hands pulling asscheeks and pussies apart, breasts mashed against bellies, tongues opening the most cherished of holes...
Then Jesse felt her body come alive again, a third unbelievable time. She sucked Anny's pussy between her lips, knowing that her friend was close behind her. And indeed, seconds later Anny exploded beneath her, nearly pushing Jesse off with the strength of her climax. Both girls were doing their best to keep their mouths on the other's pussy, but soon fingers replaced those tongues as they couldn't keep up with the pleasure they were feeling. Groans and cries, tears and too much pleasure...
After some time Jesse turned around and placed her head in the crook of Anny's shoulder. But her friend pushed her back slightly to kiss her, to keep the link alive for as long as possible. Eventually Jesse returned to the warm hollow between Anny's head, shoulder and hair. They feel into a light doze, half in and half out of sleep, perfectly contented. They both knew it was the start of something new, something huge. Right now, though, all they wanted was to sleep and get some more energy to start over again...
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Lisa and I were a few weeks away from our first anniversary. We had even begun to make plans for it. Being only 19 years old, Lisa had never been in such a long relationship before. From her perspective everything was going perfectly well. I didn't think so, but things weren't really bad either: our sex life was decent and she was a pretty little thing at 5'6", with her bubbly breasts, pert ass and pale blonde hair.
Yet she was a shy girl, and the six year difference was having an impact: how could a 25 year old man understand that a nubile girl only liked making love when the lights were down? And that I only rarely got to see her naked outside of sex? I mean, she always changes in the bathroom with the door closed and only rarely forgets to bring her clothes with her before going in.
The rest of the relationship was going great though, as we connected on many levels. We had our share of problems, one of them being the fact that I constantly wanted to see her naked or play with her body. What else could you expect from a girl who always kept her body hidden? At some point, last month actually, I began taking another approach to this problem of hers.
Of course I kept talking to her about it, telling her just how beautiful she was and how sexy she looked and how I had seen her during sex anyway... I didn't really work, but I kept trying. But I wanted to see that girl naked with the lights on! This wish (which had become a compulsion after 6 months) began turning into reality when I discovered eBay, on the internet. Two words: hidden cameras.
I know this is low and not very honorable. But even in the darkness, my eyes and hands had confirmed what my imagination had created from seeing her dressed or in swimsuits: this shy girl had a bombshell body. You know the compact, firm as youth and perky as hell kind that would make a priest hard... Small little nipples, pointing decidedly forward and up, mounted on breasts that stayed mostly the same regardless of her position... Yeah ok they were on the small side, but I've seen A cups that were perfect too, so her B cups were pretty impressive. Breasts of every size can be perfect, that's undeniable, but I would have loved to add a cup size to her bra...
Anyway I'm not going to justify myself: I bought this little spy camera and tested it while Lisa was at work. It was great: wireless from a 9volt battery, pretty good color resolution for something so small and I could place it anywhere in the apartment and got a good reception. The base station was hooked directly to my computer and saved automatically every 15 minutes. Perfect.
When I moved into this place it had required a lot of fixing up and through the first few months I had explored every nook and cranny and already know of about twelve spots where I could hide the camera to good effect. The best two were in the bathroom. The last guy who had worked on the showerhead had done a bad job: the was a large hole beneath the copper tube, an inch-wide hole I had never patched. There was a metal cap around the tube that was supposed to hide it, but it always fell back down against the shower head itself. It took me a few seconds to fix it an inch and a half away from the wall, so that it still seemed loose but would never move. I tried to position the cap so that it would hide Lisa's face on the film (because in any case I could see her face everyday!) and in doing so it would help to hide the camera. The rest of her body would be, I hoped, perfectly centered in the field of view.
The other bathroom spot was completely across the room, at knee level. This wasn't a hole in a wall or anything, just the place where we throw our dirty laundry. It would be a piece of cake to position the camera in the pile without fear that she'd find it. Of course I couldn't leave it there in case she decided to bring everything to the Laundromat! But I didn't think there'd be any problems about that. From that angle I wouldn't see her in the shower because of the curtain, but I'd see her and hopefully her ass while she dried and dressed. I'd probably see her ass in the shower, but the angle would be pretty bad.
There were more places to hide the camera in the apartment, but the obvious starting point was the bathroom. So during the following weeks I took every opportunity I had to place the camera and anxiously waited for Lisa to get to school to watch the results. Well. I learned a lot during those first few days. The hot shower usually fogged the lens and I couldn't see anything, and Lisa usually threw her clothes on the dirty pile, upsetting the careful angle I had selected. Damn. And it was not like I could film her every time she took her shower! I didn't want to leave the camera in place too long, so I had to know she was going to take one soon *and* have the opportunity to install it without her knowledge. I had less occasions than I had thought.
But two weeks into the experiment I began getting consistent results. An anti-fog lens cleaner took care of that problem, although it was difficult to apply cleanly on such a small lens. I also placed the camera inside a rigid bag of mine underneath the pile of laundry so that it wouldn't move too much. The first good result I had was one of her in the shower, completely nude and wet with all the lights on. It was incredible: her breasts were smooth, pale skin, flawless on her chest. There was a low-angled V of pale skin from sun-tanning (a deeper V would have been too daring for Lisa). The color of her red nipples were a perfect contrast against the white skin and their small size made them appear quite impish. The water shined and sparkled on her mounds, running down their curves to fall down freely from those nipples. They were spaced a bit too far apart, but they were bubble-shaped and stood out quite clearly.
I couldn't see much of Lisa's face, but at some point she began soaping her breasts. And soaping, and soaping. The little minx was playing with herself in the shower! At one point she moved back from the water and I could see her face: she was smiling naughtily! Oh God I was getting excited! My cock was hard from seeing her naked for the first time and now that she was playing with her small breasts, I couldn't help myself. I pulled my cock out of my boxers and began jacking off.
Despite the bad angle I saw her wild and untrimmed bush as well as her ass and tried to time my orgasm with her cleaning her pussy. It seemed like she was spending a lot of time there too, but nowhere as long enough for her to actually climax. Since I could repeat the scenes and play them in slow motion, I had no such problems: I came all over my hand and belly. Damn she was sexy!
Three days later I got another good shot, this one from the other perspective. As soon as she entered the bathroom, fully dressed, she began taking her clothes off. I had a close call as her bra dropped directly on the camera. But it slipped down a few seconds later. By then she was fully naked, her tight little ass in full glory. There was no definite line between her buttocks and her thighs, except when she was standing perfectly straight. Instead it was a smooth flow of sexy skin between thin yet feminine hips. They were decently fleshed despite Lisa's delicate frame, as my hands had confirmed a long time ago. Once more the skin was flawless, no birthmarks or stretch marks: hey, the girl was 19! Creamy skin whiter than her legs and back, seemingly supporting the tattoo on the small of her back; a tattoo I had but rarely seen as it was so close to her ass. Why and how she had managed to have this done, I couldn't understand.
This angle also allowed me my first real good look at her pussy, enticing little thing that it was. Just like the rest of her, Lisa's pussy was small and tight: a compact, ready-to-be-lubed portal to that deep hole of hers. Her blonde bush was sparse but truly blonde and shining. Her outer lips were firm, nearly hairless and quite smooth. And as I had guessed from the few cunnilingus she had allowed, her smaller lips were constantly out, forming a little ridge between the two larger ones. Tightly closed, sure, but definitely out. Her pussy was a really beautiful thing even if it was so small: it could accept my entire length on the inside, so I didn't much care for its small exterior size. But I was pretty sure that if one day she decides to shave herself, she'd look like a thirteen year-old! A small, smooth, ready to eat pussy!
So here I was, jacking off to the first times I could look at my girlfriend naked, in the light, for more than a few thrilling seconds. I came in a few minutes, once more covering my hand with cum. Somehow, in someway, this was pretty bad: jacking off to secret images of your girlfriend... But that's the situation I was in.
During the next few weeks I got a lot more footage and a lot more masturbation sessions. I had fun editing a few *best-of* compilations and archiving the best material. So much fun that I decided to invest 250$ in a new camera that was a lot better with full 640*480 resolution, 30 frames/seconds and that had night-vision and sound as a bonus. I wanted to see her with even greater details and I wanted to see us and hear during sex, after the first few minutes when she insisted on keeping the blankets on.
Let me tell you that I had a very fun month after I received this new toy. The camera showed me things that my eyes at night and the first camera hadn't been able to detect: the fine line that defined her ass that I thought didn't exist, the details of her nipples and pussy, the delicacies of those inner lips as they curled and crinkled all the way along her slit, the exact way her small breasts bounced when she played with them in the shower, how her nipples looked while hard after she stopped playing with them...
And then there was the night-time sex sessions. Three different angles during three nights when I tried my best to dare Lisa into as many positions as she'd accept. Which wasn't much, sadly: missionary, with or without her legs on my shoulders, woman on top but only if she faces me, the spoon and that's about it. No doggy style, don't even think about it; no reverse cowgirl or even the woman-on-top with her knees raised variation; never any sex while standing up or sitting on a chair; no 69 and precious few oral sex; and she's never let me cum anywhere else than in her pussy. God I would have loved to cum on that ass of hers! But what could I do? Anal sex you ask? Do you really need to ask?
But I don't want to give you the wrong impression: despite all that our sex life was good. She was a good fuck and enjoyed sex as much as I did; we had sex almost every night or morning. As long as I didn't try to make her do things that she didn't like, she was a hot bomb in my bed. But I couldn't help imagining just how incredible she'd be if she were free of all those strange religious inhibitions. So despite the fact that I had fun sexually with Lisa, there was a deep frustration slowly building inside me. This frustration is, in part, what led me to eventually cheat on Lisa.
Anyway, my wrist and cock were becoming sore with too much masturbation. Fucking about once a day and masturbating once or twice more in front of the movies. Damn! I was getting really sore! And I was getting more and more impatient to see her gloriously nude in broad daylight! I already knew that her body was hot but now that I had seen in full-screen on my computer, I knew exactly what I was missing...
But as the weeks and burned CDs of her movies went by, nothing changed. Our one year anniversary night of sex was really pleasant, but involved nothing new. I really didn't understand why she didn't want to broaden her sexual horizons. Complete mystery. Sex was good, but not great. It was like delicious chocolate-chip cookies without milk, or a remote wilderness cabin without a fireplace. I've been with wild girls in the past, and even though the rest of the relationship wasn't as good as what I have with Lisa, I miss the uninhibited and spontaneous sex.
And then, right in the midst of those tormenting weeks, something happened that was forever going to change my life with Lisa. I didn't know at first, of course, but the arrival of Anja was going to add a full year to our relationship. In fact we nearly made it two our second year anniversary! But I'm getting ahead of myself.
Who was Anja? An exchange student from Germany who studied psychology just like Lisa. Why do Colleges spend money to bring undergrad students across the ocean is beyond me. Lisa talked to me about it a few weeks ago, but I was so focused on the camera business that I had forgotten about it. Anja would be spending three months with us and next semester Lisa would be going to Germany for three months. She'd have a room for herself here, a study Lisa rearranged into this small room.
So focused was I on seeing Lisa naked in daylight (believe me, I was!) that I barely realized that another 19 year old girl was going to be living with us for three months. And even so focused was I (are you beginning to believe me now?) that I didn't even think about filming her in the shower until I first saw her coming out of one with nothing but a towel around herself. Can you believe that?
But once again I'm getting ahead of myself. She first arrived here on October the 3rd with two huge bags full of clothes and school stuff. That's when the first bells began to ring in my head: she was easily 5'10" tall, had fully black hair that fell down in wavy locks all the way to the small of her back, had the greenest eyes I had ever seen, was really beautiful and even underneath her coat it was clear that she had a great body. Wow. 5'10", if not 5'11". Green eyes. Long black hair. Argh! This was going to be a lot more fun than I had thought!
During those first few days I had ample opportunity to see that body of hers. She was completely at ease with her body, with showing a lot more skin than is generally tolerated. I don't know if this was a cultural thing, but it sure was a wonderful thing. Great breasts! And I mean it! Big C cups, even firmer than Lisa's small breasts, thrusting out like starved animals. Bra on or bra off, under a tight sweater or nothing but a loose tank top, those breasts always looked the same: arrogant, proud, clearly delineated and capped with constantly firm or hard nipples. And her ass was not the tiniest bit less stunning. Generous hips that were incredibly feminine, long legs that seemed used to running or riding and an ass that screamed: "Pinch me!" High, pert, thrusting out like her breasts, it seemed firm enough to bounce quarters off it.
How is it possible that it took me more than a few seconds before wanting to capture her on film? I don't know. I don't understand it myself. But when she walked out of the bathroom with a small towel on a Tuesday morning, with Lisa gone to school, something clicked in my head (ok, ok, you don't have to congratulate me, but right then I was proud of having had this idea... Until I realize how self-evident it was.). Nevertheless, while I was still stunned and she was still standing there holding her towel closed, she smiled and asked me:
"Do you have any essential oils?"
"Uh..." Cough. (Yeah right, *cough*) "I think so... which one do you want?"
"Let me put something on and I'll see what you have for me ok?"
"Sure..."
What I had for her was a growing erection. I went to our room and pulled out the box with essential oils, almond oil, a few incense sticks and even a bottle of rose water. (I know, the perfect granola kit... Don't laugh.) But as soon as I had placed it on the bed I heard Anja coming back and I thought: "So fast?" When I turned around my jaw dropped: she was wearing nothing but tiny blue-lace panties and matching half-bra. She had loose strands of wet black hair all over her breasts, somehow enhancing their already significant bulge. She laughed at my reaction, didn't seem put off by it at all.
"By God you're gorgeous!"
"Well thank you Will..." she seemed a bit surprised by my direct comment, and a barely visible red sheen spread across her neck and upper chest.
"But... but please don't do that when Lisa's around." Damn this had been hard to say!
"Oh? You think she'd be jealous?" she seemed genuinely surprised by the thought.
"Who wouldn't?" She smiled coyly. Well, not precisely coyly: her smile was rather *playfully* coy. "I mean you're gorgeous, tall, has an incredible—"
I stopped there, before saying that she had an incredible body. Now it was my turn to me shy and red-faced: what have I gotten myself into? But she was still smiling and helped me out:
"Don't worry Will, I'll be careful when Lisa's around. But what about when we're alone? Do you want me to..."
"What? Oh no! That's not what—" But then she was laughing.
"Just kidding Will. You Americans are so prude and stuck-up!"
"I'm not an American!"
"Ok, Canadians then. Did you know that in most parts of Germany, the gyms' locker rooms and showers were mixed? That men and women, even kids, take their showers together in the nude?"
"I don't believe you!"
"Well, believe it! In fact the only reason why I kept the towel on earlier was that I was warned by some friends that Americans were prudish. Canadians too, it now seems."
"You mean that if we were in Germany and went to a gym to play a round of basketball together..."
"Yes, we'd take our shower together. And no, not the little stalls like women have here, but communal showers just like you guys have."
My erection, which had merely been a twitch when I saw her with the towel, began to grow again. It was safely under my jeans, but if it did grow al the way, she was sure to notice. And the damn girl kept talking about communal showers!
"In fact when I saw the little showers at the gym yesterday, I barely believed it! I was ready to think that nobody had redesigned the showers since the building was built over a century ago! Not only do you people separate men and women, but women are separated from each other! Wow! That's weird!"
"But if everybody can see everybody else naked, what happens to eroticism, seduction, teasing?"
Anja seemed surprised by the question and looked at me with an flat expression that spoke volumes. Some of the words in those volumes were:
"You serious?"
"Well, yeah. I mean; most of seduction is a progressive unveiling of more and more skin. Show this, tantalize with what you don't yet show and so on..."
"I can't believe this!" Anja exclaimed. "You mean to tell me that seduction, teasing and eroticism is nothing but a show of skin? That there's nothing more?"
"There are a few more things, but essentially yes."
"Well, I'm going to show you the difference right now."
When she got up and reached around for her bra snap, I swallowed awkwardly: I knew that Lisa was not going to be back any time soon, but nevertheless I'm not sure I was ready for something like — oh my God! for something as beautiful as her breasts!
As Anja's breasts poured out of her bra, my eyes opened wide with delight. One word: full. Big breasts and small alike can be full or flat, it has nothing to do with size. Small breasts can be flat if they're barely defined against the woman's chest or full if they stand out like firm oranges. Same thing with large breasts: flat if they look like they're hanging loosely for dear life on the rib cage or full if they look like they're bursting with milk. Anja didn't have especially large breasts: a large man's hand would fit perfectly on one of her mounds. Like mine for example.
The line that defined those amazing breasts nearly went three quarters of the way around! Her breasts seemed to jumping out at me even though she was not moving. Reasonably-sized aureoles, pale pink, capped the solid breasts. Big nipples, already hard apparently, jutted out and once again seemed ready to attack me! But before I could even begin to appreciate those breasts, pale wonders still lined with wet hair strands, Anja was bending down and stepping out of her panties.



Flawless. The word... This time it was: flawless. Shaved, probably waxed or even laser-removed. The oh-so-smooth skin of her large lips seemed barely rougher than that of her belly! Between those lips peaked out two thin inner lips, delicate and smooth as well. A perfect curve of silky white skin that curved down between her legs to disappear somewhere... somewhere I shouldn't let my thoughts go right now.
I looked back up and saw her looking back at me, her expression still flat. My erection, on the other hand, was not. "There you go. That's exciting to you?" She asked. She was standing there relaxed, at ease, with no smile. I stood up, totally uncomfortable.
"Uh, well, well yes..." Hesitant. That would have been the word for me right now.
"Wow! I can't believe you North Americans! Just seeing a girl naked turns you on... And, " she said, looking down at my crotch, "more than a little apparently. Now. Do you believe I'm about to jump at you and try to make love to you?"
"No. Not at all." Uncomfortable too. Another good word.
"Ok then. Look at me."
I did. She was gorgeous, a raven-haired dream come true. Perfect in every which way. She even turned around to let me see her round ass, handfuls of flesh I desperately wanted to touch, feel, massage, kiss, lick, bite... But as she sighed while turned around, as if she was bored and waited for me to finish, I began understanding what she meant. Boy was I in for a surprise!
"Ok then," she said, turning back towards me, "what if I do this?"
In a fraction of a second her attitude changed from night to day. Her eyes thinned just a bit, her smiled reappeared and her head tilted slightly downward so that she looked at me as if from below. She slightly shifted her feet and pulled her shoulders back. All in all everything she did was very subtle but the effect was dramatic. Although I had not seen anything new my eyes opened wide. When she saw that her smile deepened, her teeth and tongue suddenly visible. She prused her lips. Damn! Down below, my erection was threatening to rip through my boxers while trying to extend downwards.
"And I haven't even begun talking... Like telling you that I really like your thick shoulders and especially your large hands. They look like capable hands, someone could feel at ease in those hands. Or I haven't told you yet just how long it's been since my last fuck. Since the last time I felt a long hard and thick cock inside me. Do you want to know? Know how long it's been?"
Before I could answer she looked down at my cock, which should be quite apparent by now, and I simply couldn't find the nerve or the energy to reply. Everything I had seemed to have pooled between my legs.
"I know you must love your girlfriend very much, but how long has it been since *you* nestled yourself between another woman's smooth legs? Since you last felt your thick cock opening and then slipping between pussy lips? Since you last fondled breasts like mine? Big and firm, taut with longing... God do they need to be touched by someone else than me..."
And by then I knew that it was too much for me... When I closed my eyes I knew I was doomed: I couldn't resist her and we were going to have sex right now despite Lisa. But then I heard her laughing. Opening my eyes in shock, she looked back at me, slowly slipping her panties up again. "Hey! Don't get any ideas now... But do you understand what I meant?" As she spoke she bent forward to snap her bra back on and her breasts seemed to overflow towards me again. I closed my eyes and shook my head.
Before I knew it she was out of the room. I sat down on the bed and sighed deeply. What was going on with me? Why had I forgotten that this was nothing but a game? She got right under my skin and — and now she was back into my room, dressed in a simple tee-shirt and jeans.
"We're not done yet." She said as I was getting back up. "Now that you don't see much of my skin other than my forearms, let's try something else."
Once more her posture shifted slightly and after she whipped her hair back from her face, she looked at me with those eyes again and I knew I trapped.
"Let me tell you a secret." She said in a low voice. "One of the reasons I picked Canada is that I have this little fantasy... You see, I really want to fuck someone while—"
"Ok that's enough. I think I get your point." I said, smiling uneasily.
"Do you? Sure? Want me to keep going?"
This time I stopped smiling and looked at her. She was grinning, nearly laughing, and she winked at me. And then she leaned forward and gave me a quick hug.
"Please forgive me if I went too far, but you needed to be taught a lesson!" She turned around, ready to leave the room. But she paused just before, "If you're not a spiteful person, there are quite a few more things I could teach you..." Another wink later she had disappeared.
I sat back down on the bed and let out another sigh. Those three months are going to be weirder than I had thought. If that girl was going to be like this for— and again she popped back into the room. I jumped up again and she smiled at me.
"What about the essential oils?"
"Oh! Right here. Take whichever you need. But you better wait a while before taking a bath to make sure that there's enough hot water. "
"Ok, thanks."
Another smile and she had left. Hmm, better wait a while for the hot water indeed. And for me to install the camera! But as I was installing it fifteen minutes later, with the door carefully locked, I realized that it didn't feel quite as exciting. Maybe I had learned a lesson. Maybe not. Who knew? Perhaps I was just in shock after seeing such a beautiful girl completely naked and apparently wanton right in front of me... It could happen.
Half an hour after her bath, while I could hear her working out in her room, I shut myself up in the little room where my computer was. Saved and compressed the movie (not much, mind you!) and sat back while I waited. All of a sudden the screen gently faded to black and the movie began. Well, I didn't discoverer anything shocking while looking at it, except that her lesson wasn't all that absolute. She was right in that her attitude, moves and talk had made her a lot more sexy and desirable, but as my cock was bearing witness, watching her naked while bathing was more than enough for me. Anyway I saved the file and knew that I was going to come back to it later.
A few days later we found ourselves in the same situation: Lisa was gone to school and Anja was back from morning classes. With a towel wrapped around herself she walked out of her room and winked at me. Damn! That girl was a tease! Forget about simply, passively teaching me a lesson. She was playing me like a musical instrument! Twenty minutes afterward (and twenty minutes of film I'd be looking at later) she got out of the bathroom, you may have guessed, completely naked and still wet all over.
"Well, since you learned your lesson I don't think I have to worry about giving you the wrong impression..."
"Indeed." I followed boldly into her room. She didn't seem to mind at all, but I could be wrong. "But I've thought about what you said and something's missing."
"And what would that be?" While she was talking she was combing her long hair, and every damn swing of the brush was making her left breast jiggle. And I'm sure the tease knew about it!
"Let's say you're right and the German don't get all excited while seeing girls simply naked. Well I think they're missing out on something because I don't need for the girl to do anything to get me excited... Isn't that something good?"
"Perhaps, yes. But... "
Now she was tying her hair up in a ponytail. Both her arms where raised, making her breasts stand out like mountain islands in the middle of an ocean. Heavy, dense islands of womanly flesh, thick and full and thrusting forward like there's not tomorrow. Still wet, her nipples still stiff, they were now positively dancing around following the movements of her arms. As if with a will of its own, my cock was beginning to follow them into their dance. But Anja was still talking:
"But you're confusing two things here: simple arousal from nudity and enjoying nudity for the beauty it offers. Wouldn't you like us to be naked all day long? Just so that we could appreciate and enjoy each other's beauty and nakedness? Look Will. " Anja paused, looked at me. "Lisa's not coming back from school until 6 tonight: she has a meeting she just can't miss. Why don't I don't get dressed and you loose your clothes? And anyway, " she smiled, "it's not like those jeans are doing anything to hide your erection!"
My heart missed a beat I think. "I'm not sure this is a good idea..."
"Because of Lisa or because of the idea itself?"
"Mostly for Lisa, yeah... Hell, I shouldn't even be here while you're naked."
"And why not? Have we done anything wrong?"
She talked as if she really didn't mind being naked in front of me. This would be more than enough to provoke a fight between me and Lisa. While I was thinking about, conferring with my cock and all, I realize that she was excited herself. Easier for a girl to hide it, but subtle signs were beginning to appear. We were winding ourselves into a deeper sexual tension every time we spoke! And I had no idea how this tension was going to be released. I was about to reply, but Anja took the decision for me.
"Oh and by the way, Lisa wants me to give you massage lessons too."
"So?"
"Well, you got to be naked for that silly!"
I knew that Anja was giving such lessons to Lisa already, but I had no idea that the girls were completely naked? A towel, panties, a bra or tank top for Anja... Apparently not. Seeing my hesitation, she asked:
"What? Is this erotic to you as well? Damn you Canadians are weird!" She laughed again, obviously shocked.
I didn't reply to her question. "You mean to tell me that Lisa asked you to give me massage lessons even if it implied that we'd be naked together, touching each other?"
"Well, " she paused, her eyes suddenly lowered, "she did ask me to be dressed and to cover your ass with a towel... But since she's not going to be here, what's the problem? What's the worst that could happen: that she arrives sooner than expected? Ok then, I'll keep a robe and a towel nearby. Satisfied?"
I couldn't think of a reason not to accept. Neither did my cock. Anja was standing about two feet away from me, pure, with a long water-dripping ponytail. I nodded and she smiled.
"Perfect! I need to make a call to my folks before it gets too late for them, but I'll be back in twenty minutes or so. Good?"
"Yeah."
Twenty minutes was more than enough time to set up my camera! There was three spots I had already found and tested in Anja's room. If something happened I wanted to be sure to record it. But while I was finishing up, carefully listening to Anja's voice on the phone to make sure she was far away, I realized that she was going to be covering me with oil, that we were going to me completely naked and that she as going to touch nearly every inch of my skin. Something felt quite wrong about this picture. Something also felt quite good, of course, but still. It seemed that Anja always managed to put me in risky situations.
She may be right about Germany's strange customs, but the last part of the discussions two days ago was clearly sexual, fake or not. I can't believe she didn't react while acting up. And now we were going to oil and feel each other up, naked. This wasn't just some Canadian erotic image: it was certainly erotic in most countries, including Germany. Was Anja really trying to teach me something, or was she simply fooling around with me? About a week from arriving here and she managed to organize a situation where we were going to be a hair's breadth away from sex. Different customs, or a simple tease? Who knew? My cock was pulsating, as if trying to tell me something.
In any case things were going to get interesting: I heard Anja hanging up and walking back towards her room.
"Ready?" I asked.
"Sure, but what are you still doing dressed?"
I didn't reply, but simply removed all my clothes. Before removing my boxers, who were hiding nothing but the color of my eight inches, I went to the front door and locked it. When I returned, Anja took charge.
"Ok. Here's the towel and robe if ever Lisa decides to miss the single most important meeting of the year. Now take those off and lie down on your back."
I did. But wait: was that embarrassment, or even arousal, in Anja's eyes? She did look at my cock for a brief moment... And was that the same red sheen I had seen on her chest two days ago? Hmm, was her aloof facade breaking down? My earlier intuition seemed right: I was not the only one with a hard-on. Well, I was, but in a manner of speaking... Oh well, you understand! And what if I tried to shake that cool facade a little bit more? Let's see...
She began by kneeling down beside me, and pouring warm oil over my chest. Then, without loosing a single second, she began teasing me with her breasts. While she was massaging the oil from my belly to my neck and shoulders, her breasts kept slipping between her arms. As she kept those arms close together while moving them up and down over my chest, her breasts kept popping in and out, bouncing and wiggling every time. It was too obvious and there's no way Anja wasn't aware of it.
Faced with such impudence, I merely did what first came to mind: I stared. A few strokes later she commented on it, smiling: "Aren't you ashamed Will!" I didn't reply but merely looked away. But I was not ashamed nor embarrassed. She was playing a game I was quickly learning to enjoy: I could have confronted her, but that would have been like calling someone's bluff too soon at poker. You win more if you wait. So let's wait and enjoy.
Didn't take long. Soon her forearms were *accidentally* hitting my cock (which was still hard, by the way). And when she moved down to my legs, she allowed herself a few grazes on my balls. All this time she was talking, telling what to do and what not to do, where to apply deep pressure and where to simply do something she called "effleurage".
After the legs she moved away from my sight, behind my head. Up to this point the massage itself had felt really good, but when she began massaging my neck and the back of my head, I closed my eyes in ecstasy: she was really good with those hands. Slowly she moved down to my shoulders, upper arms and then she worked on my chest from this other angle. And that is when it hit me: judging from the sound of her voice, she was above me. My eyes flew open, to be greeted to the sight of Anja's breasts from below. Oh. My. God. They were hanging freely just above my face, mere inches away, and they were magnificent.
My cock twitched involuntarily, but Anja didn't miss a beat. She kept on talking as if nothing had happened. But the way she was bent over me, she was in first row to see it twitch. And when eight inches twitch in front of your eyes, you see it. Just like when two large C cup breasts were hanging just above your face. Remembering my decision, I opened my mouth and softly blew warm air on her breasts. That did it: instant goosebumbs and a slight pause in her talking. So I kept doing it, and Anja stayed on my chest for what was obviously way too long.
Suddenly she moved back and asked me to turn on my belly. She moved sideways a bit while I turned and I was faced with a split-second decision: do I turn my head away or towards her? Towards. To be greeted, this time, with an even more intimate vision: Anja was sitting with her ass on her feet with her knees apart. At the end of this channel was her pussy, still flawlessly bald, completely exposed to my gaze. And while I had seen it when we were both standing up, this was proving a lot more interesting.
Her large lips were just as creamy white as I remembered and her inner lips subtly peeking out. They were smooth as well, whereas Lisa's were bigger and slightly wrinkled as if she had too much of them. Then two things surprised me: the lower part of those smooth lips I couldn't see while standing up were not so smooth but wrinkled a bit too. And the fact that they stood out more told me that this was the place I had to open to fuck her. And the other surprise was that Anja was evidently wet: those small lips were gleaming! Confirmation! She was just as excited as I was. If we keep this up much longer we're going to explode over each other! When she sensed my staring, she said once more:
"Will, don't you think that it's a—" but I interrupted her.
"Unless you move I'm not going to look anywhere else Anja." I liked this teasing game, but I was not going to play the fool forever.
Then she moved away, to my other shoulder, and resumed massaging my neck, head, shoulders arms and right side of my back. But instead of moving lower she positioned herself at the exact opposite angle as she had been: when I turned my head around, I still could see her pussy unmistakably exposed.
"Ok then Will. As long as you can answer my questions... How's your sex life with Lisa going?"
"What?"
"Well, I've known Lisa for a long while and before we even considered doing this exchange she did talk to me about you two. I was an outsider, someone that you'd never meet... But I'm here now and I can probably help you."
"What do you mean, help me?"
"I know that Lisa's a shy girl, even though she loves having sex with you. But did *you* know that she was troubled by her own fears? That she felt sad about not being able to give you what you want?"
I was speechless. I was still staring at her pussy, but I was definitely speechless. And then she squeezed her pussy and asked:
"Are you listening to me or are you just watching her?"
"Her?"
"Yes, don't you think it's feminine?" And the she laughed, glad to be in control of the situation again.
"Well yes, but—"
"Of yeah, I had forgotten about that... It's hard for me to use *it* constantly... In German we have masculine, feminine and neutral pronouns. Anyway, I think that in this case *she* is more appropriate! But what do you think about what I told you?"
"I'm not sure I'm ready to believe you..."
"I know, you've been having a hard time trusting me since the day I came in..." Another laughter. Another rich, deep-throated laughter she certainly knew was erotic.
"That's not what I meant. If Lisa's really feeling saddened about that, why doesn't she change?"
"It's hard to go against what you were thought as a child... For example, what do *you* think about anal sex?"
"Well..." I paused, not knowing what she wanted to prove.
"Oh!" she stammered, caught off guard.
"You thought I wouldn't like it? That you could compare it with Lisa's qualms?"
"Yes. Most people are disgusted by anal sex."
"I'm certainly not Anja. What, do you mean that you are?"
"No, not much... I mean..." Once again she stopped, hesitating.
"Have you ever done it?"
A slight pause on her part, a breath she tried and failed to keep completely silent. "A few times, yes."
"You liked?" I was pushing it, but now it was my turn! But when she didn't reply, I knew I had hit a nerve. "That's an interesting response Anja... Now it's either one of two things: you didn't like it at all or you really, really enjoyed it."
She didn't answer. Looking up I could see that she didn't know how to react now. Instead she got up on her knees and said that it was her turn. When I got up I saw that her head was down and that she quickly lied down on her belly.
"Aren't we supposed to start with the front?"
"No, it varies."
Yeah right. She was suddenly all shy and didn't know what to do about it. So I decided to give her a little time to think about it and began massaging her. Even if all I had was her back this was a delight: warm, smooth skin all over, no blemishes, zits or stretch marks... An ass that begged to be kissed and touched.... At least I could touch it now and I did so shamelessly. Not to overtly sexual, but after spending some time on her back or legs, I kept moving towards her ass to get a feel. Wow: a great ass, firm and strong, full and round, opened to my hands.



But soon I tested Anja's limits, as she had tested mine. Opening my hands completely across her ass, I hooked my thumbs against the line between her buttocks and legs, and pulled outwards. Like two flowers, her pussy and asshole bloomed just under my eyes. I quickly moved up to her back, down to her legs and even feet, which she seemed to enjoy quite a bit. There, squeezing her toes, I asked again:
"So, Anja, what's your answer? Don't tell me you're shy?"
A long pause, interlaced with soft moans as she enjoyed my feet massage, then a simple answer: "It's my most intense fetish."
Silence. A deep silence. In the throb of her voice I heard the last confirmation I needed: not only was she hot and excited, but she was doing everything she could not to abandon herself and fuck me. What was holding her back? Lisa? I didn't think so. What was holding *me* back? Lisa? I didn't think so.
From my perspective I was looking up to a gorgeous naked girl of 19, flawless skin, raven hair, with legs and an ass to die for. Between the cheeks of that ass was a wet pussy and a silent asshole. An asshole that exceptionally liked to be fucked. My cock was still hard beyond all redemption and it was already half covered with oil from the 19-year-old-girl-with-an-anal-sex-fetish's *accidental* brushes earlier.
Still down massaging her feet, I asked, softly:
"Can this oil be used as a—"
"Yes." A simple, quick, breathless *yes*.
Things couldn't get more tense... the explosion was going to me tremendous! Slowly I moved up, not quite believing what was happening. I reached for the oil bottle and lathered my cock generously. She was already breathing fast when I replaced the bottle. Right now I was straddling her calves, looking down at the asshole that was going to welcome me. I was cheating on my girlfriend and I didn't mind at all. There I was, seconds away from a first anal penetration in more than 2 years.
I bent forward, opened her cheeks apart once more and gently licked her asshole. Anja shivered. Goosebumbs all over her ass and thighs. I pulled back a little to look at it. It was wonderful: barely wrinkled, the skin around it just a shade darker than the skin of her silky ass and it had that slight rosebud effect as the rim was raised just a bit. I licked it again and soon began reaming it with all the skill I had developed with one of my wilder girlfriends. My hands were still busy squashing and opening her ass lewdly and as I gradually pushed one of my fingers closer to her hole, I felt Anja raise her ass even more against me.
Since she was all oiled up I couldn't feast on her asscheeks as much as I would have liked, but I still pulled my tongue away when my finger closed in. When I traced the rim of her ass with my fingertip she groaned, and when I pushed in she took a sharp intake of breath then groaned louder. My first and second knuckles slipped in easily. She hadn't lied: this was something she really enjoyed often. Soon my index finger was in all the way. A second one joined in, stretching her ass painlessly. But my cock was thicker than most, so I knew I better work it open slowly.
Yet, unable to resist I wanted to drive my tongue back in there. I pulled my fingers out and was pleased to find them perfectly clean: like this previous girlfriend of mine, she took great care to keep her asshole clean. This time when I placed my tongue against her anus I felt her relaxing its muscles. After a hard push I felt its tip penetrating her, completing the ream job. I fucked her ass with my tongue until it lost all strength, then sat back up.
Two fingers went inside, then three. Easily. I fucked her this way for a while, enjoying her moans and trying to figure out what speeds she liked most. But it didn't take long before my twitching cock became too jealous of my fingers. When I pulled them out and mauled her asscheeks again, I marveled: this girl was a pro! My fingers were clean and I could not believe that she had foreseen that we'd have anal sex today!
I slipped myself upwards on her oiled thighs until the head of my cock bobbled just above Anja's incredible ass. Gently I pushed it down until my warm meat touched her even warmer body. I pressed the head between her fleshy buttocks and pushed until it rested against her lubed and stretched hole. All it took to pop it in was a change in angle as I raised myself slightly and pushed down. I was swallowed smoothly, the crown of my cock neatly nestled just inside her sphincter muscles. Sphincter muscles that suddenly began to pulse around me.
The feelings were overwhelming: I was in the hands, or in the asshole, of a master. She began to rotate her hips from side to side, then raising one cheek before alternating, angling her pelvis forward then outward... She had the head of my cock inside her ass and she was treating it like the most beloved of visitor, like royalty. When she began pushing back against me I got the message and bent forward.
I placed my hands on each sides of her breasts, on the futon, then began pushing in. At first with nothing but a shift of my own pelvis, an simple hips thrust. We were both moaning at this point. I was slipping into the warmest, most wonderful asshole I'd ever visited, it was pulsating with welcome, tight with passion. I could feel the nooks, crannies and crevices of her rectum all around me, grinding more sensations than I had ever thought possible before.
Then I raised myself higher with my arms and felt my inner thighs slipping up on hers. The results was simple: I was driving inch after inside her pussy and never once did I feel any unyielding resistance. Instead it was nothing but a series of small resistances that slid like erotic rings across the head than the shaft of my cock. And then there were the contractions, the pulsating contractions that added even more pleasure to the whole penetration.
I suddenly felt her buttocks caressing my belly and I couldn't believe it: the two girls who had taken my cock in their asses had never been able to let me go all the way. But Anja seemed thrilled to find me bottoming out on her, to feel my belly and upper thighs squashing her ass under my weight. Then I believe I surprised her. I let my body down against hers, all oiled up slipperiness, and slipped my hands under than around her shoulders. Firmly anchored I pulled myself up, driving as much of my cock deeper into her.
Her mouth opened in a slow intake of breath, then a loud moan of pain, pleasure, and surprise. My cock was made for her asshole. Soon she was driving her ass upwards against me while I met her pushes with downward motions. the pressure against the tip of my cock was incredible, incredibly wonderful.
Longer penetrations replaced those first deep hugs. Our rhythm increased until we were fucking like crazy. I was still lying against her back, holding her shoulders but right now my legs and hips were doing the real work. The penetrations were slick, well oiled and perfectly synchronized. I pushed myself up on my arms and was surprised to see her following me, then raising herself on all fours. This position is more painful, usually, but she didn't seem to care.
With my hands on her hips I was driving myself at her as hard as if I were in her pussy. Slam, slam, slam... I was sodomizing her for all I was worth. When she bent down and placed her head on the futon, her ass seemed to come alive. I raised one of my legs and stood on one knee and one feet as I kept pounding her. Oil and sweat was running in droplets from my face to her ass.
Suddenly one backward pull went too far and I popped out of her ass. As I was aiming my cock with a hand I saw the distended pussy just below: it was wonderfully inviting. But I'll be saving that for later.
"God I want your pussy girl!"
"Go ahead, I'm wet enough for two cocks at the same time right now..."
"But I thought that it wasn't healthy to shift from ass to pussy?"
"You're right, but I'm prepared. Please fuck her..."
It was weird to hear her say "her" again, but quickly forgotten when I saw her lips opening and welcoming my invading cock. As I began fucking her once more, I was mesmerized by the sight of her gaping ass just above my cock, and of that lovely ass which was as wonderful inside as outside. After a few minutes of this hearth-thumping ride I pulled out again and slipped right back inside her asshole. This was going to blow my mind to pieces...
I could see she had a hand against her clit and after a few of those switches she began cumming. "Keep fucking me as hard as you caaaaaaannnnnnnnnnn!" and then she was screaming away her orgasm. When I pushed myself back into her ass her screamed raised up a notch and she began shaking all over. Breaking through her bubble, I asked:
"Where do you want it, girl?"
"Oh my God this is good! Ugh! Feel like cumming all over my face and tits whle holding my hair in your fist?"
And I had to pull out right there or else I would have cummed instantly. She turned around and half sat, with a hand behind her and the other one on her pussy. Kneeling in front of her I grabbed her hair above her neck and pulled her head back. Her breasts were quivering and she made sure that they were as opened and pushed out as possible.
With my other hand I grabbed my cock and aimed the first jet of sperm at her face. Not her mouth, although it was opened and ready, but her cheeks and nose and forehead. I splashed her entire face, then streamed the second jet right in her mouth and let the following aftershocks coat most of her breasts.
My heart was going a hundred and twenty miles per hour, I was excited and aroused as never before and Anja was apparently still cumming as her fingers were racing on her clit. Yet as she saw me pulling away she knelt and pulled my cock towards her. Then, wrapping her tits around my shaft she began what was to be one of the greatest titfuckings of my life. When she bent down and grabbed the head of my cock in her mouth I knew I was in for another ride.
Overwhelmed and barely believing that I was still hard after a cum so big, I watched, fascinated, while her breasts gave second life to my cock. Suddenly she got up, pulled me up to and, with her face still covered with my cum, asked me to fuck her ass again. She turned around to face the wall, spread her legs apart and pushed her ass outwards.
Obediently I walked behind her, slipped my cock against her asshole again and pushed up. And up. And I fucked her with everything I had left. I had one hand on her right hip and the other on her left shoulder, pulling myself up with them all the while pushing up with my legs. Pretty soon she was smashed against the wall as I kept pushing up into her, fucking her like she so clearly loved...
Then the spark of a second climax grew in my balls as she was still screaming through hers. Grabbing both her hips now I drove up into her, looking at her ass and at my cock, knowing I was going to shoot sperm deep inside her bowels. And that's exactly what happened. this time our rhythm kept steady although my legs were beginning to give out. Hard slaps, deep penetrations as I was emptying myself inside her. the second orgasm was, as always, less intense but I was so sensitive that my entire body shook with the waves of pleasure I felt.
Seconds later I had fallen down on the futon, breathing deeply and not quite believing what had just happened. But, without wasting any time, Anja straddled me, grabbed my slwoly deflating cock and slipped it back inside her pussy this time. "Just don't you move..." And then she began riding me with as much energy as I gave her seconds ago. The sensations were brutal, overwhelming and edging towards pain, but the sight of this German nymph shafting herself once again was impossible to resist. Her breasts were turning into throbbing hearts of pure lust, he green eyes seemed to glow while her hair seemed to spread out behind her like wings of the deepest, most secret of nights. She was making me crazy, somewhere I knew it, but I could feel that she was reaching, questing perhaps, for another, deeper climax.
And then it crashed all over her. She stopped moving from one moment to the next and now seemed trapped into an overdose of feeling. My cock, nestled in her pussy, was now crying out in pain as she was squeezing it too hard. But seeing, feeling and hearing her transformed into this living climax was well worth it. She began shivering again, then shaking, and then she fell back against me, enveloping us both with her black hairs.
We were both breathing like bellows, as if there was not enough air in the universe to satisfy our needs. But sure enough, the universe was sufficient and slowly were returned to a normal plane of existence. After what felt like half an hour of getting our wits back, understanding that this was now over and that it could happen again, we sat up and cleaned ourselves. And laughed. Laughed a lot in fact. For a first week together, this was a great omen for the three months that were coming!
P.S. As those weeks sped by, Anja and I a few more of those incredible, mind-boggling fucks, but we realized that things didn't go as deep as a love between us. Also, neither one of us wanted to move to the other one's country. So we tried our best to hide it from Lisa. It worked. And as a bonus Anja was true to her words and did manage to help us. The first sight I had of Lisa when she returned from her three months in Germany was this: she was naked, on all fours on our bed, looking at me back over her shoulders, her ass in the air, and she said: "Fuck my ass Will."
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Note: I had hoped that my English (as a second language) would be good enough to skip such notes. But to forestall more comments, a small warning: there will be some spelling and grammer mistakes...
Here's how things are. I got a post, at barely 36 years old, as teacher in my local College, the very same place where I studied for my post-grad degree in psychology. It was close to the home I'd already settled in, no more than a 30 minutes drive. I love this region and had wanted to stay here all my life. I didn't have any women in my life right now, post-grad studies and full-time teaching taking too much of a toll on my time.
Except for this last detail, everything was going perfectly. I had the job I had always dreamed about, close to home, in a place I really loved. The first weeks of teaching were, of course hellish: I had been given, by the older teachers, the worst classes. First year classes, groups of three to four hundred students, designed to discouraged those that didn't really fit into the psych department. Students fresh out of high-school with ideas of grandeur and a badly overestimation of their talents and potentials. After only a month I had received seven crying students in my office, most of them convinced that they were already great psychoanalysts but who somehow couldn't pass the most basic of exams...
It was hard. I hadn't thought about this part of the job, and I guess that psychology students were more prone to despair than most. I managed to salvage a few, offering them private lessons, but two of them had completely abandoned. Not only the class but had left College altogether. Now, two months into my first semester here, I had a total of eight students that regularly came to my office for those private lessons. I was happy to help, and as I was not already overwhelmed with research projects, I had ample time for them.
And then, something I *should* have anticipated, hit me completely by surprise. The first time it happened I thought it was a fluke and would not happen again soon. Well, it happened again the following week. As the mid-terms were coming up, two girls in the class began trying to seduce me. At first it was quite subtle: bending over, wearing blouses opened one button too low, flashing great smiles... When I realized that they were trying to seduce me for grades, I was dismayed: how often do such things happen in real life?
Now, while I hadn't been one of the most popular guys during my student days, I'd had my share of girlfriends. Yet the kinds of girls that were interested in me never were those that, now, were trying to seduce me. A tall red head with salon commercial hair and an incredible figure; a short, incredibly cute blonde with big breasts; a brunette with a dazzling smile and an ass to die for; another model-type blonde that kept finding ways to rub against me; a raven-haired with thin silver glasses that only emphasized her pale grey eyes... Never before in my life had I been pursued by so many beautiful girls and young women. They kept laughing at my jokes, smiling warmly at me, sitting in first row and watching me as if what I was saying was utterly fascinating...
But even if I had never been tempted so in my life before, even if I knew I could use my position to discover bodies I never dreamed of knowing before... I also knew that this very position was being endangered by those gorgeous girls. So, by a real effort of will I managed to politely turn them back. I always waited for them to do an obvious move, then gently told them that I wasn't interested. Usually they left my office, red-faced and embarrassed, but nothing worse. By the time November came to an end, I had even begun to bring a recorder to my office just in case one of those girls, frustrated, would try to fake her way into a legal revenge.
I guess they had to determine if I was opened to such advances, and as I was a new teacher, they had no other way of knowing than trying it. And I was getting better at guessing which student would try such a ploy: they were all nicely dressed with expensive clothes, low-cut blouses and dresses, had just a bit more make-up than usual, their hair were always pulled up elaborately, and kept smiling like toothpaste spokespersons. So as the three difficult last weeks began, the last drive before the semester's final exams, I thought I had everything under control.
That's when Milla came knocking at my office door. When I asked her to come in, I immediately saw that she was a surprisingly beautiful young woman. Nothing flashy or trendy, but when she gave me a faint smile before introducing herself, I knew that this was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. Very nice figure with big, well-formed breasts. She was wearing old jeans and a tight white tee-shirt, her hair simply loose around her shoulders, going down to the middle of her back. She had no make-up on and was clearly troubled about something. Nowhere were those eternal smiles and compliments. And so, for all those reasons, I never saw her coming.
When she turned around just before sitting down in front of me, I understood why jeans can be just as sexy as anything else. Despite being a slim, tall girl, she had a full ass, impossibly outlined by her old jeans. It looked hard, and judging by her thighs Milla was a girl who kept herself in great shape: they seemed lean and strong. Her ass, in addition to being so wonderfully full, would most probably be just as firm as those thighs.
I shook my head and listened to her problem. She had had decent grades on the previous homeworks and exams, but felt that she was not able to deal with the latest subjects we had seen in class. She pulled out a list of things that were troubling her and we spent the next hour working through it. As time went by we got to know each other a bit better and the atmosphere was comfortably relaxed. She laughed at my jokes but not unduly, didn't try to push her breasts out or bend over to show me that incredible ass of hers.
And that was a good thing too: I was really glad that I couldn't detect any suspicious behavior on her part. I think that she would have given me the hardest time of them all. But it was clear that she was understanding and learning, so I didn't think of getting my guard up. I discovered that she learned things differently than most people and that analogies often did the trick for her. I was glad to have realized this and spent the remainder of the hour trying to find relevant metaphors.
When her hour was up and the following student knocked on my door, she gathered her things and left, thanking me with a quick smile. And with an unavoidable show of her ass as she walked out. Damn! I had never seen an ass that was flowing gracefully between womanly hips, so lovingly round and full, yet looked firm and trained like a tennis player's. I had never noticed her in the class, so she must sit in the back. Thank God! I spent the rest of the Friday afternoon in my office and then called a friend, Joey, asking him if he wanted to play tennis with me tonight...
The following Monday I watched for Milla in the class and saw her walking down the aisles to what must be her regular place. She didn't look at me while coming in, and even though I would have enjoyed her smile, I was also relieved. The three hour class went well, as most students knew that things would get hairy if they didn't listen. Some teases were still in the first row, flawlessly dressed and smiling: that was the girls that hadn't go too far yet. I hope that that they were listening, even if only a little, because they were not going to get freebies from me. Despite the fact that they all looked absolutely delicious!
The class cleared out slowly, as more students had questions for me after the class. Milla walked up to me and managed to quickly schedule another meeting for tomorrow. Quick smile, a swish of her long ponytail and she was gone. I barely had time to look at her jeans-clad ass before other student crowded in. Despite her remarkable beauty, she seemed to be like other honest students that really need my help. I smiled as the two remaining student, Stacy and Jill, scheduled meetings for tomorrow as well. They were the worst of the teases, and I guessed that tomorrow their true intentions would be revealed.
The following evening, sipping a good whiskey alone in my living room, I thought about Marion, the friend that Joey had brought along last Friday. We had played mixed-doubles matches, as his steady girlfriend loved tennis as well. Marion, a good looking a fun-to-be-with brunette, had played with me, obviously. Joey's girlfriend always wanted to play with him. So she had spent the entire evening running around in front of me, often bent forward. She had a nice ass, but I couldn't get Milla's ass out of my mind. I had played badly even though we had had a great time the four of us together.
Even the few glasses of wine at Joey's place had been really pleasant. Marion was a graduate philosophy student, and since she had started College late, she was not all that younger than me. And of course, Joey wanted to match us together. The wine helping, he nearly became to obvious about it at some point. We laughed about it, but I was not sure we were ready to talk about *that* so soon. We ended the night with the promise that we'd see each other again, and Marion even kissed my cheek before getting out of the car. I had, gallantly, offered her a ride back home. She was sweet and very quick-witted, but it was too soon for anything else.
Something else that would happen too soon, I though while finishing my glass of single-malt Johnny Walker whiskey, was my second meeting with Milla. She was a gorgeous girl, had a dream-like body, was clearly a hardworking student... And that was about all I knew about her. It was fully possible that she was married and had three children! Heck, the wonderful shape of her breasts was possibly caused by the fact that she was still breastfeeding her last child! I laughed out loud at the thought. I didn't think it was the case, yet it was thinkable: I really didn't know anything about that girl, yet I kept thinking about her all the time... Perhaps it was time for me to give Marion a call and clear my head!
Well, I was right about Stacy and Jill. Both came at the appointed time but left quite a bit sooner. Jill had been quite vocal and explicit about what she was ready to do, but I had my clear refusal on tape and whatever she'd think of doing, I was safe. Or at least, as safe as I could be. Anyway, I was now waiting for Milla, the last appointment of the day. Had she known it was the last? Could she have know, when she asked me for the four o'clock slot? Who knew...
And anyway I had had a great conversation with Marion yesterday night, and we had scheduled another four-way date with Joey and his girlfriend. Tomorrow night, dinner and a movie. I couldn't believe how romantic *that* sounded, but she had gladly accepted. Now that I saw her in a new light, I tried remembering her body. She was a really good-looking girl, short-haired brunette with a tight body, slim hips and tight ass, with nicely-rounded breasts. And she had smelled really good when she leaned towards me to kiss my cheek last Friday.
I was smiling at the memory when Milla knocked and entered as the door was already partly opened. Damn it she was beautiful! Her hair was pulled back into a simple ponytail, she had jeans that looked like the same pair as the last time and a tight, dark red tee-shirt. She often wears those tee-shirts apparently, but it didn't look like the tee-shirts I had: it was cut differently and instead of hanging loosely, it clung to her curves. And curves did she have! Her breasts wasn't particularly push-up, but she didn't need any pushing up! Wow!
Anyway I smiled at her and invited her to sit down. A brief flash of that ass again: it was the same pair of jeans as last Friday. Full, firm, dense... Okay, okay! Forget about it will you! The hour sped by very fast, and once again I was pleased to see that she hadn't come here to seduce me: she had questions, pertinent ones, and she looked like she was learning something. She was more relaxed than last time, but didn't smile too much or lean forward indecently. At around 5 o'clock she kept looking up at the clock and I suddenly found myself with a hard decision.
It came up from nowhere: would I invite her to eat with me here? Nothing fancy, just a quick trip to the cafeteria and back here. As I couldn't find anything dubious about her, I asked her if she wanted to stay and eat with me. The relieved smile she gave me nearly made my jaw drop. I had seen her concentrating, barely smiling, for the lat hour. Now seeing her relax against the chair, a sincere smile shining forth... I didn't. Open my mouth that is.
As we walked towards the cafeteria together, I kept telling myself that I had done this with a few other students, albeit only graduate ones before. On the other hand I couldn't help thinking that I had never walked around with such a beautiful girl before: people were looking at her, some guys even staring as the walked by. It felt really, really good even though I knew it was an illusion. As I said before, I never even tried to go out with the most beautiful girls in my classes. And here I was, fantasizing about my student. I was surprised to realize that I was in danger, but not from her, only from myself and my uncontrolled thoughts! Milla was only a regular student with no thoughts about cheating that way! Damn was I naive!
Being a gentlemen I opened the doors, let her leave the elevator before me and walked behind her on the stairs. But all those things also meant that I would have an unobstructed and unchallenged view of her ass. No matter how often I could look at it, it seem that every time was better than the last. Before she sat down in the chair again, as I was closing the door to my office, she bent down to get something in her purse. Behind her I simply stood, rooted to the floor just as my eyes were rooted to her ass. Oh my fucking God! Round, smooth, flawless, solid... What would I give for the right to touch it!
Quickly I moved to my desk when she straightened with a small bottle of salt.
"Sea salt, a little quirk of mine..." she said, a wonderfully beautiful shy smile on her face.
"You like sea salt?" I asked, dumbly.
"Yes... It's kind of a food fetish for me..." she grinned at me.
I should have heard alarm bells going off in my mind right then. "Food fetish"??? Who says things like that? And then she even had the audacity of freeing her hair, making hem swish from right to left a few times. I merely watched her, mesmerized, while she held her hands up in her hair and so pushed her breasts out in a completely natural manner. I never realized that she was taking a totally different technique to beguile me. It was working so damn well that I never even felt the shadow of a doubt, the slightest misgiving until it was too late for me to do anything about it.
But nothing bad happened that evening. We ate, had a lot of fun talking about other things than school, and she worked hard after our break. She thanked me, smiled and left an hour later. That went well, I thought. She's a hard working student, had even scheduled another meeting Friday. And as I had Marion to think about, I forgot about Milla, never had the time to think back to our meeting and see the subtle changes in her attitude.
Well, the date with Marion didn't go all that good. And it was all my fault! As usual Marion was beautiful and witty, really fun to be with. Yet for some reason I kept feeling like I was cheating! As fucked up as it sounds, I felt like I was lying to Marion just by being there, as I was thinking about Milla. Milla, with whom I'd had nothing but a professional relationship; and Marion, a charming girl that was clearly interested in me. What the fuck was wrong with me?
I felt so horribly bad when she kissed me on the mouth before getting out of my car. It was a sweet, a kiss I'd been waiting for... Yet I felt like I was cheating again! Damn it! I told her that I really liked her but that I wanted to take things slowly. "My last relationship ended very badly and I'm still trying to cut myself from that..." It wasn't completely false, but it wasn't totally true either. But since I was a psychology student, and since she had always made quick connections, she understood and didn't appear offended at all.
Half an hour later, in my bed looking at the ceiling, I was cursing myself: I could have been in *her* bed right now, discovering that tight little body of hers, making love to that intelligent and beautiful woman... My cock hardened despite my frustration and, with absolutely nothing better to do in the world, I began jacking off. I could clearly see, in my mind, Marion taking off that flimsy tank top of hers, then the red lacy bra she had underneath. Her round breasts, just big enough to fit nicely in my opened hand, capped with nipples as red as her hair.
She would then kneel in front of me and begin to lick and kiss my cock for a while, teasing me before taking it all inside her wet mouth. My cock was rock hard now, the fantasy working like a charm. Taking her head in my hands I pulled her against me, feeling my cock pushing down her throat... In my fantasies, every girl could deep throat, as a matter of course.
But as I looked down at my vision of Marion, I suddenly saw Milla's eyes and face looking up at me, my entire length buried down her throat. Her eyes were half-closed with lust and she was sucking me off like a pro. I came seconds later and as she pulled back and aimed my cock at her big breasts, I knew that Marion was gone. As I sprayed my cum all over Milla's imagined breasts, I knew that I had to deal with that before being able to develop something with anyone else. Lonely, somewhat depressed, I cleaned my cock and belly then went to sleep.
The following week went by relatively quickly, my meetings with Milla on Friday and the next Tuesday thrilling but again completely normal. She had worn a skirt on Tuesday, confirming what those tight jeans of hers had made me believe: long, solid thighs, slightly muscled and so incredibly feminine. That skirt had ridden up a few times as she was moving around on her chair, but everything was decent. I could remember Jill and her split skirt, opening until I could see the bright green panties underneath...
Nothing of that with Milla. On the other hand, I could see that she was having a lot more trouble understanding the newest notions in the class. Even when I tried to give her the best analogies I could think of, she couldn't see how it could be applied to the human psyche. She was getting desperate, afraid that she'd fail the class as so much was riding on the last exam. At one point, minutes before the next student was scheduled to come in, she let out a long sigh and I was sure that she was going to cry. We had been working on the same theory for the entire hour, and she was not making any progress. But she didn't. Instead she took a deep breath and sat straighter.
"I'm sorry professor, I'm sure you have better things to do than repeating the same thing to a miserable student!"
"No Milla, I don't mind at all. Well, I don't mean to say that you're... miserable or anything... but..." Oh damn! Where were my social skills when I needed them?
"That's alright!" she laughed at my fumble. "But the next student will be here soon and we're not getting anywhere... Would you mind if I came again Friday? I'd really like to come. I really need help and I think you're the only one who can give it to me..."
"Sure, no problem." But I was reeling: what was that about cumming in two different verb tenses, and that I'm the only one who could *give it* to her? "How about 6 o'clock?"



"But isn't that after your normal office hours?" Milla asked, uncertainly.
"Yes, but I know students need more help at the end of the semester, so I don't mind. Are you free Friday night?" What the fuck was I saying? And was that a slight smile on her part? Had she understood...
"I am. Thanks a lot professor. I won't be late. See you Friday night..."
And she left, letting me have another look at those legs of hers. As I sat back down in my chair, a little angry with myself, I wondered if I was not getting in trouble all by myself. The Jills and Stacys I could deal with, but what if I was the one going crazy over some student? Why couldn't I stop trying to look at her breasts, legs or ass when she was not looking? And wasn't she the perfectly proper girl? Never wearing anything sexy, never leaning forward awkwardly, no sexy looks or artificial attempts at touching my arm or hand... Well the semester was nearly at an end, and I'd probably never see her again anyway. That's how it goes in big Colleges.
But that following Friday, sitting at my desk watching Isabella leaving with a lot of subjects to catch up on, I closed my eyes. It was a quarter to six and Milla would be here any minute now. I felt really bad for my fumbles and my choice of words last Tuesday, but I don't think she saw anything wrong. If I tried apologizing, it would only make things worse, so I resolved to leave it at that and be more careful today.
But it would be hard. Damn it, it would be hard: I realized that the second she came in. She was wearing her impossibly sexy jeans again with a very tight blue tank top. And no fucking bra! The straps of the tank top were too thin to hide any bra, and her breasts did look a bit softer than the other times. When she smiled at me and sat down, I could see them bouncing up and down. I closed my eyes for a second, then tried my best to focus on the work we had to do.
Yet as the time went by I realized that although she didn't have any bra, her breasts were not really loose either. They were much too big for that and, had they been loose, it would have been way too obvious. Stealing glances at her tank top while she was reading a tough section, I finally recognized it as a sport's top that most likely had a firm bra embedded in it. I could also see that the tip of her pony tail was wet, as if she hadn't taken enough time to dry her hair completely.
I was relieved, but at the same time I now knew that Milla was fresh of out of the shower and was wearing nothing but panties, jeans and a tank top. Three very thin and tight pieces of clothing. Luckily for me I knew the troublesome section of that text very well. Otherwise I would have been in a very uncomfortable and embarrassing position.
We spent the next two and a half hours in my office. The time just flew by without any of us noticing it. I was simply happy to be with her, help her understand what I was teaching... and happy to look at her body, damn it! At one point she leaned forward with one elbow on my desk and her breasts just slipped above her fore-arm. As she was completing a diagram I had shown her, I couldn't help myself and was blatantly staring at her cleavage. Incredible, just incredible. Her skin was pale and smooth, and by staring so intensely I could see a very faint trace of freckles. When she shifted her weight to her left, her breasts followed her movement, shifting inside the confining half-bra. She nearly caught me staring when she looked up, asking me if everything was ok. "Everything's just perfect." I replied, in a voice that was way too mellow for my taste. She smiled and bent back to her task. Why had she smiled? Had she seen anything?
Later I got up and sat beside her in the second chair, as we had to work on a much more complex diagram. So instead of having to work upside down while reading her book, I sat next to her. I pulled the chair much too close to hers, but I did it so fast that it may have looked accidental. When I sat down our legs were pressed against each others, but without even pausing she just spread the book over our knees and resumed with her questions. Of course, I spent almost half of the next twenty minutes looking down her tank top. Damn was it tight! too tight damn it! Suddenly she looked up and started; I was sure she had seen me looking. But instead:
"Oh my God it's already eight an a half! Oh! I'm so sorry to have kept you here so long!"
"That's alright, I had nothing planned anyway..."
"But you must be starving? Let me buy you dinner! You've helped me so much!"
I paused, uncertain on how to react... She saw my hesitation and misunderstood it completely. All for the best though:
"Oh. You can't be seen with a student, especially a woman."
"Yeah... I'm sorry."
"Oh come on, I'm not a little freshman!" she grinned.
"You're not? Then why are you in this class?"
"Well, technically I'm a freshman, a first year student. But I'm 28 years old, so I'm not a little girl anymore!" and she laughed at her words, a wonderful, deep laugh that shook me way too much.
"What? You're not 28! You look like all those other girls!"
"Well, thank you!" she grinned again. "So, how about that dinner?"
"I still can't be seen with a student Milla, even though you're old enough to be..." Oh fuck! What was I going to say? Old enough to be my girlfriend? Damn it! "I mean, old enough to..."
"Old enough to know better than to flirt with a College teacher?" she laughed at my embarrassment. "Well, I am, don't worry about it. A guy like you must be under constant attack by young girls trying to seduce you... And I understand them." another smile. "But you don't have to be afraid of me... Is that why you were so tense?"
"Tense? What do you mean?" Uh oh, what had she detected?
"I know you're a teacher and all and that you can't get too close to your students, but you seemed completely frozen when I came in your office."
"I don't know... Never noticed..." Never noticed my ass! Damn the girl was quick! The *woman* was quick!
"Ok, never mind... So, wanna come to my place? I do a mean lasagna and I've prepared a huge batch this afternoon.
Oh no, not lasagna! That girl is impossible. And she saw my hesitation.
"Ah! I knew you wouldn't be able to resist lasagna! The way you keep mentioning it during class, for your examples. So, you're coming with me?"
Was I coming with her? Was I *coming* with her? Of course I was! She gave me her address and left with a grin. Sitting down on my desk, breathing deeply, I tried to come to terms with what I had just gotten myself into. Fraternizing with students, especially female students, was completely forbidden to male teachers. But on the other hand this was no young thing just out of high-school. She was a woman grown and responsible. Could I get in trouble for this? And was that lasagna thing premeditated? As I was driving towards her house, a short fifteen minute drive from the College, I threw both of those questions out the window.
Her house was decently big, and I began to wonder where she could have found the money for such a place so close to the College. Did she have a rich husband or boyfriend? Oh God, what the hell was I doing here. I was walking up to her door, that's what I was doing!
And through the window I saw her getting out of her room, sliding another tank top over a black bra. I was ready to curse all the gods and angels around: the sight of her breasts in that bra, as well as her lean and tight belly... When she opened the door and welcomed me in, I could see from up close what a real bra could do with her breasts. Works of art. Pure works of art. Nature had given her two of the most beautiful breasts I had ever seen, but that bra was turning them into miracles... glories. And she had replaced her tight jeans with something more relaxed, thin cotton sweat pants. That hugged and defined her ass even more than the jeans had managed to do. I could see the seam disappearing between her buttocks, hugging the only curve a pair of jeans couldn't properly reveal.
Yet despite all this she really looked comfortable in her clothes, at ease, something she could have chosen for a quiet evening reading beside the fireplace. And of course, as I looked to my left, a fireplace was already burning quite nicely. It wasn't yet really cold outside, but nothing could match nice fire in early December. From the kitchen, she asked me:
"Do you want to eat at the table or on the living room's floor, near the fire?"
"In here would be nice." I managed to croak.
She poked her head out and smiled at me. "Perfect! That's where I've been eating for the last three weeks or so!" she disappeared again and kept talking, "I just *love* fireplaces! That's why I decided to move in here, even though it was a bit over my budget..."
"Indeed... Are you paying this with your student loans!" I asked, laughing. By this time I had joined her in the kitchen.
"Of course not!"
"What did you do before returning to college?"
"I was a dancer." A slight pause on my part. "Yes, *that* kind of dancer. " She winked at me, and she was obviously not ashamed about it. "But don't you go spreading that tale around at school. I'd have trouble finding girls to work with me for group homeworks, and even more trouble wading guys away!"
We laughed at her comment, and I assured her that I wouldn't talk about it. Never said anything about *thinking* about it. Like, all the time... When she grabbed the plates she bumped into me and laughed. Her kitchen was quite small compared to the rest of the house, and she had to slide past me. Close. Wonderfully close. "Would you mind bringing the wine and glasses? Take two from the top shelf." I did and joined her around the small table in front of the fire. When she looked up at me, a smile brighter than the burning fire, I swallowed awkwardly. Just like in the comic books. I actually swallowed noisily!
"Hmmm, hungry aren't you? Like what you see?" she said, pointing at the lasagna.
Oh I really liked what I was seeing, but it had nothing to do with the lasagna. "Oh yes, I'm ravenous and everything here looks delicious!" Damn! I was doing it again!
Milla smiled at me but didn't comment. We ate in silence at first, enjoying the food and wine as we were both really hungry. But soon we started talking about each other, the rest of our lives outside school. And we had a really, really great time. When was the last time I had so much fun with a woman? Had I ever had so much fun, had I ever been so at ease talking with a woman before? Except for the body that kept poking me with desire, I was wholly comfortable with Milla.
And I was convinced that she was feeling exactly the same. The way she was laughing easily, enjoying sharing this meal and wine with me, how she even confided me a few personal things... We had had fun eating together two weeks ago, at my office, but this was entirely different. It was as if that good moment had now fully bloomed. The wine was good, the woman exceptionally beautiful: I never saw what was coming.
"I'm really into sports, " she said as if this was news to me. "I like mountain biking, hiking, swimming, tennis and even ice hockey once in a while."
"I had guessed, yes." She looked surprised and I began to explain, "Well, it was quite obvious that you..." and then I realized that I had placed myself in a very bad position. "...that you kept yourself in... in shape. Oh damn it! Why do I always place myself in embarrassing situations with you!"
She laughed with me and touched my fore-arm lightly. "Don't worry, at 28 I take all the compliments I can get!" and laughed again.
"What? I can't believe that there are not dozens of guys lining up at your doorstep." And what the hell was that about touching me?
"Well, do you see anyone at the door?" I couldn't answer. "In fact you're the first guy to come here in three months... And you're my teacher, came here just because I made you starve by keping you at your office! Is that sad or what?" she sighed.
"Well, you have school now, that must take a lot of your time..." I was babbling by now, trying to make her feel better.
But she got up, picking up the emptied plates. From the kitchen she asked:
"Ready for dessert?"
"Sure! What is it?"
"Ah! that's a surprise!"
And for half a second I actually thought that she would come out of there naked, completing her convoluted tactic to have sex with me for a good grade in my class. Of course she didn't. Instead she came back with two wonderful constructions of chocolate.
"Wow! Did you do that too?"
"Yes I did!" she said, a proud smile on her face. "When you're a dancer and don't need a lot of sleep, you have a lot of time on your hands... Among other things I decided to learn how to use a kitchen properly."
"Well, I couldn't thank you enough for that decision! It looks, once more, delicous!"
"And that's not all, " she said, scooting back to the kitchen. "This is the proverbial cherry on the sundae." And she pulled a bottle of port from behind her. "For the chocolate. I'm bet you never tasted anything quite that good.
After we sat down, Milla prepared the first little cup of chocolate for me. As I reached to take it from her hand, her other hand swatted mine away. "Here, taste this..." and she brought the little cup, filled with port, to my mouth. "No no, don't drink it silly, take it all in your mouth in one go..." And I felt her fingers sliding against my lips, even slightly against my tongue. Just as I was closing my eyes to taste and because of her fingers on my lips, I saw her smile sweetly at me. Too sweetly. This girl was up to something, had elaborated this complex plan to have the grade she...
And then the taste of her dessert, the dessert she had made herself, hit my completely by surprise. A storm of strong chocolate breaking apart in my mouth, overfilling with the perfect port, the bitter chocolate melting in the port's sweetness... a match made in heaven. I opened my eyes in surprise: this was incredible! She had been waiting for my reaction, and now that she had it she was grinning brightly.
"Wow! that's incredible Milla! I can't believe this!"
"Want another one?" and with that she filled another of those strange looking cups. And of course, pushed it into my mouth again. Her fingers lingered a bit longer, but her smile was so innocent that I didn't think much about it.
"Oh my God! I can't believe how good this tastes!"
"Thank you very much!"
"Here, let me give you one now..."
I filled the cup and even dared to bring it to her lips. But my boldness was nothing compared to what she did next. One of her hands shot up and held mine against her mouth, the tip of my finger inside her mouth as she was swallowing. My heart suddenly exploded inside my chest and I was paralyzed by her move. When she finished swallowing, she said, in a thin voice:
"Am I making a big mistake now Simon?"
I gulped again, took a deep breath and replied. "You know I can't do this... I'm your teacher and it won't help you—"
"I don't care about my grade Simon." she sighed, still holding my hand in hers, on her lap. "Is that what was holding you back?"
"Well, what else was I supposed to think?"
She smiled softly. "That I hadn't had this much fun with a man since I don't even know how long. That I'm not a young little girl who doesn't know better... And that I really want you, want to be with you."
"Milla, I want you too... Dear Gods you don't know how much. But..."
"But what?"
"I don't know... I think I just can't believe that you want something more from me than sex for a grade..."
"Oh but I do want to have sex with you, professor Simon." she replied with a definitely wicked grin.
And as she pulled her tank top off, then unsnapped her bra, I felt my mouth opening stupidly. Then her breasts, naked and offered freely, were right there in front of me. Big, full and womanly, wonders of flesh that could turn any man into pudding...
"Damn you're a hard nut to crack Simon... I want you and don't give a damn if I pass your class or not. I want to lick that chocolate off you lip, kiss you and hold you in my arms... I want to make love to you Simon, not merely have sex with you. I want to have you, all of you—"
And I stopped her by kissing her. A kiss like nothing else before. She was burning hot in my arms, her flesh dry and warm in front of the fire. Her long blonde hair over her back and my arms, her breasts against my chest, her moans right into my mouth... I was living the fantasy I hadn't even given a chance to *dream* about!
She pushed me on my back on her thick carpet, right in front of the fire like a picture-perfect fantasy. Our kiss resumed, bloomed and exploded until we were both completely veiled beneath her hair. In this blonde shell, something completely unexpected happened. I was so intent at trying to see if she would trick me into sex for grades that I never saw what was really coming. All those smiles, her warm laughter, the way she seemed to be so at ease around me, the invitation here for dinner... She had fallen in love with me at some point, just as I had, and unlike me she had been doing something about it. What a fool I had been, I realized now, kissing this warm, loving woman above me, to try and push her away... I had fallen in love with her to, but my stubbornness had prevented me from realizing it! And now, luck rolling my way, I was going to see just how deep this warmth and love went.
Milla sat up to remove my shirt, turning my eyes into slaves to her breasts. Truly large breasts, definite D-cups, round and smooth in front of my eyes. They nearly met in the center of her chest, then the curves moved gently upwards and downwards. They seemed both smooth and cleanly defined at the same time: you could see a faint line that completely outlined them even at their utmost point, as well as the generous lines that made them exceed slightly outward from each side.
Her pale nipples were large but not indecently so, soft flesh capping her magnificent mounds. They were slightly puffed outwards, her nipples and aureoles distended and ready to be sucked. But as she pulled my shirt above my head, she slapped my hands away from her breasts with a naughty smile. "You haven't even seen all of me yet Simon..." And with that she pulled me up and asked me to sit on the couch. And began to dance.
How the girl would manage to do a tantalizing strip with nothing on but a pair of sweat pants, I had no idea. As she began dancing, cupping her breasts like I would have given anything to do, she was smiling at me again.
"You have no idea how close I came to taking my tank top off in your office this afternoon..."
I was stunned. "What?"
"I was having so much problem focusing on what you were teaching me..." with her hair partly hiding her breasts, she made them swing from side to side, while her hips followed in sync. "I couldn't really focus properly Simon... All I wanted to do was to push you back on your desk and fuck you like you've never been fucked before..."
I couldn't reply: my mouth was open, probably drooling before her words and dance, and my blood had already completely drained from my brain anyway...
"You know what all the girls say about you, don't you?"
She winked at me, before turning around to show me her ass once again. Even hidden underneath the tight pants, I could see that my wildest imagination about this particular ass wasn't doing it any justice. High and perky yet full and generous. Womanly, all woman with those widening hips and round flesh, with those thighs that could probably snap my neck if ever I had the chance of placing my face between them.
"You *do* know what they say Simon?" And now she was moving backwards towards me, moving her ass from left to right, rotating it inwards and outwards...



"Err. no, not really..."
"Ooohh, that's why you turned them all down, all those pretty girls..." Milla was now standing between my opened thighs, bending down and up, pushing her ass so close and then so far from me. "They say that they would have done anything to get a grade from you... Not merely handjobs and blowjobs, or stripping for you. Oh no... they would have gone all the way, and more!"
She was laughing, her thumbs fiddling with the waistband of her pants. As the smooth, creamy skin of her ass appeared and disappeared, I could barely understand what she was saying. Her long blond hair were swinging in front of my eyes as her golden skin was being revealed.
"You know Gina, the black-haired girl with the tight little ass?
An image, clear and definite, came to mind; of the day she had come to my office with that mini-skirt, only to bend down at the waist, letting me see her bright red panties... "Uh uhm..." I merely replied.
"Well, she would have gone all the way..." Milla had now pushed her pants just below the great swell of her ass and was now bending forward. As her ass hole and pussy peeked from between those impossible buttocks, she kept talking. "She would have let you take her ass Simon... Wouldn't you have liked that? Did you take a good look at that ass of hers?"
"I don't care about her ass, I want yours!" I shouted.
As she laughed I surprised her by pulling her against me, one of my hands resting under her ass and the other one snaking around her belly to her pussy. She cried out and laughed again, molding herself against my body. Her head was pushed against my neck, her belly arched forward to press her gyrating ass against my cock and hand... And after using her hands to remove her pants completely, she raised them above her head and around mine. Her head turned towards mine as she pulled on mine. Our mouths found each other again and another kiss grew as her pussy was opening to me.
Her clit was completely exposed between my fingers, and I could feel he soft blonde down covering her pussy and mound. As I had seen absolutely no hair anywhere else on her body, except for that great mane of hers, my guess is that she wasn't shaving anything off. I usually like to see nicely trimmed pussies, but I knew that the duckling-smooth curls on her mound was going to change all that.
All the while, the strong muscles of her ass flexing and relaxing against my other hand. Never before in my life had I felt such a wonderful thing as Milla's ass, full and generous while still being so strong! She had the curves of a beautifully soft, full-bodied woman with the muscles of a much leaner girl. And this woman, the best of both worlds, was dancing in my arms, against my body, purring against my mouth. "Oh, we have to get you out of these!" she said, breaking the kiss.
When she knelt in front of me and began unfastening my belt, I nearly came right there. She had deliberately opened her mouth and pushed her breasts together. And she was looking straight into my eyes, the posture of the perfect lover, ready to pounce on my cock. I helped her with my belt, button and zipper and suddenly I was just as naked as she was. I thought I would be dying, that she would begin to suck on my cock. Instead she pulled me up and wrapped her arms around me. Her warmth enfolded me once again and the curves of her breasts, belly, hips and thighs against mine were overwhelming.
"I promise I'm going to suck you off soon Simon, and I'm ready to bet anything you'd like that I'll be the best cock sucker you ever found, but right now I want you inside me..."
My hands moved down to her ass. "I want to be inside you too Milla." I felt like a dumbass, merely stating the obvious.
"Yes..." she whispered in my ear. And then she jumped up in my arms, her ass in my hands, and wrapped her legs around me.
For the first time I had a complete hold on that ass of hers, the ass my subconscious must have been fantasizing on 24/7 without my knowledge. I grabbed it like a madman, squeezing it probably way too hard, but I couldn't control myself. When she moaned, as my fingers were most likely leaving red marks on her flesh, I grinned against her neck.
"Simon, did you know that I had a small dildo inside me earlier? So the two hours we spent together, I had a dildo reminding me that it was *your* cock that I really wanted inside me..." I moaned as she giggled. "I pulled it out when I got here, but I'm feeling way too empty for my taste. So could you—"
I cut her off by pulling her up and away, feeling my cock sliding down to her hole, and by letting her fall back against me. She was dripping wet and fully opened, and my cock didn't have any problem sliding all the way in. We moaned and cried at the same time, barely believing that we were finally joined. I bounced her up and down a few times but soon I walked to the wall behind her and pressed her back against it. When I shifted my feet to brace myself into a wider stance, I felt and heard Milla taking a long, trembling breath. Pulling back from her shoulder I looked at her, locked into her eyes, and pushed all the way inside her again.
With this angle I could go deeper and faster, and her stretched-open pussy was uncovering her clit to my every thrust. Her arms were locked around my neck; her legs around my waist. I had her ass securely in my hand and I was fucking her for all the girls I didn't fuck, as well as for the promise that was growing between us.
Now, with my face buried against her neck, instead of driving freely into her I was pushing up and down against her pussy. It was forcing my cock in and out at an awkward angle, but on the other hand, it allowing my pubic bone to wreak delightful havoc on her clit. Milla was now biting my neck, moaning and screaming my name, asking me to fuck her harder in three different languages.
When I felt her contracting her entire body around mine, I laughed out loud: Milla was already cumming. And indeed her pleasure spilled over and she cried out in ecstasy. I don't think she even realized that I had pulled her off the wall and was now ready to lay her down on the couch. When she opened her eyes in surprise I was between her legs and she just barely saw my mouth opening to make love to her pussy. The pussy that looked like heaven with a cloak of gold.
Surprised in the midst of a fading orgasm, Milla screamed out loud in astonishment as she saw that I was trying my best to trigger a second one so soon. She was grinning and laughing, wrapping her fingers behind my head. I could see that she was already climbing quickly towards another crest of pleasure. Pulling back slightly, I looked up and waited for her to look down.
"You said that you were willing to bet anything?"
"Oh yes... Anything at all Simon. But just keep—"
"Tsk, tsk, tsk... I'm going to give you that orgasm of yours Milla. But first, a real bet." And a long, tongue twisting caress on her clit followed. She was moaning again when I stopped. "Tomorrow morning, I bet that I can make you cum faster with my tongue than you can make *me* cum with your mouth. You choose the reward"
"You're on Simon. Just put that tongue back where it belongs..."
Just before I did, I asked: "And what will I get if I win?"
"Hmmm, remember Gina and her tight ass? The one that would have let you fuck her ass?"
I groaned in reply, barely believing where she was going with that question.
"If you win I'll convince her to let you fuck her ass anyway... After the semester ends."
I could barely believe it. "What? you're crazy! She'll never agree!"
"What if I told you that she came here last week for a group homework... and that she *came* here?"
I couldn't think of anything to say, except to dive down into her pussy again and give her the climax she so dearly wanted.
"And I'm so confident... Argh! that's good Simon, keep doing thaaaaat! Uh! ...so confident that I won't loose that I'm not even going to ask you anything if *I* win. So there... Suck me good, damn you!"
And I did. Her pussy was even warmer than the rest of her body, the flames in the hearth completely forgotten. I tasted my share of pussies in my life, but never had I tasted one so delicious: sharp and strong like all of them, but with something different, something that made me *want* to swallow. Tomorrow I was going to get a chance to taste that amazing pussy of hers with those thick large lips, but right now I was smiling into it as she was climaxing.
Her legs were wide open and her hands were gripping the leather couch as if her life depended on it. She was groaning and trembling again, shaken by this second quick orgasm. My tongue was now relaxing, letting her stretch her pleasure for as long as she whished, and my hands were bewildered by her soft skin. Her thighs, belly, ass, breasts, neck and face... I was roaming all over her, caressing and massaging everything I could. And she seemed to revel in my caresses, goosebumps turning up everywhere.
At one point she pushed me away with a small shrill cry, then laughed as she got up from the couch. "My clit's too sensitive now," she said, turning around while holding my hand, asking me to follow her, "but if you take me from behind I'm sure it won't mind..." My eyes were glued to that wonderful ass, so intense and merry, as each of her asscheeks was rising up and falling down with her steps. As I was looking at her while she climbed up the stairs, it was clear that her dance was not over. She was giving me a hell of a show, each of her steps crisscrossing from left to right. Her hips flared out with every stair and she took her time, bending slightly forward for me. Unable to resist I slapped one of her cheeks and wasn't even surprised when her full flesh barely rippled. This was an ass to die for.
As soon as she reached her room she spread her legs and bent at the waist, placing her hands on the bed. The glory that was her ass was right there in front of me, waiting, expecting to be fucked. Her pussy was obvious between her buttocks as the large lips, the faint gold down matted down with her juices, were being pushed out. I walked to her, grabbed one of her cheeks in my large hand and my cock in the other. I slapped her ass a few times, squeezed it to slap her directly on her asshole.
"Done that before?" I asked her in a low voice.
"What do you think..." she replied. "But why don't we wait to see if you're going to get Gina's ass to play with before? Fuck my pussy Simon, stop teasing me..."
She was breathless and I could barely believe that she was still so keyed up after two orgasms. I slapped her unveiled asshole a few more times but angled my cock lower to fuck her again. I spread my own legs and bent down until mythe head of my cock slipped inside her. Teasing her again, I placed my hands on her hips and firmly grasped her ass. I began to make very short penetrations, barely slipping my glans inside her, and Milla began to growl.
"Fuck me damn you! Fuck or I'm going to do it myself!"
"Trash talking, are you?"
"No... come here."
And with that she moved forward and knelt on the bed, pushing her ass forward. I knelt beside her and placed my cock barely inside her again. As soon as I did she began pushing back until she impaled herself completely. She stayed there a few seconds, feeling my cock buried inside her, before beginning to fuck me. Her hands were braced in front of her and she was arching her back upwards with each of her thrusts.
Never before had I been fucked in this position. Looking down at her lean back and wide hips, I stood there gaping, enjoying the sight and feeling of the incredible girl that was fucking me. My hands began roaming again, reveling all over her skin, from her fleshy ass to her hips and breasts. I had fun with her hair, fisting her mane and pulling her head back as she kept fucking herself against me.
Soon, still with my hand locked in the hair at the base of her skull, I began pushing back into her, matching her rhythm. She was too beautiful, so much more beautiful in sex than I could have ever dreamed: lean, tight and sexy all the while having more curves than most rounder women. Her muscles made twin ridges along the valley of her back bone, and those lines where snaking from left to right as I was pumping her with everything I had. And the energy she radiated during sex was like discovering a furnace deep inside those wonderful curves.
The sounds alone could have made me cum: her moans, her dirty words and ideas, the slaps of my thighs against her ass, of the bed creaking under our pounding rhythm. Then again the mere sight of her; all covered in sweat, her hair matted down so sexily over her back and arms, the way she looked at me with her eyes, as if she wanted to die with me from too much pleasure; could have made me cum as well. And then there was her ass, eternally beautiful, grinding itself against me, turning, twisting, thrusting, rotating... When she turned her head to look at me despite my hand holding her head back, I saw that she was ready to cum again and seeing that triggered my own climax.
Without even seeing it coming, I felt myself crossing the point of no return and I knew that we were going to cum together at last. Her eyes opened wide for a second as she realized that I was exploding and she began pushing back against me even harder. Her mouth was wide open and she was breathing hard, riding her newest climax. My balls tightened beneath my cock and I felt my cum streaming up and along my shaft. My entire body was being driven to its limit: my lungs and heart nearly over them. Never in my life have I so intensely fucked someone, nor have I been so intensely fucked. When I felt my cum spraying inside Milla, my mind went blank for a second.
When I returned I felt my orgasm hit me full strength. I came and came, taking revenge for all those masturbations sessions, wasting my seed. To my surprise I felt a wet gush of our juices streaming down my thigh as I kept pumping into her again and again. Milla's head was now pushed down against her bed, her both hands busy in and against her pussy. We were both screaming as we neared a feeling overload.
We crumbled into a sweating, puffing mass of completely sated and spent lovers. When I saw her breasts pushed upwards as Milla was twisted against me, I tried to pull up and suck them. But I was too tired and fell back, breathing hard. Through her own ragged breaths, Mila laughed:
"What? You don't like my breasts?"
"Damn you girl, you're going to be my death!"
And we laughed together on the bed, completely exhausted. A few minutes later we found the energy to share a shower and for the first time I had the opportunity to caress her breasts as I was soaping them. She had swatted my hands away at first, it now seemed so long ago, and after that I had been to busy with her pussy and her ass... When we returned to the bed I was the one that lay my head on her chest, comfortably resting between her two mounds. I fell asleep instantly, never before having been so at peace and contented.
I woke up later in the middle of the night and looked at Milla, sleeping naked beside me. She happened to be on her stomach, her ass seemingly ready for the taking. And the best part was that I had no doubt that if I woke her up by slipping inside her, she would only moan and push back... The mere thought roused my cock from sleep. But I didn't move over her. Instead I though about what had happened so fast, both the sex and the revelations that had accompanied it. I was really falling in love with this young woman. Someone I barely knew but that I felt so close too, so fast! Too afraid of perverse ulterior motives, I hadn't seen what was really going on until it was too late to do anything about it.
I was in love, and in the bed, of one of my students. This was big. This was huge in fact. It could jeopardize my career, my future. On the other hand it could be the best thing that had ever happened to me! Who knew? I would look into the matter tomorrow, as to what happened when a professor's lover was not a 21 year old kid but a 28 year old woman. Was it the same thing or did people understood the difference? And I would have to call Marion, tell her that whatever had barely begun to grow would have to stop. Marion: I hadn't even though about her last evening...
I looked again at Milla's ass and decided that, finally, I couldn't really resist. Silently I spat a few times in my hand and covered my hard cock. She may have been wet tonight, but I doubt she'd appreciate if I tried pushing my cock inside her now, dry as she naturally must be. I may be in an erotic story right now, but basic courtesies are still in order! I pushed inside that burning hot furnace, and the first sound she made as she was waking up was a soft laughter. When she arched her back against my cock and buried me inside her, it was *my* turn to laugh.
P.S. As always I welcome public comments and e-mails.
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Note: this is a somewhat long and slowly developing story.
Everything started when I woke up on a later autumn day with a strange idea in my head. Well actually it started the first time I saw Bianca a couple of years ago, when she was a work colleague of my then girlfriend. I met her a few times at work parties and even though I quickly noticed that she was both gorgeous and desirable, we didn't really get any opportunity to talk. That changed after a beach party... When I saw her in a bikini, I decided that I was going to get to know her. How shallow, will you think? Well, yes.
And we did get to know one another. At the time I was really in love with my girlfriend, Jennifer, so I merely enjoyed Bianca's company, and beauty, with nothing more in mind than an occasional glance down her blouse. I'm serious! But then something changed. My girlfriend got a promotion that soon transformed into relocation across the country. I was really heartbroken: not only by loosing my girlfriend but also by seeing how easy taking the decision to move away from me had been for her. I thought we had something that could have grown into a lifelong relationship. Boy was I wrong: I learned through Bianca that my ex had found a new guy barely two months after moving out.
On my part, during those few months after the separation, I dealt with this kind of careless desertion with the help of a few friends, especially Bianca. Even then, as lonely and "on the hunt" as I was for a new relationship as I was, I still didn't think of her as a potential partner. Then again, she had a guy in her life, Frank, whom I didn't know very well. I met a few girls during my first bachelor year, with nothing more to show for it than a few very good, sweaty nights. Through it all, Bianca was encouraging me to go out even when I didn't feel like it, helping me to choose which clothes to wear and especially which clothes *not* to wear.
Without even realizing it, we were starting to spend more and more time together. Be it alone at my place (she worked only five blocks away from my apartment and often came after work for a beer or two), going out for movie or a good restaurant and even sometimes at her place (where I sometimes went to fix up a few things around the place: her accountant boyfriend didn't even know they had tools in the laundry room.). When her own romantic life began to deteriorate, I tried my best to help her think through all the usual questions and doubts, *again* without even thinking of myself! I was only glad to be able to return the favor.
My generous innocence suddenly changed one day during that same autumn, a few weeks before waking up with the idea that made everything after possible. I was at her place, her boyfriend gone for a short business trip, helping her to make a big batch of pumpkin soup. As was usual I didn't even notice how sexy she was, with her old jeans and tank top. But when I happened to see her reach for the top shelf of the cupboard, up on her toes, for the last mason jug, something clicked inside my head. The fall of her long ponytail on her back, the curve of the small of her back transforming into her hips and ass, her round, womanly thighs stretching the jeans and most of all her full-size breasts, jutting forward because of her position... A lightning storm fired all through my brain in a second, blowing away the last remnants of my innocence.
My eyes lost focus and luckily some instincts made them look away from those breasts of hers, for when I came to, Bianca was laughing, asking me whether I was on the moon or further in outer space. What would have happened had I blanked out with my eyes glued to her breasts? Who knows? I wove my way as best I could through the stressful next few minutes, but as far as I could tell, Bianca didn't realize anything out of the ordinary. Yet for me, everything had changed. As soon as I thought that she had forgotten about my temporary moon exploration, I excused myself and went to the bathroom. Leaning against the countertop, I tried to regain my bearings, knowing full well that I'd have to spend the rest of the afternoon with her, all the while *not* staring at her body.
How on earth could I have missed that for so long? I now remembered that day on the beach, nearly obsessing about her, how incredible she looked in her black bikini. Where had that memory been for the last year and a half? Damn sometimes the brain could play tricks on itself! I flushed the toilet and got out, somehow managing to get through the rest of the day with her without looking like a complete degenerate.
I got a grip of myself during the next few days and finally realized that I had been in love and lust for that woman for a long time. For some reason a hidden part of my psyche decided to hide that fact from the rest of me, and now that phase was over. The only remaining question was: what to do about it. It's hard enough to transmute a friendship into a romantic relationship without having to deal with a troublesome boyfriend. Even though the thought crossed my eccentric mind, I couldn't deal with Frank in a typical gangster fashion. Nor could I, a much more sane approach; slowly convince Bianca that her boyfriend was a complete moron never worthy of her extraordinary grace and majesty. Nah... As true as that was, I owed more to her than to try and destroy her relationship.
So what else then? I couldn't just keep on going as if nothing had happened, by being the perfect gentlemen friend, watching from the sidelines, as months after months would go by. For one thing, I'd be watching her breasts. And her ass. And thighs too, and ooooh, her nice smooth, oh-so-slightly rounded belly, and her hair, yes, her incredible hair... Well, you get the picture. Idleness would not do.
So that's how, a few weeks later, somewhere near the end of November, I woke up with an idea: I would let her decide if she wanted to be courted by another man. How to do that without compromising myself? By sending her an anonymous letter. I spent a few hours that very morning writing the letter. Then I waited a few days to re-read it and make a few corrections. After a few more days I had a good letter that, I hoped, would have the desired effect. I talked about beauty and desire, a bit about lust, and a few lines of honest prose praising her beauty. With mention of her breasts and buttocks. I didn't want her to think I was an adolescent poet wanna-be with pure intentions in mind.
In a sense, the most important part in my letter was the final paragraph. Since she couldn't write back to me, I told her to wear a red bracelet to all social events she went to in the next few weeks. If the anonymous author of the letter saw that red bracelet, it would be the signal to write another letter. If she didn't like the letter, I asked her to forget about it.
So there I was with my letter printed and unsigned, sealed in a non-descript envelop, ready to be mailed. A week after waking up with the idea, I was dropping the letter in a mailbox and tried my best to wait for a red bracelet.
Nothing happened the following week. Christmas preparations were under way and we decided that this year Bianca was going to host the huge Christmas party. Every year since the end of high school, her old gangs gets together and have a huge Christmas bash, at least 2-3 days long. I've been happy to attend the last two years and it's without a doubt the biggest party of the year. This year she had enlisted me for help. Her boyfriend would spend five days on a last minute business trip and wouldn't be able to help much. So two days before he was supposed to leave, a Saturday, we spent the entire day preparing the apartment itself. Frank was with us most of the day, but we had a lot of fun nonetheless.
At first I thought it was my imagination going into overdrive, but I noticed around noon that Bianca was teasing me. She wasn't dressed in a way that was obviously sexy, but the skirt she wore over white tights was quite short nonetheless. And her tee shirt, a simple tee-shirt, was old and thin and very form-fitting. When I became aware that something was different about her, I thought that she was playing some sort of teasing game with her boyfriend. She talked to me about some of those games, a very few times, but I'd never seen her playing one while I was there. I was starting to have problems concentrating on whatever I was doing. The first time I hit my finger with the hammer, because she had bent down right in front of me, she turned around looking genuinely concerned. The second time I did it, about an hour later, while she was hanging Christmas lights above the guest room's door, facing me, with her large breasts in full display, she looked at me with a small smile.
What in hell was happening here? Never before had she done anything quite like this! She had modeled new clothes for me a few times in the past, even a swimsuit once, but never before did I receive such a "vibe" from her. What had caused such a change? The letter? Could she have found out it was me? Impossible! And where was the damned red bracelet I was anxiously waiting for? It couldn't be the letter. So what? Try as I might, I couldn't figure it out. And I was so anxious about that red bracelet that I couldn't fully enjoy it.
Pressing a breast against my left arm while decorating the tree, with her boyfriend standing just to my right; bending down towards me, on the other side of the tree, to hang a Christmas ball al the while showing me her breasts shamelessly; standing right next to me to rearrange some gnome figurines on a shelf while I was kneeling down trying to figure out how to plug everything safely, offering me a real close-up look at her wonderful legs and tempting me to look up her skirt, which I did when she slowly turned to leave; finding, in that very brief instant of uncovered flesh, that her tights were in fact stockings; taking the classic pose while talking on the phone with her old best friend, bent over the counter with one leg straight and the other bent, offering me an unmatched look at her ass; stretching her arms behind her back, blatantly pushing her big breasts outwards while I was taking to her about Christmas balls that were too big to be hung in the tree... It just didn't stop.
We ate dinner all three together and even with her boyfriend very near she managed to get a few subtle teases in: her knee leaning against mine under the table, touching my arm when I made funny jokes, playing with her loose hair, which she knew I loved while "accidentally" calling attention to her breasts by having her arms up over her head, jumping up and down in glee like a little girl after getting a phone confirmation that one of her old friend was coming (for those who didn't catch that one, a grown woman with generous breasts jumping up and down in a tight tee-shirt doesn't have the same effect as a little girl jumping up and down)...
At one point, while Bianca and Frank were talking together, I very nearly became overwhelmed with all this. Then again Frank himself, while having witnessed most of those things, didn't seem to be upset at all. And since he wasn't a very subtle man, he was quite certainly *not* upset. And despite a few strange looks during the day, Bianca wasn't unmistakably trying to seduce me. Come to think of it, she does touch my arm often, especially when I make jokes. Same thing with playing with her hair and stretching all the time. What about the upskirt and the phone call position? Was that her teasing, or me taking advantage of the situations? Was she simply feeling at ease with me, not having to worry about perverts trying to see what they shouldn't?
On the other hand, stockings? I mean, what the hell? Why not wear an old pair of pantyhose? And with such a short skirt... I don't know. Maybe that was some sort of game with her boyfriend. In any case I spent most of the afternoon with a semi-erection threatening to turn into a full blown all obvious affair. We watched a classic Christmas movie to end the evening, with Bianca and her boyfriend on the sofa and me on a big old and very comfortable chair. On a few occasions when she moved or switch position on the couch I saw more flashes of thighs above the stockings, but nothing out of the ordinary. She did give me a few smiles during the movie, but then again, nothing to write home about.
As was sometimes the case they invited me to stay over, as a early winter storm was growing thicker and thicker outside. I lived quite a long way from her apartment and I had slept in her guest room more times than I remembered. Usually it was after parties or long evenings with friends, after which I would fall into deep sleep in a matter of minutes. But tonight, even after everything became silent and dark, I couldn't even think of sleeping. My little upskirt peek, and those breasts of hers on my back kept haunting me. Have I been dreaming all day, or did she tease me at every opportunity she had?
Turning around in the bed, trying to sleep in vain, I tried and failed to get to a solid conclusion about the day. But my speculations were cut short by a sound heard through the wall: a low moan. All of a sudden I was sitting up in the bed, trying to hear what was happening on the other side of the wall. But for a minute or so my heart was beating so fast that I couldn't hear a thing. Then as I lay my ear against the wall I began hearing what was more clearly moans and other, er, assorted fucking sounds. Very faint but I was quite sure that they were fucking, right there next to me. My erection returned just as the thought crossed my mind that the stockings were most likely part of a game that was concluding right now.
After a louder moan cut short, nothing. Silence. Dead of night. After a few more minutes I lay back down in my bed and couldn't for a million dollars stop my mind from imagining Bianca fucking. Of course under her strong thighs and ass would be me, not that damned Frank. And right then, close to a fist-induced climax of my own, I heard the door to their room opening. I froze. Quiet footsteps in the hall, coming this way. The door to my room was wide open. It could be Frank, but I was hoping that the lightness of the steps was a sign that Bianca, fresh out of bed and off of a climax, was walking this way. I half-closed my eyes, trying to calm my wild heart.
I saw a head appear in the doorway, with long luscious hair flowing beneath it: Bianca. She looked at me for a long while, then disappeared. Only to reappear a second later, completely nude, walking across the living room towards the kitchen. Oh my Gods. I had seen her in bikinis that left nothing to the imagination, but it was a glorious sight to see anyway. A fraction of a second, in the moonlight, her skin covered in sweat. Uncontrolled response: my eyes focused and followed her breasts for the entire two seconds I had. In the moonlight, her aureoles appeared a pale pink, quite large and crowned with really big nipples. Underneath those tiaras were the two wonderful breasts I had come to know and love... Big, large and proud, never flattened like big breasts sometimes are but instead thrusting forward like sails in a strong wind. I knew they were natural, as Bianca really hated artificial body alterations of any kind, but it was hard to believe. She was 32, not 22, yet her breasts seemed to effortlessly ignore that fact. Heavy with firm flesh they moved with her steps, bouncing slowly up and down as the corner of a wall finally hid her body.
I then heard Bianca filling a glass of water, then silence as she probably drank it. When she came back she ran on tiptoes, this time offering me more a tease of her nudity than a real show. But her full bush, only barely trimmed, seemed to glow in the moonlight, framed by her smooth belly and thighs. My erection was raging, and my imagination was back in full swing. Three minutes later I was panting in my bed, my hands sticky, unable to figure out what to do with everything I was feeling and thinking. Thankfully sleep overtook me and gave me an eight-hour stretch of peace of mind.
The following morning is when it finally happened. We ate breakfast together, with Frank gone to pick up a few more things to decorate the apartment. Bianca had to leave too for a dance lesson she couldn't miss, the last one before the Christmas break. Just after closing the door she came back and shouted: "Just forgot something." I came to the door and saw that she was putting on a bright red bracelet. My heart nearly stopped. She kissed me on the cheek but with no sly smile, or knowing look. It confirmed what I had thought: she didn't know that I had written the letter. And that yesterday's teases were just my imagination overheating. Then again, she *did* want another letter... Nervous and excited, I could only think of one thing: her breasts.
As I was about to leave, trying to find key she had given me long ago in my backpack, I looked in their bedroom by accident. Right there on the bed, with its pure white coverlet, lay something like a ruby on snow: a bright red bra. My hand paused its searching and my breathing probably stopped as well for a few seconds. During the first few weeks after the break-up that brought my relationship with Bianca to a more intimate friendship, I had been invited to sleep over a few times. And so quite by accident, like now, I had seen a few of her bras lying around. But as if I had had a mental block in my head, they had never registered as objects of fantasy. Heck, I was not really a fetishist, but if I had to choose one it would probably be bras. And long thick hair. Bianca had more than enough in either instance to fulfill any fetishist's wildest dreams.
Slowly I got up, locked the door from the inside to prevent bad surprises, and answered the call of the red bra. I picked it up in my hands, for the first time touching one of Bianca's bras. This one was very bright red, with both thick and very delicate lace designs all over it. Unable to resist I brought it to my nose and smelled deeply: a soft, slightly soapy and perfumed smell. I'm not a big fan of perfume, but Bianca was the exception: she always used the same perfume, in very small quantities. Both her and her bra smelled of clean female flesh mingled with some mysterious exotic fruit aroma. Kneeling beside the bed where she had most likely made love only a few hours ago, I could have stayed there, inhaling her scent all day. But I had a letter to write. Before placing the bra back on the bed, I looked for the little tag. Made by Aubade; I should have guessed. Moreover, I knew her breasts were big, but the 32EE size sent a small ripple of pleasure through my body. I would have guessed her breasts to be somewhere between D and DD, probably 34, but what do I know. Ideas, fantasies, new fetishes and even some perversions bloomed in my head all the way back to my place.
* * * * *
Five days later, the winter sun beginning to set, I was getting myself ready to go back to Bianca's place. She *should* have received the letter by now. I wrote it two days ago in a long and intense morning of fantasies and masturbation, focusing on her breasts and bras. Beside the slightly perverted comment I made about her breasts, I had re-emphasized just how beautiful and sexy and desirable she was, how wonderful and women she had become. I tried to explain how desire was the natural expression of inter-gender beauty, and that praising a woman's beauty without talking about desire was vain and deceitful. And so I talked about desire... A lot!
Again I've been invited to sleep over, as her boyfriend was leaving on a two day seminar, the last one before Christmas. As soon as Bianca opened the door an alarm rang in my head: her long hair were loose, overflowing down her shoulders both on top of her breasts and all over her back. Her thick mane was something that defied description and tested the limits of the concept of beauty. But underneath those dense strands was something even more remarkable: a thin white top, held together in the front by four tiny buttons, barely managing to conceal a deep blue bra underneath. In turn, the bra was doing its best to conceal and restrain a wonderful pair of 32EE breasts. Both were failing. Lamentably.



Somehow a set of instincts took over and saved me from a very embarrassing situation: I managed to get through her welcoming hug without looking like a complete fool. Her two breasts on my chest felt like fingers of Gods, offering me too much grace. As she led me to the kitchen to finish the dinner she had prepared, I took those few seconds to get a grip on myself. But as the minutes turned into an hour, like the white lace top and the blue bra, I was, probably red-faced, failing miserably.
And although I was sure that Bianca was aware of my condition, somehow she didn't mention it or ask me what was wrong. I had problems making complete sentences, I hung on simple words, I cut myself twice with the knife while preparing carrots... And that went on for the better part of an hour, maybe a bit more, before we went and ate our meal in front of a movie. So for that hour I was the sole spectator of an incredible display. The amount of cleavage the bra created and the top allowed to see was just insane. Should have been illegal. I'd seen Bianca in bikinis a few times and all dressed up for rare formal occasions. But never before had I seen her so utterly and overwhelmingly sexy as tonight.
It seemed to me that every light in the room was focused on her breasts. Huge as always, teeming from her unbelievable bra, they called to me like sirens. Through the white lace and the very thin layer of cotton that prevented her outfit from being explicitly erotic, I could see the dark bra's shape easily. My eyes couldn't really believe that her breasts could be that large but there it was, screaming lust right in front of my eyes. The four buttons seemed to be perpetually on the verge of giving up and blowing off. I could see the typical from-the-top cleavage; nobody could have missed it, but also the more elusive bottom curve of both her breasts as she moved around in the kitchen. The bottom part of her white top, too short to reach her waist anyway, was held opened and away from her belly by the tension.
I was afraid of actually going crazy by the end of the night. We moved to the living room and ate in front of the camera, which gave me a break, of sorts. Since she was sitting beside me I could no longer stare at those breasts without her seeing it, but every glance I got was from a nasty angle: it was so perfect that it hurt. I could actually see between her breasts down to her belly. The good food and the good movie reduced the pressure a bit, by allowing me to focus on something else. Some time later, the plates cleared away, my pulse was actually starting to slow down to something approaching normal, and my breathing was quieter as well.
Then Bianca got up and said something very simple: "I'm gonna go and change into my pj's." "Sure." I replied, completely innocent. I was convinced that flannel pj's were going to allow me to spend the rest of the evening more relaxed, not having to fight with an erection. Gods was I wrong. I lazily turned my head towards her when she walked in, and I swear my jaw dropped. Nowhere in sight were the oversized flannel things I had in mind. Instead, she had on nothing but that old thin tee shirt from the other day and a pair of white panties. But let me make sure you have the right mental image: the tee-shirt clung to her every curves and didn't reach below her belly button at all, probably because it had to wrap around her bra-less breasts, and the panties were a V-cut, smallish affair. And yes, I really did say "bra-less". When you have 32EE breasts and decide to go bra-less, people around you just can't ignore it.
This time I couldn't do anything about my staring, and no set of instincts was going to do anything about it. For that reason, this time, Bianca noticed my slack jaw and laughed softly as a reply. "Well thank you for that compliment, my dear friend..." She said as she was sitting down, quite close to me on the couch. "I kind'a needed that right now." That puzzled me enough to shake myself out of my astonished state.
"What?" I said, completely dumbfounded that such a beautiful girl as confident about her body and beauty as I know she was, could say something like that.
"Well, I didn't know how to say this to you, so I'll say it as straight as I could..."
For a moment when she paused, fear gripped me and uncertainty nearly overwhelmed me. What could be that hard for her to say to me?
"I think..." she took a deep breath, "Ah, this is harder to say than I thought, even though I sort'a made my peace with it. I think that Frank is cheating on me."
My jaw dropped again, not for the same reason. It made her smile again.
"How on earth could he do that?" I asked, once again a proud protector of my good friend's honor, never realizing that this conflicted with the thoughts I'd been having for the last few weeks.
"I don't know. Then again you know we've been having a rough time lately, with him being at work so often and so late. ...And those business trips, I have a feeling that they're not all real business trips."
"Oh man, that's unbelievable..." I was shocked. "Why would he do this, I mean you're an incredible woman, more beautiful than... " I stopped and smiled coyly, not wanting to let any of my perverted thoughts get out with nobler words. After a pause: "...more beautiful than our relationship allows me to say."
There was a slight pause after that. And a bright smile on her part. She took my hand and squeezed it twice, thanking me again.
"I don't really want to talk about it anymore. You're the only one that knows about my concerns, the only one I felt I could confide in. Actually I'm not all that shocked about it all. I know he's a ladies' man, has always been and always will be. The one and only discussion we had about getting a house and possibly children in the future went so bad... Damn. He's funny enough when he wants to, good company most of the time, quite enjoyable in bed..." She paused. "Ooops, sorry about that."
It was indeed, a detail I didn't need to know. But then again I was surprised at how quickly the whole atmosphere had changed in a matter of minutes. She was still looking as sexy as a nymph in spring, with her naked leg pressed against mine, but somehow my obsession was on hold for the moment. She resumed.
"Well here I start talking about it exactly after saying I didn't want to." She sighed again. "Anyway, I wanted to tell you."
"Thanks for trusting me. But if you do want to talk about it, go ahead."
"Nah. Wouldn't do any good. Let's finish this movie; it was good and I don't want to ruin it."
And it was good indeed, but my mind kept thinking about what she had said. Or, alternatively, my obsession raised its head a few times. Especially when she got up to get us two more glasses of wine. Her panties were not exactly g-strings, but it didn't cover anymore than half her buttocks. My erection returned as I stared at her, watching how the firm flesh of her ass defined and blurred the line that separated them from her thighs. Left and right the line appeared and disappeared, bulging up one smooth and round cheek before letting it flow smoothly back into her thigh. Damn what an ass. I replaced my erection in my jeans, to glad that had not change to boxer and tee shirt like I sometimes did.
When she returned, holding the two big glasses in her hands, framing her two even bigger breasts, I smiled to her and said: "Can I use the excuse of the alcohol to say that you're absolutely gorgeous?" She laughed and said yes. "Well," I said as she sat very close to me, her shoulder against mine, "you are absolutely gorgeous." We laughed again together, drinking the excellent wine which was, on the other hand, not in any way the reason why I had said this. Sometime later the movie ended and we talked a bit about it before going to bed. I took a quick shower, realizing how much sweat the blue bra and white tee-shirt had elicited.
Bianca gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and bade me a good night before I got in the shower. I was tired and slightly drunk so I easily resisted the urge to masturbate in the shower. When I got back to my room in complete darkness, and found something on my bed beneath the blankets, that all changed. Lying there, nearly innocently, was the blue bra Bianca had worn tonight. My pulse exploded and my eyes widened when I opened the lamp and saw the note. On it, written with Bianca's neat handwriting, were those few words: "Thanks for the compliments tonight. I hope you enjoyed my bra as much as I enjoyed reading your letters." I sat down on the bed, flabbergasted. A grin appeared on my face and I began laughing as silently as I could. I didn't know what this all meant yet, but joy exploded in my heart.
I woke up extremely early, the sun not even really up yet, but I was too excited to sleep. I went to the kitchen to find pen and paper then came back to my room. The only dream I had involved a few twigs of mistletoe, lots of kissing, and a Xmas stripping game. I left that last part out, preferring to let Bianca take the lead on this one... So I began writing a shorter letter than the two previous ones, telling her about my dream under the mistletoe. Once done, I tip-toed to her room and slipped the letter under her door. While coming back I increases the thermostat significantly, hoping both that she wouldn't notice and wouldn't feel like wearing a robe.
I had planned to stay in my bed and wait for her to get up and read the letter, but when I saw the blue bra on the pillow next to mine, it reminded me of the stripping game. I brought the bra to my face and inhaled her scent, only to realize that I had a huge erection and more than enough images in my head. Minutes later I had cum all over my belly and in the end I barely managed to clean myself up before falling back to sleep.
The smell of eggs and bacon was probably what pulled me out of my sleep. I took a deep breath and stretched a little in the bed before getting up, luxuriating in the warmth of the bed and the fantasies that were beginning to crowd all around in my head. I walked to the kitchen, only to find Bianca at the stove, preparing the food. She had her back to me, and hadn't changed from her pj's. I don't know how long I stood there, rooted like a dumb flower, staring at her body. Long lean legs, powerful from all the dancing, muscles just slightly defined in the morning light; well formed thighs that belonged on a real woman and not on some adolescent chick; wonderful hips made for dancing and fucking and to frame her unbelievable ass; all of which were perfectly covered in a fading tan because Bianca loved to show off her legs. The small kitchen radio was playing very softly, probably as to not wake me up, and she was dancing unconsciously while preparing breakfast. Sow those thighs and hips and ass cheeks were moving back and forth and all around as sensuously as you can imagine. I took a sharp deep breath when Bianca decided to make her ass gyrate to the sound of a guitar solo.
She heard me though, and looked around, startled to see me. She grinned and said that she wanted to bring me breakfast in bed. I was still reeling from her legs and ass when this idea of hers (and her two still-bra-less breasts under her thin top) caught me by surprise. I only managed a incoherent "Errr..." before she laughed gently. Then I said:
"Well, can't you see that I'm sleepwalking?"
"Oh!" she said, surprised. "Of course. Well go back to bed you sleepwalker, before you rip something..."
She then glanced quickly at my boxers, the only thing I had on at the moment, and saw what was a very obvious erection tent. I probably turned beet-red in a flash and turned around to go back to my room. I heard her laughing but I didn't feel like she was laughing at me. She probably thought that the situation was very funny.
A few minutes later she opened my door and came in carrying a tray filled with goodies. "Care to give me a bit of room in there?" She asked, innocently, if I wanted her to climb into bed with me. I did, too stunned to say anything. We managed to secure the tray and all its content on our thighs, which had to be touching. The food was delicious and I ate a lot even though I'm not usually able to eat when I'm excited. She spotted her bra on the pillow at some point and said:
"Oh, there it is! I've been looking all over for this one... One of my favorites! Do you agree?"
"Er, yes..." I said, trying my best to play along with her.
"I just love shopping for bras... I think the lady who sold this one to me was a bit of a lesbian... She kept looking at my breasts with large eyes, kept tugging at the straps and cups to make it fit better, she said."
I just couldn't say anything, trying my best not to see the scene in my mind.
"Would you like to come along and shop for a bra next time I need a new one?"
"This time my eyes got bigger. "Well, er, yes, but..."
"But what?" she said with a hint of a naughty smile.
"Bianca," I started before taking a deep breath, "The past few days have been really nice and fun, and now that you discovered that I..."
She stopped me with a finger on my lips. "Shush..." She looked more serious now. "Have you enjoyed them, those last few days?"
"Yes, of course."
"Then don't burst this little bubble we've created. I thank you for the letters, and I want more by the way, but please don't unravel our little pre-Christmas fantasy." She kissed me on the cheek before continuing: "I'm really glad you took the risk of writing them, and I don't want to let all of reality's dirty details ruining it for now. Enjoy it Matt. I know I am!" She finished with a grin.
When she got up in the following silence, she turned to me before leaving and said: "Don't worry about that big tent of yours... I'm not a vestal virgin and I know what it really means... And as I said, I'm in serious need of compliments right now, and this is about the rawest form of it you could have given me..." She laughed with me as she finished and went out. But again, in the doorway, she turned around: "Oh, and I want to give you a pre-Christmas gift: I'm giving you permission to look or stare or gawk at me all you want today. " It was clear, even in my shocked state, that Bianca was getting nervous, but the good tension, the edge of too much intimacy made public.
After she went back to the kitchen, leaving me with the breakfast and her bra, I closed my eyes and try to understand everything that was happening so fast. A few weeks ago I couldn't even think about her with an erotic thought, and now she had allowed me to openly look at her body as much as I wanted. My erection was back with a vengeance, but I decided that I would wait and keep that energy for later...
I didn't have to wait long before things got interesting again. I brought the empty tray back to the kitchen and when I walked back to my room, Bianca got out of the bathroom. Among other things, she had quite obviously removed the elastic band that had kept her hair in a ponytail. She looked like a goddess with her hair undone, and the few spots of water on her thin white tank top only added to her sexiness. I asked her:
"Where do you keep your elastic bands?"
"In a box in the cupboard right here." She pointed inside the bathroom. "Why?"
"Oh nothing, I only want to throw them all in the garbage."
She was puzzled for a second before remembering: "Oh yes, you like my hair unbound... Well ok then, I'll keep them free all day today."
"Hmmm, thanks." I said, sharing her smile.
"Wanna help me do the dishes?"
"Sure."
But when we walked back into the kitchen, I noticed a little twig of mistletoe. She must have put it up there this morning after reading my letter, but the sight of her naked legs had prevented me from seeing it earlier. I grabbed her arm and said "Hey!" When she saw the mistletoe she smiled. But when I kissed her on the mouth, quickly as to not overstep too many boundaries at the same time, she pulled back a bit surprised, but laughed with me. "Ah! Naughty boy!" I grinned, savoring the feeling of her lips on mine. After that we started cleaning the kitchen.
It did not happen by accident. The drops of water on her top, probably from washing her face in the bathroom, gave me the idea. I offered to wash while she'd dry. Subtly at first, I began to accidentally throw water on her top. We were standing very close together, with her on my left. As I washed with my right hand, I quickly learned how to aim soapy water towards her. As I was also careful to splash myself with it a few times, it took her a while to realize what I was doing. Now remember, she was wearing an old white tank top, already thin, already clinging to her curves. On the other hand, as we were right now, I couldn't very easily look at her breasts.
By the time we were halfway done, the lower part of her top was more or less soaked with water. Then, when I sent some water directly onto her right breast, she startled and then looked at me. A second later she began laughing: "Oh, I see! Still being naughty aren't we?" I played the innocent but she saw right through it. As I was looking at her I stole a few glances on the wet spot I had just made. Hmmm, the thin cotton had become quite transparent and the color of her skin was showing right through. Definitely worth continuing.
We laughed as we resumed washing, but only a few seconds later I sent her breasts another salvo of hot water. This time she jumped back, trying in vain to dodge it. This time she seemed to get angry but I quickly realized that she was playing. The entire front of her top was drenched with water now, clinging to her breasts like a second skin. The full glory of them was nearly on display, with very little now left to the imagination. Breaking me out of my reverie she scooped water in both her hands and threw it at me. Sure enough, the water had the same effect on my boxers that it had had on her top: my semi-erection was plainly visible.
When I tried to do the same thing, Bianca, laughing, started to run away. I ended up getting most of her side and panties wet. A thought flashed in my mind as I ran after her: this morning was turning into a wet dream, a pure fantastical wet dream. And why not? I laughed with her, threatening the most awful things if I ever caught her. She stopped just long enough to grab a pillow on the couch and throw it at me. But when she had to stop to avoid the recliner, I managed to grab her arm. She squealed but stopped as I pointed to the mistletoe she had run under. "We both walked under it..." I said and then quickly grabbed her shoulders and kissed her on the lips again.
First a quick kiss in the heat of the chase, then as neither of us moved away, panting, she kissed me back longer. Suddenly her tongue was in my mouth, dancing with mine. It was an impossibly wonderful situation, born of ignored desire, pent up passion, all the teasing and driven most of all by the deep relationship that took a couple of years to grow silently. But right at that moment, her wet breasts were pressed against my naked chest and my halfway hard cock was nestled against her panties. All this only a few precious seconds after we began kissing. Out of nowhere my hand slipped from Bianca's shoulder and for the first time I felt her right breast, cupping it fully in my palm and fingers. She moaned through our kiss but her eyes suddenly opened. Mischief was burning brightly!
Laughing she broke away and started to run again. Just watching her lithe yet athletic body, nearly naked now, with her long and lose hair swishing around behind her was enough for me... Well, nearly enough. My hand still pulsed with the heat from her breast. I shouted: "You over-dressed tease! Come back here!" When she heard that, in the middle of the corridor, she stopped and turned around, serious as a judge. Uneasiness grew inside me for a second, as she stayed silent. But she broke it easily: "I may be a tease but I'm not overdressed!" And then, as if she'd been all alone in the world, she removed her top and threw it on the floor. My eyes got big for a second as I saw her breasts for the first time in the light: glorious, proud, flawless, not a hint of sag or tan-line in sight, big aureoles with very prominent nipples, now hardened by our playing and the cold water.



Some instinct took over me when she started running again, and I followed as fast as could. At the end of the corridor she had a choice to make: the laundry room or her own room. Both were dead-ends. I grinned when I saw her disappearing into her room. I followed her and stopped running once inside: I had her cornered. She was standing on her bed, gloriously topless, leaning against the wall. Without taking my eyes away from her, I moved my right arm back over my head and pointed.
She was still panting, but she laughed when she saw what I was pointing to: another twig of mistletoe. Without moving I brought my arm back and asked her to come to me by curling my finger. In silence she began walking towards me on the bed; switching from fearful prey to confident lover. I was, at that moment, so sure of that fact that it didn't even surprise me: Bianca was coming to kiss me, to give me our first real kiss as lovers.
I took her hands as she walked down from her bed and took her into my arms. With her entire upper body cradled against me, we paused for a time, silently realizing that this kiss was going to change things. We didn't pause for too long. Sliding her cheek against my neck she slowly turned upwards towards me and met my lips for a third time. In a matter of seconds the soft, sweet kiss rekindled into the blazing fire that the teasing, water and mistletoes had created.
My arms squeezed her against me as moans started to leak out from our kiss. Sliding one of my hands down I felt her ass before grabbing it vigorously, pulling her thighs and abdomen against mine. Already obvious, my hard cock was now nestled in her flesh, from her mound to her belly. I moaned when Bianca pushed herself closer to me, rubbing her skin against my boxers.
Unable to conceive of any reason not to remove her panties, I slipped both my hands inside and tasted the smooth curves that flow from the small of her back all the way down to her thighs' starting lines. Breaking the kiss, or at least making a long trail of kisses down her neck and dangerously close to her breasts, I pushed her panties down until they broke free and fell to the ground. When I straightened I felt my cock grazing her bush, before settling once again on her soft belly.
But as soon as I straightened, Bianca in turn grabbed my boxers and began pushing them down. She was expecting it, but when my cock slapped my belly after being freed fro the boxers, her eyes widened a bit and she smiled. I'm not huge, nor even all that big, but I've been told by most of my girlfriends that I have a very beautiful cock. I was *really* glad to see that Bianca thought so too. Instead of simply pushing them down until they fell, Bianca got on her knees sand stayed there as I threw the boxers away with my right foot.
At first she had both her hands on my thighs, staring at my cock just as blatantly as I had stared at her breasts a few minutes earlier. Then she grabbed the base of my cock with one hand and leaned in. I was sure I was going to get a hell of a blowjob, but I was wrong. She began licking the underside of my cock slowly, before moving on to the sides. She was looking at me from time to time, a naughty grin on her face as she licked. She then took me into her mouth and sucked me for a few seconds, but it was obvious that this was not a regular blowjob.
When she pulled away and straightened up I understood: she was just preparing me for an easier entry. Surprising me, she locked her arms around my neck and whispered in my ear: grab my ass. As soon as I did she jumped in my arms and wrapped her legs around my ribs and waist. My cock, all wet with her saliva, was now pressing against her opened pussy. For a short time we simply hugged each other very tightly, my cock on her splayed pussy, her breasts mashed on my chest. Then, at the same time, she pulled herself a bit higher and I pulled my cock backwards. When we both felt it's head slip right between her lips, we took a sharp breath and paused.
"Oh I'm sooo glad you came and helped me with that batch of pumpkin soup..."
I laughed, caught completely by surprise. "What?"
She was laughing with me now, but our bodies were still, how can I say, dancing with each other. "You remember that day?"
"Of course Bianca, but why are we talking about..."
"Shhh... Before we go any further, I want to tell you that it was a set-up."
She paused, then pulled her head back from my neck to look at me with a shy smile. It was obvious that I didn't understand.
"I dressed extra sexy that day, just for you... I wanted you to notice me. And I guess you did. Can you forgive me for that... er, ambush?"
I laughed out loud, looking straight into her eyes, and relaxed my arms. We both felt my glans parting her lips, starting to sheath itself inside Bianca's pussy. She closed her eyes and her hesitant smile grew like a spring sunrise. As she slipped lower and lower, slowly inching her way down, she intertwined her fingers around my neck. I could see her grinning as she pulled her head backwards, arching her upper body until her hair hung like a waterfall, her breasts surged upwards and my cock barely grazed the limit of her depths. Her arms reaching to my neck, my own holding her as and her legs wrapped around my waist: we were in perfect equilibrium.
Then Bianca pulled back up slowly, and I felt a thrill go down my spine when I saw her eyes. Gone was the shyness from her confession: the growing sunrise had now turned into a full-fledged summer blaze. It was clear, even in her precarious position, that she was taking control. Her breasts slammed into my chest when she straightened, and her eyes never wavered. A short whisper: "You're gonna get fucked like never before." And despite the surge of desire that flowed in response to her words, for this first time at least, Bianca was clearly the one fucking me.
Even standing up and holding her, I realized when she started moving that she was the one in control. Never before in my life had I felt something like this: it felt like her entire body was fucking me. From her calves to her thighs and hips; her pussy, mound and belly; her breasts; her arms and hands; and of course her head with its tongue, lips and hair... I was being overloaded with sensations. When a normal girl would have been submissive in this position, dependant on my arms and my thrusts, Bianca exploded all around me. I was being enveloped in a storm of pleasure.
Hooking her left knee as high as her thigh could stretch, she let her right leg slide down. She was caressing my lower back, then ass, then thigh with her own: silky smoothness flowing over me as sweat was already starting to appear. While she was getting back up she broke the kiss and once again I saw the fire in her eyes. "Walk to the doorway." She asked. When I looked at her, hesitant, she squeezed both her legs around me: "Walk to the door of the room, you won't regret it."
So I did, the overwhelming sensations of Bianca's passion fighting my sense of balance. As soon as we got close to the door, she reached back and took hold of her chin-up bar with her right hand. Grinning, she let go of my neck and reached for the bar with her other hand. Spreading my legs to keep my balance again, I was amazed by the sight of her body, from her legs to her belly and her wonderful breasts. Never in my life had I fucked, or rather been fucked, like that. "Let go of my ass Matt... and hang on." As soon as I did she began flexing her entire body away from me and back, her arms and legs pushing and pulling. I was being fucked by a girl who was not even touching the ground! She was a vision of pure lust: writhing against me, her breasts still firm while being thrown left and right, her long hair whipping below her. I couldn't quite believe what was happening.
I felt my balls starting to boil, and I guess the only thing that preventing me from exploding right there was that Bianca kept surprising me, kept me poised between astonishment and too much pleasure. Seeing her breasts dance like dervishes, I grabbed them both for the first time. Seconds later I felt my pleasure cresting over the usual plateau and I knew I was going to cum soon.
When I told Bianca she laughed and told me to grab her ass again. I did, expecting her to slow down and get down. But once more to my astonishment she raised her legs, one after the other, until her calves were on my shoulders. At once the angle of penetration changed and became just insanely smooth and deep.
"Cum inside me Matt.. Let yourself go as hard as you want."
"But I don't want this to end so fast..."
"Who said anything about stopping? I'm gonna get you hard again, don't even doubt it!"
Unable to think or care about anything else I shifted my hands from her ass to her waist and began fucking her as hard as she had asked for, pulling her against me with each thrust. I could feel my entire length sliding inside her, could clearly feel Bianca clenching her pussy, could feel her smooth ass and thighs slapping against my belly... I came like a madman, shouting out as I felt my sperm flow out and overfill her tightly filled pussy. My entire body contracted and spasmed from the pleasure, fast and intense.
When I managed to open my eyes, I saw that Bianca was on the verge of a climax of her own, but that our position prevented from getting it. I moved forward, allowing her to slip her legs back down around my waist, and her arms back to my neck. For the next few minutes I simply held her close, keeping my balance and arching my hips forward so that she could grind her clit on my mound. Jennifer had once let slip that Bianca found nearly all of her orgasms through her clit. The least I could do, while trying to catch my breath, was to give her time to reach it.
Watching and feeling her get ravaged by her orgasm was something I'll never forget. I could feel it rippling all over her as she hung on to me as if for dear life! Her body, which was already quite hot and sweaty, became noticeably hotter until her climax pushed a deep groan out through her lips. I held her this way for a couple more minutes, when she started laughing gently. While kissing my ear, she whispered a thank you in my ear. I replied in kind, tickling her lobe until she pulled away, giggling like a schoolgirl.
But a schoolgirl she wasn't. Pulling her head back to look at me, she grinned naughtily again: "It's not over yet, mister." I looked at her, baffled. But she simply replied again: "There's no way I'm gonna let this stop here... And don't worry, I'm gonna get you hard again!" My cock twitched inside her when she said that, always a good sign. As I was about to let her down on the floor, she stopped me. "Bring me to the bathroom, I don't want to get down yet."
And so we went to the bathroom and I held her a couple more minutes. She then ordered me back to her room holding a very hot, wet cloth in her hand. By then my cock had shriveled quite a bit and I had to hold her very steady as my sweaty palms on her sweaty ass were beginning to slip. But we made it to the bed and she slowly pulled her pussy away from my cock. While I was pushing the pillows on the floor, making room for whatever magic she had in mind, she startled me by wrapping the hot cloth around my balls and cock.
She grinned but didn't say a word: she just took her sweet time washing me. By the time she stopped, the cloth now definitely cooler, I was already feeling a new wave of desire pulsing inside me. When Bianca bent over my cock and took it in her mouth, a spasm told me that those waves were quickly becoming stronger.
Alas, I am "not" a teenager anymore, and despite her best efforts, I knew that her mouth would not be enough to bring me back to full hardness so quickly. Then again, Bianca had something else in mind. It became quite clear that she was not planning on simply sucking my cock: rather she was lubricating it, although I must say her enthusiasm fooled me. When I felt her breasts sliding upwards on my thighs, her lips making a popping sound as they left my cock, I barely had time to react.
Before I knew it her breasts were sliding over my scarcely hard cock. This time the spasm that shook me was way stronger than it had any right to be, so fast after a climax. Bianca moved her breasts all over my cock and balls, her sweat and saliva making everything gloriously slippery. My breathing quickened; short quick and surprised breaths at first, then deep "I-need-oxygen" ones followed. Bianca knew, how could she not, that her breasts were the most wonderful jewels on her body. And she was giving me the most intimate, most intense massage she possibly could with the.
Looking up at me, Bianca grinned again, a lot more naughtily, and whispered: "Use your hands, you ding-dong!" I laughed quickly, very nervously, trying to breath fast enough and failing. As I squeezed her breasts together, more than enough of a delight on its own, and felt my cock being wrapped in the softness and warmth of her breasts... My body arched upwards and blood was finally allowed to rush to my cock. I felt it growing in throbs the inches that had found Bianca's depth earlier now proudly rising again.
I really don't know how long we stayed that way. My mind felt hazed, lost in a whirlwind of lust and unalloyed pleasure. My consciousness shifted focused from my head to my cock and reveled in the glory of her breasts, then her mouth, then back to her breasts, her mouth, breasts, mouth, breasts... I was, for lack of a better word, in a trance.
When my second climax in less than an hour, something I had only experienced a few precious times in my life, it took me by surprise. Bianca was waiting for it: never taking her eyes away from mine she clamped her mouth around my cock and kept sucking and swallowing until I was completely drained. I had to force her away from my shaft, unable to endure the way too intense sensations. Act of will, that; pulling her away from my cock.
She was laughing gently when she moved up and laid her body over mine. Her pussy over my cock, her legs opened around mine, her breasts on my chest: Bianca never seem to miss an opportunity. She had propped herself up on her elbows and was looking down on me, grinning, satisfied. Or so I thought.
But for now, as I was catching my breath, I couldn't help but see so many of Frank's things in the room. Bianca noticed it: she couldn't help but, being so close.
"Don't worry Matt."
"Well, couldn't he come back any minute?"
"No. We're officially on a break. Not the first time either. Hmmm, it will be the last though."
"What?"
"I don't really want to talk about it now... " She grinned. "You must know that there's a cock very close to a pussy right between us."
My eyes widened in surprise and I laughed. "What?" I repeated while she pushed her pussy against me, grinding her clit a few times. "What?" I asked for a third time, playing along...
"Matt..." She sighed, and then laughed. "I called him earlier and told him I needed a break. Third time this year. He won't come back. Not yet anyway. And unless I've misread you really badly, there's no way in heaven or hell that I'm gonna let him back into my life."
There was a long silence, as we looked at each other, very nearly "seeing" our lust turning into something else. She leaned down and kissed me very gently. Then again, her lips on mine just as soft. A new kind of kiss.
But then, my cock twitched. Bianca stopped kissing me, grinned, then laughed. "Woohoo! " she cried while rising up and sitting on my cock. Squeezing her breasts between he arms for emphasis, she said: "Listen mister... I don't know what you're used to, but around here, I'm giving the orders." Her grin couldn't have been more mischievous. "I promise you one thing: before the hour is up you're going to make me cum again." She then stood up and seconds later I heard the shower running.
I "knew" that it was impossible for me to get a third erection so fast, but somehow, I didn't have any real doubts... Grinning myself now, I took a deep breath and got up.
--------------------
Thanks for reading my story: I have a lot more on this site. Oh: feel free to comment; as most other authors, I love to get some feedback!
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I still had trouble believing that Cally's story was true: how could David have been so awful??? I had genuinely *liked* the guy, had been happy about his relationship with my sister, and elated about the pregnancy they had both wanted... Well, at least Cally had wanted it. He hadn't been especially rich but he had a steady job, seemed to care about Cally as much as I did, and most of all he was a good guy. Damn! If I'd never been wrong before, this would have been a spectacular first!
As I pulled into my sister's driveway and parked my car next to hers, I took a deep breath and calmed myself: no need to arrive there all worked up. But damn it! Why did he leave her so unexpectedly, with no warning or explanation whatsoever? How could someone *do* such a thing? On the other hand, why had Cally waited two weeks before calling me? Or calling anyone else for that matter? She's been caring for her three month old baby all alone now, with no one to run errands, get up at night to let her rest, cook decent meals when she was too tired...
Once more I took a deep breath: Cally knew all this and I wouldn't be any help if I arrived angry at her bastard ex-boyfriend. A few minutes later I grabbed my bags and walked up to the door. She opened the door with a large grin, although her eyes told another story: she was exhausted. But now wasn't the time to worry about that. Stephen was in her arms, giggling and laughing, as he really liked his favorite uncle. I dropped my bags and took him in my arms, tickling his belly and nose.
When Cally reached for my bags I told her to leave them there for the moment. I followed her to the living room and as we talked, Stephen slowly fell asleep in my arms. With a smile Cally got up and bent to pick him up. And, inadvertently, showed me her generous cleavage. I closed my eyes and smiled, but when I opened them up she had turned around and was walking toward her room: apparently she enjoyed having her baby in her own room. I had always enjoyed my sister's cleavage, their shape and size and the smattering of freckles. In the utmost secrecy of course. And now that the pregnancy had turned her breasts into barely believable delights, it was hard to keep my eyes away from them.
All through our adolescence I had secretly enjoyed looking at Cally's body. She was relatively short, about 5'4", and she'd always had a compact body. At no point in her life had she looked like a typical waif teen. Instead she had a body meant to do sports: strong and firm, the kind that let her run for hours and hadn't let even one fall or accident break one of her bones. On the other hand, she was no tomboy, God no! She had more curves than any teenager had any right to have. I remember seeing her girl friends staring at her in envy, when they though nobody was looking. Damn! *I* was looking too!
And then, on the night of her twentieth birthday a friend of hers brought another friend, David, and the rest is history. They met a few times, went to a few parties and movies together, hooked up and eventually decided to keep the unexpected child a year and a half later. They had bought a small house when they discovered Cally was pregnant, and at least he had let her keep it. Until now, that is: who knew what cheap trick the bastard had up his sleeve?
Cally returned from her room a few minutes later, and this time I had a better look at her: she was wearing a thin nightgown with a tank top underneath. the nightgown was opened widely, as if handling Stephen had pulled it opened. Or had she breastfed him? No, she hadn't been gone long enough... Anyways, the view was remarkable: the breasts that had always been full and round were now at least a cup size bigger, filled with warm milk. And I guessed that she was wearing nothing but one of her breastfeeding bras, because her breasts were obviously not restrained very much.
I shook my head and smiled to her as she sat next to me. I was unprepared for what she did next. Cally wrapped her arms around my next, buried her face against my neck and began crying. I knew things had not been easy for her, but I had no idea it was that bad... But when she began talking a few minutes later, her situation began to dawn on me. She was exhausted, all alone, trying to deal with a first baby and with the fact that her boyfriend had been a bastard after all, all the while coming to terms with the breakup itself...
I held her in my arms, letting her cry as much as she wanted. Eventually she stopped and fell asleep against me. I stayed there for a while, caressing her hair and holding her tight. After a while I slipped out and picked her up in my arms. I climbed the stairs and found her room in complete disarray. After putting her down on a corner of her bed I proceeded to remove the clothes and random things that were strewn around over the rest of the queen-sized bed. Cally woke up as I finished and began unfastening the belt of her nightgown. I came around and helped her get it off.
"I need to get that bra off, big brother..."
"Ok Cally, don't worry about it. Just sit up and I'll do it."
"Thank you."
It was an awkward moment, but she was so tired and miserable that it didn't feel wrong at all. I simply raised her tank top and unsnapped the bra, letting her do the rest. No wonder she had wanted to take it off: it was a big thing, probably designed to be as comfortable as possible but doing a terrible job of it. After letting it fall beside the bed, Cally laid back down and I pulled the blankets over her. I kissed her brow and whished her good night. She was asleep before I had left the room.
The first week had been hard for me, never having cared for a baby before, but it was worth it: Cally was looking much better than she had when I got here. I could help with the nights, the cooking and cleaning, and even repaired a few odds things in and around the house. Stephen turned out to be a sweet little child, not predisposed to cry very often and one who easily fell asleep, enjoying his long naps. Cally and I had always been close, but the week together had brought us even closer. I was no longer the visiting-brother-that-came-to-help but simply Johan, the big brother that I had been during our youth. Everything was going nicely for everybody.
Except perhaps one thing: her breasts kept haunting me like hungry animals! I had seen her quite a few times during her pregnancy, but always at social family gatherings or other public events. Despite her loose blouses and dresses, I had been fascinated by them: a powerful mix of normal male obsession and the remembered adolescent thrills that had turned me into a breast-man. During those months I had taken every opportunity to look at her breasts, but nothing out of the ordinary had happened: loose clothing didn't feed my fantasies very well. For example I had never seen her breast-feed Stephen before; now it was a daily occurrence.
And oh God was it a wonderful thing! At first Cally had been shy about this, but I told her that I was here to help her, not hinder her routines. And besides, she clearly enjoyed breast-feeding her little boy. And, for some reason, I always managed to be seated in front of her when she did this, at a slight angle. The first few times my sister was still careful and tried to be as discrete as she could. She was not overly prudish or timid about showing me her opened cleavage, but she didn't linger either. As soon as Stephen was done she would pull the bra patch back up and lace her gown.
But after a few days she began to loosen up. She *had* seen me looking at her breasts while she was breast-feeding; heck! she even smiled at me once, winking at me when she caught me. But this afternoon, as we were talking above a breast-feeding; she got caught up in our conversation and didn't notice immediately that Stephen was done and had fallen asleep. He had turned his head away slightly and my sister's large nipple was dawning into my field of view. As she talked, Cally's arm gradually moved lower, exposing more and more of her full breast to me.
The sight was incredible. I know some women have their breasts distorted by pregnancy: not Cally. She had always had big, round and firm breasts, and all that milk didn't make them sag at all. Instead they were just the same, only bigger, better. Generous curves all around, a thrusting bulge from her chest upwards, all the way to her distended nipple. It was pink and still shiny from Stephen's saliva, the large aureole smoothly following the curve of the breast and the big nipple itself protruding hugely. Only one of her breast was exposed but I could see the other one's swell, confined in the bra and between my sister's arms, nearly touching its twin.
And of course, all that wonderful skin was covered with freckles. Cally inherited my father's red hair, while I got my mother's blonde. In high summer a few freckles could appear on my face, but that was it. Cally, on the other hand, had them all year long. Luckily they were not the really dark kind of freckles. Instead they were a lovely shade of pale brown, and covered her face, shoulder and breasts. I could see now that the lower part of her breasts had only a few of them. I felt a thrill as I realized that only a few other people would know that. Oh God how badly would I like to touch them!
All this from quick glances as Cally was talking, hoping that she wouldn't either see me or notice that Stephen was asleep. But of course she eventually did. When her head came back up, after seeing her exposed breast, she turned red but smiled nonetheless:
"Enjoying the view?"
"Umm, well, I think that..."
Cally laughed, as she was lacing her medieval-style gown. "Still the unrepentant breast-man are you!"
"You got me there." I laughed with her. "I'm sorry Cally."
"Well don't be Johan. I don't mind and I know you won't try to take advantage of me." She got up, taking Stephen to his bed. "But if I catch you taking a peek at me while I'm in the shower, I'm going to start wondering why you came here after all!"
We both laughed at her joke, but my cock twitched at the thought. The following evening, Stephen having taken only a short nap in the afternoon, Cally breast-feed him again before putting him to sleep for the night. This time I didn't get to see as great a show as earlier, but it was clear that Cally wasn't as careful as usual. Instead of having Stephen's head in my way as she covered herself up, I got treated to a slight peek at her entire breast again. With a hard-on that remained for a lot longer than I believed possible, we talked until 10 o'clock before going to bed.
As the house became quiet I lay awake in my bed, in the room next to Cally. It was obviously the old baby room, before she decided to have him sleep in her room. In the deep silence I suddenly heard a very faint hum, the sound of a small motor. It was coming from my sister's room, through the wall. The first image that came to my mind was that of a vibrator. Or, more precisely: the image of my sister naked, twisting in sinful pleasure *around* a huge vibrator. But I soon realized that it didn't sound like any vibrator I could imagine. I was puzzled. Then I hear Cally sighing miserably, probably cursing under her breath as well, before getting up to go to the bathroom. I nearly got up but something held me back.
The answer to the puzzle came up by itself the following morning. Cally's usual nighttime attire was quite simple: a pair of long and loose flannel pants and a tank top over a breast-feeding bra. Only this morning she wasn't wearing the bra. Her breasts were huge and obvious under the thin top, and as firm and milk-distended as they were, they still jiggled and moved around a lot. A blind man couldn't have missed them. My eyes must've widened slightly, before I could do anything about it, because Cally's face fell and she crossed her arms in front of her breasts.
"Oh I'm sorry Johan." she said, nearly sobbing. "I should never have come here like this... I'll go change."
"Cally wait!" I said, feeling bad that she had somehow been offended by my glance. Fortunately she stopped and turned around. She was still on the verge of tears and kept her arms in front of her breasts. "What's wrong? Please tell me!"
"Oh..." she sighed, letting her arms fall to her sides. "I know you didn't mean to stare at those giant things!" she looked down briefly to her breasts. They were incredible: the freckles obvious in the revealed milk-induced cleavage and oh so sexy! But now was not the time! And this was my sister, for crying out loud!! Her small crisis made me realize just how weird this whole breast-thing was: my very own, flesh and blood sister!
"Er..." was all I could manage to croak.
"It shouldn't be your problem. I'm sorry I did this. What was I thinking!" She turned around, nearly sobbing again.
I followed her into her room and asked, "Come on now Cally, apparently I did something that offended you and I want to know what it is so that I can apologize."
"What? Oh no! You didn't do anything wrong Johan." she looked at me and it was clear that she was speaking the truth. "I've seen you stealing glances at those monsters since you got here. But I don't really mind... In fact since The Jerk left I've been feeling uglier and uglier. He *did* compliment me on my looks, at the very least... And now it seems that without— Oh what am I rambling about! that's not the problem at all."
"Take your time Cally." we sat on her bed and she took a deep sigh.
"For the past few weeks Stephen hasn't been feeding a lot. He feeds often but not for long. I've called the doc and he says that it's normal, that Stephen had been feeding too much before." She took another deep breath, apparently hesitant to continue.
"Take your time Cally, we're in no hurry." I was trying my best not to look down her top, which was loose and opened way too much...
"Ok then, here it goes. My breasts hurt." she paused, not knowing how I would react. When I didn't, she explained. "Stephen isn't drinking enough milk, and the damned pump isn't working as it should." A light bulb appeared in my head, shining light on yesterday's puzzle. "And when it works at all, it hurts me more."
"And what can you do when the pump doesn't work? What did the women do before those pumps were invented?"
"Well, they either breast-fed other kids or squeezed the milk out."
"Why can't you do that? The squeezing I mean?" I was getting uncomfortable talking about such things, but listened to what she had to say.
"I can, and I do. I did that yesterday night, but even when I go gently it hurts. I used to be able to..." and then she reddened, her pale white skin turning unambiguously red. "I used to be able to suck it out myself, but now there's too much and I can't reach my nipple because of all the milk..."
There was a slight pause. For twenty seconds I battled my imagination and tried to forget the flood of images that poured into my mind: Cally sucking milk out of her own breasts.
"Even my softer bras become painful. So that's why I'm not wearing one now. But I should have guessed that it would be too obvious."
"Don't worry about that Cally... I don't mind."
"I'm sure you don't!" she laughed quickly, her hand wiping the few tears that had fallen.
"I'm serious. You're breasts are wonderful, have always been wonderful, and your pregnancy has only made them even more amazing."
"Really?"
"Of course!"
"They've been such a hassle those past few months, that even the sweet pleasure I feel when Stephen feeds isn't all that great anymore. And since he can't drink enough anymore, it's gotten worse."
"Well of course he can't drink it all! Even a grown man would find it difficult to empty them..." I realized what I was saying too late.
Cally looked at me, a strange expression on her face. She was still red. Stumbling over the first few words, she said: "The only place where I'm comfortable is in the bath. In fact I'm going to go and take one right now."
She didn't run out of the room, but it was clear that she had seen the implications of my last words. I found myself alone sitting on her bed, a hard-on in my jeans and too many fantasies in my head. I took a deep breath, got up carefully and went back to the kitchen.
Sitting in the living room with a book, waiting for Cally to come out of her bath, I didn't know what was going to happen. I was pleasantly aroused and my cock was already half-hard from her tank top, but I was also anxious: how was she going to react, to say or worse, not say. She stayed quite a long time in the bath, apparently having brought Stephen with her for some of that time. I was getting worried as the morning went on: how was she reacting to our discussion? Yet as she walked into the living room with Stephen in her arms, she gave me a very sweet and soft smile. She was also still wearing the same thing as this morning: a tank top with no bra. She sat next to me on the couch and placed Stephen in the crook of her arm to breast-feed him. She lowered one of the tank top's straps leisurely, allowing me once again a full, unobstructed view of her breast, before pulling Stephen close.
I had never been so close to her when she was breastfeeding, and tried to keep my glances short and subtle. But after hearing her comments about how she didn't mind me looking and the fact that she had chosen to sit next to me, I didn't feel so hesitant to look. In fact I dropped the book and turned towards her overtly. After a few seconds she turned and looked at me staring at her and smiled again, gentle and honest. I smiled back, taking a relaxing deep breath. Something had happened during our conversation, and it looked like the rest was going to come about in silence.
Her exposed breast was just as marvelous as I remembered, creamy white skin dusted with freckles. Large and firm, generous and assertive as it thrust towards Stephen's, or anyone else's, mouth. But right now I wanted to see more of those breasts. Slowly, deliberately, I reached up and grabbed the tank top's other strap. After waiting for a few seconds, while Cally smiled but didn't look at me, I pulled it down completely to reveal her left breast in all its glory. This was the kind of breast that even the better surgeons couldn't copy. Not only round, firm and flawless, but also perfectly placed on her chest, with a nipple that pointed slightly outward and upward, with a pale and delicate pink aureole that begged to be kissed, sucked and cared for lovingly.
Unable to resist that call, I grabbed a pillow and placed it on Cally's thigh. As I lied down and placed my mouth mere inches away from her nipple, she turned and looked at me. Quietly she gave me another of those smiles and placed her hand around my shoulders, before pulling me in as well. I was not prepared for her skin's heat. She was just out of the bath, her skin clean and smelling faintly of soap and of herself, and her big nipple in my mouth felt wonderful. Her whole body seemed warm against me: her arm around my side and back, her belly, her breast against my cheek and her nipple between my lips...
As I began sucking I felt a small surge of milk flowing into my mouth, my very first taste of breast milk. Peculiar taste: both more sweet and sour than regular milk, but the simple act of sucking it out of my sister's breast was blowing me away in any case. My left hand moved up and cupped the generous breast, squeezing it gently between my fingers. I could feel it being pressed against my cheek, could feel its heat and see the freckles I had looked at so often... I took a long pull of her milk and was rewarded by Cally's sigh and slight giggle. When I looked up she was staring back down at me, smiling softly.
I don't know how long I stayed there sucking and kissing and licking and caressing my sister's breast. At one point I heard Stephen breathing deeply: he had fallen asleep. My sister then whispered: "don't move..." and proceeded to lay Stephen down against the pillows of the couch. With a shy smile, she asked: "Could you finish the other one Johan?" Could I? I moved up on her thigh and rested my head in the crook of her arm. As I began feasting on her other breast, using my tongue as much as my lips to kiss and explore this second wonder, my intentions were becoming obviously sexual. But as I was seeing Cally's grin as I was kissing the underside of her breast, I just kept going.



My left hand, which had been cautiously caressing my sister's right breast when I first began sucking it, was now openly caressing it as my mouth had moved to the second one. I was trying my best to encompass all of it's size, from the bottom of the line beneath it's girth to where it disappeared against her chest on each side. Then all the way directly up to the huge and soft nipple, squeezing it sideway between my opened fingers. As I was still drinking directly from one of the two sources of so many fantasies, I dared to close my hand fully on its twin. As I was dropping any remaining pretense of doing this only to help Cally, I felt the mass of her right breast molding itself between and around my fingers. I pushed her entire breast upwards, feeling it's weight in my hand, then squeezed it a bit more.
And suddenly, as my sister's milk was flowing inside my mouth, some of what remained in her other breast began trickling down over my hand. And then, through another one of Cally's sighs, I heard a faint moan. When I opened my eyes I could see that hers were closed and her head was resting backwards on the couch. Encouraged, I spread the milk all over her breast, turning the already obviously sensual caresses into a wetter, more sexual fantasy. At some point Cally brought her hand against mine and guided me around her breast and chest, reveling in the sensations.
And then she softly whispered: "I think that's enough for today Johan..." I slowly calmed down, taking my time before stopping and disentangling myself from her breasts and her arms. Taking the towel, she wiped the excess milk and saliva from her, slowly. She then took Stephen in her arms, not bothering to pull her tank top back up, and took him to her room. She smiled at me before disappearing in the corridor. Still stunned by what had just happened, I simply laid on the couch, eyes wide opened but seeing nothing but Cally's breasts. A bit later I heard her singing a lullaby to Stephen, who had probably woken up...
The rest of the day was uneventful, but it was clear that Cally was in a remarkably good mood. And of course, with her nipples so freshly out of my mouth, so was I. While we were doing the dishes after dinner, I nearly wrapped my arms around her and her breasts, as she was standing in front of the sink. But somehow it didn't feel like the right thing to do. I was allowed to suck her breasts under the pretense of helping her out: grabbing her breasts like a teenager would hardly be understandable...
I went to bed early, the nearly constant hard-on in my pants requiring attention. As soon as silence descended on the house, I threw the sheets on the floor and started masturbating. How Cally had kept me hard all day I'll never know; for now all I cared about was letting my fantasies run wild. I had always liked talking aloud while fantasizing, as if that fact made them more real. With Cally so close, I had to whisper, but it was enough.
I re-imagined the morning we just had, with me sucking her breasts. I was not simply helping her with excess milk; that much was clear. But from there things grew. Stephen disappeared from the scene and so did her tank top and pants: I could feel my sister's hot legs under my side as I ate her breasts all over. I whispered her name in a moan, as a spasm of pleasure ran up my cock. I could see my hands cupping her breasts as I sucked her nipples: I could even hear her moans. She had sighed this morning, now she was moaning shamelessly. I whispered, with her voice in my mind: "Oh Johan, I've been dreaming of this moment for so long..." And then she slipped her hand down my pants, grabbing my hard cock.
Another spasm made my cock twitch: I was not going to last long! I could feel her expert hand on my cock, pumping me like I was pumping her breasts. All of a sudden she asked me to move off her, and sit down in her place. I did, only to see my dear, loving sister kneel between my opened legs. My pants and boxers had magically disappeared: this is a fantasy after all. I could see nearly all of my sister: all she had on was a tiny pair of pure white panties. A thong of course. Without warning she bent down and engulfed my cock in her mouth. Warm, wet, powerfully erotic; my sister sucking me off. All the while I was moaning and whispering on the bed: "Oh yes Cally, suck my cock, suck your big brother's cock..."
It became clear that all she really wanted to do was to lube my cock for the main event. Only a few minutes later she straightened up and pushed her breasts towards my hard cock. In my fantasy they were even bigger than their huge size in the real world: both my hands would not have covered one! But then they wrapped around my shaft. "Oh yes Cally, fuck my cock with those breasts... Oh yeah, that's it, squeeze them hard around me..." I don't know how loud I was whispering and right now I didn't care. Had the real Cally knocked on my bedroom door just now, I would have taken her on the hallway floor!
But fantasy Cally and me were not disturbed. I was going to cum any second now. Sensing this, my Cally pulled back and grabbed her breasts, offering them for me. I whispered, again in her voice: "Cum all over them Johann, bathe me with your cum..." I knew it sounded cheesy, but God did it feel great!!! And so I did: while spraying up on the bed, with my cum pooling on my belly, I saw myself spraying a first jet of cum right on her cheek, then all the others covered her ample breasts. As I hit her smooth skin, she climaxed too (hey, this is a fantasy, right?) and squeezed her breasts as the pleasure overtook her. Some of her milk flew right on my belly while I kept pumping more cum on her. I don't know how long I kept ejaculating on her like that. "You like having cum all over your breasts, don't you, my little slut? My little Cally slut?" In my fantasy she replied yes, not even blushing.
As I lay back on the fantasy couch and relaxed completely on the real bed, I made Caly do one last thing for me: she scooped all the cum I had pumped on her and drank it slowly. Laughing softly on the bed I realized that if I had really pumped all that cum in real life, I would have needed balls the size of grapefruits! But Cally didn't seem to mind, drinking handful after handful as if it was ambrosia. Completely exhausted I fell asleep on my bed, not even taking the time to clean myself.
Little did I know, at least until later, that although Cally hadn't heard me through the wall, she had heard everything I said through the little baby microphone she had left in Stephen's old room. Even worse, she told me much later, when she had heard me snoring, through the wall this time, she even came into the room. She tiptoed up to the bed and saw me naked, with a belly covered with cum. Softly as only a young mother can be soft, she dipped her finger in one of the larger cum pools and tasted it. With a grin more naughty than any young mother had a right to do, she licked her finger and lips clean. Completely naked, she slowly walked back out, closed the door and patiently waited for what the morning would bring...
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I hadn't seen my baby sister in three years. At seventeen she decided that she wanted to move to Europe, with a promising husband and a wonderful job waiting for her there. She had met him on the internet and the relationship had apparently (I was not privy to every detail) evolved from cybersex into friendship, then through emails and phone calls into a fully blown romantic relationship.
My parents were not very happy to welcome the older guy (he was about 27 at the time) for a month long visit in 2001, but they grudgingly accepted. Sadly, things didn't work out very well between them and he left early, to the great humiliation of my sister Dasha. A month later she announced that she was moving to Europe to find her husband. My parents were shattered by the news (as there had been no place for negotiation), but were too proud to do anything drastic about it.
I hadn't really liked the French guy myself, but it was clear that my sister was really happy with him. I was saddened when she left as we really enjoyed each other's company, but what else could I do? She kept in touch with me more or less regularly, mostly through emails, but physical distance finally created emotional distance after a year or so. We wrote to each other every two or three months, nothing more.
I was shocked, three weeks ago, when I received an email from her: her oh-so-wonderful husband had thrown her out of his home. I just couldn't believe it: he had all but literally thrown her out. Dasha hadn't said why, and I had a feeling that I'd never know the full story. It was clear from her email, though, that she was in a bind, with nowhere to go or live. I guess that most of her friends were that creep's friends, and that they wouldn't help her now that she was not with him anymore. One of her friends from work had offered her couch, but Dasha said that she was only barely welcomed there.
So after wrapping things up at work, as she needed good recommendation papers for her next job, she was flying back to the States. She couldn't come back to our parent's house, not yet anyway, so I offered her the guest room at my place. She even begged me not to tell anything to either mom or dad, that she would find a way to talk to them soon. I didn't think that it was such a good idea, to hide the fact that she was coming back, but it was her decision to make.
Here I was, sitting along at the airport, waiting for flight 322, wondering how our reunion would go. After she had outgrown her fourteen and fifteen year old rebellious phase, we had gotten along really good. To the point of doing things together like camping, skiing, and even little things like watching movies together. I'd been living on my own for the past 5 years when we began reconnecting, being six years older than her, but she'd often come to my place just to hang around. It was a bit peculiar, I know, but we really did have a great time together.
One question was worrying me, as I was sitting near the large gate: would I recognize her instantly? I was sure that I would, but on the other hand I had no idea what she had done to her appearance during those three years or so. When she left three years ago, she had been a tall teenager with a tight body and short dark red hair. In fact, one of her favorite pound-on-herself subject was her body: "I look like a kid!" she'd often complain at 16 and 17. Small breasts, barely-there hips and long skinny legs. I knew she had the potential to become a really good looking woman, having seen many young girls flourishing at around 19, but she never believed me. What would she look like now?
Well, I was about to find out: the gates were opening. I *did* recognize her instantly in the end. She was still the tall girl I remembered even though her hair were now much longer and her figure had matured quite nicely. She smiled broadly when she saw me and ran into my arms laughing and hugging me tight.
"Wow! You've been working out brother!"
I had. "Well yeah, it helps when the gym's in your basement!"
"You look great!" she grinned, looking me up and down.
She pulled me into her arms again, laughing. But after a few seconds it was clear that she wasn't all that joyous, but that the recent events had taken a toll on her. I kept my arms around her as she relaxed, and I felt that she was close to tears. We got her things and headed back home. She did cry on the way back, filling me in on the particulars of her last months as well as letting all that tension blow over.
A stroke of luck in a computer project I had begun while still in high school had given me more than enough money to live comfortably for the rest of my life. I sold my ideas and patents, two years ago, to a huge company I respected; one I was sure would keep doing great work on my brainchild. Why did I sell out? Two reasons, the first one being 10 million dollars. The second one was even more compelling: bureaucratic nightmare! Ten different licensees, my app bundled with 23 different suites or applications, overall selling about 250 000 copies. So I had two choices: becoming a full time (15 hours a day) boss, hire employees to work for me, deal with clients, publishers, support groups and so become a completely stressed out multi-millionaire; or else make 10 million dollars with one pen stroke and live care-free for the rest of my life. Now all I had to deal with was a really competent broker/investor and my financial future was settled.
Of course my sister knew about all of this, but she was not prepared for the house she saw when I rolled onto the driveway.
"Wow! That's impossible bro!" and then she laughed out loud.
"Well, did you think I'd live in a puny little house sitting on ten million dollars?"
"No, of course not, but I hadn't imagined this!"
I had bought myself an old hunting lodge for a insanely rich family. For some reason they decided to sell it along with the incredibly large piece of land and mountain on which it was sitting. A beautiful mixture of logs and large stones, my house was a two story high wonderland for nature lovers. And even though I made my 6 year career in computers, I still love the outdoors! I think this house was what really convinced me to sell: it was 2 million dollars and even though I was worth more than that at the time, I couldn't pay such an amount without loosing most of my controlling shares.
Anyway, Dasha was giggling in delight now, walking around the mansion and enjoying the view. Oh yes, the last detail: the mansion was on a mountainside and there were more hiking and skiing trails that I could count. Even a small lake an hour or so away. The late summer day was still warm and the imminent sunset was showing all the sings of an incredible show, but Dasha was too tired to really appreciate it right now. I showed her the guest room, across the hall from mine, and she dropped on the bed, falling asleep instantly.
At first I thought that she was kidding, but after a minute or so of not responding to my questions, Dasha began to snore lightly. I laughed and decided to get her properly under the blankets. I pulled her running shoes off, then her socks and even pulled the zipper of her pants down until I realized what I was doing. This was not my adolescent sister anymore. She was now 21 years old and a stunning beauty to boot! I started to get off the bed and leave her be, then I shook my head: she was my sister damn it! And even though I had been single for the last year or so, there was no way I was going to see my very own little sister as a sexual object!
Yet as her long legs came into view, I was not so sure anymore. Firm flesh, unblemished skin, nice hips and a tiny little pair of panties. Hmmm. I decided to leave her tee shirt where it was and to simply pull the thin blanket over her. But she was lying *over* the blanket. I began turning her over, saying her name so that she would wake up for a second or two. But she didn't wake up and I had to turn her over. A thong. That tiny pair of panties were in fact a thong. Oh my God: I was staring at my sister's ass like a lewd old man! By an act of will, I turned her over once more and managed to free the blanket.
I sighed as I closed the door behind me, hoping that she wouldn't mind too much. I was not so sure that undressing her was a good idea anymore, but I was about to put her pants back on! I spent the evening in fear that she would wake up and scream, calling me a pervert from across the house...
She didn't: she slept all the way to 10 o'clock next morning. The first thing I heard from her room as I was cooking breakfast were those words:
"Wow David! This really smells wonderful!" she said in a slightly sleepy voice.
"Eggs and bacon ready for you Dash... You coming?"
"Yeah..." she said through a yawn, walking out of her room.
Naked. Walking out of her room naked. I was staring at her, the bowl of bacon hanging sideways in my hand. Even through a yawn and with her hair in completely wild disarray, Dasha was one of the most sexy things I had ever seen in my life. Her legs were just as long and scrumptious as they had looked yesterday night, her hips just as feminine, but her shaved pussy, slender waist, nicely rounded breasts were something else. She looked like a fantasy coming to life in front of my eyes. Large, probably C-cups breasts with proud pink nipples staring right at me, jiggling with each of her steps...
"Dasha!"
"What?" she said, looking up at me
"You're naked!"
"Yes... Oh, you mind?" She stopped walking, clearly uncomfortable.
"Well, of course!"
"Oh... OK, just give a minute then..."
She turned around and walked back to her room, and I forced myself not to look at her ass. Again. But there it was, in all it's tight, compact and perky glory! The bowl of bacon nearly fell to the floor, but I grasped it firmly and walked to the table. Sitting, while waiting for my sister to return, I tried my best to forget what I had just seen. It was hard. Very hard. Just as my cock was becoming actually. I had outgrown the instant erection nudity caused in young adolescent males, but I wasn't completely immuned either...
Dasha was slightly red faced when she returned, decently dressed, she but smiled at me.
"I'm sorry David... I didn't even thought that it could bother you..."
"I find that hard to believe..."
"No, I mean it." she smiled at me again. "I think you'd like in France my brother. Topless beaches everywhere, nudity among close friends not being a taboo at all... Listen I'm sorry, " she said, placing her hand on my arm. "I didn't mean to embarrass you."
"That's alright. I was... surprised I guess. I was actually worried that you might be angry with me for undressing you last night. "
"Really? Aw, that's sweet David..." she grinned at me. "But I'm not a little girl anymore: I don't mind if you look at me, especially if all you wanted was to make me more comfortable. So, what about that bacon?"
We ate together while bringing each other up to date on our lives. Apparently her life in France was not all that great. She hadn't manage to make any real friends, her bad French being a major obstacle. Her relationship with her husband had been steadily degrading for the past five or six months, and she had seen the inevitable break-up coming for the last two. Dasha hadn't known what to do, all alone in France with no one to talk to. She hadn't managed to find the courage to call even me, the closest person in her life since she decided to leave.
In the end she had had no choices, and I told her that I was really glad that she turned to me. She cried a few tears during breakfast, but as the crisis had been going on for two months, she was not completely in shambles. After eating more bacon than I thought she would, judging by her slim figure, Dasha got up and wanted to take in the sun on my deck.
"You'd think I'd spend most of my summer days naked under the sun in the south of France, but the weather is really weird. When you expect it to be dry it's humid and vice-versa, and at 4 o'clock in the afternoon, every afternoon, everything just becomes ridiculous."
"Go ahead... Nothing like the north-eastern states for a good tan!"
Dasha laughed at the joke, but added: "As weird as it sounds you're right David! For me at least... Now, you *would* mind if I tanned naked?" she asked, her head lowered, a little smile on her lips.
"Yes. Sorry if I'm not French enough for you, but I'm not comfortable looking at my sister naked."
"Ok then. I understand if you don't find me pretty..."
Oh damn it... She was trying to play with me. "Stop it you little pest!" We laughed at her old pet name. "If you're fishing for compliments, do it directly!"
She waited. "Well?"
"You serious Dasha? Oh, OK then. Now then. You really, really look good Dasha... Do you remember how I told you you'd become a beauty queen? Well, here you are."
"Thanks big brother..." she leaned over and kissed me. On the mouth. A short, dry kiss, but still...
As she walked back to her room, I assumed it was another one of those French customs... I went downstairs to clean up the mess there, in the room where all the useless junk I bought went. I admit, I spent my first millionaire year buying a truckload of worthless gadgets, toys and random things. After a while I wised up, but I still couldn't throw those things away.
When I walked back up an hour later, Dasha was still tanning on the deck, face down. She was covered with water, probably having taken a quick dip in the pool, and she was also wearing a bikini thong. And nothing else, of course. I sighed, looking at the beauty tanning on my deck. She had curves that could make a pope hard, and even though I was her brother I couldn't help enjoying the view.
Her head was turned the other way and I leaned against the window to take a good look. Long thin legs, but smooth and curved just right. She was thin, but her legs were just gorgeous, not too thin like so many models. But her ass was just unbelievable. Small and narrow like the rest of her body, but bulbous, more rounded than any ass had a right to be. It bulged up from her lean thighs and curved back down into the small of her back and to her elfin waist. Water had dribbled down from her ass and back to that little valley, some of it trapped in the chasm between her back muscles.
I could see the side of her left breast, all smooth and firm. Her long ginger hair all pushed to the side revealed her delicate shoulders and neck, and even a small tattoo I had never heard about! From afar it looked like a little character, but I couldn't be sure. It was placed right below her hair line, and may very well be the second person to ever see it!
But that ass of hers was just too much. I sat down on a chair and stared at it shamelessly, trembling when she moved, pushing it up for a few seconds. Computers had given me 10 million dollars (and counting, if we considered the interests), but it had also severely restricted my choice of girlfriends. Somehow I had never found an attractive girl that interested me romantically. And in any case most of those attractive girls wouldn't even give me the time of day. For a time Dasha's friends had been barely fair game, but none of them saw me as anything else than Dasha's big brother. I could have been the key to beer and a car, but it seemed it wasn't enough. Despite all this I'd had three steady girlfriends and a few adventures, but none of them had looked anything like Dasha was looking now. I think I'd give half my money to bury my face between those buttocks of hers!
But I shook my head, trying to clean it from that incestual bullshit. I got up, removed my tee-shirt and joined Dasha on the deck. Knowing I couldn't let her see my cock underneath my boxers, I ran straight for the pool and jumped. I'd really needed that cold water on my cock! I jumped up from the depths, shouting:
"Whew! That's colder than I thought!"
Dasha looked up, smiling. "You didn't have to jump into it silly!" she laughed, careful to keep her breasts decently hidden.
"I don't like waiting for my body to adjust slowly... I prefer the shock therapy than the slow torture!"
"Suit yourself!"
I made a few laps, happy to see that my body was cooling down. After a while I looked up and saw Dasha looking at me. She was sitting up, her bikini top where it belonged, looking at me.
"Why don't you stand up for me David?"
"Why?"
"I want to see what you look like after all those years..." she said, a mischievous gleam i her eyes.
I stood up, in the shallow end, and reddened when she whistled at me. "Oh please stop Dasha!"
"No, I'm serious... If you'd had a body like that four years ago, my friends would have fought each other to have you!"
"Come on..."
"What's happening? Have you become the one unable to accept compliments now?"
I splashed her with water and she squealed. I did it a second time as she was getting up and saw that she was running towards me. "Now you're going to get it big brother!" And she jumped down in the water, nearly drowning me with the huge splash. I tried getting away, but I was already inordinately nervous: we were obviously going to have a little fight in the pool. I read too many erotic stories not to realize just how dangerous the situation was. But damn it, Dasha was my sister! What would it matter if we accidentally felt each other up? It's not like anything was going to happen! And Dasha seemed completely oblivious to the implications of such a fight, with nothing but boxers and a tiny bikini between us and full nudity.
Actually she clearly didn't care at all. As I was jumping away from her she grabbed my foot and pulled me back. When I turned around and roared, she laughed and squealed. I grabbed that tiny waist of hers and threw her bodily towards the deeper end of the pool. I jumped after her but before I could do anything she had grabbed me by the shoulders and pushed me under. Blindly I grabbed her thighs and used her body to pull myself up. Then Dasha did something that would inextricably change the rest of this fight.
I was expecting a casual fight with equally casual slips of the hands, thighs, asses and breasts tentatively fair game. But when she grabbed my boxers and pulled them down to my knees, my eyes opened wide in surprise. As I scrambled to pull them back up, she pushed me down again, laughing loudly. I tried swimming back to the shallow end but she was right behind me, pulling me down and splashing me. I finally managed to get my knees on the bottom and pull my boxers off.
"Ah ah! Afraid to show your little behind David?" Dasha was laughing really hard.
"And you? Afraid to show yours?"
And I grabbed her under her shoulders and pulled her up until she stood in the shallow end. She was laughing so hard that she was barely able to resist. When I turned her around and looked at her ass, I found *myself* unable to resist: I spanked her tight little ass. And I immediately my mind screamed to itself: "WHAT THE FUCK DID I JUST DO?"
Dasha turned around, dead serious, and screamed the same thing at me. My eyes were wide opened in surprise: I just couldn't believe myself. In front of me, Dasha frowned, rubbing her left buttock.
"What's wrong with you David? Too long without a girlfriend and you think that your sexy little sister won't mind if you paw her?"
"No! I never meant to..." I was stammering, completely flushed in shame... "Oh Dasha I'm so sorry! Please—"
But then I was cut off, finding myself flying backwards until I splashed in the deep end of the pool. When I surfaced Dasha was bent over in laughter, slapping her scrumptious thighs with her hands. "You fell for it big brother! I can't believe it!" Her eyes were closed, and she never saw me coming. I was still slightly in shock about the whole thing, but I knew I had to keep going regardless. I jumped towards her and grabbed her in my arms. Then, with my left hand completely opened on her ass, I pushed her as far as I could back towards the deep end.



And immediately jumped after her once again. But this time there was going to be no quarters given. We fought above and below the waterline, tickling and pushing each other underwater. Our hands were beginning to be less and less picky about what they grabbed, and at one point her hand slipped up from my thigh, underneath my boxers and directly onto my ass. Dasha squeezed her hand, feeling my butt. Above the water she said: "Ooohh David, you've really been working out!" And then she pinched me hard. I pushed her away as she was laughing, but now I was against the side of the pool.
I leaped onto her as she was trying to move away. I reached up and grabbed her waist, wanting to pull her back. But she twisted and my hands slipped. All the way down her wonderful ass, hips and thighs. A mere fraction of a second: my fingers were numb with bliss, my cock pulling on my blood like a vacuum. Slick skin, smooth flesh, perky ass. I felt her supple skin give way under my thumbs, and discovered instantly that never before had I felt such a wonderful body before.
Then immediately afterward I discovered something else: I was holding Dasha's thong in my hands. As if the long caress hadn't been enough, my face reddened even more and I threw it towards Dasha. She saw my discomfiture and laughed: "What's wrong David? Afraid I'll jump you without it?" My eyes widened just a bit. She saw it. "Oooohhh, that's what it is... Well, you're damn right I will!"
This time I really tried to get away as fast as I could. Because as embarrassing as geting out of the pool with a hard-on would be, it would be a lot worse if she noticed it by feeling it against her. Sadly, I didn't get to the ladder in time. She bear-hugged me from behind, with nothing on other than a bikini top. I could feel her mound against my boxers. We were sinking together, and I had to squirm around to free myself. In the fight we ended up facing each other and I felt my cock pressed against her belly. Her lower belly. She froze for a second and let me go, but I could hear her laughing all the way up underwater.
I couldn't look at her and slowly swam away, afraid that this time she'd berate me for good. But she didn't.
"Listen David." From the corner of my eyes I could see her putting her bikini back on.
"What?" I said, still unwilling to turn around.
"I don't mind. I really don't. Look at me David. You're 27 years old damn it! Not a little schoolboy. " Her tone was harsh, but she was smiling.
I turned and looked at her. "What?" I dumbly repeated, conscious that my face was still red and despite my embarrassment my cock was still hard.
"God I don't why you've suddenly become so prude! David, I'm you're sister and I know that guys don't have total control over their cocks..."
I nodded as she sat beside me on the stairs. My cock was still hard, but it was hidden by the shifting waves. "Yeah, but still... I *am* you're brother. I should be the last guy to have an... to have a..."
"An erection for me. Yes, I know. But would you be surprised to hear that you're the *first* guy to have one for me in months?"
"What?" I turned towards her.
"Oh...' she sighed deeply. "John hasn't been able to get it up for me for the last two or three months. You know how self-conscious I am... Can you guess how terrible it had been? And when I heard him masturbating in the next room, in the middle of the night, I knew that it was because he didn't think I was desirable anymore."
"Now wait a minute Dasha, it's not because—"
"Save it David. I don't care anymore. Not much anyway. " She took another sigh, more vigorous this time. "So please don't be ashamed. If we hadn't talked about it I would simply have considered it a wonderful compliment!" She giggled. "I would never have told you about it, but now that you know all this... I'm very happy to see that there's at least one cock that's happy to see me!"
And we laughed together at her comment. She got up and slowly walked down the stairs back into the pool. Once more, despite everything, my eyes were staring at her ass. So small and cheerleader-like, it could almost fit in my two opened hands. When Dasha spoke I realized that she had been looking at me, grinning.
"What? Looking at my ass? Are you only wondering whether you left a spank mark, or are you... *looking* at my ass?"
"Oh, damn it Dash... Don't tease me!" I was smiling by then.
"At least I see that you're not *that* embarrassed about this..."
And she dived down, letting me see her ass as she bent down and jumped. Too sweet. Way too sweet. I got up as she was underwater and quickly got inside. I was dying to masturbate and get rid of this tension, but the thought masturbating to my own sister was a bit too disturbing... And I knew I wouldn't be able to think about anyone else now, so I kept it all inside me.
Dasha joined me a few hours later for a late lunch and an idea: camping. We did a lot of such camping trips in the past, before she left for France, and I thought that those days were long over. We packed a few things in addition to my basic camping gear and were ready to go. Instead of driving to some remote location, Dasha wanted to stay on my land. And as we easily had a few walking days of distance in any direction, I agreed with her suggestion.
We walked a few hours in the afternoon and a few hours more until the sun began setting. We found a quiet spot, fire-safe, and set up the tent. It was small, but very light and designed for two: a few minutes was all it took to install. We had been picking up dry wood for the last twenty minutes or so and soon had the fire blazing. We ate our trail dinner and relaxed in the wilderness.
"So David, I can't believe that you don't have any girlfriend... With that body of yours, and all that money, I'd think you'd be fighting them off!"
"Well, the money's the real problem... I do meet a lot of women, but most people around here know who I am and just how rich I became a few years ago. Suddenly everybody's smiling at me, being overly friendly. So I never know if women are interested in me, or just my money. Sounds classic, but that's my situation..."
"I understand that, but David it's been a year since you last slept with a girl! Why not let the sexiest of those sluts into your bed for a few nights?"
"Oh come Dash, you know I'd never do that!"
"Why not? They're trying to get at your money! The least you could do is to get at their bodies!" We laughed together.
"I don't think so..."
"You have to find a solution, otherwise you're going to explode!" She smiled, looking at me sideways, "Or is that why you had that hard-on earlier?"
"Dasha! Stop it!" But I was laughing with her.
My little sister pulled out a surprise: a small bottle of Whiskey. Small, yet more than big enough to get us both drunk. And that's exactly what we did. The fire was great, the weather cooler but still nice, our reunion, her breakup with her dork, and a new beginning for the camping trips! All reasons to celebrate! Yet even though I didn't know if drinking myself into a drunken state was a good idea right now, I just stopped worrying and drank with Dasha...
Morning came and the sky was mostly cleared, although my head was not. The weather was still fine, but not as glorious as it had been yesterday. Our plan was to keep walking further, to the bigger lake I hadn't visited by land, and then head back. If we head out early, we could be there by two this afternoon. But if clouds come in...
The night had also been mostly clear: nothing weird happened between Dasha and me. She always slept in the nude, she said, but was decent enough to remove her clothes only when she was inside her sleeping bag. Still, seeing her with nothing but a sheer lace bra as she moved around was enough to double the length of my cock. Not a full erection, but a solid and heavy cock swinging between my legs. And I really didn't try to hide it, as it was peaking out of my boxers. Not that I was *that* well hung, but because the boxers were old and very short. Dasha laughed when she saw it, then whistled. In the state I was, I merely laughed with her and slowly got into my sleeping bag next to her. I could feel her body pressed against mine, but I quickly fell asleep. ...who the hell goes hiking with a bra like that?
We managed to shake off the hangover, Dasha faster than me as she was younger, but as I was in much better shape than she was I was able to keep a steady pace. And I had to admit that, as I was looking at those thin legs of hers some of the time, she was not the soft city girl I had dreaded. By mid-morning she was walking fast, with a good rhythm. So that's why, after a brief pause for lunch, we made it to the second and much bigger lake by two o'clock.
Dasha squealed like a little girl when she saw it and the small sandy beach beside. It was only ten feet deep by 30 feet wide, give or take a few feet, but apparently it was enough for my sister.
"The water's going to be pretty cold Dash..."
"I know, but all I want to wash the sweat off me and work on my tan!"
"That tan of yours, is that all you're working on?"
"Ah ah!" she replied mirthlessly. "What's the point of being on vacation if you don't work on your tan?"
"I'm not in vacation! This is my home." I replied, smiling.
"Well, sadly it's not mine. I don't know how long you'll tolerate me here, but eventually I'll have to go and find a place to live... Now, if you're still shy about nudity, turn around because I'm changing into my bathing suit right here!"
I did turn around, thinking that she *would* be leaving soon. I didn't want her to leave. Then again, I couldn't offer her to live with me, brother and sister living together. Could I? Some of my friends did that for College, but then again if she came to live with me it would be no temporary arrangement. Was that decent? did I really want this, knowing that I can barely control myself when she's teasing me?
All through those reflections, I often stole glances at her. Wow. She was wonderful in the sun, her long ginger hair whipping around in the wind. Thin, tall, with a bubbly ass and equally lively and bouncy breasts. She saw me looking at her and simply smiled back at me. She ran to the shore and tasted the water with her feet. Another squeal. I was sure that she wouldn't be able to dive, but she eventually did. When she came out, her nipples were poking out and her hair were covering half of her upper body.
By that time I had undressed and had nothing on but my swimsuit, but had no intentions of jumping in the lake. Of course, my sister had other ideas: she walked by slowly, talking about nothing important, but she jumped on me when she got close enough. She was wet and cold and she shock made me scream in surprise. She wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck, forcing me to hold her against me. For a few seconds I tried to pull her off me for she was too cold, but soon her warmth finally got to me. Opened thighs, bikini clad pussy against my belly, breasts against my chest, arms around my neck, her face against my cheek...
How long had it been since any other girl had so wrapped herself around me? When I squeezed her tighter she felt the change and placed a hand behind my head. We both stopped laughing and enjoyed the moment for what it was. When she climbed down she looked at me with a peaceful smile, but didn't say a word. I thought that she would go find her blanket and lie down in the sun. Sadly, she saw my erection tenting my swimsuit and laughed.
"Oh no David! Aren't you ashamed of being hard for your poor, defenseless little sister?"
"Stop that... You're teasing the hell out of me and I won't bother trying to hide the result of your teasing anymore."
"*I'm* teasing you? As I recalled it was you who hugged me right there..."
She was right, of course, but that didn't explain her jumping up in my arms nearly naked! After that slightly embarrassing incident she did go to her blanket and lied down. Of course, she had to do it now, she asked me to put sunscreen on her back. By the time I had knelt beside her, her top was off. Not merely untied, but thrown to her side. I had knelt beside her, but then I realize that she was still teasing me, probably wanting my erection to become even more obvious, even more awkward.
So I grabbed the little bottle and straddled her thighs, just as I would have done had Dasha been my girlfriend. She didn't say a word, didn't even look back at me. My sister had a great back: very long and lean muscles, no blemishes or tattoos, no tan lines or ugly beauty marks, just a very beautiful back. But even though my hands were sliding all over it, my eyes couldn't move away from her ass. An ass that was only barely hidden by a thong. It was wonderful, not merely beautiful... Pert and perky, bubbling with sexiness, young curves in succulent contrast to the thinness of the rest of her body. Even though she was lying face down, and that my weight was preventing her from moving, it seemed like her ass was turned upward, outward until it shone like a red flower in the snow.
After a few minutes I had to stop and I moved to get up.
"Where are you going? You're not done yet..."
"What?"
"Do you want me to get a sunburn on my ass? If I do, you won't be able to spank me anymore..." and she giggled.
There were countless things I should have replied: you can do it yourself; you won't get a sunburn anyway, it's too late in the summer; I' not planning to spank you again; and the best one: shut your mouth you dirty tease! What did I reply? absolutely nothing. I opened the bottle, poured some cream and rubbed my hands together, nearly salivating.
When my hands finally touched her ass, both cheeks at the same time, my erection lurched in my swimsuit. I was already fully hard, but now I was twitching with pleasure. Her ass was decently firm, but it was most importantly tender. Not soft like a lazy girl's ass, but just perfectly tender, between firm and soft. My hands were feeling it every which way, pinching it lightly, pulling her cheeks apart, up or in circles, massaging it and tracing the fine line between her asscheeks and thighs. At one point I even slipped one thumb under her thong and caressed her skin from her lower back nearly all the way down to her anus.
Still, even though I was clearly not trying to apply sunscreen, Dasha was silent. I did a series of full-hand squeezes, pulling her flesh up before letting it bounce back down, amazed at the young ass. I even pushed my thumbs deeper than they had a right to be between her legs, then pulled her flesh to the side as my hands moved apart. I could see her pussy lips stretching slightly out of her thong, then slipping back underneath. I even dared to slap her cheeks lightly from the side, watching them jiggle a few times. Then a few slaps from above, to see them flowing and bouncing back up... I was in heaven.
Eventually I had to stop. I got up, turned around and dove into the lake to cool down, not even registering the cold water shock. When I looked back, Dasha had propped herself on her elbows and was looking at me. She smiled, clearly winked at me, and lied back down. Once more I fought the urge to masturbate in the lake, but the much too cold water was preventing any kind of sustained erection in any case. But it was clear that I was building up some serious sexual tension here!
I got back out and lied down beside Dasha to warm myself up. the rest of the afternoon and evening went by without a hitch. We didn't talk about the ass massage I had given her, but we had a lot of fun talking for hours. The weather was turning though. My tent was a good one, but not exactly built to resist rain. We found a spot underneath huge trees and hoped that it would be all right.
We went to bed with a few sips of whiskey, but nothing like yesterday. I stayed awake longer, enjoying the feeling of her body against mine, even through the sleeping bags. And knowing that she was completely naked was also a thrill. I heard her falling asleep and I relaxed beside her, hearing the first drops of rain falling around us. Not a storm but a summer's end rainfall. Before falling asleep I hoped that the tent would not leak...
Unfortunately it did. I woke up a few hours later, and even though the rain had stopped, my entire left leg was wet and really cold. I slipped out of my sleeping bag and saw that there was a small pool of water against the left wall. Looking all around, I was relieved to find no more leaks. Dasha woke up as I was looking around.
"What's wrong?" she whispered, even though we were completely alone.
"The damn tent's got a leak."
"Oh. Well, it' not raining anymore at least..."
"No. Are you wet?" I didn't even realize what I had just asked until she replied.
"Not anymore. "
Damn! Had the tease been masturbating in her bag? Is that what she was really saying? She giggled and confirmed my thoughts...
"Er, OK then. But *my* bag's drenched. I'm going to dress and sleep over it."
"Don't be silly, ...silly! You'll freeze and won't sleep at all. Come here with me. We can share mine."
"I'll never fit in there Dash."
"Sure you will."
"Ok, but put something on first. "
"What? Oh not this again! Please David..."
"I'm serious. At least put your panties back on."
"What panties? I have no panties with me."
A pause. "Put your thong then."
Dasha sighed in the complete darkness, but managed to find her thong. She made it snap against her hips. "Here, satisfied? No come here, I'm freezing!" I heard her unzipping the side of her sleeping bag. I tried lying down on my back, but I would never be able to close the bag. Dasha, probably knowing this as well, was already on her side, facing away from me. I knew what I had to do, but I was not sure I ready to do it. I had to spoon my baby sister, trapped inside a sleeping bag, with an old pair of boxers and a thong for decency. This was going to be hard.
I managed to zip up the bag and settled against Dasha. I could feel her warm skin all over mine, from her back and ass to her thighs, calves and feet. My face was also lying right against her hair. She smelled good, of the forest, of the lake, of her... I didn't know what to do with my upper arm, and decided to place it on my hip. It was uncomfortable, but I was not about to slip it between my sister's breasts, as is usual in that position.
I woke up with a start, still in the middle of the night, with my arm warmly nestled right were I didn't want it to go. I could feel the skin of her breasts, hot and sweaty, lying against my forearm. Dasha's arm was above mine, but she wasn't holding my hand. My cock was already pumping its way, in fits and twitches, to a nasty erection. Slipping out from my boxers it was pulling them up, freeing itself and rubbing against my sister's ass.
How the fuck did things like that happen so fast! My brain was down in my cock, I was hot, holding a marvelously beautiful girl in my arms, breathing in her smell, my nose buried into her nape, lost in her hair... What was I to do? Softly I pulled my arm away from her breasts and moved it down until I was cupping her left breast. Her skin was so warm and soft; shivers ran down my arm. Her nipple was soft and fully relaxed in my hand, the fully developed breast pliant and yielding under my fingers.
I began exploring Dasha's breast with my fingers slowly, not wanting to wake her up. Whenever I squeezed a finger I felt her compact breast reacting, bulging under my other fingers. When I squeezed my fingers all in sequence her breast seemed to dance under my palm. I couldn't feel any fat, any over-softness: Dasha's breasts, at 21 years of age, late-bloomers, were all flesh, all breasts, a thriving sensual delight.



Even if I couldn't see it at all, I could feel the elusive contour of her aureole, the slight bumps and different skin surrounding her nipple. As my thumb was teasing it, twisting it around, the little nub was beginning to harden, all delicate that it was. Leaving it harden on its own, I moved my hand lower and cupped the smooth curve below her breast, feeling the smooth, evanescent line between it and her chest. I had barely believed it when I saw her naked the day before yesterday, but my fingers were confirming it: there was absolutely no sag to those breasts. They were a very round C-cup, the kind some women pay to have implanted, but although they were all natural, they didn't sag at all.
And as I began playing around freely with that little corner of paradise, I realized that I was feeling my sister up, going to second base as if she were a lover. And for the moment, with my brain down at its battle station, I didn't care at all. In fact, when I flexed my cock and felt the sweat between it and Dasha's ass, my heart lurched in excitement. I angled my hips differently and slipped my cock between her cheeks. Oh dear god in heaven.
Soon after, realizing just how sweltering it was down there, I reached down with my hand and pushed my cock between her thighs. I was already leaking pre-cum and her thighs were covered in sweat in any case. The first penetration, along her bikini-clad pussy, was wonderful. Nowhere near as wonderful as a real penetration, but in my pent-up condition, it was enough to make me tremble all over. and then I heard Dasha giggling.
"Enjoying yourself David?" she whispered.
"Uh, er... yeah..."
She laughed again. "Why don't you pull my thong off and see how many penetrations you'll be able to complete before cumming?"
My hand, who had still been on her ass, squeezed her left cheek strongly. I was going to fuck her really nicely. She lifted her ass up to let me pull her thong down, and I felt her pulling it completely off.
"Why did make me put it on David... Had you not, I would have fucked you as soon as you would have come inside my bag."
"Well, I'm going to try and make up for the lost time." I said, breathing hard and not fully realizing what I was saying or what was really happening.
My cock slapped against her ass when she finished twisting around her thong, and quickly I felt her hand pulling me towards her hole. "Fuck me David..." she breathed out. And I did. For about 10 penetrations; 10 penetrations into sheer bliss! A young pussy, that had not known a cock for the past three months, that was wet and ready, more than ready in fact. She was burning hot, to the point where I wondered if my glans was not going to be irritated.
But as I exploded and came inside her, Dasha was moaning and pushing back against my cock. Feeling my seed filing my sister's pussy, knowing that it was reaching every nook and crannies of her most intimate place, was a completely life-altering sensation. My orgasm, even if it been coming for the past few days, was mind-blowing. And it must have been the same for Dasha as she came a minute or so later. It's either that or her fingers that I could feel flurrying on her clit. She cried out in fits, small bursts of pleasure that overflowed.
When she calmed down I could already feel my cock deflating inside her. I was ready to pull out and apologize, but she stopped me. "Don't pull out. I'm glad you came so fast David. Give me a few minutes and I'll show you something that may surprise you..." And then she immediately began milking my cock with her muscles, twisting her hips and ass and keeping y erection alive. And then she began talking.
"Ever had anal sex David?" she asked, still breathless from her quick climax.
I didn't answer, only felt my cock twitch inside her at the mention of anal sex.
"Ooohhh, you never had it before? Never felt your cock sliding deep inside a girl's asshole, the last refuge of her intimacy, the place more secret even than her pussy... Wanna take my ass big brother? You had ample opportunity to play with it earlier, but I guess you didn't even *see* my asshole."
"...no, I didn't." Never before in my life did I have such a faint and thin voice...
"Well, wanna give it a try? As soon as you're hard enough, you're welcome to pull out and push back in, deep and slow."
My cock felt like it doubled in size when she said that. I heard Dasha spitting and then bring her hand against my belly, then her ass. The thrill I felt when I realized that she was lubricating her asshole, for me the brother who was going to sodomize her, was incredible. My cock was now nearly as hard as it could and I could barely believe it: the last time I got hard so fast after an orgasm was when I was 16 years old! I began to slowly fuck her pussy as she kept adding more spit. Then she said: "Ok David, pull out and slip up just a bit... Hmmm, yeah, that's it. Ok now push up slowly..."
When I felt her asshole beginning to stretch around the head of my cock, I moaned. Dasha groaned and purred, backing herself deeper against my body. With my hand on her hip I kept pushing in deeper. Dasha was breathing faster and louder with ever second. I could feel her body clenching, becoming taut then relaxing. Her moans began to sound painful, then a strange mix of pain and delight. And suddenly my head popped inside. My mouth opened in surprise, feeling my cock locked inside my sister's asshole, and she took a few sharp breaths, frozen in my arms.
"God this is good, but damn it its painful!"
"Want me to pull out?" I asked, fearing her reply.
"Oh no, don't you even think about pulling out. The hardest part's done. ...but this isn't the best position for this. Unzip the bag David."
I did. Slowly, with the head of my cock unbelievably inside Dasha's ass, we got up on our knees. It felt completely unreal, having the head of my cock firmly gripped by her ass, between the asscheeks I had dreamed about for so long now! Yet never in my wildest fantasies had I ever dreamed of sodomizing a girl, much less my very own sister. And now that I was on my knees behind Dasha, on all fours, it felt even naughtier. Dasha echoed my thoughts exactly:
"This isn't the best position either, but it's so dirty that it feels a lot better. Now David, drop some spit on my asshole."
"Oh God Dasha! I just realized how long I've been hoping that you'd say that to me!"
We laughed together, my cock still gripped by her ass.
"Seriously Dash, I can't see a thing..."
"Oh..."
Searching with her hands she located the torchlight and turned it on. When I saw what I had been feeling for the past few minutes, I nearly past out. The sight of Dasha's small round ass, flaring out from her tiny waist, all opened up for me... And then, right in the middle of those perfect curves, my cock was buried inside her. And I was not in her pussy, looking at her tight asshole with a trace of sinful pleasure. I was *in* her asshole, in my little sister's asshole, and she was loving every minute of it.
I let a big drop of spit fall down against my cock and her asshole. Putting a hand on her ass I rubbed it around my shaft and pushed in. Her pussy juice on my cock and both our spits combined to make a decent lubricant. Dazed, bewildered, I watched as my cock slowly disappeared in her ass. My hands were on those slim hips of her, as I watched her immaculate ass eating my cock. Dasha's head and torso were moving around, as if she were a flag in a wild wind. She was moaning and groaning, whispering that she couldn't believe how good it felt, how deep she wanted me to go, how hard I was going to fuck her ass when she'll be used to my size...
And then I bottomed out, less than an inch from the hilt. Dasha took a sharp intake of breath and I stopped. And began fucking her. The long trip, the first penetration, my first ass, had been a mind-boggling experience. But feeling her ass holding me back as I pulled nearly all the way out was just as unbelievable. And then the first real fucking penetration; a wave of pleasure flowing all over me.
After that, implausible as it was, I was fucking my sister's ass. In and out, in an out, long strokes of pure pleasure. I spat a few drops of spit from time to time, mesmerized by the sight: they fell and disappeared on and around cock, insuring that my first ass fuck would be a great one. And God it was! My hands were moving all over her ass and hips, reveling in the warm skin and supple flesh, all the while my cock was doing the forbidden dance inside her ass.
I began slamming into her harder and once more, moans of pain and pleasure rang out inside the tent. "Faster... faster David... Fuck me harder, fuck my ass..." What else could I do? I grasped her hips and fucked her ass. Hard. Harder than I thought was possible. She was sighing and moaning, long and passionate moans: she was going to cum soon. Whether she had a hand on her clit again or if she could cum just by anal stimulation I didn't care at this point.
All I cared about was the sight of her ass in my hands, my cock in her asshole and the deluge of feelings I was drowning in. Both physical and emotional: I was fucking the hell out of my sister's ass! Just how much wrong could someone go? And at the same time, just how more fantastic could sex be? Sin and delight all wrapped around each other, just as Dasha was dealing with pleasure and pain.
Then she crumbled forward, shaking and trembling as her climax was taking over. Holding on to her I followed and the impact drove me deeper into her. I was hilting her, buried as deep as I was ever going to go inside her. My thrusts became frantic, mindless assfucking, as my thoughts coalesced in the head of my cock.
And then it exploded; the spasms I could feel from Dasha rippled through my cock and triggered my own climax. My moans and screams joined hers, joined my sister's voice. Less then twenty minutes after having filled her pussy with my seed, I was spurting even more cum inside her ass. Biting her neck through all her hair, I came and came, pleasure pulsing like a living thing inside me.
Spreading my legs and raising myself on my arms I kept fucking her ass with the deepest strokes I could manage. My cock was burning with sensations and my climax was fading away, but Dasha was still trashing and moaning with pleasure. At one point she began shivering and curled up beneath me. I fell on my side, pulling her against me, spooning her again. My hand was mauling her breasts frantically, but we were both in our last bursts of pleasure.
We were breathing both so hard that I think the tent was getting bigger and smaller every second. Then Dasha began laughing, hard, as she squeezed my hand against her breasts.
"My *GOD* that was good David! You can't imagine..." a few deep breaths, "how long I've been needing a cock deep in my ass!"
"Such sweet words, dear sister!" We laughed together.
"You have no idea, big brother..."
We were emphasizing the words, sucking every last drop of sinful pleasure out of our situation. I think we fell asleep briefly, my cock still inside her ass, before waking up again, shivering with cold. We were drenched with sweat and the cool night air woke us up. My cock was now quite smaller, but Dasha was holding it inside her. "Let's fall asleep like that again David... I want to get used to having you inside my ass." I groaned against her neck when she said that, and tried my best to pull the sleeping bag over the both of us.
We made it back home two days later, my cock and Dasha's pussy and ass sorer than we could remember. When we jumped into the lake to wash the morning after our first reunion, to wash each other, we ended up fucking again. And then again when we stopped for lunch. Right now we were sharing a warm bath together, and her fingers were slowly coaxing my cock to life again. We had decided, on our way back, that Dasha would stay with me for a while. A long while, hopefully.
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I could not believe the number of coincidences that have led me to this precise moment. A Saturday morning, in the bathroom of a cabin in the mountains. All I had to do to tempt fate and perhaps set in motion a week-end that would be drastically different than the one I had planned, was to break a very small piece of plastic. Just a twist of two fingers would be enough to do it. Alone in the bathroom, with the toilet still noisily refilling itself, I held that little piece of plastic in my hand, hesitating.
Snap.
There. It was done. My heart actually skipped a beat. Had I known how incredible the consequences of this tiny decision would actually turn out to be, I probably would have fainted. What had I just broken? A small but essential part of a breast pump, of my good friend's breast pump.
But let me start from the beginning. A couple of weeks ago, my girlfriend and I decided to spend a week-end at our friends' cabin, way up north in the mountains. From Friday morning until we decided to leave on Sunday, we would relax and get away from our regular daily lives. We had all known each other for a very long time, but after they decided to move more than four hours away from our home town, the friendship was put to a test.
We still saw each other somewhat regularly, but after being practically neighbors for five years, the separation was difficult. So this long week-end would be a way for us to reconnect. Everything was set, many plans and ideas for the week-end were put forth; it was going to be a very fun week-end. But the Wednesday just before our getaway, two incidents happened. My wife Carrie's last aunt died, and while she hadn't seen her in a long while, that aunt had been very important to her when she was younger. Not only did she feel socially obligated to go to the numerous ceremonies, but she truly wanted to. "You don't have to come, Alister," she told me, "You barely even met her. I'll be alright, and I want you to enjoy the week-end without me." It was a huge let-down, but even without my wife, I was really looking forward to seeing our friends. As quickly as that, our foursome became a trio.
I think it was only two hours later that we received another call, this time from Colin, our friend, who was as excited as I'd never seen or heard him. "You won't believe this man, " he told me, "I just got a call for an interview with Caltex Designs!" All of a sudden I was nearly as excited as he was: Caltex was one of the better and cooler design firms this side of the country. Getting a job there has been Colin's dream since he graduated. "But, " he finally said to me, sobering up, "the interview is Monday. Yes, this Monday." My heart sank. Not all the way down because I knew that this job was more important than our week-end, but suddenly everything was unravelling.
"I'm still coming, Alister!" piped in Erica, joining Celin on the phone. She was, understandably, just as excited as her husband. With their first baby about two months away, such a huge promotion would ease their financial concerns once and for all. With mixed feelings I congratulated them once again on this wonderful opportunity, but I also had to break the news that Carrie wasn't coming either. There was a significant silence following that.
They offered their condolences, but they also realized that this probably meant that the week-end was going down the drain. "Why don't you and Erica both go?" That was Carrie, from the bedroom, while she was packing her stuff for her trip to her parent's. Even with only my side of the conversation, she had understood the situation. I put the speaker-phone on. Apparently hearing her suggestion, Alister said: "Good idea. It will leave you to a chance to catch up for us two that won't be going, and of course talk psychology all week-end long!" It was an old joke, and we all laughed.
Erica and I both graduated in psychology, and while she decided to go all the way I chose philosophy as a post-grad student. Carrie and Colin were interested in the field, but not for hours on end! I grinned when I heard Erica's voice: "Sure! I'm game!" I heard the smile in her voice, and I knew that the week-end would be fun after all. Not as good as we had planned, but still fun. The following morning Carrie kissed me good-bye and rode away for the six hour drive to her parent's house. On his side, Colin buried himself in both theory and practice, wanting to be at his utmost best for the interview.
The next day, Friday, I arrived at the largish cabin at around 7pm. As autumn was slowly creeping in, the sun was starting to set, and the temperature was chilly. The weatherman promised us great weather for the week-end, but cold nights. "All the better" I said to myself: and indeed as I was getting out of the car, I saw that Erica had started a nice fire. I had called her twenty minutes ago, and when I came in she looked up form the table she was setting up, and grinned at me.
Once again, as it happened every time I see her, I was stunned by her beauty. And since the pregnancy obviously agreed with her, she was positively glowing. She ran into my arms and gave me a huge hug despite her belly, and all my reservations for the week-end disappeared. She was gorgeous, her hair a lot longer than I remembered, she smelled very good and the cabin was filled with odors of wood and good food. As she walked back to the kitchen I looked at her: middle height with curves in all the right places, she had always fascinated me. Beautiful, womanly, very sexy and intelligent women were not easy to come by. Yet despite meeting before each of us found our spouses, we never hooked up. One drunken night nearly made it happen but the sobering morning, each in our own beds, strangely enough was the last time we came close.
I shook my head a grinned at the memories, trying to forget them. But Erica was looking at me, a strange expression on her face: "What were you thinking about?" An old question; as two psychology students, we had asked each other that question countless times. Before I could think it through, I started answering. Old habits I guess. "I was just thinking about the night when..." and then I stopped. And flushed. Being a psychotherapist, Erica saw right through my nervous grin easily. "Oh my God!" she said, her eyes widening in surprise. "The first time we see each other in months and all you can think about is the night we nearly had sex?"
I was mortified. I closed my eyes, feeling my skin turning lobster red. And then I heard her laughing. I opened my eyes, surprised in turn, and saw that she was not laughing at me, but with me.
"You don't mind?" I asked her.
"Of course not Alis." She was the only person allowed to call me Alis. To my ears it sounded feminine. From her lips, it sounded, well, quite nice. "Why would I." She continued. "Actually," she said, walking towards me with a sly expression, "if it makes you feel better I confess that I thought about that night too, in the car on the way here."
"What?"
Before I could say anything else she stood up on her toes and kissed my cheek. Walking to the kitchen again, her back to me, she said:
"And now you look at me and only see a fat, pregnant cow." She used a tone so sad it nearly broke my heart. I've met so many pregnant women who hated their pregnant bodies with a vengeance.
"Oh come on Erica, you know me better than that. Now you're just fishing for compliments. In fact, if you remember I have—" And then I stopped myself again. Cursing that once more it was too late.
Erica knew fully well that I was an incorruptible breast man, that I liked them full and round and big. I told her about that years ago, when she had teased me about her bra size. She had found a way to slip that into a conversation. 32EE. She then laughed when she saw me swallowing. I actually swallowed noisily like in cartoons. I had been aware of her breasts since the day I met her, but that 32EE information was just too much to go by unnoticed.
And to my shame, right now a blood boiling fully blown shame, she also knew that I have a pregnancy and lactation fetish. Oh the things psych students share with each others... Why in hell hadn't I thought of that before now! What's the point of studying the human mind for years if it cannot help you out of such situations.
"Alister, " she said softly, "look at me."
I looked up, unable to talk. She had a serious expression on her face, with a small smile lightening it up.
"You also know me better than that. And I *do* remember what you were about to say." After a pause, she added; "Thank you for the look you gave me when you came in. You have no idea how long it's been since a man looked at me like that..." Another pause, more awkward this time. "Let's just say that Colin doesn't share your fetish or fantasies..."
Oh the things psych students say to each others... The oven timer rang very loudly in the little cabin. Erica's expression broke and she stared laughing. "Oh my Gods! How often does such a timing actually occurs!" I joined in on her laughter, and slowly walked towards the table.
While she was busy with the food, my mind had just enough time to catch up to everything that had just been said. Or implied. And I had a chance to really look at her. Her pregnant body was magnificent: she had gained some weight on her face, but really just a touch, and the rest of her body was silently screaming womanhood and femininity. She still had her long legs with nice flaring hips, and even though her very round belly was now dominating her silhouette, she was still as graceful as ever. And her breasts, usually at the forefront of her beauty, looked like two crowns above her pregnancy. Two generous crowns. Two, actually, generously *offered* crowns.
It was only then, after taking a deep breath, that I realized that Erica was dressed in a very peculiar way. Not overly sexy, nothing that didn't fit with the context of a week-end in the mountains. But it was also clear that every movement she made threatened to reveal her bra, and that regardless of how she was standing or sitting, her impressive cleavage was in glorious display.
So my dirty mind was not solely responsible for the conjured up memories of a drunken night. She had always had massive breasts, that were now just about impossible to comprehend with all that milk, and she had done nothing to cover them. Quite the opposite actually. This was certainly not a regular maternity bra; way too much skin.
I looked at her squarely and said, slowly: "Erica." I paused until she looked up, "You're gorgeous." She gave me a smile and replied: "Thank you Alister." We both knew we were crossing some sort of lines here, but the mood was overpowering.
We spent the rest of the evening and early night talking about everything. The present, our married lives, how those marriages changed our lives, how we didn't live up to our own dreams... The past also crept up slowly into the discussions as we reminisced about the time when the four of us spent a lot of time together. And finally we broached the subject of our own past, hers and mine, before our friendship grew into a foursome.
She couldn't drink because of her pregnancy, now at seven months, but I had no such compunction. I knew I shouldn't be drinking a lot tonight, with the strange discussions and Erica's breasts that seemed to be staring right at me. But then again, Erica was an old friend, and never during my four and her six years of marriage had we ever seriously considered any infidelity. Even less so with each other. So even if tonight seemed to be special, I didn't think anything about the weirdness and enjoyed the very nice whiskey she had found for me.
I was just a bit hazy when she got up and announced that she was going to bed. She laughed at me as I stumbled and nearly fell on the floor as I got up, but I wasn't all that drunk and regained my balance easily. She gave me a kiss on the cheek and said:
"I'm really glad we're here, Alister. Not quite what we had in mind, but spending time alone with you will be nice as well."
"Good night Erica." I replied. "I'm glad I came too. Sleep well."
And we went to our respective bedrooms to change. We crossed each other in the small bathroom to clean up before the night. Her nightgown was not exactly transparent, but it was not a thick cotton either. Her pregnancy curves were obvious, from her enormous breasts to her belly, hips and buttocks. She really was gorgeous, but I refrained from commenting on it a second time. The close proximity of the small bathroom would have made the compliment even more intimate than my earlier one. I did give her a nice smile, hoping that she would recognize the implicit compliment.
A few minutes later the entire cabin became completely dark. Dark, quiet, silent. Exactly the opposite of what my mind's eye was seeing. I had fantasized about Erica quite a lot when we were both students. Then only occasionally afterwards, mostly after seeing her in a bikini. She truly was gorgeous, gorgeous and sexy and oh-so-desirable. But after her marriage, then mine, these fantasies grew rarer.
Tonight, well, tonight was another story. Nearly as soon as I was in my bed, my cock grew to its full length and my right hand was wrapped around it. I nearly laughed out loud when I realized this, knowing that it had not happened in a long time. I kept silent though. Thankfully the bed didn't have a metal frame or a box spring, so I wasn't afraid of making any noise that would give me away.
To my surprise, I heard a noise coming from Erica's room. The soft purr of a small electric motor. My over-aroused mind decided instantly that it had to be a vibrator. Images of Erica, naked, pregnant, glistening with sweat, pushing a vibrator into her pussy exploded in my mind. I even heard her moan. But the following noise was more of a grunt, then a decidedly frustrated sigh. By then I was curious, and my mind was clearing enough that I realized that she would never use a vibrator in a perfectly silent cabin.
I spent the next few minutes listening, hoping that I'd hear something that would make me understand what was happening. The purring suddenly stopped and I heard another, quite louder sigh of frustration. Perhaps emboldened by that still-hard cock, I asked through the walls:
"Are you alright Erica?"
"Oh! I'm sorry. Yes I'm alright... It's just that damned finicky pump."
"What?" I asked, not understanding at all.
"Oh damn it. My breast pump. For the milk."
I paused for a few seconds, trying to reconcile the new images that popped in my head with the real concern I felt for her. "What? Er, I thought that women only started producing milk after giving birth."
"Ya. Most women. It's a long story." A short pause, then, "Would you mind coming here, I feel stupid talking through the walls."
Without thinking I got up and started walking to the door, only to realize that my cock was still hard, and that talking about Erica's breasts was not helping. I was wearing nothing but my boxers, and there's no way in hell I was going to be able to hide anything. I quickly grabbed my tee shirt, pulled my cock upwards, trapping it in the elastic waistband and hoped that my tee shirt would hide it. Yeah, right. In the darkness it would...
As it turns out, Erica turned on the table lamp as soon as I walked in. Then again, she seemed way to frustrated about her pump to notice anything else. She was still wearing her nightgown, and was sitting on her bed.
"Gods I'm sorry to bother you with this, but this damned pump is about to give out on me. Can you look at it? You always were good with gadgets."
"Sure." I said, sitting down next to her while trying to make sure that my cock was not too obvious. "But why do you need this so early? Or should I not have asked? I'm sorry..."
"No it's alright." she replied, while I was trying to understand the pump. "For some hormonal reason my breasts produce colostrum and even milk very easily. If I don't pump some of it out regularly, my nipples become very sore. If I wait too long, my entire breasts hurt."
"Wow... Ok." I said stupidly, completely mesmerized. "Have you been like this for long?"
"Just about I started dating when I was a teenager."
"What? You've been using pumps like this all this time?"
"No, no!" She laughed. "Once in a while I'd end up with a boyfriend who would really like to suck my breasts."
Instinctively, I made a
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I think we were all getting tired. I mean really tired: getting up early to enjoy most of the perfect winter days on this mountain, skiing all day, partying just about every night and doing our best to sleep in a cabin full of people... Not easy. The first two or three days and nights were fine, but now, at the end of this wonderful spring break week, the signs of fatigue were more and more evident.
And for my girlfriend Cassandra and me, signs of sexual needs were also quite obvious. The week had been nearly perfect all around, but living in close quarters with five other people for that long means that your "alone time" will be severely restricted. There were two rooms in the cabin, each with two double beds. Four of our friends were in the other room, two guys and two girls, but not couples. Everybody had thought that spontaneous couples would be forming during the week, but it didn't happen. So the girls shared a bed, and the guys were forced to do the same.
In our room Cassandra and I slept together, and Peach had the other bed to herself. "Peach" wasn't her real name, obviously, but everybody called her by that nickname. I'm not sure where it came from, but from what I can gather it's a French play on words with the word "sin". For some obscure situation, to which I'm not privy to, Cassandra and her came up with the name a few years ago, and it stuck.
In any case, Peach was the reason we were all here. We all enjoyed skiing, but, hadn't it been for Peach, there would have been other alternatives we could have considered for our spring break. She really was, still is, a ski buff. As soon as the first snowflakes appear until you can ski in your bikini, Peach is on the slopes. College barely put a dent in her ski time. She was well known in the dozen closest ski resorts around our college.
She was also well liked, especially by men. Oh the women liked her too, because she was so charming, generous and always smiling. But she was also living up to many ski fantasies: she had the lean athletic body of someone who had both a narcissist streak and truly enjoyed sports. Long legs, firm thighs and ass; a flat, nearly chiseled abdomen, strong shoulders and a very nice pair of breasts to cap it all off. She also liked to flaunt her body. Well, maybe "flaunt" is too strong a word. She liked to show it, for sure.
Her breasts were somewhat of a surprise for me. I'm a breast man, an unrepenting lover of large breasts. Hers were not small by any means, but nor could they be called big. They were 34Cs to be exact. I learned that three days ago, during a rare moment where I was nearly alone in the cabin. But before getting into that, I have to point out that Peach's body really is in top condition. She's about five foot nine, only a few inches shorter than me, and while she excels at all kinds of sport, she nobody would ever call her a tomboy now. Her adolescent growth spurt freed her from that permanently. She was lean and tight, and her breasts looked like they exploded from her chest by mistake. Not that I had ever checked per se, but compared to my hands, they were relatively small. As I said, I like large breasts. Like my girlfriends; 32EE. But in proportion to Peach's slim frame, they were very noticeable. Very.
Now, how did I discover their exact size? While Julia was in the shower on our second day here, and everybody else was outside, I snuck-in to our own room and found a couple of Peach's very nice bras in her stuff.
She wasn't a particularly private person, few narcissists are, nor someone you could called orderly: finding those two bras meant barely more than looking around to her part of the room. I did find a few sports bras, but two others that were definitely not designed for intense activity. One of them was a classic, deep green, lose-lace type. Little flowers of a deep red-wine color were stitched between the cups and on the straps. Closing my eyes, I imagined her wearing this, her long straight black hair flowing over and around. It would be quite a sight. I'd seen Peach in a bikini a few times already, including three late evenings in the cabin's jacuzzi, but this would be something quite different.
Before Julia stopped the water, I also looked at the other bra. If you can call it a bra. It was a sex-toy half-cup thing, with the bottom part in a very transparent material. All black. Now, imagining Peach with this bra gave an entirely different image. Seeing that her nipples were pretty high and prominent, that flimsy bra wouldn't hide them at all. The metal underwire would serve to push her breasts even higher on her chest, transforming then from beautiful globes of flesh into raw sex objects. When I heard Julia walk out of the bathroom I got up quickly and busied myself in my bag. I waited for my erection to subside, found my parka then went outside to get ready to leave.
Back to tonight, the last night here for all os us, Cassandra made me forget about all that. We were in one of the rented cars, with John driving, Peach sitting in front next to him, while Cassandra and I in the backseat. To be more precise, Cassandra had her hand on my thigh. My utmost upper thigh. Actually, she was touching the side of my cock through my pants. Most of us only wore "ski pants" under our suits, essentially thermal PJs. At the end of the day, we all throw our suits in the trunks and ride home wearing those pants. Those very stretchy pants.
Cassandra and I hadn't had sex for a long while. Just about two weeks now. Her period had ended just before coming here, and at first we thought that it was great timing. Little details like this could ruin romantic week-ends. But when we saw that we wouldn't be alone in a room, our plans changed. Having sex on the other side of very thin walls is one thing, but having sex in the same room as your girlfriend's best friend is quite another. And while Cassandra and Peach were just as different "inside" as their bodies were different (Cassandra was an all-women woman: don't worry, you'll be meeting her body soon enough!), they hooked up during high-school and never let go.
But back to the sexual need problem. I truly was in need: it was all I could do "not" to think about fucking Cassandra all day long. And now, the the darkness of this car, here she was teasing my cock through very thin pants. We looked at each other, smiled, and I decided to return the favor. When I spread the unused blanket over our bodies, Cassandra grinned, knowing what was about to come. Yet that grin disappeared in surprise when my hand moved from her thigh to her pelvis, then up to her belly to allow my fingers to slip under the thermal PJs. No panties were in the way.
Her eyes grew wide open and she looked at John and Peach in front. I looked too, and they were still in conversation: maybe Peach had her eyes on him, one of her bras reserved for him later tonight? In any case, my hand was now sliding down through Cassandra's small bush and I found her pussy already hot and wet. She'd undoubtedly spent the day thinking about sex as well. I was not about to waste any time, since I knew we only had about ten minutes before arriving.
I also knew exactly how Cassandra liked to be caressed. I pressed my entire hand on her mound and closed my four fingers on her labia. The tip of my middle finger was right above her whole, which would have been wet enough to let my cock all the way in without problem. But, like most women I'd known, Cassandra didn't enjoy having fingers inside her nearly as much as feeling them playing with her clit. First step: I started moving my hand sideways, back and forth, forcing her lips to roll over and against her clit.
I saw her biting her lower lips. She also threw her head against he headrest, and arched her back. Even in the dark, even under dark blue PJs, even with a sports bra, I saw her great breasts rising in the moonlight. Trying the gage her state and the remaining time, I increased the pressure of my whole hand very slightly. Then Peach turned around and asked Cassandra a question. To which she had to choice to respond with:
"What?"
"Do you guys think you'd like to come back next year?" She had turned her head just for a few seconds, and was now back in her seat.
I was forced to reply, while Cassandra was trying to remove my hand. "Sure! Why not? I think we enjoyed both the mountain, the jacuzzi and the people here. Haven't we, Honey?"
If her intent was pretty clear: remove your hand and let me speak coherently, the lack of strength in her hands was telling me and different story: keep going, I'm enjoying this public thing.
"Yep." was all Cassandra could actually say.
"Nice! I'm starting to know the manager here and I'm sure we could have one of the bigger cabins for the same price next year. "
The look John gave her when she mentioned the manager, who happened to be tall and hunky and the object of all the women's attention, told a lot. Maybe he was interested in Peach, not the other way around.
But right now neither me nor Cassandra could have cared less about that. I had changed my movements: then sideways; now up and down. And from time to time I would plunge my middle finger inside her.
"Hey Cassandra," asked Peach again, "would you mind sleeping with me tonight?"
"Huh?" she asked, the question that was on everybody's minds.
"Oh!" she laughed. "Not in that way. But like we used to do when we were younger!"
"Er, why?" The normally voluble Cassandra was inexplicably using very short sentences tonight.
"Well I spent the entire week warding off men, not finding a single one that I'd like to play with for a night..."
The hidden message was perfectly clear: John was not going to see those bras. Tonight or ever.
"Er, OK. If that's what you want" Cassandra answered. What *she* wanted was to scream out her approaching climax.
"Hey! what about me?" I asked, genuinely concerned.
"Oh my, is there a single guy in the world who does not want to sleep with me?" quipped Peach. Faking a huge sigh of capitulation.
Everybody laughed, except, of course, John.
"I'm sure he would, actually," said Cassandra, to my utter surprise. "But I think that I'm going to stay with him tonight."
Peach turned around at the strange joke, and the two girls shared a laugh together. Cassandra's was just a bit too intense, as she was trying to hide her pleasure.
"What the heck does that mean?" I asked the obvious question, but keeping my tone playful.
John, accepting the situation as best he could, added: "Are you honestly saying that you wouldn't want to, given the chance?"
Cassandra and I laughed again, but before I could try and formulate a reply, Peach said: "OK, that's enough now. Can we talk about something else than people wanting to sleep with me? Give me a break!"
Everybody laughed again, and this time Cassandra abandoned herself to her climax. With the noise of the car, the laughter and the music, I'm pretty sure nobody else noticed. She was looking at me, silently mouthing: "You're crazy!" I laughed again, and slowly pulled my hand back.
Luckily we arrived very soon after, both because of the tension and the odor of sex that was starting to be more obvious. The near perfect darkness also allowed me to cover my erection easily. When Peach's fingers brushed against mine while I was handing her her gear, I realized that my fingers were still slightly humid. I tried my best to dry them on the seat, but that particular smell is hard to get rid of. Did she notice, would she notice later tonight? I felt bad for a second or two, then let chance run its course.
There was only the four of us in the cabin; the other three were still at the mountain, deciding to stay later for this lat night. We decided that an extended stay in the jacuzzi was a better idea. When Peach came out of the bathroom wearing nothing but her very small green bikini, and saw that John was still in his room, she came to us: "Let me stay alone with John for a few minutes. I don't think he took my refusal in the car. Maybe it would have went better if it hadn't turned into a joke about my sex life!"
We laughed with her, then agreed. When John came out, Peach turned to him, took his hand and invited him to the Jacuzzi with her. Visibly surprised, he agreed. Left alone, I looked at Cassandra:
"What was all that about me wanting to sleep with Peach?" I asked, smiling but very curious.
"Oh come on Alex, don't tell me you never thought about it?" she said, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "I'm glad you never showed it, or tried to do anything about it, but let's be honest: *everybody* wants to sleep with Peach."
"Everybody?" I added stupidly.
"Yep. Gods..." she added in a whisper, coming closer to me, "even I thought about it a few times in fantasies!"
I was stunned! Not that she had thought about it: Cassandra had experimented with girls during adolescence. But that she would share something like that? Now? Reacting to the look of surprise she was seeing on my face, she added: "I don't mind that you think about her like that sometimes..."
Interrupting her, I added: "Well, I never anything of the sort!"
"Hehehe, I know love, and I thank you for it. But I must say I'm surprised that I never saw an erection appear while she prances around in that bikini of hers!" I didn't know what to say to that, so I kept silent. "But for now, I'm pretty curious to see how she'll handle John. Poor guy, he never had a chance..."
Cassandra took my hand and pulled me to the bathroom, without turning the light on. Crowding in the window, we could see both of the in the jacuzzi, talking. John was calm, but it was clear that he had been said no a second time, on clearer terms.
"Peach told me that she's a pro at this, that she knows how to handle men in these kinds of situations."
"What can she say?" I asked, really curious.
"I don't know."
As it turned out, it was not something she said, but did. After the conversation was over, no more than two minutes later, she scooted over to him and squeezed his shoulder. He visibly brightened. Then, after Peach asked him a long question, John's eyes grew wide open in surprise. To everybody's surprise, even Cassandra's breath caught in her throat, Peach sat up straighter in the Jacuzzi, pulling her breasts above the waterline. Then, as if in a dream, she pulled the two small triangles of cloth that were covering them to the side. For a few seconds, her breasts were out in the cold air, gloriously enjoying John's devouring stare.
It was dark, but the cabin's light was more than enough: Cassandra and I were just as riveted as John. Peach's breasts were incredible: round, high, firm, perky, more generous than her figure should have allowed. They were absolutely great. Then, after a nod from Peach, one of John's hand came up from underwater and started to caress them. No wonder guys didn't feel depressed after such a rejection! Cassandra and I were hypnotized by the scene, and stood silently until Peach plunged back down into the water, hiding her breasts again.
"That's how she does it, the little devil!" Cassandra said, a laugh very near to the surface.
Standing behind her, I wrapped my arms around her and cupped her wonderful breasts.
"Haha, wouldn't you like to caress hers... pervert!" she was still laughing softly.
"Now way... Why would I want lesser breasts than the ones I already love?" It was true, but it was also quite cheesy.
"Haha, cut it out romeo. If you don't want them, I'd sure like to myself!"
She laughed again when she heard the low grunting in my throat. "Let's go out Alex, or else you won't be able to for a while." She was right, of course. My erection was growing, both from the breasts I'd seen and from the ones I was still fondling.
The rest of the evening, even when the three others finally came back from the mountain, was very fun. We stayed up very late, but eventually our accumulated fatigue forced us to the beds. Peach kissed John on the cheek before coming to our shared room, and he really did look like everything was perfect. He'd been rejected by a pro, in a grand and unique way.
I think I fell asleep as soon as my head touched my pillow, only to be awakened by a very very full bladder. The cabin was still in utter darkness, but looking outside I saw that dawn was not so far off. As I got up to go to the bathroom, I realized that I had a raging erection. So with the sexual need, the nearly public masturbation session, Peach's impressive display, Cassandra's breasts in my hand during sleep, why was I surprised. Luckily the darkness allowed me safe passage to and from the bathroom, even though I was only wearing my boxers.
After waiting in the cold bathroom for some blood to pull out of my cock, I took my leak and walked back to the bed. I knew my cock was still hard, and when I slipped under the blankets and spooned Cassandra, our backs to Peach, I felt it lodge itself between her asscheeks. She still didn't have any panties. "Why bother?" She had said when I asked earlier this week, but we both knew it had only been to tease me. So right now she didn't have any panties, and her pussy was still as burning hot as earlier. When I slid back down slightly, the head of my cock dove deeper between those cheeks, finding more heat. No response from Cassandra.
More than a few times I'd found her this way, sleeping in the middle of the night with a pussy as wet as can be, fully ready for me. I grinned, both glad and scared: I really couldn't fuck her right now, but I knew that I would need her help to resist the temptation. She was asleep. No help there. Arching my lower back, I felt my cock sliding deeper between her cheeks until I felt definite wet heat. I took a slow, long breath. Those times when I had found her asleep and ready, I had always managed to slip the head of my cock inside her before actually waking her up. This had both surprised me and made me laugh: how hard can someone sleep?
Tonight it was driving me insane. I was not going to stop myself alone, and she was probably sleeping very deeply after a long week. Moving even further down, always a risk of waking her, I felt my cock slip against her wetness until I knew her lips were parting around me. Saying a mental "Oh fuck it!", I pushed into her, feeling her pussy accepting me gratefully. I was in heaven after being deprived for two weeks. Cassandra moved and moaned, but didn't wake up immediately. I couldn't believe it!
Putting my hand on her hip, I arched my lower back the other way and pushed in deeper. I was biting my pillow to stop any moans, but I kept pushing slowly. When I was about halfway in, I felt her waking up. "Alex," she whispered, "what are you doing?" Convinced that she wouldn't speak too loudly, she had whispered after all, I grabbed her hip and pushed all the way in. "Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God..." was all she whispered. "Fuck this is good, this is sooo good!" She added later, as I was pulling out, then back in.
After placing her hand on her pussy, she asked me to roll over her. So we did. Still under the blankets, I found myself above her, from behind, fucking her six feet away from her best friend. We both turned our head to our left, to look at Peach. Thankfully, she was still sleeping on her back, her head turned towards the other wall. She was even snoring very faintly. Satisfied, I pushed deeper into Cassandra, feeling her fingers dancing against her clit. "What would you do," I whispered very softly in her ear, "if she woke up and looked at us?"
She didn't reply at first, and I thought that I went too far. But less than a minute later I felt her entire body arch then relax in a silent orgasm. Wow! She was even in deeper need than I was! Perfectly silent, I didn't know how as Cassandra was usually a very noisy orgasmer, she thoroughly enjoyed and stretched her orgasm for all it was worth. My head was still against hers, and she whispered: "Don't stop, I want at least another one." As ordered I kept going at it.



Despite our urges, we were going very slowly, deep penetrations, taking our time and making sure to be as silent as possible. The bed was, for the moment, silent as well. She pushed her hand lower and started to caress the underside of my cock as it was going in and out of her, adding to my pleasure. Despite our resolve, the rhythm was ever accelerating. It was slow, but clearly noticeable. One thing also became clear: we were getting very hot. Two writhing bodies and an orgasm tended to do that. I pulled the blankets off my back, and felt Cassandra's legs pulling them completely off. Oh my; was she ever excited tonight!
Opening my eyes I suddenly saw that, first, Peach was not snoring anymore. Second, while still on her back, her head was now turned in our direction. And third, that she had pushed her blankets down while moving, exposing the two breasts under her tank top. It was still quite dark, with dawn only starting to shine light into the room. On the other hand, there were no drapes on the windows, and the white snow outside made the day especially bright. I could see the shape of her braless breasts, and it did nothing to slow me down.
"Hello Peach!" whispered Cassandra.
"It's your turn to be crazy!" I whispered back into her ear.
"Wanna see crazy?" she asked.
Before I could properly react, Cassandra had pulled her arms form under her and was pushing herself up. Instinct took over and I followed her and Cassandra was suddenly on all four, with me on my knees over her. Seconds later, I had straightened up and was now fucking Cassandra in the classic doggy-style. A slow doggy style, and silent as well, but still a position that made us extremely conspicuous. If I could see the shape of Peach's breasts under her top, she would clearly see everything if she woke up.
With both hands on my girlfriend's hips I was making the deepest and longest penetrations I could. Slow, strong, deep. From all fours, Cassandra lowered her face down on the bed and resumed caressing herself while I fucked her. It was insane. Completely insane. We hadn't drunk nearly enough to justify this! But we didn't care one tiny bit.
When I looked at Peach, whose exposed upper body was becoming clearer by the minute, I also noticed that her eyes were moving. Under her closed eyelids. My heart skipped a beat when I realized that this meant one of two things: either she was dreaming and this was regular REM movement; or she was awake, and had her eyes opened just enough to allow her to see. It was still too dark to know. On the bed, Cassandra's eyes were opened, and she was also looking at Peach. "Fuck me Alex," she said louder than a whisper, "right now I don't care if she sees us." If she was, indeed, awake, she would have heard that. What the fuck should I do???
But my mind slapped me in the face and reminded me that my girlfriend had asked me to fuck her. So I did. Not fast enough to wake everybody in a two mile radius, but enough to push me over the edge I had been, until now, carefully walking. It felt like it started at my extremities, then ravaged everything on its way to my cock, and focused everything in the giant jets of cum I was blasting in Cassandra. When we fell back down to the bed I kept pushing and pumping because I knew her second climax was very very close.
And it was. I felt her shudder in, once again, perfect silence, for what felt like a very long time. Peach was sure to hear the squishy sounds that a pussy makes when a cock still plows it when it's full of sperm. If, that is, she was awake. She was still in the same position, eyes seemingly closed, but I couldn't know. It was all I could do to pull the blankets, at least the thinner one, over us before falling back to sleep.
A sound woke me up, and through barely opened eyes I saw that Peach was awake and had probably dropped something. And she was naked. Completely, fully naked, in the bright morning light. Incredible. I'd seen most of her body in the jacuzzi and through the years at bikini events, but seen her actually fully nude was still quite a delight. It was my turn to fake sleep, and for two minutes I drank in her slim beauty. I'm rather more a fan of well endowed women, but I was not going to turn my head away from of the most impressive specimens of tall and thin ones either!
The wonderful breasts I had seen yesterday looked even better, in the bright light, than I had imagined them. Her pussy was just about nearly shaved, with only a thin line of black hair above her very generous lips. From the front or between her legs as she was bending down, her labia were very large and prominent. I would love to see more of it, but it was not going to happen. Her ass, her glorious ass was as magnificent as I knew it was, easy as it was to see in the nearly string bikini she had chosen to wear.
Too quickly the show was over, and the green bra I had seen earlier, with the matching panties, were covering the good parts. Jeans and a bright white tank top covered the rest. Barefoot she walked to the door, and opened it. Just before going out, she looked at me, ignoring my spying supposed-to-look-like-they're-closed eyes, and winked at me. She whispered "Thank you for the show." with a large grin. She then pointed to Cassandra, who was really sleeping, and placed her finger against her lips. I got the message: "Don't tell your girlfriend about my little dress-up act."
So she had know I was not sleeping anymore. Later I learned that she had known because, when I woke up, I had stopped snoring. So easy. Too easy. Ironic, too. In any case, everything that happened had happened, and we couldn't change it. I smiled at her as she closed the door. Through the walls, I heard that all of them were going to take a walk.
Some time later Cassandra woke up with a face splitting grin. "That was wonderful!" she said, giving me a huge hug. Discovering my erection between us, she said "Again?" as a joke, but when I told her that we were all alone, she looked at me, paused for a second or two, then asked me to make sure. When I came back from a quick tour of the cabin, she was completely naked, on Peach's bed, and she had thrown the blankets on the floor again. Seconds later I was naked as well, then inside her, then we shared another climax wrapped in Peach's blankets, pillows and perfume. We didn't really take our time, and this morning it was intense: ass slapping and balls slapping intense. I came again deep inside her pussy as soon as I felt her own climax hitting her. She had always been a woman with an easy orgasm, but this was probably a new record!
We cleaned up, showered, dressed and we were as good as new when our friends came back from their walk. The reality that our week-long break was over was hard to take, but then again most of us liked college, so it wasn't all that big of a deal. We hugged and kissed those that we wouldn't see again, for a whole two days, as if we were going to be separated for a year!
The ride back home was uneventful, although it could have turned out very differently. When I learned that Peach was going to be riding home with Cassandra, Carrie and me(she did live across the street from us), I managed to secretly tell Cassandra that Peach had seen us. At first she was surprised and a bit ashamed, then the high spirits of last night came rushing back. "The little bitch didn't say a thing..." she said, smiling mischievously. "Well, we're going to have to get her back somehow! And no, that little show of hers doesn't count, Alex!" While Cassandra had never been a prude or excessively private person, she was now blazing new trails.
Things remained very quiet on that front for nearly four weeks. I was starting to think that everything that had happened during spring break had been a dream, that never would Cassandra really talk this way. Then one ordinary night turned nearly preternatural. And I took a mental note, for future references, that Cassandra was only a few days after her period was over. Roughly a week, or week and a half, of abstinence. Interesting. In any case, one evening I was getting out of the shower and found Cassandra sitting on the couch, talking on the phone. She was wearing nothing but lingerie, a nice matching set of black lace, lovingly covering her breasts and pussy. It was not unusual, but normally she'd do that in the morning, before dressing up. Now it didn't quite fit, but it didn't prevent me from enjoying the wonderful pair of 32EEs that I knew so well. The lace was lose enough that her large aureolas were plainly visible. I felt my cock twitch slightly.
While she was talking, she held her index finger up, telling me to wait for a second. She turned around on the couch and closed the drapes, sat back down, then motioned me to come to her. So I obediently did, naked, until I stood right in front of her. With her free hand she grabbed my cock and started playing with it. The combination of the strange situation, her ministrations on my cock and the dance it made her breast do, I became hard easily. Enjoying her lead but not wanting to simply followed, I bent over her and unhooked her bra. Hmmm, this was more like it.
After a "humhum" on the phone, Cassandra leaned forward and took me in her mouth quickly, before pulling out for another "humhum". Her move hadn't exactly been a surprise, but since it was the very first time we tried something like this, I was getting more excited my the minute! I got numerous other quick dives between her sentences, and finally deduced that she was talking to Peach. I should have known! At one point Cassandra turned the phone upwards and took me really deep into her mouth, giving long seconds of delight before pulling out again. Once she even said her "humhum" with my cock inside her mouth.
After that she spent a few minutes talking, and I was standing there with my cock glistening with her saliva, waiting. Taking the lead again I pushed her gently back against the sofa, and straddled her. Spreading my legs until my cock was against her chest, between her breasts, I gathered my two favorite mammaries and wrapped them around my shaft. And so, slowly, enjoying every inch of friction in that glorious prison, I started titfucking her.
As Cassandra was still talking to Peach, I was holding those magnificent breasts in my hands, softly pushing them around my cock, massaging them all the while. Cassandra enjoyed being titfucked; not enough that it would provoke an orgasm, but she truly enjoyed it. It showed on her face, and it was starting to appear in her voice. At least I heard it, but maybe only because I'd heard that tone often. My titfucking was relatively silent, but once in a while it would make a slurping noise. A few minutes into it, I heard Cassandra say:
"What noise? [...] I don't know Peach, maybe the washing machine? [...] I know it sounds weird but I think it's dying on us. [...] Haha, I know it sound dirty, as if someone was fucking just beside me."
I tried my best not to laugh, but only fucked her harder. But by now the saliva that had made this fucking so wonderfully slippery had all but disappeared. Pulling back and standing up again, I grabbed Cassandra by her hair and pulled her towards my cock. This is something else I discovered about Cassandra: she liked to have her hair grabbed like this during sex, but just as long as I didn't really hurt her. She really liked it when I took control. And boy was I about to. When I pushed her mouth around my cock, as deep as it could go, I held her there, forcing her to "humhum" some more. I freed her, allowing her to talk, then pulled her back in again.
I could feel my orgasm growing slowly, still far off but definitely present. It was not as much the sensations themselves, although that titfucking had been great, but rather the context, knowing that Peach was right there again. Pulling out of her mouth one last time, dripping again with her saliva, I thought about doing a second round of titfucking. Instead, I grabbed Cassandra's shoulder and turned her around. She ended up on all fours on the sofa. I knelt behind her, kissed her round ass a few times, then slowly peeled her lace panties down.
As she was still talking to Peach, she turned her head around, looked at me while I was standing up, then winked. Looking back towards the drape, she opened then up slightly and looked in the direction of Peach's apartment. I couldn't see; I didn't care. Grabbing my cock with one hand, I guided it against her pussy. Her saliva and nearly dripping juices made that first penetration a wonderful seven inches slide until I hilted myself.
We both moaned. Cassandra was on the damage control:
"Oh, we just saw a lovely kitten on tv. [...] Ya, I know, we're cheesy. [...] No, no, no, it didn't get eaten by a big dog! You mean bitch! [...] Hahaha, I'm just kidding Peach, you know I love you."
After all those sentences, I couldn't hold back anymore and I started to really fuck my girlfriend. I quickly found myself in the same situation as before, in the cabin with Peach next to us: I had to go slowly so as to not make too much noise. And I decided to... screw it. Grabbing Cassandra's ass with both hands I started to really fuck her. From one second to the next the sound of my thighs slapping against her ass were loud and clear, and no more than ten seconds later Cassandra couldn't contain her moans anymore.
"What? What am I doing? What do you think? I'm getting fucked!" [I actually heard Peach's very loud "What?"] Oh yes baby, oh, oh, oooh... and you wouldn't believe how fucking good that feels. Oh Gods! [...] I know, aaah, ooooh, I'm crazy! But you're the one with a nickname that means Sin!"
"What? You want to hear Alex?"
I happily obliged, letting Cassandra and Peach hear my moans and grunts.
"Hahaha" laughed Cassandra to a question from Peach, "now who's crazy?"
But, still laughing, Cassandra pulled the drapes away from the window. We were on the second floor, and Peach's apartment was also on the second floor. And, surely enough, Cassandra and I both saw her standing in front of her window, looking at us fucking. I grabbed my girlfriend's breasts and pulled her up, showing off the most amazing breasts I'd every seen, felt, kissed, tongued, massaged, fucked, came on...
"Ya, I think he's proud!" Cassandra said, laughing.
"Damn right I'm proud!" We all laughed at that. Then I took a chance. Speaking loudly enough so that Peach should hear me through the phone, I said: "Why don't you take off your top, Peach?"
"Oh yes!" Cassandra's answering moan was confirmation enough: we had crossed into some sort of sexual territory that didn't have any boundaries. "Take it off Peach!"
And she did! Somehow our madness reached her, and after removing her lose top, she untied her bra and threw it on the floor. Even from afar her breasts were glorious as well. Peach said something on the phone I couldn't hear:
"Of course they're great Peach. [...] Yes, but Alex has told me often enough that there are many ways for breasts to be perfect! [...] Haha, I know. But while you know Alex's preferences, are you sure you know mine? [...] Hmm, you're asking me to describe perfect breasts? Oooooh, gods, slow down a bit Alex... Let me -oh, damn, that's sooo good! Let me finish this!"
So I slowed down, leaving her a chance to talk and giving me the opportunity to control my impending climax.
"The perfect breasts, for me, would go something like this: around 34C, round and high, perky and arrogant, thrusting forward regardless of gravity, with very nice small nipples, all pink and soft, nipples that I'd love to wrap my tongue and lips around and suck until their owner would climax from it like I know she has in the past..."
Despite the few new things I was learning, it was obvious that Cassandra was talking about Peach's breasts. There was a long pause, the silence only broken by the slow, repetitive slapping sound of my thighs on Cassandra's ass. Then, my girlfriend answers Peach's question:
"You want to cum? Sure, why not? Are you game to remove your pants and masturbate in front of us? [...] Oh. You want to come. As in come over." A long pause as I also realize the different meaning. Cassandra turns around and looks at me. A shared look, a silence and then: "Sure baby, come." I slowly pull out, unable to fully understand what was happening.
"Are you sure about this Cassandra?"
"No. Actually I'm not. But look," she said, pulling me down to the sofa, "I know you're never going to fall in love with her, nor her with you."
"Still..."
"Shhh. Alex, we've been letting this fantasy grow in our heads for a while now... And I've been dying to be with a women for a long time now. Why not?"
Flabbergasted. It made perfect sense, but at the same time it was the craziest thing I'd ever heard. Had we not been filled with lust already, both of us close to climax, we would never have agreed to do this. My mind was working in overdrive, but time was short. We could still stop, I could go to our room and dress up, put an end to this crazy series of events.
Then the sound of a key in the door, followed by Peach walking in. The tank top she had put on to cross over was now on the floor, and by the time she got to the living room, Cassandra and I were standing. Peach never really stopped, and grabbed us both in her arms. Her smile transformed into a strange 3-way kiss as our hesitations disappeared. I could feel Cassandra's great breasts on my abs, and Peach's on my chest. We were all three covered with sweat already.
The sensations bursting from that strange kiss were overwhelming: surprise, intensity, sheer lust, pent up tension... Somehow we were managing a kiss between six lips, three tongues and three friends. When my hand finally slid down to Peach's ass, her wonderful ass, I found a pair of skin tight pants, the kind that stretched and hugged the skin so much that it looked like body paint. I let my hand roam all over her cheeks for a time, then grabbed one with my large hands. Oh dear gods. It was remarkable. Never in my life had I felt such an ass.
But things were just getting started. Slowly breaking the kiss, leaving the two old friends alone in it, I walked behind Peach and started peeling the pants off her. Kneeling down in the process, I ended up level with her ass and couldn't resist a bite, a lick and a shower of kisses. I heard her laugh up there, but I was not about to stop. Putting my hands inside her thighs, I pushed them opened slightly and she got the message loud and clear. Widening her stance, which in any case would bring her head closer to Cassandra's, Peach opened her legs for me. Her nearly shaven and very large lips, completely bald from this angle, were calling to me.
Heedless of the fact that I was about to eat the pussy of another women for the first time since meeting Cassandra, I dove in mouth opened and tongue out... And I fell in a pool of hot flesh and juices. She even tasted good! I latched on to her pussy, flicking my tongue against her clit, up and down all her lips, deep in her pussy... I feasted on her with wild abandon. Daring to try something I'd shared with Cassandra only a few times, I let my tongue lick higher and higher until I grazed her asshole. No reaction. Hmm, the possibilities...
Without my realizing it, Peach had pushed Cassandra down on the couch, had spread her legs and was eating her pussy with just as much passion as I was licking hers. Slowly she got on her knees, allowing me enough time to follow her, and I ended up nearly flat on the carpet. While I didn't really feel like letting go, the long pause my cock just had reminded me that I'd be ready for something much more fun.
I gave a last kiss to her pussy and knelt behind her. Over Peach's head, Cassandra had her eyes nearly closed in pleasure, massaging her breasts and enjoying her friend's mouth. She looked at me when I straightened, knowing that I was about to fuck Peach's pussy. With both my hands on that wonderful ass of hers, I looked at Cassandra. She nodded, with a large grin.



After taking a deep breath, I let a glob of spit fall right on Peach's asshole. As soon as I did this, she reached under her, grabbed my cock and guided it up and down from her clit to her asshole. Staying on the little hole for a few seconds, she took a small pause, turned and said: "Not tonight Alex..." before releasing me and turning once again to my girlfriend's pussy.
Barely phased by that rejection/invitation for later combination, I grabbed my cock and aimed it at her pussy. I went in slowly. She moaned and cried out with every inch I pushed in. I went in for an inch, then pulled out. Then in for 2 or 3, then nearly completely out... I kept teasing her like this even when she moved back in an attempt to get me deeper. When I hilted her pussy after more teasing, pulling her hips hard against me, she really cried out, nearly shouted, and looked at me. "That feels really good. Fuck me!"
As I did she looked at Cassandra, and trailed a long line of kisses from her pussy to her breasts, pausing for each nipples, then up her neck. When Peach reached my girlfriend's ears, with me following right behind, she said:
"Damn you're lucky Cassandra... You never told me he had a cock like that!"
"Oh I know, trust me... Now kiss me again, like you mean it this time."
And kiss they did. Their breasts entwined, tongues and mouths joined for all the time it took me to cum, the girls were obviously letting go of some long-held passion. I just couldn't believe what I was seeing: Peach's gorgeous back and ass, my cock slipping right in between those cheeks, my girlfriend's arms wrapped around that back and the girls kissing as if their lives depended on it.
When I felt my climax hitting me, I pulled out in reflex, and Peach's head turned around to understand why I had stopped... "Oh!" she said breathlessly. "You didn't have to pull out." As soon as she started to say "You didn't have", I aimed right back at her pussy and shot a few more spurts of cum deep inside her. The sensations were too much and my climax became painful for a fraction of a second until it passed.
Breathless myself, I leaned forward and said: "I want some of those lips...", looking at Cassandra. With a soft smile she lifted her head and kissed me across Peach's shoulder. I was still pushing my cock in and out of her while kissing my girlfriend. It was crazy and mad, it was pure lust set free, and it was wonderful.
The rest of the night held some more surprises for the three of us, a few revelations making us laugh, bringing us all even closer together. Where would this lead us? Nobody knew.
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After waking up in the middle of the night to clean myself up (you know: cold, sticky and congealed cum all over your belly isn't the best thing in the world), I went back to sleep and woke up very late. Before realizing that Cally probably needed my help early morning with Stephen, I tried to remember what happened yesterday... And I still couldn't believe it. Regardless of the why and of the excuse it provided, I still had sucked on my sweet sister's breasts. Damn!
After all those years of looking at Cally taking her shower through the old key-hole, staring at her from my bedroom window as she sunbathed and swam in the pool, even spying on her on a few of her dates, while her boyfriends fondled her in front of a movie... Damn again! I had had my fair share of girlfriends and had not been a virgin at the time, but I would have given a lot to be able to touch those breasts, her ass, slip my hands down her pants and cup my fingers around her pussy...
Well, the biggest of my fantasies came true yesterday. And this hadn't been any accidental contact, like the few I organized to have while we were growing up. No, this had been distinctly sexual. Up until yesterday, I had never had any sexual contacts with my sister. Well, almost never.
The only time one of these many dreams came somewhat true was at a Halloween party. It was at one of her friends' house, two years ago. I was between girlfriends at that time and Cally still hadn't met The Jerk. Her friend, Jenny, had invited me along with Cally. After Jenny left, when my sister asked me if I was going to come, I told her no. So she was not expecting to see me there.
I picked my costume carefully: the phantom of the opera. I chose a big mask, shaved myself clean for the first time in months and even colored the skin around my eyes black so that I'd be even harder to recognize. The long cape would allow, I hoped, for a bit of that thrilling exhibitionist privacy. I looked at my self in the mirror, satisfied that no one would recognize me, and even undertook to change my posture and gait.
It worked. Worked perfectly in fact. I arrived quite late at the party to make sure everybody would be drunk, including my sister. I wasn't supposed to know what her costume was, but two days before the party I had searched through her drawers until I found it: she was going to be catwoman. And a sexy one too. So here I was, around midnight at Jenny's house, looking for catwoman. I found her on the dance floor with a bottle of beer in her hand. It was really dark, the dozen or so candles were the only light sources. Perfect. Just perfect.
I slowly made my way through the crowd and began dancing in front of her. She grinned at me, oblivious to the fact that she had started dancing with her brother. We began touching each other only minutes afterwards, and soon, the slower music perfectly timely, dancing in each other's arms. I had no idea that my sister was so easy when drunk, by I didn't care. Soon her beer disappeared and her arms were under my cape, caressing my back and ass. Feeling confident I lowered both my hands down to her ass and squeezed it.
And for the first time I had something of a sexual contact with my sister. She was barely 19 and I was 22 at the time, so we were not exactly innocent, but I didn't care. And if she ever found out that I was, ...well *I*, I could reply that I hadn't known that she had been *she*. But at that moment those dangerous thoughts were pushed away to let the feelings wash all over me. Her firm and generous ass was dancing in my hands, and I could feel Cally either pushing it outwards against those hands or driving her lower belly against my cock.
Which was, obviously, hardening quite fast. Her head was on my chest and shoulder, and when she felt my hard cock she purred against my neck. Encouraged I slipped my right hand lower and between her cheeks until I firmly cupped her crack. Then her pussy. I could feel her soft flesh under my fingers, and guessed that she hadn't worn any panties. But it was her breasts I really wanted to feel. So while keeping my right hand around her firm ass I slipped the left one up her thigh and side and directly onto her breast.
I moaned loudly and thanked the loud music. Then I heard Cally whispering: "Oh yes..." and I grinned widely. Ignoring all decency and incestuous warnings, I moved my hand back down and under her shirt, finally feeling the flimsy bra she had underneath. I was a very fine little thing: a metal outline under the breast and then nothing but insubstantial stuff that was probably transparent. I had seen such bras in the past and I had loved each and every one of them. And right now this one allowed me to feel Cally's breast as much as I wanted. And it was great! My head was spinning too much for me to remember every detail of this first encounter, but I remember that I spent the next few weeks masturbating to those images and feelings...
The sound of Stephen crying in the kitchen broke me out of my memories. Not only had I touched them again: I had sucked on them like a milk-deprived junkie! I dressed in a simple tee-shirt and boxers and walked in the kitchen to see if she needed help. Oh my God. Big mistake. Cally was bent over the kitchen sink, giving Stephen his first bath of the day. She had on her usual tank-top, which would most likely fail to hide the fact that she had gone bra-less again. All right: that was expected. What was not expected was that below that top, she was wearing nothing more than a white thong.
Now I'm a breast man, and Cally has everything a breast-man could want. But still: all those years playing volley and basketball had done wonders for her legs and ass. Barefoot with tight calves, lean thighs and a round pair of firm cheeks crowing it all. I must have groaned, or moaned, because Cally turned around quickly. She began laughing nervously. "Oh, hadn't heard you... Sorry about... er..." She looked down at her legs and kept her ass against the counter. "I didn't think you'd wake up while I bathed him... Here, can you take care of him while I go and put something on?"
I think I replied something like "sure". All I know is that she ran out of the kitchen and disappeared. Why was she so tense about this? Sure a thong is a bit inappropriate, but that much? For God's sake: I had sucked on her breasts less than 24 hours ago! Or maybe that was why she was all shy and nervous? Maybe she regretted it? She seemed quite relaxed and cool yesterday, but maybe she had some time to think about it and now... Hmm, not clear. Well, at least one thing was clear, I grinned to myself as I washed Stephen: she wasn't wearing a bra.
And she wasn't wearing one when she came back either. Soft flannel pants, but definitely no bra. Although my quick erection hadn't completely gone away when she came back, the sudden ambiguity about yesterday managed to quiet it sufficiently. But had she seen it? Was her very brief flick of her eyes towards my crotch been enough? Mystery.
After putting Stephen in his park, we sat together and ate breakfast.
"I'm sorry again, Johan. I shouldn't have—"
"Don't worry about it Cally," I said, cutting her off, "don't even think about it anymore. In fact," I continued, testing the waters, "I should be the one apologizing... I mean: gawking at my sister like that!"
She seemed surprise by the turn of events, but took it in stride: "Indeed! How long has it been since you broke up with Caitlin now? Five months?"
"More like seven." I said glumly.
"And no other girlfriend since?"
"Nah, nothing serious. Heck: nothing funny either!" She laughed nervously.
"Well, I can understand why you would... er... when you saw me this morning with..."
We both laughed, neither of us quite sure how to keep this discussion going. An offer of milk was a gentle way of stopping it before it became too awkward. Then again a quick "oh ooooh" moment when we both remembered what we had done yesterday morning...
I spent much of the morning cleaning out the basement, which had been "The Jerk" space before he moved out. Cally had always wanted a little studio space to paint, and all I had to do was clean out some of the trash and piles of useless junk. Cally came down a few times to see how things were going and to make sure I wasn't getting fed up with this boring work. All of the earlier awkwardness had vanished, and although the work *was* boring, it felt great to be able to help her out like this.
Last thing I had to move was a large pile of boxes. They were filled with old paperwork, of course. Nothing lighter than a sheet of paper; nothing heavier than a box full of them. But Cally had been adamant: it was her old stuff from school, and she was still sentimental about it. Just how sentimental, you ask? 32 boxes' worth. From first grade to her last college exam. To her credit, Cally had looked slightly embarrassed when she asked me to move them from the basement to the cellar. But why should I complain: I was here to help her after all.
The day was very warm and I was sweaty all over when I finished pushing the last box up against the far attic wall. When I got back down, Cally was mercifully waiting for me with a cold glass of beer. And, of course, her two wonderful breasts veiled by nothing more than a thin tank top. Sitting in the living room, with Stephen asleep in her room, we talked about our college days while I cooled down. Turns out I was not the only one cooling down: Cally was in a session of power yoga: the dvd was still paused on the tv. Her face was just a touch redder than usual and I could see some of her fine hair matted down on her nape.
What I could very clearly see, though, was her nipples growing. And growing. And growing. At first she didn't really notice them. But when she reached for her glass of water, she saw her two very prominent peaks. She flushed again, and even though she didn't make to stand up and leave, she was clearly embarrassed. Sighing, I said.
"Cally... Please don't worry about it... For God's sake: I sucked on your breasts yesterday night!"
There was a short silence, but thankfully she broke it by laughing out loud.
"Oh I'm sorry Johann. I know I shouldn't... It's just so weird, and my nipple are just so fucking big!"
We laughed together.
"Yes they are Cal, and they're gorgeous!" She smiled coyly. "Oh come on Cally: you must have known that it was a fantasy come true for me yesterday?"
Another small silence, a bit more tense.
After looking at me very seriously for too long, she finally grinned and said: "I know Johann, I'm just teasing you. But I was not even that comfortable with... you know..."
"The Jerk?" I supplied for her.
"Yes. That's a good name for him."
"What do you mean, not comfortable?"
"Well, even before Stephen was born we..." She took a deep breath, steadying her voice, "let's say that The Jerk was never really interested in anything more than... Oh, how can I say this?"
"What? In bed?"
"Ya... Nothing more than a quick tit-fuck, quick caresses to get me wet, then about 2 minutes of fucking. That's it."
Cally was clearly uncomfortable talking about this, but it felt like she needed to get it off her chest. Damn! Stop thinking about he chest! But I could barely believe it. That Jerk had a sweet woman with a body that could make pornstars jealous, and he didn't even want to do more than... Unbelievable.
"Are you sure he wasn't gay, Cal?"
"Bah. I've thought about it. But he's with some young chick now. I'm not even sure she's 18 yet. No tits, no ass."
"Dumb fuck..." I whispered. Cally laughed again, for which I was thankful.
She looked at me with a gentle smile: "So it really was one of your fantasies?"
"Oh my God, yes!" I exclaimed, and went on before fully realizing what I was saying, "You have no idea. Since you began developing breasts, and then even more once they started growing with Stephen." I paused, not sure if I should continue. But it seemed to make her feel better. "I even followed your progression in bra sizes... Are you very mad at me, sister?"
She was definitely surprised about this, but she finally laughed with me. "Really? Oh Gods, you're crazy Johann!" And she laughed again.
"I even kept the little graphic I made, month after month while you were a teenager!" We laughed harder.
After we calmed down she said, more seriously: "Oh, Johann, I really have to get that Jerk out of my mind. I never thought of myself as a beauty queen before, but neither did I ever feel like a... like a used cow either." There was a silence, and I thought that she might start crying. But she took a deep breath and smiled. "But if my big brother finds me beautiful, that must mean something!
"Beautiful? Of course you are!" I shifted my weight on the couch, trying to move into a more comfortable position: my erection was becoming painful.
And she saw it. Her eyes darted to my crotch again and she failed trying to hide her smile. "That much?" She asked, laughing.
Now it was my turn to be embarrassed. "Oh give me a break Cally... You know I'm a breast man, you know I love your breasts and you keep walking around with nothing more than a tank top!" I grinned and she smiled with me.
"So you're really hard right now?"
"Er... yes."
"Does it, hmm, still, hmm, tend to go left?"
It took me a while to understand: did she really ask if I had a small bend in my hard-on? And judging by her grin, I do believe she asked that! And my cock *did* have a tendency to go down the left side of my pants when it grew. Before I could try and answer to that question, she said:
"Because from what I remember..."
"What? What are you talking about?" all kinds of ideas went through my mind at an incredible speed. Was she spying on me too? Did she ever see me masturbating? Did she ask one of my girlfriends?
"Do you," she asked, with that soft smile of hers again, "still fantasize about catwoman, these days?"
While I tried to understand, Cally got up and picked up both our empty glasses. But she clearly took her time picking mine, bent forward towards me, offering me more cleavage than I thought possible. And then I clicked. The Halloween party. When I looked up, my eyes wide open in surprised, she grinned and patted my head a few times.
"Go take a shower Johann: you're starting to smell. Sweat and dust. Just like the Phantom of the Opera must smell like."
She left me alone in the living room, flabbergasted, still in shock. She knew!!! She damned well knew! And she was letting her brother grab her ass, feel her breasts... But from the kitchen, she said: "Before you get too excited, I didn't know at the time." She walked back in the living room, and laughed at the expression she saw on my face. "Jenny discovered who you were late that night. But she didn't see you, er, dancing with me. Your secret is safe..." She grinned, and then left again.
While I was trying to re-organize my thoughts, she cried: "The shower Johann!" I grinned. I had to. I was starting to see another side of the young woman I grew up with. And I'm not only talking about the nude skin side. When we both allowed ourselves something completely crazy yesterday, something changed. I sucked on her breasts. Sure I had an excuse, but still! These kinds of situations only work in fantasy, not real life...
Making sure that Cally wasn't anywhere between here and the bathroom, I got up, my erection pointing the way brazenly. I stripped and hopped in the shower, realizing that my sister's Jerk had had glass shower doors and walls installed. The large bath, where she took her showers, had glass walls on three sides! That meant that the ingrate would have been able to look at Cally take her shower every morning. In essence, he could do up close, every day, what a little key hole had allowed me to do from afar. My erection pumped back to life as I imagined my sister taking a shower, her huge breasts covered with water.
Just as I was starting to masturbate, the shower being one of my favorite places, I heard Cally knocking on the door. Before I could reply, she said: "Turn around Johann, I need to get the laundry." Once more not letting me any time to reply, she pushed the door open and barged in the bathroom. I turned around, hiding my erection, but I could feel her eyes on my skin. Damned glass panels! Cally didn't say anything, but I'm sure she was grinning.
A few seconds later she left and I relaxed. My hard-on, despite this interruption, hadn't gone anywhere and demanded attention. So as I lazily washed my self with my left hand, my right hand was giving me sweet pleasure. After rinsing my face of the soap, I looked out and saw that the bathroom door was slightly ajar, and that Cally was right there, looking at me. Well, I couldn't really see her, but as I couldn't see the door on the hallway wall, I was guessing that something, or someone, was in the way. I controlled the grin that wanted to pop out, the irony of the situation nearly overwhelming me. But I wanted to milk this opportunity for all it was worth.
So playing the innocent I kept on masturbating, but putting a lot more effort into it now. Sometimes using both my hands, spitting on my glans to lube it while away from the water, playing with my balls. I couldn't hear much above the sound of the shower, but I made sure that Cally could hear my moans. Before letting my climax explode, I even said her name, not knowing if she would hear it or not. But then it took all my self control not to gasp in shock: right after I said her name I heard her moaning, then take a sharp breath. Then silence. She had heard. My cock was starting to pulse, I knew I was very close. Then I heard another moan, and I knew that Cally was still there, watching.
It was a lot more than I needed: sperm finally boiled and sped up the length of my cock. It erupted all over the glass panel before weakly dripping down around my fist. But wanting to provoke something, I'm not sure why, I quickly cleaned myself and the glass then stepped out of the shower. I saw Cally's shadow moving away from the door and disappear. Hmm. Not what I had in mind. Then again, what did I have in mind? She probably had no idea that I knew she was there. Of course she ran off when I got out. Stupid!
I sighed deeply, not realizing just how lucky I actually was. First: had I known what Cally heard, then saw and finally did in my room last night, things would have been different this morning. And now there's another thing I learned much later: Cally had been masturbating behind the door, and had been really close to an orgasm when I got out of the shower! My quick exit had prevented her from reaching it. Yet since I had no idea of what really had happened, the following events didn't make much sense.
I choose a clean par of jeans and tee-shirt and came back to the living room where Cally was still doing her yoga routine, probably finishing the session I had interrupted. Now I had just orgasmed in the shower, shooting cum all over the place. But seeing my sister doing power yoga in a tank top and very tight sweat-pants cut-offs... Wow. We talked for about 5 or 10 minutes before her routine stopped. I swear that 5 more minutes would have killed me off: don't know who choreographed that routine, but it couldn't have been more erotic had I designed it myself.
I spent those 5 or 10 minutes gawking at her, as her head and eyes were nearly constantly turned away from me. Either she had to turn or angle her head in strange positions, or she had too look at the tv screen to know what to do. Since my sweet little sister was between me and the tv, she couldn't really look at me. I spent those minutes in heaven. I could look at stare shamelessly, because she couldn't really see me. It was as if I was spying, but doing it right in front of her. Breasts pushed out during an arch of her back; hanging loose when she bent forward; her legs spread wide as she bent forward again, pushing her ass out a few feet away from me; now rotating that ass to stretch her lower back; dropping on all fours to push her back up and down like a cat stretching, in effect pushing her ass out and in as well; now laying on her belly, only to raise her upper body using her arms, pushing her breasts out like divine offering...



I was going crazy. Despite my climax 20 minutes ago, I had another erection. I thanked God for the sturdy pair of jeans. Eventually the show ended, and Cally smiled at me before leaving the room. "My turn..." she simply said. When i heard the shower running, I grinned: now it was going to be my turn to watch. I'd barge in the bathroom if I had to, just like she had done herself.
Turns out I didn't need too: Cally had left the door slightly open, and was already in the shower. I silently crept closer and closer until I looked into the bathroom. For the first time in years, I would be allowed to see her fully naked again. And there she was, gloriously naked and wet. Despite the black patch of unruly hair that caught my eyes, I looked again at her breasts. There's only one word for them right now, really: huge. They were absolutely huge. Naturally quite big, but now the milk was transforming them into something completely surrealist. They looked (and felt, I now knew) quite firm, stretched around their huge size. Her aureoles and nipples, usually pointing slightly outwards, were now opened wide, all that milk pushing them out. Even seen from behind, while Cally washed her hair, I could see them both peaking out from the side. When she turned back around, her nipples swayed and danced under the heavy guidance of the milk and flesh beneath.
In the corridor, my hand was back in my pants, as I fumbled to open my jeans. As soon as my cock was freed I started pumping it. While never as fun the second time around, I was nevertheless overwhelmed by the situation. If anything, my first climax would allow me to last longer. When she bent forward again to wash her legs, she pushed her ass towards me again, this time with no sweat-pants in the way. Cally had a big ass for her frame. Nothing out of proportion, but still very full and round. This wasn't a scrawny teenager in front of me, but a woman. I could see the fin line of her cheeks against her thighs, and even the details of her pussy, trapped between her flesh.
When she straightened up and turned around, I finally allowed my eyes to look at her pussy. Or rather, at her bush: Cally was obviously not a fan of shaving anymore. She had a full bush of wild hair, and even matted down in the shower it was clear that she was "au-natural". It was wild and beautiful, and I don't think I'd ever seen a true bush in real life: such are the trends...
Right then her hand popped into my field of view as my sister started washing that glorious mound. Yet very quickly it became apparent that as the soap was being carried off by the water, she kept on "washing" herself. My cock spasmed as I realized that I was finally seeing my sister masturbating. She kept going for a little while, then turned around, facing the wall. As she kept fingering herself, she arched her ass towards me.
I was entranced and fascinated until she began murmuring something. I tried to focus and listen through the noise of the shower, but failed. Finally I heard something that floored me: my name. Once again louder and louder, until I couldn't doubt my ears and she finally said out loud: "Oh God Johann, get the fuck inside, I need your cock in me right now!" I don't think I even had time to breathe between her call and pushing my cock all the way up her pussy. My mind blanked out as I undressed and was already rock-hard for her already drenched pussy. I was spasming with pleasure as I filled her, and barely heard her say: "Oh my phantom, take me... Catwoman is all yours today!"
When I came to and realized what I was doing, I had pushed myself in and out of her a few times. Those few surreal seconds remained a hazy and unbelievable memory for years afterward. When I fully woke up, I slipped both my hands from her hips to her breasts and leaned in close to her under the water. I couldn't feel it in the shower but I was pretty sure that her milk was overflowing all over my fingers as I squeezed her breasts. I then began to kiss and lick her elbow, neck and ear.
Cally laughed throatily under my assault and arched her ass against me even more. We were doing one of the worst sins of our culture and, obviously, it felt just as intensely wonderful. The water amplified the noises as the bathroom was filled with slapping skin, grunts, moans, sucking sounds and "please don't stops"... At first I didn't understand why, but it soon became clear that Cally was already climaxing: she must have been on the verge when she called me in.
She pushed me slowly back against the door, in an attempt to get my cock deeper into her as she was rocked by her climax. At one point I even had to place one feet outside the bath to get better leverage. When I resumed fucking her with this new angle, she let one real shout slip before containing them again. I smiled when I saw her turn her head, in the throws of what must have been her first real-cock climax in a long while, to look at the baby monitor.
It didn't flicker on: Stephen was still sleeping. With a grin to put a devil to shame, Cally pushed me out and opened the door wide open. "Get in, on your back..." Did she mean in the bath? I'm not all that big or tall, but I knew from experience that fucking in a bath wasn't all that great. Cally saw my hesitation: "Get in, she said with that grin again, you won't regret it." Once I got in, she stopped the water and followed me right in. Standing above me for a second or two, she said: "Johann, my dear brother, you have no idea just how badly you're going to get fucking wrecked today."
She then squatted down carefully and then turned an awkward situation into a pure glory. With her feet trapped between the sides of the bath and my hips, her knees couldn't open wide as she lowered herself. Her arms, that were going down to my stomach, were similarly trapped between her thighs. But as she fumbled with my cock to aim it at her pussy again, Cally somehow managed to push and squeeze her breasts between her arms.
As I felt her pussy sheathe me again, I could also see her breasts, inches away from my face, being obscenely thrust forward. If I was feeling any sort of pain from the hard bath, it didn't register at all. "Wait for it..." Cally said, cryptically. When she started fucking me harder, squeezing her breasts together even harder, two jets of milk streamed out of her nipples, directly into my face.
I had been ready to fuck her for hours, what with my last climax so recent. But with my own sister's pussy engulfing my entire length; with her mammoth, milk-filled breasts nearly bondaged in front of me; with that milk squirting on my face and in my mouth, I wasn't even surprised by my climax. I just came and came again, laughing and shaking all over. Cally didn't even slow down: I was being ridden like a wild bronco in need of a good breaking.
As my pleasure crested and pain from overstimulation began, my sister leaned forward and, grabbing one of he breasts with her hand, plunged her distended nipple right into my mouth. I sucked her milk as if my life depended on it. I was being hit by her ass, my whole being earthquaked into the realization that we had opened a staggeringly new door in our lives. I felt renewed, newly alive as Cally kept feeding me her milk. A male, a man and a baby at the same time, I felt her being hit by her own second climax of the day.
It's official: Stephen is a deep sleeper. Cally and I spent most of the following night having as much sex as our sensitive genitals allowed. As she was a lot more resilient than me, I ended up pleasing her orally for a long while. I even found a few places where no one had licked her before. She was, obviously and loudly, quite pleased by my efforts. We took quite a long while before talking about how our futures would intertwine: it was not an easy road to travel. In the end, we found a strange and probably unique solution that allowed both me and Stephen to share his mommy's amazing breasts.
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As jet after jet of my sperm began overfilling the spasming pussy of a woman who was not my wife, my mind was screaming: "This was not supposed to happen, even on a Midsummer's night!!"
Let's go back a few days to try and understand how everything went wrong somehow. Each year for the past seven years, on the closest week-end to Midsummer, our eclectic group of friends meets up at Rinette's cabin. The place itself is absolutely wonderful. A very old and capacious wood lodge that can easily accommodate twenty people, located partway up a heavily forested mountain slope. There's a small lake with an artificially maintained beach nearby and lots of unique and remote spots for camping. Rinette's parents were quite wealthy, and luckily for us, they were not stingy with all that money. The lodge was always kept well stocked with all sorts of food & alcohol, sporting equipment, three jacuzzis, one cedar sauna and a couple of outdoor showers.
It is the perfect place for our Midsummer gathering. The first of those gatherings happened almost by accident. We decided on the weekend without realizing it would be Midsummer, and the fun couple of days went by almost like an ordinary weekend. Almost. It was great. The company was wonderful, as was the weather, food, drinks and fun. Yet something was different.
Strangely enough, the person responsible for all the Midsummers since then has never returned. Doug simply happened to be Kate's boyfriend that first year, and as he happened to be a Celtic history nut. Not the basketball team, the ancient people that colonized much of Europe thousands of years ago. After a few whisky shots, Doug began talking about what Midsummer meant for those ancient people, how it had been celebrated all over Europe. Despite the remarkable diversity between sub-cultures, some things stood out as constants: a huge fire, lots of drink, lots of dancing in the night, and lots of sex.
Doug lamented, with a hint of a smile, that we had kept the first three traditions, but somehow had lost the fourth. When Kate replied: "Oh, I wouldn't worry about that if I were you...," everybody laughed. The long kiss she gave him left very little to the imagination and I think that the five couples there enjoyed great sex that night. That in itself was very nice, but it wasn't all that exceptional. Regardless of the culture, nights spent in log cabins after fun days with friends always end up quite heated.
What turned out to be different were the two days after that first Friday night. Somehow the fact that Midsummer was a sensually charged event altered our mindsets. Usually we came here to relax and enjoy our friends. That following morning, despite the great sex, I think we were all still sexually charged. It wasn't an obvious change, but as the day went on, we started acting differently. The women wore skimpier clothing. The guys didn't bother to put on shirts all day long. All the couples were more affectionate with each other and this physical closeness of the couples became generalized to the others on the last day. I don't remember our group of friends being that close, physically, ever before.
While nothing spectacular happened during those two days, I think everybody was tuned to the different atmosphere. We were acutely aware we were a group of ten healthy, sexually active men and women and, even if all the usual boundaries remained strictly in place, something new was in the air. The hugs goodbye, on the final Sunday afternoon, were a lot longer and warmer than usual. Even with the guys still shirtless and most of the women wearing bikinis, nobody either skimped out or felt awkward because of all the skin on skin contact.
For me, Will, and my wife Nella, that long drive home began as an easy conversation about the weekend, but ended up in a tense silence. Now far away from the lodge and that magical atmosphere, we didn't really know how to actually talk about it. The physical closeness and general sensual mood had been obvious, but we hadn't talked about it at all. By the time we came back home, we had managed to clear a few things up and while it was very strange, we both concluded we had enjoyed it immensely.
During the next few weeks and months we talked about it on a few occasions, but as time went by, that weekend began feeling like a dream. Yet the photographs were there, clear reminders that something strange had happened. Nella was particularly uncomfortable with the one that showed her laughing in the arms of Lincoln, her legs wrapped around his waist, while they were wearing nothing but swimsuit trunks and a bikini. The thing is that I was right there in the picture, laughing with them. Months later, it did feel quite awkward.
The following year when Rinette called us up in late April to set up the next meet, we didn't quite know what to expect. We said yes, obviously, the weekend had been marked in our calendar for a few months. Rinette didn't mention anything about the special atmosphere, and everything looked like it was going return to usual. In fact, Kate had broken off her relationship with Doug, so we were not going to have another lesson in Celtic history.
If Doug had been present this year, he might have given us a warning about full moons on Midsummer, which would have explained why I behaved so strangely this year...
But back to that second year, Rinette's perfectly neutral call had two distinct effects on Nella and me; we were both relieved and disappointed. Relieved because it really had been an out-of-character weekend, and both of us didn't quite know if we wanted to relive it or not. Yet... Yet we did have a lot of fun.
On the Thursday night before leaving for the lodge Nella and I were in our room, packing our clothes. From the corner of my eye, I saw Nella stop moving for a few seconds. I looked up but she had her back towards me and I couldn't see what she was doing. Suddenly she turned and looked at me with a neutral expression, "Should I bring this?" The "this" in question was one of her bikinis, one she had bought on impulse yet never wore in public. All black it looked more like lingerie than a real bikini. It even had a lace trim across the breasts.
Now, let me make something clear. Most of us are used to seeing bikinis in movies or TV shows or on the beach. Yet not everybody wears bikinis the same way. There are girls and women and, more importantly, there are women and "women". Maybe I'm biased because she's my wife, but Nella is a stunningly beautiful woman, and I can't imagine a man that wouldn't be more than satisfied by my wife's curves. Nice legs, great hips flaring below a proportional waist, and a wonderful pair of breasts. Most of her bras are 36DD, and she more than fills them up. A woman with a body like that, wearing a bikini with a thong bottom and lacy top, simply can't walk around innocently. In fact, every time she wears it in our backyard we end up having sex in the pool.
Now, with a perfectly neutral expression on her face, and wearing nothing but snow white lingerie at the moment, she was holding this particular bikini and asking me if she should bring it to our weekend with our friends. We stared at each other for long seconds until I broke the tension by smiling. She smiled back, winked at me and dropped the bikini in her bag. I grinned, shaking my head, and immediately started reconsidering what this weekend would be like. Nella had been apprehensive about the upcoming Midsummer, but apparently she had made her choice.
So had everybody else, actually. That second Midsummer weekend there were just about the same five couples: Nella and me, Rinette and her husband Lincoln, Eleanor and her husband Timothy, Hope and her husband Connor, and finally Kate with her new boyfriend Markus. As soon as Rinette, Lincoln and Hope came out of the lodge to greet us, I knew something was up. Rinette and Hope both had their hair loose, the first raven black and slick, the second bright red and curly with a few feathers and strands of colored twine attached. Rinette only had a small bikini and Hope wore old cut-off jeans and a very tight tank top with a barely-there bra underneath. As for Lincoln, the semi-professional diver, was in even better shape than ever, tanned all over and wearing nothing but his swim trunks. Nella looked at me and grinned. It looked like Midsummer was going to become a new tradition.
And it did. Yet through all those years, nothing unfortunate happened, like cheating or intense moments of jealousy. Some very irregular moments did happen, but there was usually enough alcohol and laughter to forestall any strong reaction. For instance, I was not supposed to end up with my hand cupping Hope's bra-less breast during that first Twister game. But as it was either that or falling over everybody else, we simply laughed about it. Twister became one of the favorites in the following years, and most everybody ended up placing a hand, or even mouth!, where they were not usually supposed to. What saved us, in the long run, was that nobody tried to go further every year. The temptation was there, but I think we are all mature enough to resist it.
Which made my situation, with my cock and sperm deeply lodged into the wrong pussy, all the more abnormal.
So let's get back to this year's weekend. A few days ago, Nella and I planned for the seventh such Midsummer with great anticipation. I say "planned" because we actually need to plan a few things now. Strangely enough, we never actually talk explicitly about the sexual aspect of the weekend with our Midsummer friends. It's obvious to everybody now, but nobody ever dared talk about it. Still, some years something memorable happens and adds to the different traditions and rituals.
For example, Nella's black bikini eventually wore out, but she always made a point of bringing one ridiculously sexy bikini every year. Now all the women do the same. One year Lincoln prepared a little geolocation game, and placed very sexy photographs of Rinette and himself, either alone or together, in the caches. Lincoln now prepares the game, but we all bring a few sexy photos with us to share.
The most outlandish of these traditions is probably Hope's letter idea. My guess is that this is the only exception to the unspoken rule "don't talk about it," and that she checked with the other women before doing it but I'll probably never know. Two weeks before the fourth Midsummer weekend, all the guys received an anonymous letter. We only learned last year that Hope had written them. In these short letters, the anonymous Hope wrote a few things she couldn't say to us in person, like just how handsome or desirable she found each of us. She even hinted she allowed her imagination to run wild with us when she masturbated! Those letters had an amazing effect. The following year most of us sent and received such letters, and they had the expected effect; after reading them we were all primed and ready to enjoy the upcoming Midsummer.
So once again Nella and I were together in our room, packing our bags for the weekend. Our letters had been sent a few weeks ago. Nella had her new bikini. We both had our masks for the mascarade. My warpaint was ready... We also added a few new things in there, hoping to surprise our spouses and friends. We hit the road Friday morning with music blasting away in the car. Everything was perfect and we were both in high spirits.
Rinette and Lincoln welcomed us, and we discovered we were the first two to join them, and that this year the group would be the five original couples. Last year we had been fourteen people, and while it had been quite a lot of fun, Nella and I were both pleased to find ourselves surrounded by our oldest friends. They greeted us warmly, as usual, a lot more warmly than when we see each other during the rest of the year. This year Rinette kissed my cheeks *very* close to my lips. A grin and a wink followed those kisses. "You should let your beard grow like Will's, Lincoln. ...and don't say that it will mess up your diving, I just won't believe it!"
We all laughed at that. Lincoln took great care of his body, kept most if not all of his skin hair-free, supposedly to help with his diving. Even his hair was cut very short. It paid off, though, he had by far the most flawless body of the men in our group. Tall and lean, but very muscled, built like a diver in top shape. I always told him he had the legs to be a great runner, long and thick. He even kept his tan golden all year round: "For competitions, you understand..." he added with a grin. Rinette wasn't the jealous type and, in any case, she had always had an eye for muscular guys.
Still charmed by the kisses, I allowed my eyes more time than usual on Rinette's body while the women kept on talking about Lincoln's body. While less athletic, Rinette was just about as tall and lean as her husband, with a firm body from her head down to her toes. Her long black hair, always very long and perfectly straight, were free this weekend. She usually tied it off in ponytails or braids, but Midsummer called for something wilder, more free. Her bright red bikini hid very little of her skin, and her slim build was glorious in the morning sun. While I'm a man that enjoys generous curves in women, her thin waist and hips, as well as her small breasts, seemed to fit her perfectly.
When Nella decided to remove her shirt to reveal a white tank top and an obvious black bra underneath, Rinette and Lincoln's eyes darted to her breasts. It wasn't just because etiquette was different during Midsummer, simply that Nella's breasts have that effect on people. Even for me, after years of enjoying a lot more than a great cleavage, I was still mesmerized. I think Lincoln barely managed not to grunt! Rinette sighed noisily, smiled and said: "This is going to be a fun weekend!" We all laughed aloud as they helped us unload the car.
We were all in one of the jacuzzis, the one furthest away from the house, when we heard Hope and Connor arrive on their motorcycles. As if Hope wasn't sexy and wild enough on her own, she seemed to have grown up on a motorcycle. When she was younger she used to ride on Japanese bikes but, now larger American models were all she'd ever consider. We got up from the water, dried ourselves off and walked towards the lodge to welcome them.
Halfway up the trail Rinette motioned us to stop, then to be silent. She turned around and whispered to us, "Let's surprise them!" We walked silently, trying to see them through the bushes and the trees. When we did, we all grinned at each other. Hope was leaning against her bike, her hands in her hair, trying to untangle her curled mess. Connor, looking around after having called Rinette's name aloud, walked behind his wife and wrapped his arms around her waist. Very soon those hands found their way up to her breasts. Hope grinned and, after looking around as well, reached behind her head to grab Connor's head. We watched the breast massage for a while, until Connor pulled Hope's shirt above her breasts, revealing a green bra that left nothing to the imagination. Tt was the sheerest lace and, even from afar, we could clearly see Hope's large nipples.
Hope laughed, then said: "Stop it, Connor, someone's bound to come!"
"Yes," he replied, "and they'll be jealous!"
Rinette, ever bold, stepped up from our hiding place and said, loudly: "Oh yes, even I'm getting jealous of you, Connor! These are magnificent breasts!" Hope pulled her top back down, already laughing with Connor and Rinette. We all joined them to welcome the new arrivals.
"You were right, earlier, Rinette," said Nella. "This is definitely going to be a fun weekend!"
As we headed back to the lodge, I was surprised, even though these weekends always end-up sexually charged, it didn't usually start this fast. Looking at Hope's body as Rinette and Nella helped her with her traditional feathers and colored twine, I gave thanks once more for this Midsummer weekend, as well as for these gorgeous women I was lucky enough to know. Hope's body was somewhere halfway between Rinette's and Nella's, generous breasts, but not as womanly as Nella. But despite what I had just seen behind the green lace, Hope's fiery hair was definitely a majestic crown. Real coppery red hair, with green eyes, Hope always said she had Irish blood somewhere in her family's past. With those feathers, she did look like an elf... a very sexy elf.
Connor looked like the typical biker bum. Tall, very large with long unkempt hair and a week old beard as black as his hair. Old jeans and a black leather coat completed the picture. When Hope introduced him to us years ago, we hadn't really known how to react. But after a few hours, and the knowledge he was completing his Ph.D. in physics won us all over.
As we were getting ready for dinner, Rinette informed us the remaining four would only join us later tonight. Perhaps even only tomorrow morning for Kate and Marcus. After the meal, Rinette sent the men outside to prepare the campfire, saying the women had things to talk about in private.
Connor said: "Oh dear Gods... I don't know if we should be scared, or thrilled."
I added: "Well, it is Midsummer, so..."
No amount of effort was enough to convince the women to reveal what they had talked about. The only clue, which would make sense later during the weekend, was some spots of red paint on Rinette's arm. But for now, around our first campfire (the real bonfire would take place tomorrow), all we cared about was enjoying the warm night and sexy people around us. At one point it became obvious Hope's arm-stretching wasn't intended to really stretch her arms. Instead, it was a barely subtle way for her to show off her breasts. She still had her tight shirt and, even in the dim light, we could all see and enjoy the curves she was pushing outward and forward.
Nella, unable to keep silent anymore, teased the redhead, "Oh come on Hope, take your shirt off and stop teasing us!"
Hope's shocked expression only lasted a couple of seconds. Grinning, she replied: "What? What could you possibly mean by that? I was simply stretching!"
"Yeah right," added Lincoln, placing his hands on his head and flexing his biceps. "And I'm just rubbing my head!"
Speaking over the laughter, Hope added, "Ok then!", and proceeded to remove her shirt in a single motion.
The wonderful green bra was once again visible, this time from much closer. Connor was still laughing but everybody else was enjoying Hope's show. Still stretching her arms to good effect, she clearly enjoyed the attention.
But right then Nella removed her own top, revealing the black bra that held her large breasts, "Two can play at that game, miss!"
Laughter again, as the three men were beginning to be overwhelmed.
Rinette, not to be denied or ignored, said, "Three can also play at that game!"
The laughter quieted just a bit. Rinette was beautiful and sexy, but she couldn't really compete in a breast comparison.
And it seemed she knew it. Instead of removing her tank top, she stood up, turned around, and removed her jeans slowly. The very nearly naked ass that was slowly revealed was just amazing. We could just barely see the g-string. Rinette then started to dance slowly, making her ass move from side to side and gyrate back and forth.
After a few minutes of mock competition all three women put their clothes back on, yet the laughter continued for a while. The erections as well. And clearly, this episode had a similar effect on Nella. When she sat back down she kissed me, surprising me with her tongue and the length of that kiss in front of our friends. They even began shouting in encouragement as our very wet kiss lingered. Nella broke it off only to say, "I think I'm going to make the best of this erection... See you guys later!" With this shockingly frank statement, Nella got up, pulled me up with her (the aforementioned erection painfully obvious) and pulled me away from the fire.



My blood fired up and pulsing in my veins, I followed Nella as we walked to the lodge. But at the last minute she pulled on my hand and guided us into the forest. We walked some more, in silence, until I realized where she was taking us; right back to the fire. We moved very silently for the last minute or so, despite the fact I was breathing very hard. Nella wanted to have sex right here in the woods, close to our friends. She had never, ever done something like that before, even here at Midsummer.
Before I knew exactly what was going on, Nella was way ahead of me and had removed her panties from beneath her skirt. "Can you be perfectly silent, lover?" I didn't reply. Instead I grabbed her shoulders, turned her around and pushed her against the big tree she had selected. As I fumbled with my jeans' zipper, I looked up; our friends were about twenty yards away. Sure we were in the darkness, but if one of them looked up, or walked out to take a leak...
"Do you have any idea just how wet I am?"
"Do you have any idea how hard I am?" I replied.
We tested both in the following second. Without any delay I placed my cock against my wife's pussy and felt her juices dripping. As soon as I felt the folds of her labia parting for me, I pushed up and as hard as I felt she could take me. I'm not huge, but I have a pretty decent girth and usually have to take it slowly for the first penetration. This time it felt like I was accelerating, and it was clear the guys were not the only ones being aroused by the show earlier.
I placed both my hands on my wife's hips and buried my face against her neck, kissing, licking and biting it as I began fucking her. The hardest thing was to keep things reasonably slow as to remain silent. Not easy. All I really wanted to do was fuck Nella's brains out, and the fact I was still looking at two other women, both sexy as hell this weekend, didn't help at all! Nella was also pushing her head against me, as well as rotating her hips the way she knows drives me crazy. One thing was clear through it all, I was not going to last very long!
It seems that Nella was once more ahead of me. Without warning she pushed back against me just as I was pulling out, timing it just so that I would slip completely out. She then turned around, pulled her top off, pushed her skirt down and even removed her bra. Twenty yards away were four of our friends. They knew we were fucking, but didn't know just how close we actually were. Backlit by the fire, Nella's silhouette was wonderfully glowing, but this minute-long striptease, since she had to do it silently, gave my cock a respite.
Nella then began stripping me as well: "If we do get caught," she whispered, "I don't want to be the only one naked!" Another pause for my cock, even though the tension and intensity were still at their peak.
My cock surged again when I saw Nella kneeling down in front of me. I love blowjobs, especially when combined with one of Nella's titjobs, but we both knew that I would last a lot longer that way. Just how long Nella wanted this wild thing to last, I had no idea, and I didn't really care either. I resisted the natural impulse to groan when her lips kissed, then parted around my cock, sliding down as far as they could. Nella's tongue pushed up against my underside, sliding towards the base of my cock. I felt her opening her mouth a bit more as she tried to take me as deep as she possibly could. She had never actually deep throated me before, but seeing her trying was thrilling enough for me. When I felt the back of her throat, shivers ran up and down my spine. I was not sure switching to such a blowjob would really stretch things out all that much.
Bringing me back to reality, Hope stood up and began walking towards us. Now, given my immediate circumstances, swearing that she didn't see us doesn't make much sense. When your loving wife is giving you one hell of a blowjob is not a time for careful observation of the outside world, regardless of how sexy that outside world is. I was as sure as I could be that Hope didn't see a thing. In any case, I was not about to tell Nella to stop. After coating my cock with saliva, the little sex demon was now squeezing her breasts over my cock. I was not, definitely, going to last long at all.
When Nella looked up and whispered, "Wanna cum on my face?" I knew I was just about finished. Now, let's get this straight, Nella isn't a prude, but she isn't a nymphomaniac either. She had allowed me to do that exactly five times in the past five years, as a birthday present tradition. She knew I loved doing it, but, like most women, didn't find it as much fun for herself. Damn! she must be even more excited than I thought.
Looking down, I saw Nella moving her breasts lovingly all over my cock, yet making sure that my glans wasn't always in direct contact with her flesh. I was seeing waves after waves of smooth skin rolling over my erection, feeling her flesh molding itself around me. I was barely moving, just enjoying the rush of sensations. Looking up, I saw that Hope was back, and started to realize just how crazy this whole thing was. Twenty yards of dark forest, at best, separated us from our friends. Nella and I were both naked and I was on the verge of exploding into a very powerful orgasm.
And I soon did. Pulling out of that glorious sheath, I grabbed my cock in one hand and marveled at Nella's opened mouth. She was on her knees, looking right back at me, naked in the forest, ready for my cum. It took everything I had, every ounce of self control, but I managed to explode silently, hold myself against the tree and keep my eyes opened to see the rare sight. I was shooting large gobs and streams of my cum at her face and mouth, a rarely enjoyed fetish, and my whole body was shaking. I could see my sperm flowing down from her forehead across and down from her nose to her lips, and I shivered with pleasure when her tongue reached out to pull it in her mouth.
When I finally regained some control over myself, before even having the time to catch my breath and realize just how crazy this whole thing was, Nella stood up and whispered: "Now help me clean this up, naughty man." But when I reached up with my hand, grinning like a boy on Christmas night, she stopped me. "Oh no, not with your fingers. Lick it up, dear..." She knew I wasn't into that at all, but also knew I had been given a treat and couldn't really refuse. I gave her a look, but she knew that I knew that I couldn't refuse, so she simply smiled back.
It felt strange and wrong somehow, but I was more than excited enough to do it. Naked, completely satisfied, very close to our friends in the dark forest during a Midsummer night? I could do just about anything.
As soon as I licked some up, Nella whispered: "Don't swallow it, I want it all..."
I groaned, hearing this, and licked her face again. After getting most of it off, I looked at her and kissed her once more. As I slowly opened my mouth, I felt her tongue darting between my lips and felt her sucking my own cum out. Never in my life had I felt so strangely keyed-up, so aroused... and so quick to get an erection back!
As it touched Nella's belly, she smiled and laughed through our sticky kiss. "Fuck me again, Will."
So I did. The ground didn't allow for either of us to lie down, even on our knees, so I pushed her against the tree once again. This time though, I didn't turn her around. Lifting one of her legs, Nella gave me enough room to move close to her and place one of my legs under hers. This slight angle allowed me to squat just enough so that my cock, instead of touching her smooth belly, ended up between her lips again.
This time I pushed up in one continuous and very strong motion, nearly lifting Nella off from the ground. It became very clear, very fast she was on the verge of her own climax. After a few thrusts in this position, I moved a bit and grabbed Nella's thighs, this time picking her off the ground completely. She instantly wrapped her legs around my waist and began grinding her pussy against me.
Women are strange. Sometimes I can caress, lick, massage, fuck or suck her pussy for a very long time and still realize Nella just can't reach her climax. Tonight was definitely not one of those nights. I'm not even sure it took thirty seconds. She was covered in sweat almost instantly, grinding her pussy against me, holding on to me as if for dear life. And trying, less and less successfully, to keep silent. In the end she managed it but only because she climaxed pretty quickly.
Her orgasm felt like a deep ocean earthquake for me. Nella's whole body spasmed a number of times, squeezing me in this grip of pleasure. I don't think she managed to breathe once through it all, for fear of loosing a long and loud moan. Later she told me this orgasm, as quick as it had been to explode, was one of her most powerful in a long time. And despite everything else that happened on that fateful weekend, I still believe today that the intensity of that first orgasm, especially due to its context, made a huge impact on our sex life from that point on.
I got a nasty bite on my neck, something we both enjoy once in a while, but since none of our friends turned around, I think we were in the clear. Slowly, carefully we grabbed our clothes and moved further from our friends. After a long detour towards the house we walked back to the campfire, and were received with a round of applause. For an instant we both thought they had seen or heard us. But they were only clapping because it had been obvious why Nella had pulled me away with her. They knew we had just had sex, but they had no idea where.
This strange evening marked the first night of this three-day weekend that would hold more surprises than any other weekend in our lives. We had known what to expect from this Midsummer trip... or at least we believed we had known.
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As the Midsummers came and went, our group shrank or grew, but I think we never ended up being more than sixteen. That's still a huge number for such a unique event, but some of us talked about it to intimate friends, and, of course, most of them wanted to come. Our Midsummers are very different experiences for single people than they are for couples. Of course they expect to have sex with new people, as they're quite free to do so. For the married or stable couples, things never changed; they just expect to live a more intensely physical, sensual weekend. The number of single people has to be perfectly balanced, so the planning is coordinated in advanced. Early on Rinette discovered she absolutely loved that planning, trying to predict who would match with whom...
The year everything changed, perhaps not by coincidence, we were only ten people, just about the founding group. Even during the first day, Friday, I knew something different was going on. Everything seemed heightened from the very beginning. The following two days would turn out a lot differently than we anticipated.
The first night followed the usual tradition, rather noisy sex. Three years ago one of the women simply lost control of her moans and cries of pleasure. Eleanor, usually controlled and perhaps the shiest of the bunch, simply couldn't contain her pleasure anymore and just let it all out. "Oh my love! That is so damn fucking good!"
At first, since most of us were in the throes of our own pleasure and restraint, we didn't really notice how strange it was for someone to be moaning that loudly in a lodge full of friends. At some point though, most of the others stopped, listened, recognized Eleanor's voice, and laughed. Even on that first night, the natural reaction was to resume whatever we had been doing, and join in the chorus. Every night since, during our Midsummer retreats, the lodge sounds exactly like an orgy is taking place inside, but actually everybody is alone with their respective spouse.
We woke up Saturday morning, grinning about the very unique experience of having had sex while hearing our friends having sex as well. For the first time this Saturday was actually Midsummer's day. In addition, tomorrow would be a night of the full moon. If we'd had an expert on Celtic culture, we might have expected something different. But as it was, we were taken completely by surprise.
The day started slowly as we stayed up very late last night. Eleanor was up before everybody else, as usual, and was ready with breakfast as we gradually came down from our rooms. Also as usual, I was the first to join her downstairs. The fact that I was an early riser and Nella was not was about the only place we were not in sync when it came to bed. Nella would only join us later, transforming her breakfast into lunch. Eleanor arrived late last night with Timothy, and both of them quickly noticed that the mood was even more sensual and naughty than usual. When she learned the girls had a little competition earlier around the fire, her eyes got rounder but she didn't miss a beat. A second later she had removed her shirt, giving us a very nice view of her breasts and a very hot red bra. Timothy, shaking his head and laughing with us, said: "Oh dear, this is going to be a long Midsummer week-end..."
I still couldn't quite believe shy Eleanor had done this. We had seen her with bikinis and bras in years past, but usually on Saturday nights, and always with alcohol dampening her shyness. That she had stripped so quickly, unprepared, was remarkable. Her nightgown was equally remarkable. As long as she wasn't standing in the morning's light, her gown was very decent. It had a high neckline, was more voluminous than her body needed, the hemline brushed the floor, and the sleeves even came down halfway to her elbows.
It was very beautiful, with lace trims and details all over. You could see hints of her breasts outlined by the fabric, but despite the fact that Eleanor's breasts were at least a C cup, you couldn't see much at all. Her long, slightly wavy blond hair shone like pale gold, even when she was out of the morning light. As she was walking around in the kitchen, having no idea I was watching her from the living room, she moved in and out of the morning's sun's light, coming from the large window next to her.
When she did, she was transformed. Her hair seemed to light up, syrupy strands of gold taking glorious life. But her nightgown was also transformed: it became quite transparent. Every time she stood in the light I could see her silhouette, from shoulders to toes. She wasn't wearing anything under that gown, and I could see a fuzzy image of her breasts as well as the golden patch of hair between her legs. The sight was completely mesmerizing.
Eleanor's body was best described by one word: "soft". Not soft as in lazy or formless. No. Soft as in a warm blanket on a cold autumn day or as a kiss from an old lover. She was slightly rounded from head to toe yet never fat. Just right. There was no doubt in my mind her skin would be flawlessly smooth and warm, her breasts and buttocks full and round yet soft and supple. Her long blonde tresses and uniquely pale green eyes only added to that effect and, despite the years that have gone by since I first met her, Eleanor just didn't seem to age.
After long delicious minutes of this magical moment, and before my erection became too obvious, I walked up the three stairs that led to the kitchen. Eleanor heard me then and, without even turning around, said in a low voice: "Hello, Will. Slept well?"
Ignoring the question, I walked up to her, took her hand and gently kissed the back of it. "You are wonderfully beautiful this morning, Eleanor."
As simple as that, with a smile. Alone she was not as shy as usual and, instead of reacting nervously, she simply smiled back at me and thanked me with a kiss on my cheek. I added: "I don't want to break this little moment, Eleanor, but if you don't want everybody else to see just how beautiful you really are, you best think of changing your nightgown." After looking down at it, and the large beam of light coming from the Midsummer sun, she blushed and tried to hide herself. Still in a hushed voice, I added: "Please don't hide yourself, Eleanor. I meant it. You truly are gorgeous."
She looked at me for a long, silent moment then smiled again. "Thank you, Will." After a deep breath and a sigh, she looked around to make sure we were still alone then added, "Timothy and I are well enough, but we've kind'a hit a rougher patch these last few weeks. You have no idea how good this compliment feels."
She then gave me a long hug even though her thin gown and my boxers were our only clothing. The fresh and slightly marjoram smell of her, as well as her body heat, the softness of her breasts, belly and thighs were absolutely wonderful. When she pulled back, she gave me a quick kiss on the lips. With a grin, now, she added: "Let's make a deal. You keep this little bit of info to yourself and I stay in this nightgown until someone else gets up. You get to sit right here while I finish this breakfast and if ever you're in the mood to give me more compliments, please do!"
Amazingly nobody got up for the next hour as she stood in the sunlight as much as she could. So for about one hour we talked in hushed voices while I interrupted our discussion by sharing with her every compliment that came to my mind. It ended up being one of the most intimate conversations we'd ever had and later on we realized this special morning hour had become the foundation of a deeper friendship. During that hour she didn't raise her hemline or willfully bend down or spill water on her gown. Instead, she just moved around normally as if nothing special was going on. I had a powerful erection for most of that hour, but the mood wasn't sexual at all. Just one man explicitly enjoying a beautiful woman's body in the morning light.
Eventually Rinette came downstairs, soon followed by Lincoln and Connor. From then on Eleanor was careful to walk around the sunlight and minutes later she went upstairs to change. On the way to the stairs she winked at me and silently mouthed another "Thank you." I replied the same. When she came back down wearing a long but light summer skirt and a bikini top, she was in a very bright mood and managed to wake all of us up with her energy.
Kate and Marcus arrived just as Nella was waking up and ended up eating brunch with her while all the others headed out for the lake. When we came back all three of them were lounging lazily on the patio, sipping drinks that looked like pina coladas. Marcus had made a huge batch and there was one, at least, for everybody.
Lincoln took over as we were finishing, "Time for the geolocation game to begin. Kate, Eleanor, do you have your pictures?"
Of course they had. Placed in sealed envelopes, those pictures would end up in the remaining four geocaches. Lincoln asked us for at least a thirty minutes head start so he could reach the caches before us. He was very good at this game, very fit, and already knew where his caches were going to be. Even if he had only asked us for two minutes, we wouldn't have stood a chance of catching up to him. In any case, Marcus was mixing up another batch of pina coladas, so nobody was in any hurry to leave yet.
Still out on the patio, Rinette found herself a hat and wrote our names on pieces of paper to randomly assign the teams. The rules were simple: a man and a woman for each team, and couples couldn't be together. I ended up with Rinette herself and had mixed feelings about it. On the one hand, she was in great shape and I would have to work hard to follow her pace, yet on the other I would get to look at those fine legs and ass of hers for a couple of hours. Since I didn't have a choice anyway, I didn't finish my second drink and began stretching my legs.
Two hours later, even with the boost of Rinette's amazing ass in front of me, I was just about done. I was convinced we were so far in front of the other teams we could pitch a tent, camp for two days and still win. About an hour later Rinette saw that I was beginning to tire and said: "Why are you slowing down Will? Isn't my ass enough of a motivation?"
"What?" I said, feigning surprise. It was one thing for her to suspect, or know, I was staring at her ass but quite another to say it out loud!
"Oh, give it up, Will, I know it and really don't mind... Why don't we take yet another break to let you catch your breath?" The winning smile took some of the edge off that "yet another" comment... Leaning against a tree, after handing me back the water bottle, Rinette stunned me by saying: "A panther in the dark... Sound familiar?" It did. Quite a bit actually. I had written that to her in one of my anonymous letters last year.
"Er... a panther?" I tried to look innocent.
"Hahaha, you're not fooling anyone, Will. I'm pretty sure that all the women know which of the letters they received came from you."
"Why would that be?"
"Think of it this way. Would you be able to identify Lincoln just by a faint silhouette in a dark room?"
"Of course, built like he is."
"Then, Will, you should know we can all recognize your words and writing. Yours are my favorite letters, by far."
"Why in hell have I never thought of that?" I replied, laughing. "Here I was thinking I was anonymous like the rest of you."
Rinette grinned and looked at me for a while. "Really? You're going to tell me that you didn't think we'd be able to identify your letters? After you gave us a few of your stories over the years, and knowing that you're the only writer in the Midsummer group?"
I think I actually blushed. Of course I had hoped they would identify me! I'm not sure I was ready to reveal that even out here alone with Rinette. I think my silence was all she needed to hear, or see. Looking at her, sleek as a panther, her long black hair tied into a single ponytail, her red bikini top, some sort of spandex shorts and that ridiculously sexy smile, I gave thanks once again for this special Midsummer weekend. When Rinette pulled the elastic band that held her hair off, shaking that long thick mane loose, I heard a deep groan and realized it came from my throat. I had mentioned I preferred loose hair in those letters.
Still grinning, she looked at my neck, maybe like a panther looking for a kill, and saw the bite mark that had been hidden by my back-pack.
Surprised, she leaned forward to get a better look because I was sitting down. "Nella made that yesterday night?" A simple nod. "My, my... I'm not the only wild beast in your life!" Laughing, she knelt and came forward, playfully imitating a panther this time, and came closer. Much closer. Until, to my utter surprise, she bent forward enough to place her own mouth directly on the faint bruise.
I was overwhelmed by her scent, a mix of clean sweat and balsam fir oil, as well as by the fall of her hair on my naked chest, and even more by her hand on my thigh and her mouth on my neck.
This time she was the one groaning deep in her throat as she bit me very gently. "You like wild creatures, Will?" she whispered in my ear. Honestly I couldn't really shape a coherent answer. Something very powerful had taken hold of us this weekend, and we were all under that same spell.
All I managed to do was place my hand on her own thigh and caress my way up to her hip, then slowly around to her ass. Rinette had nothing under those spandex shorts, and that very thin fabric held nothing back from my roving fingers. For the very first time I felt the firm flesh and muscles of that impeccable ass; the ass I've been dreaming of touching for so, so many years. Keeping her mouth on my neck, Rinette nevertheless managed to angle her neck until our heads touched, making an already very intimate situation much more so.
I felt her shivering when I opened my fingers wide and closed my hand over as much of her ass as I could. She then laughed, a soft, almost drunken laugh, and pulled her head gently away. I didn't feel rejected or pushed back, especially with her smile and what I saw in her eyes as she sat back. We had found a limit, had enjoyed it as much as we could, and pulled away before going too far. Sitting on her feet right next to me, her black mane covering about half her body, Rinette truly looked like a panther goddess.
Very softly she said: "That was a delicious moment, Will."
"Gods yes..." Neither of us knew what we could say after that so we simply looked at each other for a while, enjoying this glorious summer day and that glorious moment. Eventually, I took a deep breath and a big gulp of water, "How about we win this race?"
"Sure thing!" A nice hug and a funny moment because of my erection against her thigh, and then we were running again, trying to find the remaining two caches.
Some time later, as we saw the lodge through the trees, we still quite couldn't believe the images Kate and Marcus had given Lincoln for this game. Not quite naked, but very close, and in a few of them they could have been having very real sex. Amused, tired, excited and especially still aroused from that special moment in the woods, Rinette and I came back to the lodge and found we were all alone. We had won, and now had some time to ourselves until the others came back. A swim in the lake was in order, yet it was clear that being alone in water right now wasn't a particularly good idea. Actually it was a very good idea, but maybe not the wisest. Luckily for us the unlikely team of Eleanor and Connor, just about the two most different people in our group, came back only a few minutes later and unwittingly dissipated the tension. We headed for the lake again and all we could talk about was the Kate and Marcus photos!
Much later in the afternoon, after taking a very nice and long jacuzzi with Nella and Lincoln, I took a long walk, trying to understand why this particular Midsummer was so different than those of years past. I wasn't the superstitious or mystical type, so the fact this Midsummer weekend fell on the actual Midsummer date, or that fact tomorrow would be a full moon didn't quite matter. Still, something strange was going on.
For example, I think I blushed again when Hope whispered a very quick message in my ear as we were eating lunch, "I saw you last night." I knew exactly what she meant, and I'm pretty sure that in the previous years she wouldn't have said it. In the first place, Nella and I wouldn't have done such a thing. This year was different.
As if I needed another proof luck smiled on me again. As I was walking back to the lodge I heard one of the outdoor showers running nearby. The sun was already low in the sky and someone was probably washing the sweat and dirt of a long hot day running around in the forest, getting ready for dinner and the evening. I had five in nine chances that the person in the shower would be a woman. I decided to check it out.
Standing behind a big tree I peaked and saw the sequel of this morning's delight. Eleanor was standing there, completely naked, exposed, bared, unveiled or any such words. The shower was truly open, and there was absolutely nothing, not even a transparent nightgown, between my eyes and her grace. The sun was behind her at a slight angle, beginning to redden as dusk was nearly upon us. She was glowing, just simply glowing.
She was also just as flawless as I had imagined, her soft pale skin unblemished except for two very pale nipples and a luscious golden patch of hair between her legs. I stood there, rooted like the tree that was hiding me, and transfixed by the show. As I looked at her taking a simple shower, my mind began registering that Eleanor seemed to be pretty aroused. Her hands went to her breasts and down to her pussy a lot more often than was necessary. At one point she even squatted down in front of the shower, one hand busy at her pussy, the other pushing her hair from her face as the water cascaded on it. When she knelt down, moving that second hand down between her legs as well, I knew I would be in for an even better show.
My own blood was pulsing, rushing down to my cock, so I never recognized the small cues that would have shed light on her audacity. For instance, why hadn't she even looked around before kneeling down and masturbating in such an open spot? Or why did she happen to kneel exactly at the angle that would allow me to see everything? I think my unconscious was more than satisfied with the whole Midsummer thing and just ignored the signs. At that point, in any case, my cock was out and I joined her in masturbation from thirty yards or so away.
Even with good eyesight I couldn't see quite everything, but my eyes were doing their best. Her bush was barely trimmed, but being light gold and somewhat sparse, it still looked soft and delicate. But despite the attraction of her fingers running wild over her pussy, her breasts got most of my attention. Kneeling, bent forward a bit, Eleanor was offering them to me on a silver platter. My C cup estimate looked just about right, but it had not prepared me for their sweetness. They were absolutely magnificent, a rare treasure that seemed to demand both tender care and rough passion. Her aureoles were nicely proportionate, but her nipples were distinctively larger, and right now they were both fully engorged. What wouldn't I give to take one of them in my mouth right now.
Soon Eleanor began, under obvious pleasure, to arch herself upwards and backwards, pushing those breasts and that pussy towards me. Still under the flowing water, backlit by the setting sun, Eleanor looked surreal, a pale blonde fairy I had caught in a very private moment. Her moans, the ones she had defiantly let loose a couple of years ago in the lodge, dispelled the stillness. Not long after, her impending climax was obvious and soon she was spasming and shivering. Barely even registering the fact I was also in the throes of a quick orgasm, I sprayed my sperm all over the tree, careful to remain silent.



When I looked back up Eleanor had rinsed herself off one last time and had turned the water off. Directly facing me again, she stretched her arm out to take her towel. Standing there for a few seconds, not moving and giving me a wonderful view of her entire body, Eleanor then looked up exactly in my direction. Looking at me, she winked and blew out a kiss. Laughing, she then wrapped herself in the towel and ran towards the lodge. I was laughing myself as I tried to clean my hands of the remaining sperm. She may have run, but we both knew we were going to see each other again.
As wonderfully as that long walk ended, it had brought me no closer to understanding why this weekend kept on getting more and more intense. When I walked back into the lodge, I found everybody in the huge living room, sprawled all over the place. That geocaching run had drained all of us. Eleanor, fully dressed now, greeted me with a very warm smile and another wink. We all ate a sparse dinner and most of us went to sleep at eight thirty. Why go to sleep? Because the midnight masquerade was coming soon, and we were all going to stay up very late tonight.
Nella came up to our room with me and, despite the fact we were both in an extremely aroused state, those next few hours in the bed were going to be very tame. After I closed the blinds, she asked me: "Did you take a walk to try and figure out why this weekend was so... different?"
Smiling in the dark, Nella knew me quite well, I replied: "Ya. No luck."
"Why can't you accept," she asked, her smile evident in her voice, "that it's the real Midsummer and the full moon at the same time?"
Nella was pretty much into this mystical stuff, and usually I had no problem arguing against such nonsensical beliefs. Yet tonight I didn't really know what to reply to that.
She continued: "Wow... I'm a bit scared now, Will, if you won't even try to deny it."
"Well, things are strange, love."
"Yes... I know. Would you mind very much if I told you that the other guys are getting to me a lot more than usual?"
"Oh, how could I..." I paused. "Do you think that I'm blind to the girls?"
Nella laughed, nestling herself closer against me. "Can you imagine the argument such revelations would have provoked at any other time and place?"
"I know! It's just crazy! We managed, against all odds, to keep those Midsummers to an acceptable level of sensual and sexual tension. This year... Damn!"
"Will, I feel exactly the same way, despite the fact that I'm somewhat of a prude normally. I've never felt this way about other guys since we started dating all those years ago. I feel as if I hadn't had good sex in a fucking long while, even though that's not the case at all!"
We both laughed. It was also exactly how I felt; a deep need that screamed to be filled, even though Nella and I enjoyed really good sex. After a pause, I added: "You said at any other time or place... This is what scares me, the fact that Monday we're going to be back to our respective homes, and, most importantly, return to our normal lives. What if we slip, what if we somehow can't resist one or another of the endless temptations?"
"I don't know, Will," she said after a while, then, "Do you have en erection right now?"
"What do you think?" I said, already laughing as she wrapped her hand around it.
Surprising me, she pushed the thin blanket off the bed and moved down until she was straddling my legs. My boxers soon followed the blanket and before I could even properly react, Nella had taken my cock in her mouth.
"Oh come on Nella, we have to..."
"Shhhh," she stopped me. It was completely dark in the room as Nella whispered: "Whose mouth would you like to feel around your cock right now?"
"Yours, my love."
"Oh pooh... I don't believe you. If you could choose from the four other girls here, who would it be."
I really didn't know what to answer. No, actually I knew exactly what to answer. Despite the wonderful day with Eleanor and the kiss from my favorite panther earlier, it was Hope's mouth I wanted to feel around my cock. But despite everything, I was not about to say it out loud, "Nella... Don't ask me that. Even here, even today."
"What do they say... What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas?" she said before resuming her delicious blowjob.
"We're not..." I had to take a pause, and a deep breath. She was working my cock as if she wanted me to cum now! "We're not in Vegas, Nella!"
"Nope, we're in a Midsummer dream." Even I, busy as I was with the overwhelming pleasure, had to laugh at that.
After a few minutes Nella stopped and said, "What if I were to tell you that I have spent those last couple of minutes imagining that your cock was Lincoln's?"
Surprised for a second, I then felt something give way inside me. Before I could reply, Nella stopped and I could feel that she was nervous. But I answered, "Don't stop, please don't stop... Hope."
As Nella resumed her delicate work, a flood of pleasure rushed through me. In this dark room, with my eyes open, I imagined Hope was giving me a blowjob, knowing that I had just spoken that fantasy aloud to my wife. Barely aware of the rest of the world, so focused was I on Hope's mouth, that I nearly jumped when one leg of the woman giving me a blowjob moved over my head. Nella's... Hope's blowjob had just turned into a 69, and my mouth was all over that dripping wet pussy.
Before either of us could go over the edge, Hope moved off and turned around over me. Instead of her two buttocks and the asshole my tongue had teased a few times, I could now see her breasts and face above my own. Nella, because this time it was Nella above me who whispered: "Do you like the taste of Hope's pussy, Will? Are you going to make her cum and scream, fill your mouth with her juices? How does it feel to have her red curly bush against your lips and face? Do you think she'd dare sliding forward until your tongue could reach her anus? Do you think Hope's wild enough for that?"
Obviously Nella thought so. She did slip forward and allowed my tongue to realize one of my naughty fantasies. It was dirty, clearly not the cleanest thing in the world, but I didn't care. But Hope had other ideas. Soon she moved away and I felt her moving back until she was squatting over my cock. She grabbed it, pulled it upright and began teasing my glans with her labia. "Are you ready to fuck Hope, my love? Are you ready to have your cock in another woman's pussy for the first time in years?" My heart was beating in double time: completely stressed out by what Nella was saying, and completely floored by the images she was putting in my mind. "Do you think she's tight? Oooh, I think so." As she lowered herself around me, Hope's pussy was indeed tight. Nella must be clamping her muscles very hard. The sensations were driving me wild. I could feel inch after every inch of delightfully wicked pleasure as her tight pussy was allowing me all the way inside her. As she bottomed out, I could feel the end of her pussy against the tip of my cock.
I had no idea what Nella had for me next, but to her surprise I sat up and forcefully placed my hands under her armpits. As fast as I could, I pushed her up and followed freeing my cock from her pussy in the process. A few uncontrolled sounds from her mouth told me she was completely taken aback by my actions. I said: "Do you think Lincoln would simply lie down and let you do what you wanted?" Her sharp intake of breath made me smile. As I pushed her on the bed, on her back, she moaned out loud. Kneeling between her legs I found and grabbed both her wrists before pulling them up above her head. "Do you think you could resist his big arms?" Clasping both her wrists in one of my hands, I lowered my other hand to her breasts. "Do you have any idea how many nights Lincoln has dreamed of touching your breasts like this?" Opening my fingers wide I grabbed as much of her flesh into my hand as I could and squeezed hard. Nella moaned and twisted, but I held her wrists firmly, so she couldn't do anything.
"What would his clean shaven face feel like when he would come down to suck on those titties?" She was buckling like a wild horse under me as my lips and tongue did their best to push her even more into that crazy pleasure. Soon her buckling turned into something else as she was trying to push her pussy against my cock. "Oh, now you want his cock inside your pussy? You want Lincoln's cock deep inside you?" Once she settled, I lowered myself closer to her pussy but kept her wrists secured in my hand. When my cock touched her she moaned again, but despite her best effort I didn't let her impale herself on me. "Say it Nella..."
"What?"
"Say it out loud. Say what you want right now..."
"Oh, you bastard!" she said, laughing through her deep breaths. When she saw I would not budge, she swore and said, softly, "I want Lincoln's cock inside me."
"Say it like I really was him. Say it to him."
"Put that cock into me right now, Lincoln, or else I'm gonna hit you!"
Laughing with her now, I pushed in all the way, sheathing my cock completely inside her. Nella's whole body arched upwards against me, all her muscles tensed in pleasure. "Just fuck me... Fuck me, Lincoln..."
And so I did, just after adding, "Wrap your legs around my waist, Hope," and she did.
If last night's climaxes had been quick, this one, once we began to really fuck, came like a furious storm. Keyed up and in the images of our fantasies, our minds and bodies just ignited. Our climaxes came just about at the same time, and hit hard and long. We were totally drained, covered in sweat when we managed to calm down and I rolled over on my back.
The silence that followed gradually became tense, and I decided to break with simple honesty, "That was amazing, Nella. I love you and only you. Never doubt it."
"I know, my love," she said, planting a kiss on my cheek in the darkness. "And I only love you, never doubt it..." After a pause to regain her breath, she added, "In any case, I'm not sure I'd be able to resist Hope's pussy myself if I had a cock!"
We laughed a lot after that comment and the magic in this weekend carried us over that very strange and dangerous fantasy session. A while later I moved to get up because I needed a shower. But just before I did Nella grabbed my arm, "Do you think we can do this Vegas thing? I have no idea what's going to happen tonight and tomorrow, but one thing's clear for me; I don't want it to stop."
"Whatever happens?" I asked, not as surprised as I thought I'd be an hour ago.
"Whatever happens. Just one rule: we don't lie about it, or hide it. That would be a sure way to mess everything up."
"Alright," I said, "I only have one question. Who are you and what have you done with my wife?"
"Stop it, silly!" she said, laughing with me, "It's me, all of me, and I don't want to let this unique and crazy moment go by with any regrets."
It was very strange to have this conversation in pitch darkness. Yet it may have been the only way either of us could approach the subject. In the bright light, in the shower together, but, sexless despite my erection, we suddenly stopped, looked at each other and shared a long kiss. A soft "I love you," traded back and forth, sealed our Vegas promise.
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The entire weekend so far had been one of a constantly deepening sense of unreality. Each year for seven years now, our group of friends meet in this wonderful wooden lodge in the middle of the northern forests for the Midsummer weekend. The first one happened almost by accident, with the then-boyfriend of Kate explaining that the ancient Celts celebrated this day with quite a few sexual games and rituals. The weekend had turned quite sensual, a lot more than our regularly prudish group had ever enjoyed. The year later, despite the fact we hadn't talked about it in the intervening months, we had consecrated the new tradition by allowing ourselves another such sensual couple of days. Nothing too obviously sexual and no cheating whatsoever, but always very close, on the limits of the unacceptable.
This year, though, something else was clearly afoot. Nella, my wife, thought it was because this Saturday was the actual Midsummer date, and that the moon would be full much later tonight. I wasn't quite ready to accept such an explanation but, for the first time in my life, I wasn't ready to ridicule it into the ground either. As Nella and I were walking down the stairs, my sense of unreality was as deep as it had ever been. I felt like I was in a trance. Not only because I'd been in the very sexy company of four other gorgeous women, not only because one of them had kissed and gently bitten my neck and not even only because another one had allowed me to see her naked during an outdoor shower.
As if these unexpected events/happenings were not enough, I had just spent the strangest 45 minutes of my life with Nella. The sex we were just coming down from, in our private room, had somehow included two of our friends. In our minds at least, then, unbelievably, out loud. Nella really did say that she had thought of Lincoln as she was sucking my cock and I really did reveal that I had thought of Hope as she did. Then two surrealist rounds of role-play had taken place as she rode me, pretending to be Hope and I fucked her, pretending to be Lincoln.
That in itself would have been strange enough. We'd never done such role-playing before, and I never would have imagined that Nella would want to pretend to be a woman we knew, a friend that was right here in the lodge. But what we talked about afterwards, and agreed on, could only be described as aberrant. For reasons that were still mysterious to me, we had both agreed that if anything sexual were to happen with other people this weekend, we had special permission to go for it. And to not keep it a secret. That was unbelievable on so many levels that I truly felt like I was walking through a haze of fantasy, that I had entered a place of myth and legend.
Downstairs, we found Kate, Marcus and Hope in the living room. All three were unable to sleep despite the fact they knew they'd need all the rest they could get later tonight. Kate and Marcus were lazily wrapped in each other's arms on the leather sofa, highlighting the fact that Kate was pretty short. Marcus wasn't nearly as big as Connor or Lincoln but, next to his girlfriend, he looked huge. Kate had not only always been short but she had always looked young. She happened to be the youngest of the group but she looked even younger. As the years went by she began to enjoy that reality more and more but we all remembered how frustrated she had been about it years ago.
The smile she gave us as we came down, bright and compelling, made her look even younger still! Her small and delicate face, the deep blue eyes above her perfect teeth, and her blonde hair tied back into a high ponytail had always made her remarkably beautiful. Her body was quite remarkable as well, if you were into small and delicate women. She was very thin, with hints of sweet hips when she was sitting or bending over, and breasts that may have been slightly bigger than Rinette's, but not by much.
She was also, ironically in this company of other strikingly gorgeous women, the one least shy about her body. She looked like an unripened teenager when Hope, Eleanor or Nella were around but she didn't let that bother her at all. She and Marcus had arrived late, only this morning actually, and Kate was really pissed by missing out on a Midsummer Friday. But it had been clear throughout the day that she was going to make up for lost time. She had been very lightly dressed all day long and now she was wearing a blue bikini bottom, which was later revealed to be a thong, and a very sheer top of some sort. It was nothing more than a transparent veil that floated gently on her body. I had seen similar things in very old Playboy photographs.
At any other moment or place in the world I would have been shocked by her decision to wear it in public. Now, I simply smiled and enjoyed the show. I'm a man who enjoys curves on women: large breasts, soft bellies, flaring hips, round buttocks, authentic thighs... But as Kate was just about naked right now, probably in preparation for the masquerade later on, I couldn't deny the pleasure I felt looking at her. Small but flawless breasts, well defined waist with no folds despite her twisted position, very nice legs ands thighs that seemed to surge from her narrow hips and flow all over her boyfriend's legs. The bright red of her toenails completed the effect. For the very first time I realized that it wouldn't take much for Kate to disguise herself as one of my students... which led to fantasies I wasn't ready to face just right now!
"Oh, poor thing!" Nella said to Hope, who was sitting across from Kate and Marcus. "You look so alone on that huge sofa. Here, let us keep you company while your husband sleeps upstairs, rather noisily!" We all laughed as Nella sat down beside Hope since Connor was indeed snoring upstairs.
Looking at me, Nella then added: "Come here, Will, sit down with us." Looking at her, knowing what she was doing, I shook my head and joined them. Since Nella had sat so close to Hope, I did the same, feeling Hope's body against mine.
As I placed my arm behind her head and my hand across to Nella, Hope looked at each of us in turn, then said, "You two are just fresh from fucking, aren't you?" Once more we all laughed, and our expressions seemed to be the confirmation the three others needed.
There was this unspoken rule for the Midsummer weekends that we only had sex during the night, to keep the days as sexually charged as possible. We laughed with them, the more so since they hadn't the slightest idea just how different our sex had been. Kate got up and came back a few minutes later with five shots of whisky. Some of us remarked that we were starting earlier than usual, but Kate brushed it off, "I already missed last night, so I want to make up for lost time!"
"Oh, and you missed quite show last night!" replied Hope. "Some of us saw things that we rarely get to see..." As the other laughed, I knew Hope was teasing me again. She had seen Nella and me in the forest having sex so very close to our friends in the jacuzzi. Indeed, a few seconds later Hope turned towards me and gave me a naughty smile. "It was a sight to remember!" she finally added.
The whisky was remarkable, as always, since Rinette's parents, the owners of this luxurious lodge, knew their alcohol. As the night progressed I began lazily to play in and with Nella's hair. Hope was still tightly nestled between us, and making the best of it. Her hands were on our thighs, and sometimes she would squeeze mine. Her smell, a scent that changed through the years but was always dominated by cinnamon, was intoxicating right now. I wanted to turn to her and bury my face into her neck and hair. I was also, unmistakably, getting an erection. I was more than old enough to know that it would mess up what little rationality I had left.
Right now, though, I didn't care at all. I was starting to sip on my third glass of whisky, and the familiar warmth spreading inside me. It took me a while to understand why Hope seemed to like her whisky so much. It was good, but does it explain the fact that every so often she would let out a soft, low moan of pleasure? When I realized that she sometimes did so even without drinking, I turned and looked at her. Very close, I could see the way the light was captured and released in her fiery red hair, highlighted by the colored feathers she always tied in it for Midsummer. I also got another blast of her perfume, as if Hope's wildness was manifesting itself through her scent.
I also realized to my honest surprise, that I was not caressing Nella's hair anymore, but Hope's. That was why she'd been softly moaning. I froze and stopped, but immediately Hope turned to me and said, "Hey! Don't stop!"
From across, Nella's head peaked and said, "He's good with those fingers, isn't he?"
"Oh..." cooed Hope as I resumed, "I had no idea." Bolder, I pushed my whole hand into her hair and began massaging her head. "Oh, dear gods..." she said, her eyes closed, squeezing my thigh with her hand. When Nella's hand joined mine, Hope moaned aloud again. "Damn... You guys are going to make me cum right here if you keep this up!"
We laughed softly, then Kate said, "She's not even kidding! Look at her nipples!" Through her bra and tank top, her nipples were very clearly obvious, erect and proud, and, most of all, clearly aroused.
With her eyes still closed, Hope said, "Go ahead, take a good look and enjoy the view... As long as these two keep doing what they do, the world could end and I wouldn't really care."
We were all, unwittingly, being drawn into this unique Midsummer magic. A bit later, when Marcus suggested a game of Twister until the masquerade we quickly agreed and Hope said, "Ya, let's play twister and let Will put his hand on my breast again!" Laughing, I didn't even bother replying. Hope had been teasing me about this for years. "But I must concede," she continued, "that with the head massage you just gave me, you don't need the Twister excuse to cop a feel if you want to..." She had said it lightly and was still laughing about it with the others when I turned slightly on the sofa and actually caressed her breast. As surprised as everybody else, Hope laughed harder and said, "Oh, you dirty man! With your wife right here as well!"
Everybody, including Nella, was now laughing very loudly, but Hope hadn't pushed my hand away. She had placed hers on mine as soon as I touched her breast, in reflex probably, but she never pulled it away. After long, very delicious seconds, I kissed her cheek in thank you, and reluctantly pulled my hand back.
Then Nella asked: "Hey! I gave you a massage too, can I cop a feel as well?"
"What?" asked Hope, clearly surprised! "What's gotten into you two?" Despite her words, we were all still laughing and Hope, trapped between Nella and me, seemed completely at ease, didn't look like she wanted to go anywhere.
From upstairs we heard Lincoln say: "Hey, you guys! We were trying to sleep here!"
"Well, it's almost midnight," replied Kate. "We were just getting ready for you to start the fire!" Soon all the sleepy heads were coming down and joined us in the living room, helping themselves to whisky.
A few tense minutes later, as we all knew what was coming and were very excited, Lincoln came back inside and declared that the fire was ready to be lit. After a short silence, the women came to kiss their lovers and we all parted for the preparations. While the women went outside, all the men went upstairs to gear up. Every year we disguised ourselves as ancient Celtic warriors, openly getting our inspiration from the old movie Braveheart. It didn't take all that long, especially for guys with short hair. A leather loincloth, a few straps of leather around the biceps and above the calves, some in the hair, if possible, and some sort of blue war paint all over our bodies.
At some point during this Halloween-like process, Connor asked the question everybody had on their mind, "What the hell is going on this year guys?"
"No idea, but something's up," replied Marcus.
"Think it's the actual Midsummer day and the full moon?" I asked.
We all laughed but not all that loudly. I don't think any of us were really into this superstitious thing, yet something was going on. We didn't have an answer, and nobody suggested we should just let everybody fuck each other's wife! Yet while we knew what to expect about the upcoming masquerade, it was clear that this year we were better off not expecting anything at all. In any case, we were ready for anything as barbarians from another era. Scared of five women wearing little masks? Ha! From outside we suddenly heard Rinette say, "Ready, guys?"
"Yep!" came Lincoln's quick rely.
"Ok then. Give us five minutes, then come and light the fire."
Five minutes later, even more tense than usual as this wasn't how things usually happened, we took our courage and went outside. Still not quite adjusted to the darkness and, despite the full moon, we couldn't see much. Lincoln found the fire and threw a match into the large pile of wood. The gas he'd poured onto it earlier ignited in a flash and the entire night was transformed.
Even if our eyes had had enough time to adjust, allowing us to see the five women in a larger circle around us and the fire, we wouldn't have been prepared. The music we saw coming as every year Rinette brings a remote with her and starts the traditional tune as the fire is lit. 'Midsummer's Night' by Dervish, of course. Yet even if we had seen the backlit silhouettes of our lovers all around us, we would only have thought they were scantily dressed as usual. They were not. They were not dressed at all. When the fire exploded into life, so did the five women, gloriously naked and coming alive to the music. They all had their masks and usual red paint but nothing else. The five barbarians froze for a few seconds, not sure how to react, not sure if to believe this was actually real.
In the end our instincts, the fire, the music and the arousal took over our conscious brains and we joined them. Soon the loincloths disappeared and we were all naked with them. At first, since they were dancing and running around the fire, we couldn't make out who was who. Yet even with the masks, some were easier than others. Nella was clearly the mother goddess with her generous curves and powerful presence. Strangely enough Rinette and Kate weren't all that easy to distinguish in this context. But soon enough, our loincloths discarded, we managed to find our respective lovers and dance with them, moving around the fire in a big circle. Hands flew all over the place, from breasts to waists to hips to asses and thighs and I even dared to get my fingers wet. This was completely crazy, being this excited, this sexual, this erect with all our friends around us!
As the tune in the long Midsummer set changed, the women surprised us again. Most of us had barely managed to accept this crazy naked masquerade when, at the change of the tune, each women suddenly stopped running around the fire, letting us move to the one that had been in front before we could stop. All of a sudden we were caught up and dancing with another woman as the turning resumed. Still overwhelmed, all of the men quickly realized that this new partner wasn't shy about holding us close or touching our bodies. It was completely surreal, as if we'd all been drugged.
I realized I was dancing with Rinette, and remembered the kiss and bite she had given me earlier. My hands on her hips were so close to the ass I had briefly touched earlier but some last shred of conscious thought prevented me from siding it down. I pulled her against me, made her twist and turn with the music, and felt her hands all over me. Her long black hair was whisking left and right, wrapping itself around my shoulders, her eyes locked onto mine at all time.
Along the fire's heat, I could feel her strength and her passion radiating from her, further wrapping me in herself. Finding the mere inkling of control coming back, I looked down and enjoyed the sight of her lean and tight body, her small breasts jutting proudly above her smooth abs. Her dark patch of hair below only reminded me that her perfect ass was just inches away from my hands once again. I hesitated a fraction of a second too long. Just as the tune changed again, she leaned closer to me, her breasts touching my chest, and whispered, "Just missed your chance!" She laughed as she stopped, moving towards the guy behind me.
Another thin women suddenly appeared in my arms: Kate. She was laughing and dancing very close to me. Leaning closer she said, "Hey, teacher, ever fantasized about dancing like this with one of your students? Do I look young enough?" I laughed with her, but didn't want to miss my chance twice in a row. I pulled her close to me, pressing her body against mine a few seconds and trapping my cock between our bellies, until I reached down to get a really good feel of her ass. She laughed, jumped away to dance once again and said, "Oooh, a naughty teacher, yes? What would I need to do to have an A?"
"You have no idea, dear student!"
"Really?" she said, an impish look in her eyes. "I'm guessing that my imagination is naughtier than yours... What if I were to stop, turn around and bend down?"
I laughed, then growled as I threw her away, then pulled her back to me. Her back to me. This time my cock was pressed against the small of her back as my hand slipped from her hips to her pussy. It never made it. As we began moving again to the music, she turned around, looking at me. She was still smiling but her eyes told me that even though this had been a teasing game she was more turned on than she had thought. Before we could continue, the tune changed again.
Eleanor's softness was suddenly all over me. We were hugging very closely all the while trying to keep moving around the fire. Her flesh against my cock was delicious, so were her breasts against my chest. But this morning's peculiar contact was stronger than these impulses. We didn't talk and, even though our hands did seize some of the chances offered to us, the long kiss we shared defined this short moment for us. As our tongues finally met, a deeper wave of pleasure and release of tension took us both. I don't know how long the kiss would have lasted, but the music changed again.
And I was embraced in fire. Hope was positively glowing and burning in my arms. Her wonderful, overflowing breasts were all over my skin until I grabbed them both with my hands to squeeze them hard. Pushing my hands away she spun and moved behind me, pressing those breasts against my back and squeezing my ass at the same time. In her laugh, as she was moving back in front of me, I heard raw lust, and it was clear that she was very close to jumping me right there and then.
That's just about what she did next, jumping up in my arms, wrapping her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist as I grabbed her ass to support her. Her pussy was quite obviously pressed directly against the underside of my cock. All I would have had to do was pull her upwards a few inches. No time, and I had to keep moving. Before jumping back down, she did whisper, "We're going to fuck before this weekend is done, lover!"
When she moved on I found myself face to face with Nella, and she was just as bewildered about all of this as I was. Since I had no idea what the others had done with her, I guess she hadn't seen anything else than the guy in front of her either. My goddess was in the same trance as everybody else and she suddenly threw her mask down, pulling mine immediately after. We had stopped dancing and turning and were now simply kissing madly next to the fire. Soon everybody else was doing the same, as incapable as we were to resist this sexual pull.



We began moving away from the fire. The pull was now inexorable and no game was going to keep us away from our lover's touch. Nella broke the kiss and lay down on her back, opening her legs. I slipped inside her as soon as I dropped down hearing her scream of pleasure splitting the night. When I heard similar moans from the others, I realized we were all very, very close. Looking around quickly, I could see them all fucking openly on the grass around the fire.
All in red, orange and white moonlight, we were all clearly lit with nothing veiled or hidden. I could see everybody was also able to look around and were doing just that. Eleanor, Marcus, Kate and Hope were positioned just right, and our eyes darted from each other to our own lovers. It was completely dreamlike. Time lost meaning as my entire being was torn between the sheer pleasure of Nella's pussy and the unbelievable lust that was shared between us all. The night so quickly turned from something profoundly erotic, to a dancing thrill beyond our fantasies, then a shared moment of open lust flashing all over the space around the fire.
Across the fire, I saw Rinette standing up and getting close to Lincoln, then climbing up on him, to finally wrap herself around him as he positioned her above his cock. From my angle I could see his cock, see it moving around and pushing up until it suddenly vanished into her. They both began moaning, and the sight of those two sculpted bodies making love near the fire, standing amongst friends was mesmerizing. His big arms carried her light weight easily, and they soon found a rhythm we could hear as taut flesh slapped against taut flesh.
Then my eyes were naturally drawn to Hope, who was riding Connor, facing me. Her long curly red hair, pure fire in the light of the bonfire, was covering half her face and the top of her breasts. With her face veiled like this, fucking her man for all she was worth, she looked like a nymph or a banshee from old Irish myths. But she was very real, very close to me. And staring, of course, straight into my eyes. This woman really wanted me, despite the fact I was fucking my wife, despite the fact she was riding her own husband right in front of me...
Her breasts were just magnificent in this light, in any light whatsoever. Maybe only slightly smaller than Nella's, yet they seemed completely different. Nella's were fuller, rounder over her wider body compared to Hope's explosion of flesh over a smaller frame. While Nella's seemed to be growing organically, fluidly melting into her generous silhouette, Hope's breasts looked like they were overflowing mounds of flesh too big for her. For a long while I was sure that she had implants, and it took a while even for Nella to confirm that she in fact had not. They were just marvelous.
I was mesmerized by the show until I felt Nella's legs reach up, wrap around my waist and begin to turn me over. As I kept on rolling Nella followed me, moved her legs around and re-impaled herself on my cock. Looking up at her, with her arms in the air above her, holding her hair as she rode me, my breath was taken away. Who was I to deserve such breasts, and to be given the opportunity to see and feel another pair just as wonderful?
As Nella rode me, I could see she was looking at Hope. Twisting my head, I saw the redhead was looking right back. It was clearly not rivalry or jealousy. Instead, at any second I expected one of them to get up and start kissing the other. It didn't happen, at least not this night. Nella maintained her intensity, and I was pretty sure the eyes of most of the others were locked on either one of them.
Yet just nearby, Kate was bent over in front of Marcus, her legs straight and close together. Very flexible, she was bending forward at her waist but her entire body seemed to be folded in two. Her head very close to her legs, she was nonetheless being pounded by Marcus. He was standing right behind her, knees slightly bent, feet spread wide. Nothing fancy, just raw sex. It was mind-boggling, to see and hear all that, the uninhibited sex we had not even decided to consciously share tonight.
Suddenly all our heads turned to Eleanor's loud cry: "Oh, you dirty man..." She was on all fours, Timothy kneeling behind her, and while I couldn't see it, he was obviously holding his cock against her. When we saw him spit on it, we all understood he was going to fuck her ass. Eleanor would have been wet enough for anything else. "Here? You're crazy enough to do this here?" Eleanor asked breathlessly, before laughing, an edge of delirium creeping up in her voice. She was bending forward even more until her head rested on the grass. I felt Nella slowing down above me, as captivated by the sight as I was.
Eleanor, the shy and delicate creature, was unquestionably used to this and she even seemed to enjoy it. Judging by her words, and the crazy smile on her face, this was not something she did just to please her husband. Her moans, which were getting louder and clearer as we saw Marcus releasing his cock and pushing in slowly, were evidently moans of pleasure. She then began to get up, pushing herself upwards before pulling her torso up until she was kneeling. Her pale skin glowed in the firelight, her beautiful breasts in bright display. As her arms reached up and back to grab Marcus' head, his own hands were moving to her hips. While he was thrusting slower than he had before, he was still pumping in and out of Eleanor's ass with an intensity that astounded me.
Sliding her hands across my chest, Nella recaptured my attention and from that point on we were focused on each other. Not that it would last all that long. Even if the weekend hadn't been a sustained sexually-charged assault on our minds, or if we hadn't role-played that sex game earlier, this near-orgy Midsummer fire would have been more than enough to bring our climaxes very, very close. Taking our cue from Kate and Marcus, we didn't try to out-do each other in fancier and fancier positions. Nella simple rode me, not too fast, as we stole a few last looks around us.
My hands roamed from her thighs to her hips, from there to her belly and waist, up her torso to lose themselves all over her breasts, then reaching up again to her neck and face and hair. As she bent down and buried her face in my neck, I reached down to her ass and even teased her asshole for the very first time. Despite our years of sexual play, we'd never tried this. I felt her smile against my neck and cheek, then her growling, "Think we could try this later, dear lover?" In response I squeezed my hand harder.
I think that was enough for Nella; her breathing and rhythm changed, and very soon she was in the throes of a very powerful and very loud orgasm. It hadn't been a race, nor a synchronized thing, but within moments Nella's cries catalyzed the entire group. If we had heard everybody else in the previous years, actually seeing them climax all around the fire was a uniquely powerful aphrodisiac. Not that we needed to be aroused any further, but that thrill managed to bring us over that awkward "after-the-climaxes" phase.
It could have been very awkward indeed, once the hormones were gone, to look at each other around this strange Midsummer fire. It was not, and Eleanor's laugh played a large role. While we were all regaining our breaths and our minds, she began laughing slowly, softly and, somehow, intimately. Her laughter somehow kept us all together in this very public yet intensely private moment. For long moments, we just looked at each other with lazy smiles, like so many cats with cream on their whiskers. The night and fire were warm enough that our sweaty bodies were comfortable, so we lingered there a long time. We began talking, just a few words and laughter shared in the easy silence. I think we all feared that the morning would be more difficult, and that the awkwardness would be back. None of us wanted to move from this place. Yet we did, each to our beds. Little did we know that the last day of our weekend would prove even stranger.
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The morning following of our not-quite orgy was pretty silent. Even the usual early risers lingered in bed for a long time. In the end, as usual, I found myself with Eleanor in the kitchen. Lincoln and Kate woke up early as well and shared a cup of coffee with us. Everybody was clothed normally despite everything that had happened. Soon Lincoln and Kate went out for a run. As they left, Eleanor and I shared a look. Kate was in good shape, but we hadn't even known she liked running. We laughed about it, then realized we ourselves had shared something special yesterday. Not only the very intimate moment before breakfast in the glorious morning light, not even the allowed peeping of her shower in the glorious light of dusk, and not even the quick caresses around the fire.
While the memory of Eleanor's soft body was still imprinted on my hands, the memory of the long kiss we shared was still predominant in my mind this morning. As we settled alone on the couch, with cups of some herbal infusion nearby, the silence was hard to define. Until, simply, Eleanor placed her cup on the table, smiled at me and asked, "Can I kiss you again?" And so we did, sharing a second kiss, much longer than the first. It was completely silent in the lodge, the only sound was the leather of the sofa creaking beneath us.
Eleanor ended up leaning with her back against me, in my arms, as another silence was stretching. I was trying my best not to ask the question burning in my head, "What do these soft, loving kisses mean?" I was doing my best, knowing it would break the mood. I was wrong about that last part, as it turned out.
Eleanor, as if reading my mind, said, "Oh, I don't know what it means, Will... Are love and sex the only choices we have? And while I certainly would enjoy having sex with you..." Women have ways of saying the most amazing things in strange contexts. "...what I really needed right now was these two kisses. And, actually, more than two."
With this she turned around in my arms and kissed me again. Longer. Wetter. By the time we stopped I was breathing hard, and my cock was just as hard. Eyes half-closed, Eleanor smiled at me, "You really have an easy trigger on that thing!"
Laughing I replied, "Well, that was a wonderful kiss."
She nodded, then nestled back in my arms. "Just so you know, I'm as ready for sex as you are..." Eleanor, still shy despite last night, "...but I meant what I said earlier. I don't think... I hope we're not trapped between monogamous romantic love and simple sex." After a pause, she went on: "I don't think either of us are in deep romantic love with each other, Will, and despite what our bodies might say, I know I'm not in your arms just to tease you or myself with a promise of wild passionate sex..." A pause, a deep breath, and more questions I was also trying to answer. "What's going to happen once we leave this Midsummer and go back to our usual lives? I have no idea. Will we dare, or even want to, kiss again the next time we see each other? I have no idea. What I know, without a doubt, is that I'm extraordinarily well, right here in your arms. Can we share this without asking what it means?"
We sure could. This second, absolutely delicious morning with Eleanor was even more bright than yesterday's. We just found ourselves at the right time and place, in the right mood and needs. We were completely at ease. It turned out we were the only ones who felt so completely at ease with yesterday night's fire. As we heard noises upstairs, Eleanor and I disentangled and allowed ourselves one last kiss.
Looking into her eyes, I whispered, "I love you, Eleanor. I don't know what it means exactly, but I do."
She grinned, kissed me again and whispered, "I love you too, Will... Don't you forget it, whatever happens when we leave this place and time."
When the rest of the group came down, they were dressed just slightly more than yesterday morning. Unconsciously for most of them, the need for some measure of "normalness" was stronger this morning. We chatted happily, and even made some funny, although not overtly sexual, references to last night. But even though we were all looking at each other with new eyes, there was an undercurrent of tension.
We spent the morning and part of the afternoon lazily enjoying the lodge and lake. As a group, we clearly had no idea how to end this weekend. And it looked like the magic was gone. As if we had used it all up yesterday night. Even Hope was quiet this morning despite what she had told me.
In late afternoon, we somehow all gathered in the biggest jacuzzi. It was designed for eight people but we made do after some of us moved in and out, and switched places. At one point I noticed we were arranged rather peculiarly. Each of us had people of the opposite sex next to us. And nobody was sitting next to their respective lover. Lincoln and Kate were sitting next to each other and Eleanor and I shared a look when she noticed it as well. What had happened on that morning run, we were probably never going to know.
The late afternoon jacuzzi was pleasant enough but the tension was still there. At least, until Nella spoke from across the jacuzzi. "So! When are we going to talk about last night?" Dead silence. Nervous glances followed that question, then some smiles, then Connor and Rinette, at the same time, began laughing. Most of us joined in. But soon enough even those who were most uncomfortable relaxed. It was done anyway, and we had all had a lot of fun. All of us moved a bit, stretched out our legs, less afraid of touching the others. After a while, with shots of whisky finishing the job of making us all very relaxed, we began enjoying and, even starting to regret, that this weekend was nearly over. Oh, how wrong we were.
After a while, and more shots, Rinette broke the silence and offered a new game, "I had the classic game of truth or dare in mind, but after yesterday, I'm not sure we're quite ready to risk the dare side. So I have this in mind. While we did see a lot of things last night, we didn't really learn anything remarkably new. What do you think about this game..." Rinette then explained her game, and everybody was eager to play. It was essentially, as Hope said when Rinette was done, a version of Truth or Dare without dares. "Well yes, Hope! That was the point!" Most of us laughed at her tone. "But there will be no questions, just secrets voluntarily revealed.
Since I happened to be sitting next to Hope on one side and Eleanor on the other, which had not happened by accident, I thought the game was going to be intense. In the end, strangely enough, I didn't even get to really play that game. The very first time Hope whispered in my ear, she made it very clear we were not going to be playing it. Instead she talked about my letter, not even bothering to explain how and why she had managed to identify me, nor why we were not going to play the game.
"Were you very serious when you wrote me the letter this year? Or just using hyperbolae to add to the effect?"
"I was dead serious, Hope."
"So you believe in nymphs?" she asked right back, a grin on her face.
"Ok ok... But I think you understand what I mean... And about that part, I was indeed dead serious. You're absolutely gorgeous."
"Well thank you, Will, my dear future lover..."
She then left me there, stunned as I was by this reminder of last night's promise, and turned around to play with Marcus. As I turned around to Eleanor, she greeted me with a wonderful smile, and I leaned close to her and asked, "I think don't I need to ask you about one of your little fetishes..."
Eleanor reddened quite noticeably. Pale skin was unforgiving. Yet she didn't turn away, and her smile quickly turned into a grin. "Like you don't have your own fetishes...," she replied. "You want to play that game?"
"With you? Not really. I think we went past the need for a game this morning."
"I agree. But let's make sure the others think we are..."
As I turned back to Hope, she was still smiling, but her smile had taken on a clearly different aspect. Her whispered words, while some of the others around the jacuzzi were laughing at the answers, were just as direct, "Do you know what a split crotch bikini is?"
"Yep."
"Would you believe me if I told you I was wearing one right now?"
I pulled my head back to look at her, and while I was pretty sure she was telling the truth, I played along, "Nah, you wouldn't dare, despite everything..."
"Hmmm, in a few seconds I'm going to reach back to get that whisky. There are enough bubbles and, if you do it quickly enough, nobody will notice."
Again, no details or explanations were needed. When she did twist to reach the whisky glass, leaning in the other direction, I didn't stop to think and simply moved my hand downward under her buttock. When she sat back down, my fingers found themselves directly against her crotch.
"My, that was great timing, my dear Will... Now, wanna check?"
It was remarkable enough that I had my hand directly on her ass, but once more my body moved before I could even start to consider the implications. Seeing her naked yesterday was one thing, but feeling my fingers finding the fold and slipping up into her pussy. That was something quite different. Hope was hot and fully lubricated already. Looking at me, she gave her most dazzling smile, then turned around to play her round with Marcus.
When I found Eleanor's face waiting for me, even if I couldn't see any evidence she knew what was going on, I was a bit more stressed out. Yet although her question wasn't an easy one, it managed to quiet me down.
"So, Will, do you think we'll be able to bring something of our Midsummer with us back to the real world?"
"I know what you mean by 'real world', Eleanor." I replied calmly, despite the fact I was fingering Hope's pussy. "But this isn't a fantasy world or a dream. What we share since yesterday is as real as anything else."
"I know that! I sure hope I didn't dream this morning's kisses! But do you think we could do that again yet still be with our spouses? Is it even wrong to think about it?"
"I don't think it's wrong to think about it, but I have no idea if it's possible to let this wonderful relationship, whatever we can call it, grow outside of this place... I really want to, but I don't know..."
In a matter of two seconds my mind had to make the brutal transition between this tender intimacy with Eleanor and the raw sexuality with Hope again. I barely survived the jolt. Trying to slow her down, all the while I was still moving my fingers in and out of her pussy, I asked, "Don't you think we're crossing a line here?"
"Do you know that we're not the only ones crossing a line here, Will?"
"What?"
"Look at Lincoln and Kate. She's given him at least two kisses on the neck under the cover of whispering for this game. And now, my guess is that he's more than likely getting his cock massaged."
As I noticed that Lincoln's face was indeed revealing that something was going on underwater, Hope whispered, "Would you like me to do the same?"
"Hope, I whisper urgently into her ear, my wife is right there!"
"Yes, and Lincoln's wife is right there, and Kate's boyfriend is right there and, most importantly, your fingers are right in my pussy, my future lover."
Before I could reply, Marcus was turning around to Hope, and Eleanor was waiting for me. Trying again to adjust again, I simply blurted out the thought that was screaming in my head, "Eleanor, forget what I just told you. It's all I can do to refrain from leaning over and kissing you. In front of everybody."
Eleanor grinned at my comment, and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, "Thank you for this, Will. And please don't think I'm jealous, but I have to say that your mind is even quicker than I thought, to be able to do all of this at once..."
"What?"
"I know what you're doing with your other hand. Don't worry. It's not obvious. But I think everybody noticed how Hope jumped on you during the fire dance, and how you two were looking at each other all weekend long."
I really didn't know how to reply. Eleanor leaned closer and added, "Look... I'd really like to feel your fingers against my pussy too, Will. That was what I was imagining yesterday, in the shower when you saw me. But I think that if we go there, there will be no coming back. And I really want to come back from this weekend with something... I don't know how to name it either, but I don't want us to revert back to regular friends once this weekend is over." It really took all I had not to kiss her right there.
Luckily, in a way, Hope chose that exact moment to move just enough so that her own hand had enough room to slip under my swimsuit, pull out my fully erect cock and begin massaging it. She then leaned close and asked, "Did you imagine yourself under me, last night, when you saw me riding Connor?"
I hadn't, actually, but I was not about to let her know that. "What do you think?" I replied instead with a grin.
"Oh, you're not as pure and gentlemanly as you let us think..."
"Ha! It depends on the subject!"
I was just about drowning in the sensations of her massage, when she said, "Do you think anyone would notice if I sat on your lap and impaled myself on that lovely cock of yours?"
"Yes! They would!"
She laughed, then scared me with her next words, "I'm going to make it so that nobody will..."
She then she interrupted the game by asking everybody if we should put some sort of dare back into the game. By that time I think most of us were just as sexually excited as we were yesterday. This morning's tensions and remorse were gone replaced by a newly refilled charge of Midsummer magic.
Very soon we reverted to a classic game of truth or dare, and we forgot about the secret thing. The questions were asked and answered out loud over the noisy spa. As the previous game had taken care of the easiest questions and, since everybody was clearly in a more sexual mood once again, the first question to come out of Marcus' mouth was clear and direct, "Nella, truth or dare?"
"Truth!"
"What's the boldest thing you ever did, sexually?"
"Wow! Talk about direct! Hmmm, let me see." Suddenly her eyes lit up and she looked at me before answering, "Maybe it's not the absolute boldest, but I'm pretty sure you guys will like this... Remember Friday night, when we were all six in the other jacuzzi and Will and I went out for a bit? Well, we didn't go all that far. We turned around, sneaked silently into the forest just behind the jacuzzi and had sex right there. About twenty yards from you!"
Everybody laughed even those who had not been there. Nella, her turn to ask a question, looked around and settled on Rinette, "Truth or dare?"
"Truth!"
"What's the one thing you've been afraid to ask of Lincoln in bed?"
"Damn! Next time I'll take the dare! Gods... And I'm going to reveal this here, in front of all of you? Damn it, Nella, you probably even know what it is. I think I already told you!"
"You did!" Nella laughed.
"Ok, ok... Lincoln," she turned to her husband, "I've never told you this but... Oh damn it's not easy! Especially here! Well, here goes... I've never dared to tell you that, one day, I'd like to have a threesome with another woman."
We all laughed at that admission, indeed, especially here. Lincoln, still looking dazed from Kate's massage, looked like a deer caught in headlights. His eyes got round and he couldn't really reply, "Er... wow, er, well... I don't know..."
"Just shut up then!" Rinette said, laughing nervously. "Damn you, Nella, for forcing me to say this!"
But she was laughing with us even though her face was bright red. "Now I can't ask a question to Nella, right? Damn you... Ok then, Eleanor. Truth or dare?"
"Hmmm... Come to think of it, I also told you quite a few things, Rinette... I think I'm going to risk a dare."
"Really? Wow! I had a question ready for you... Well, what can I make you do."
In the end, Rinette simply asked Eleanor to stand up and take off her bikini top. Simple, yet significant. It was the first, at least the first obvious, move towards the strange place we had found yesterday night around the fire. Never before had we been nude during the previous Midsummers.
After laughing at the comments linking Rinette's threesome request and this dare, Eleanor, unnaturally calm, stood up with a gentle smile and took her sweet time to remove her top. Not exactly a strip-tease but not so far from it either. Her wonderful white breasts were there for all to see, her pink nipples already erect and standing proud before nine pairs of eyes. When she sat down, as she was on a raised spot, the water didn't cover much of anything. It was both very strange and perfectly natural.
Looking around as if nothing strange was going on, Eleanor chose Timothy, "My dear husband..."
And was cut short by Hope, "Nope! You can't choose your spouse in this game."
"Ok then... Hope, truth or dare?"
"Dare!"
"My, my, my... Don't we all have secrets to protect!" After we stopped laughing, she looked at Hope and said, "Ask Will to remove your own top..."
As I quickly removed my hand from under her, Hope seized her chance, "Here, Will, looks like you have a job to do." Quite unnecessarily, she got up and sat on my lap. As soon as she did she jumped up a little and said, "Wo! What's that thing? Move it away and let me sit!" Of course everybody exploded into laughter and I understood what her plan was. Reaching down to ostensibly move my hard cock away, I instead pulled it upwards. When Hope sat back down, making the best of the distraction she had created, she pushed open her bikini bottom and, a fraction of a second later, I felt her heat as she impaled herself on my cock.
I did my best not to show anything but, in any case, any facial reaction I could have had would be pretty much normal considering she was sitting on my lap in a tiny bikini. I was in a complete and utter trance as I fumbled at the string of her bikini top. I was actually doing my best, but my mind was just about tearing itself apart, overwhelmed by the deep unreality of this moment. When I finally managed to get the knot untied, I expected Hope to move up and away. She didn't. Instead, "Do the top part as well." As she said it, she rotated her hips and my cock went in deeper yet. It was completely insane. Eventually, taking much too long despite my best efforts, I managed to untie the second knot.
"So, what are you waiting for... remove it?"
She was laughing with the others as they shouted encouragement. Closing my eyes, I reached under her arms, placed my hands above her breasts and whispered a quick "Fuck it." Instead of pulling on the bikini, I slid my hands firmly on, against, around, over, on top, upon... her breasts. I felt her hard nipples against each of my fingers as my hands moved down. Shouts of laughter followed my move, but I could barely register what was going on around me. My hands on her breasts, my cock in her pussy with my wife and closest friends all around me, including Hope's own husband.
Apparently it was ok in this strange land of wonders we had all found this weekend. Hope even said, "Can I stay here? It's quite comfortable!" Nobody objected, so she stayed right there, impaled on my cock as she looked, innocently I guess, at the others. "Nella! You dodged a dare earlier but will you attempt one of my questions?"
"No way, my dear! Shoot me a dare."
"Come and kiss me. On the mouth."
Nella closed her eyes shaking her head as a smile gradually appeared on her face. "Oh dear Gods..." she said in a long sigh, "we know way too much about each other!" I couldn't see much from behind Hope and, in any case, my mind was overheating. My hands were on her hips and I was very slowly starting a rhythm, pushing her down and releasing her. Nevertheless, I bent sideways, towards Eleanor, to look at Nella.



When my head found hers, Eleanor whispered, "You're completely crazy, Will!" She knew.
Before I could react, Nella knelt down in front of Hope and leaned closer until they kissed. Suddenly, completely taken by surprised, I felt my wife's fingers between my legs, then on my cock, then moving upwards to touch Hope's pussy. I felt Hope freeze in place, but instantly relax as she saw Nella winking at me, then at Hope.
"Never been kissed like that, have you?" The normally unflappable Hope had absolutely nothing to say. "First time with a woman?"
"Yes." A simple answer but right now as much as she was able to do.
"Well, not for me, my dear." General laughter again.
Through it, Nella asked Hope, "Did you really believe that I hadn't noticed?" I saw Hope's simple nod. Nella's last comment through a large grin surprised both Hope and me, "Any time you want to do that, my dear. Any time."
As everybody else thought she was talking about the kiss. We knew she was not. While I was failing to regain any sort of composure, Nella looked around again, and settled on Lincoln, "Truth or dare?"
"Well, as scared as I was of the first questions, I don't think I'd be willing to kiss Timothy!" After the laughter, he answered, "Truth!"
"Think of it as a follow-up question. Have you ever dreamed of a threesome, and if so, with whom?"
Lincoln's blood drained completely from his face, "Er, yes?"
"Don't look so sure, Lin? What's wrong?"
"Er, yes I'm sure... Like most guys I have..."
"And with anyone we know?" Nella asked, a naughty smile on her face.
"Well... what happens if I don't want to answer?"
"Oooh!" said Hope, recovering quickly from her earlier shock and despite the large cock moving slowly in and out of her pussy. "It *is* one of us! Who? Tell us who, Lin?"
Rinette looked at Lincoln and said, "Don't worry, my love. I think it's pretty clear now that we've all somehow been drugged by the Midsummer moon... and I really want to know now!"
"Well," he said, "there are two, actually. Can I answer for a foursome?"
"Of course!" said Nella.
"Well, the first is Kate, and the second one is you, Nella." Lincoln's face looked like it was trying to figure out if it wanted to be white or red. "Damn it!" he continued, "At the end of the day we're going to know way too much stuff on everybody here!"
He was right, of course. When we got out of the jacuzzi later, we knew pretty much who had fantasized about whom, had taken a very well-lit look at everybody's naked body, had seen kisses that were not supposed to happen and, just exactly who, besides Eleanor and Timothy, enjoyed anal. Inside the lodge for dinner, some of us remained naked and everybody was at least topless. It was completely surreal.
Even though the sun was still shining outside, it was now well past the time when we usually left the lodge to go back to our real lives. Nobody talked about it, but one after the other, we found our phones and made a few calls and arranged to be either absent or "sick" tomorrow. None of us wanted to leave. We knew something impossible was going to happen tonight, something that had been forbidden since our first Midsummer, even though we hadn't needed to say it.
We were going to have sex with other people tonight.
If the mood had been fey since we got here Friday, the atmosphere as we ate this Sunday night dinner was unbelievable. Even though she was right in front of me, my mind both enjoyed and rebelled at the sight of Hope's completely nude body as she went to the kitchen. That was not supposed to happen, my mind kept repeating. Indeed it was not. But as I looked at the thin strip of red hair above her pussy, I couldn't help but try and confront my mind. Shouldn't this be the norm instead of the usual prudish clothing? Shouldn't we always be naked? Some part of my mind knew my reasoning was flawed, but, looking at Rinette's just-as-amazing-as-I-thought ass, I couldn't care less about logic.
I couldn't eat very much. For me, sexual energy and food didn't mix very well. Seeing Kate leaning towards Eleanor to lick a drop of sauce from her friend's breast didn't help at all. I was relieved when dinner was over even though I had to get up with a visible erection. Instead of the shock it would have created in any other circumstance, all I got were a few smiles. I had no idea what was going to happen next as we moved to the living room and its many large couches, but somehow we all ended up naked.
I'll always suspect that the women somehow managed to talk amongst themselves at some point because things sorted themselves out very smoothly. I sat down on a couch with Nella, and a few moments later Hope came and sat on Nella's lap, stretching her legs across mine. When she placed her arm around my wife and started to kiss her, all the while caressing my chest with her free hand, the evening became clearer.
On the huge bearskin rug, Rinette, Lincoln, Kate and Marcus settled in comfortably in a very tight group. Eleanor, on another sofa, seemed to be glowing between Connor and her husband Timothy. How strange that this reserved, introverted woman had had anal sex in front of us last night, and now was clearly going to live another of her fantasies with two men. Connor had made, perhaps, the most surprising revelation in the jacuzzi, spurred by a question from his wife no less. He had revealed that he too would like to have a threesome but with a man as the third partner. Looks like everybody's going to see their wishes coming true.
In no time at all the caresses and kisses turned sexual, and while we were all very open-minded right now, some instinct pushed us to find more intimate rooms. We all left the bearskin foursome, a name that would stick for years afterwards, alone in the living room and went up to the bedrooms.
When I closed the door behind me and saw Hope and my wife, completely naked, looking at each other across the bed, my heart missed a beat. As one, they turned to me and each extended a hand. My erection in front of me, I walked towards them and grabbed their hands. It was our first time, for all of us, doing a threesome. Kneeling on the bed, there was an awkward pause then shared laughter. We had no idea what we were going to do, yet knew perfectly what we wanted.
Somehow in the back of my head, I expected that either Nella and I would break the ice, or both girls would. But Nella had other ideas. Still kneeling on the bed, she moved behind Hope and beckoned me with a finger. Hope was trapped between us and, as if floodgates had been opened, I felt her arms around me, her lips on mine, her hair on my shoulders, her breasts on my chest, my cock against her smooth belly and, soon, her hands all over my back and ass. Then two more hands appeared, moving all over Hope's and my bodies. I could feel Nella's hands joining Hope's on my back, ass and thighs, then they pulled back and enjoyed the redhead's body for a while, coming up to her breasts as I felt those two mounds coming alive against my chest.
I hadn't kissed another women in years and this weekend I kissed Eleanor and the fiery redhead who had been on my mind for a long time. I felt a hand grabbing my cock and didn't even know whose it was. The thrill was astounding. Nella moved around and appeared right next to us to join in our kiss. A three-way kiss isn't as easy as a regular one, but the feeling of two tongues dancing against my own was delightful. We managed to find a rhythm that allowed us to come even closer together.
In the end, as nice as that kiss was, we all needed something deeper. Hope suddenly pushed herself back, grinned at us and said, "I really need your husband's cock now, Nella!"
We shivered and shared a breathless laughter as Nella and I watched the unreality of Hope turning around, going down on all four, opening herself to my cock. As I moved behind her, Nella took my cock and guided it right up to Hope's pussy. Somehow her hand amplified the already intense emotions threatening to overwhelm me. The strangest thing was that I had been, only a couple of hours ago, deep in that same pussy. But having my wife guiding me once more into its folds...
I sheathed my cock as far as I could go. When I felt her nice round ass molding itself against my thighs, her insides stretched to their limit as I pushed deeply into her. I felt myself shaking. In a trance once more this weekend, I pulled back slowly before pushing back in. My mind barely able to realize that the ass below and around me wasn't the same it was used to. Torn between a deep desire to fuck Hope's brains out making her lose consciousness with too much pleasure and an equally deep desire to make sure this night never, ever ended, I tried to find a pace that would work.
Looking up suddenly at a moan from Nella, I saw something I'd dreamed about but had only ever seen in porn movies. Nella was lying on her back, her legs wide open as Hope was starting to devour her pussy. I had to slow down, or cum in the next second. Looking at me above the incredibly sexy body of our friend, Nella silently mouthed the words, "Do it, Will..." That was, actually, way more than what I needed. Grabbing Hope's hips firmly, I began fucking her a lot harder, a lot faster. The sudden intensity made her stop what she was doing to Nella and turn to look at me. She was crying and moaning yet her eyes never left me.
Seconds later I felt as if my entire body was imploding towards my cock and balls. I felt my cum being dredged up and pulled inexorably up my cock and into her. It was me who came close to losing consciousness as I exploded. As jet after jet of my sperm began overfilling the spasming pussy of a woman who was not my wife, some small part of my mind was screaming, "This was not supposed to happen, even on a midsummer's night!!!" Yet it had, yet it had...
Some time later I found myself lying down on the bed, my soft cock being devoured by my wife. Half a blowjob, half a tit job. The night was, obviously, not even close to being finished. I was still relatively soft though having had a huge orgasm minutes before. When I also saw Hope kneeling down across from Nella, my mind began reeling even though I believed I had seen everything. Two mouths, four glorious breasts and lots of loving attention. That was more than enough to bring everything back to life. Reaching behind me to push a couple of pillows under my head, I then settled down to enjoy the barely believable show in front of me.
Very soon my cock was hard once again, blissfully drowned in this mix of soft lips, wet tongues, slick breasts, deep mouths, massaging hands. Thick manes of hair, one brown and soft, the other red and curly, were draped over their backs and my belly as the two women seemed to be playing with me. They were smiling, laughing, sharing a few kisses over or around my cock, letting their free hands roam all over the other's body. I don't know how long we stayed this way, but so soon after a climax, I know I could have enjoyed this moment for a long, long while.
The words that put an end to my bliss, somehow, didn't sound all that bad. It was Hope saying, "I want to feel him inside me again."
As Nella smiled and moved back, Hope straddled me, then guided my cock against her pussy and lowered herself all the way. Seeing this goddess upon my cock was wonderful. Then Nella moved up towards my head to straddle me as well offering me her pussy. I closed my eyes and did my best to bring her to orgasm. It didn't take long. My arms under her thighs, my hands on her hip, I guided her above me until I found the perfect angle. She was drowning wet, burning hot. As soon as my tongue touched her clit, which usually doesn't happen before a while, she placed her hand on my head, grabbing two fistfuls of hair, and pulled herself harder against my mouth.
When I opened my eyes, looking up, I saw her face already contorted with pleasure. Her breasts were dancing gently up and down and side to side as she focused her entire being around her pussy and the impending climax. Below her, as fascinated as I was by the sight of her beauty above me, I couldn't help but also be conscious of the other woman on me. I couldn't see her at all but her weight, her thighs, her ass, her hands on my belly and, most importantly, her pussy all around my cock, were all distinctly clear in my head.
As soon as I saw Hope's head appearing from behind and closing upon Nella's breasts, my wife's eyes opened and her whole body began to shake. As if her hands on Nella's breasts reminded her of the crazy situation, Hope pushed Nella over the threshold. Not holding anything back, her moans turned into cries and screams as Nella let her orgasm loose. Everybody else must have heard but, then again, busy as they all were they probably didn't even notice. Nella's hands left my hair as she fell forward slightly, trying to maintain some control over her body. She was shaking, twitching, pulling her too sensitive clit away from my mouth, fighting the urge to leave it there longer. Eventually she moved off falling like a doll on the bed beside us.
Grinning, Hope looked away from Nella and stared at me. Placing her hands on my chest she bent forward and really began to ride me. Once again she looked like a nymph from Celtic stories, or a fury ready to make deadly battle. Luckily for us all, the power burning inside her was only her own climax, and it looked ready to explode any moment now. With her normally pale skin was now red with the blood pulsing in her veins, her reddish nipples and fiery hair, she really looked like she was on fire above me. That sight alone would have been enough to mesmerize me completely, but the facts that another woman was fucking me, and that my wife was just next to me as transfixed by that redhead as I was, were simply too much.
As Hope started to climax, I began laughing, as much from sheer pleasure as from a sort of Midsummer madness. When she pulled back up, throwing her arms up above her head, Hope seemed to really turn into living fire, twisting and dancing, her hair and breasts like tongues of flame. Her climax was a thing of absolute beauty, transcending the natural world into something that was so much more.
Eventually she came back down, drained from that near-magical experience. She fell on my other side, and began crying. Smiling, knowing that Hope's sobs were not sadness, Nella crossed over and lay down behind Hope. We held her in our arms until her sobs turned into laughter.
"That was unbelievable!" Hope's whispered words.
After a pause, I said, "You think it's over?"
Both women laughed at my comment, until Nella saw I was still fully erect. "What? You managed not to cum through this, this sexual fire? Wow! I came again, masturbating, just looking at her!"
After some more laughter, I turned and moved over Hope. Despite everything, I felt her arching her back, offering me her pussy again as I slipped over her. But I kept going until I reached Nella. Pushing her fully on her belly, I placed my cock between my wife's ass cheeks.
"What? You want my ass now?" A reflex, pure instinct, made me twitch at her words. Surprised, laughing at the response, Nella turned around and looked at me: "Really? You'd really want to do that?" Hope, lying on her side right next to us, was watching us, a smile on her lips.
"Well," I said, unsure of what I should say, "I was not going for it now, but..." Nella and Hope laughed again.
"Put that cock into my pussy right now, and I promise you we're going to try it later..."
As I pushed my cock into my wife's pussy, as I had done hundreds if not thousands of times before, I realized it was different nonetheless. Despite sharing a kiss with Hope as I was fucking Nella, my mind was still chasing down paths it had never really explored before. Sure I had seen a few anal porn clips, and sure I had enjoyed them. But to really do it? Now, completely overwhelmed by too many sensations, I was ready to try anything.
When I felt Hope's hand on my ass pushing me harder against Nella, I grinned into her kiss, before breaking it to say, "Kiss Nella, now!"
Both women laughed, but didn't waste much time. Guiding my own hand to Hope's ass, I slipped it down until I reached her pussy. When she pushed her ass outward and spread her legs slightly, I pushed two of my fingers inside her. Short of having two cocks, I was just about fucking two women at the same time. Looking at them kissing, inches away, with Hope's hand on my ass, my second climax slowly but clearly grew until it bloomed into one of the best climaxes of my life. As I was cumming into my wife, I knew I could easily have switched to Hope's pussy. Without thought, I did, pulling out and moving above her to push my cock and sperm once more into her. Surprise, pleasure and laughter again, one last time before our bodies simply gave up.
After a quick shower we came back to bed and dropped like stones. Our bodies twisted and intertwined in what must have been very uncomfortable positions, we fell asleep in one tangled mess.
While the following morning should have been, at the very least, extraordinarily awkward, it wasn't. In fact, this strange and unexpected weekend deeply transformed our group of friends. Our Midsummer weekends became exclusive. No more outsiders.
But more than that, our entire lives were altered by that Celtic experience. While we remained independent couples, the ten of us became a lot closer, and the lines between couples were blurry enough to allow some extra freedom all year long.
As the first few weeks went by afterwards, I really thought that the Midsummer weekends would remain the only place where we truly let ourselves loose, even if the rest of the year would still be quite fun. That was a big mistake on my part. For instance, I never expected our following Midwinter weekend to be so... dramatic!
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How fucking unlucky could I be... On the first vacation I allow myself in five years, I get in a very bad car crash that nearly kills me. I wasn't even going that fast in my 1970 Dodge Challenger. It took about a week after the crash, the nurses tell me, before I truly woke up from a haze of painkillers and sleeping pills. I was on my back in a hospital bed, in a huge room with six or seven other people. I looked down and saw three plaster casts on my legs and right arm, one splint on my left arm and not an inch of skin showing as I had bandages all over the rest of my body. I could barely move, and in any case hellish pain flared up whenever I tried.
After filling some papers, I asked to be transferred to a private room. "Sir, it's very expensive..." the nurse began."I don't care;" I replied tersely, "I'm very rich." The following morning a team of nurses moved me to a new room, with a large window. For the next few days, during the few hours I could stand the pain without sleeping pills, all I could do was look out of that window.
The next week I made a few calls. No wife, no kids, so the only people I could call were my business partner and two friends. One of them came to see me despite the seven hour drive. It helped with my morale, but after he left I was still faced with the inescapable fact that I was trapped here in Portland for a long while. I was too fucked up to be transferred back to my hometown hospital. Nurses and Doctors seem reluctant to tell me exactly how long my recovery would take; probably because I was pretty angry and frustrated most of the time.
As the intense pain decreased during the next week, I settled in a sort of hellish routine. Doctors checking up on me (I was doing great, they said. I was really strong and healing well) and nurses checking on my vitals, slipping me a bedpan for the humiliating moments when I had to pee or shit and then wiping me like a little baby. This followed by the equally awkward sponge bath. The sponge bath was a complicated and painful affair; they had to slip some sort of leather harness under my back to lift me up, allowing them access to my entire body.
Apparently you could get used to anything and four or five days later I didn't mind the bedpans all that much, and the nurses were obviously used to it as well. The one humiliating surprise that my body had in store for me appeared when the friendliest (and cutest) nurse, Carrie, gave me a sponge bath. She had done the same thing a number of times already, and everything had been fine until one sunny morning. Perhaps it was because she was in a great mood and smiling at me, that my penis decided to turn into a very erect cock.
I flushed immediately, stopped talking and tried my best to move or hide it. Bad reflexes; the pain that followed my vain attempts at covering myself was excruciating. The nurse told me that she was used to it, and that it actually was a good sign that my body was returning to a normal state. "Well, I'm not normally like this!" I said, trying to make a joke out of it. She grinned. "I know! Look, I understand that it's awkward, but as I said I'm used to it and it is pretty normal... Don't worry about it."
So even these occasional erections became part of the routine. Only with her, though. I didn't have them with the male nurses or the "ogre". The ogre is the secret name I gave to one particularly ugly and nasty nurse. Every time she came by I knew I was going to be frustrated by her attitude, and was going to be in some pain. When I asked my favorite sponge-bath nurse about her she didn't say anything, only rolled her eyes while shaking her head. She wasn't going to talk behind the back of her colleague, but she had made her opinion of her very clear nonetheless.
Two weeks (and quite a few erections) later, the doctors confirmed what I already knew; I was doing much better. They would be able to remove the splint very soon, and even though the casts would stay on for a while yet, the pain had subsided almost completely. The itching was another matter entirely. But all in all, it wasn't that bad considering how close I came to dying in my car.
When Carrie came for my morning bath one morning, she came as close to breaking her professional demeanor as I had ever seen her. Here I was, as nude as I could be with my casts, a raging erection obvious as she washed my cock with her hand and sponge. Suddenly she looked at me with a strange smile and said: tomorrow you're going to meet Indiana. She's a volunteer, and she's going to be replacing me and the other nurses for the non-medical procedures... like this one.
Looking down at her, as she was holding the base of my cock with her hand, I stammered: "Really? Why?"
"Well, because you're doing a lot better now..."
"Oh. Well, I, er... kind'a like it when you... er..."
I stopped, knowing I wasn't really going to say what I wanted to say out loud. She smiled at me, squeezed the base of my cock quickly before resuming the bath. "Don't worry; I'm pretty sure you're going to like her... I chose her for you myself."
Maybe it was my imagination, but it seemed that Carrie took a bit more time finishing up that particular area of my body. When she stopped, I was rock hard, breathing somewhat harder than usual. You know, when both your hands are useless, and you can't remember the last time you had an orgasm and a cute nurse gives your cock a sponge bath... your body reacts. Carrie looked at my cock, then up at me, surprising me with a whispered: "Sorry..." I was left alone in my room, looking down at the tent my cock was making above my belly, unable to release the tensions. I knew these tensions were only going to increase... Maybe now that Carrie was not going to wash me, it's going to be less frustrating?
When I woke up the next morning, I didn't know what to expect. Indiana was a strange name, and I couldn't guess how old she was likely going to be. Carrie came in my room and said that she wanted to introduce my new caregiver. When Indiana followed her in, my eyes opened wide in surprise: I had already seen her. Two weeks ago, as I was looking outside at the little park where some patients went to sit out, I saw an incredible girl. She was outside with patients and at first I could only see her from behind. She was tall and thin, a lot thinner than I usually like, but she had nicely curved hips nonetheless. Her long thick mane of red hair shining like copper in the sunlight: she was obviously of Irish descent. What really caught my eyes, though, was that she was wearing extremely short shorts. Her long thin legs were amazing while she was sitting down, but as she got up and walked away, I could see the line between her left buttock and thigh: those were short shorts. I only had a glimpse of her face before she left: she looked really beautiful.
Now, two weeks later, she was standing in my room, and she was more than beautiful, she was absolutely gorgeous. Despite the fact that she was dressed like all the other nurses, in plain and very drab green uniforms, I could remember the body I had seen form my window. Her very long hair was pinned in a decent bun, yet it still shone under the harsh neon lights.
I heard myself saying hello and other mundane things as my mind tried to wrap itself around the fact that I was going to have the chance to get to know her. As Carrie left, she grinned, even winked at me; she did tell me that she had selected Indiana for me... After a deep breath, left all alone with that gorgeous creature, I actually felt very good for the first time in a long while.
That first morning was all professional. Indiana had an easy laugh, but she seemed to be holding it in check, trying to look like a real nurse. I learned later that she was planning on becoming one. Right now she was only a volunteer, helping around in a hospital struggling with budget cuts all over the departments. She spent about one hour with me on that first morning, and I quickly got the feeling that part of her job was to keep the patients company. She made a show of checking all my vitals, casts, splint and charts, but she did it much more slowly than the nurses, all the while trying to keep me talking.
It helped a lot that she was gorgeous. In fact, she was absolutely spectacular. She was shining like the only fire in a forest at night, and when she smiled or laughed, my heart skipped a few beats. If the first morning was a 'get-to-know-you' moment, the following morning was more 'down-to-business.' I got sponge baths once every two or three days, and it seemed that I was going to get one this morning.
To my great shame, I was fully erect before she even removed my gown. She was, very clearly, not as used to this a Carrie had been. She flushed red, and her pale skin seemed to enhance the effect. Even while I was feeling as awkward as she was, I was also aware that she must have induced quite a few erections since she started giving sponge baths to male patients.
After taking a deep breath, I looked at her and said, "Well, both my arms have been useless for a long time, so it looks like this sponge bath is the only thing I'll get..." Indiana seemed surprised, but grinned even as she blushed. I then added "And you're absolutely gorgeous, so if you can take my erections as very raw compliments, I'd rather have you doing it than the ogre..."
Well it looked like my attempt at defusing the situation with a direct compliment, a reference to my situation and the joke about that awful nurse that people called the ogre worked very well. Indiana laughed out loud, and her face showed a unique blend of shyness, delight and pleasure. My comment, which could have thrown more oil onto the fire, had broken the ice. And while there was nothing sexual at all, not even a glance, when she cleaned my cock, she was now clearly more comfortable with the task. As we continued to talk afterward, I caught her looking at the very visible tent that my cock, still hard, made under my robe.
Over the next few days, our relationship continued to grow as we became more and more friendly. We even started to share some of our personal lives with each other. The sponge baths remained wonderful, and I quickly realized that she's spending a lot more time on my chest, ass and cock than other nurses. Eventually I even saw arousal in her eyes as she did it.
About a week after her first visit, I decided that I would have to make a move. I was slowly getting better, and it would only be a matter of weeks before I was well enough to transfer to a hospital in my hometown. The next morning Indiana came to my room like every other morning, but something was different. She was still wearing the same drab clothes, her hair was still pinned neatly on her head and she wasn't wearing any make-up. Something was different, but I didn't know what.
She began talking about her first weeks doing this volunteering. She said that at first she was doing ordinary, boring work: cleaning the rooms, changing the sheets, directing people around the hospital, handing number tokens for long lines... But soon enough someone realized that the patients liked her a lot, and most of her time now was spent just being with patients who were alone, without visitors.
After that, she said that she noticed that the chief nurse usually sent her to see male patients. While she found that a bit peculiar, her bright smile made it clear that she wasn't really bothered by it. In the pause that followed, I took another chance and said, "Can I ask for a very big favor?"
My direct question changed her mood somehow, and she was a bit apprehensive.
But she said: "Shoot!" with her wonderful smile.
"Would you mind unpinning your hair? I'm a big fan of red hair, and yours has been teasing me for a while now..."
Her smile turning into a grin, she didn't answer. Instead, she reached up and removed the long wooden pin that held her tresses in check. As she freed her hair by shaking her head left and right, I was mesmerized. Her hair was much longer than I remembered and appeared much brighter now it was falling free. Burnished copper locks were falling all over the place, cascading all over her shoulders, back and breasts. The whole room seemed to light up, and her shy grin only added to the effect. Instinctively one of my hands tried to move up to touch her hair, only to send lances of pain up my arm and shoulder.
Taken by surprise, Indiana came to my side pretty quickly and gently moved my arm back into place. Doing so, of course, moved much of her hair against my face, and I just couldn't contain a moan. Even though I had just moaned out in pain, Indiana recognized that this latest moan wasn't the same. "Oh, I see... You really like hair..." Eyes closed by the pain, I still smiled and nodded. As I was catching my breath, Indiana moved closer and I felt her hair on my face. Not just for a quick moment. Indiana was giving me another type of bath. My entire face was soon covered with her hair, and my nose was filled with her scent. When I inhaled deeply I heard her laugh, so very close to me. "Thank you, thank you so much..." I said. As she slowly pulled away a few minutes later, she replied "No problem... my pleasure."
When she sat down next to me, not making a single move to tie her hair back, she noticed that my cock was hard once more. When she smiled, I said: "Ya, I really like hair..." We both laughed about it, and even though nothing else special happened during the rest of the hour, the mood was very bright.
As it happened, the following morning was a bath day. This time I was erect even before she came into the room. As usual, for the last hour, I had fought off the urgent need to masturbate, even though I knew I couldn't do it myself. Spending days and days with broken arms, alone in a room where a beautiful young woman came to visit... Not easy! As she came in the room, I saw her eyes glance at my robe and immediately I said "I'm sorry..."
"Shhh. You said I should take it as a compliment, and I like compliments! Don't worry about it. On the other hand, I didn't think I'd get so many compliments, so often... or so clearly!"We laughed as she prepared the bath.
When she removed my robe, she looked at my cock and made a face. "What?" I asked, fearing that she had seen some medical problem.
"Well, honestly... It really looks painful!"
She blushed as she said it, but yesterday's hair incident had changed our relationship somewhat. Hearing her comment, it was my turn to blush, and I didn't know how to respond. She said "This may be inappropriate, but do you... er, do you have a girlfriend... that could, er... come and, well, visit?"
A simple "Nope." was all I could manage.
"Ok, and you've been here for how long now?"
"A long time..." another simple, flat answer.
Silence after that. Indiana then put on her gloves, and began the sponge bath. Immediately I noticed that she zeroed in on my cock a lot quicker than usual. When she placed the warm, soapy sponge on my cock and began washing it, I twitched in pleasure. Above, under, on the sides, on the glans, under the foreskin as she pulled on it with her gloved hand, then down to my balls... I was going crazy. ...and I was also going to cum very soon. "Stop... please stop Indiana." She did.
When I turned to look at her, she asked "Are you sure you want me to stop?"
"Well if you don't... I, well, I won't be able to control..."
"Shhhh. Don't you think I know that?"
We looked at each other for a while, as she was waiting for my answer she smiled softly. I simply nodded. A second later I heard a latex glove snapping and felt her bare hand closing on my cock. Honestly, I don't think it took me more than thirty seconds. When I came, it was a unique combination of utter release, intense pleasure and sharp pain as some of my injured muscles contracted with the rest of my body. When I looked down, I saw that my entire belly was covered with gobs of sperm. "Should I take all this as a compliment as well?" Indiana asked, laughing with me.
"Please do!"With none of the shyness I had seen earlier, Indiana gave me time to recuperate. She was still holding my cock, smiling gently at me. She then began cleaning my mess with the sponge. To my surprise, and hers, I got hard again. "Wow! This I take as a huge compliment!" We laughed again, until I felt her hand close on my cock. This time I was able to enjoy the moment, and even dared to look directly into her eyes as she was giving me the best hand-job in a long time. Soon she got up, leaned over me and spat a wad of spit right on my cock, transforming the already intense sensations into pure bliss. Her fingers were both soft and firm, and pretty soon, taking her cues from my moans and a few whispered comments; she found the perfect grip, speed, depth... I was in heaven!
I came again a few minutes later, with a similar mix of pleasure and pain, but most importantly, sweet relief. I felt better than I had in weeks. Maybe months! Indiana finished her bath slowly, taking her time, using her bare hands and transforming the awkward task into a very nice massage. I got half hard again, but told her that I was quite alright. Usually the nurses finished the baths in a few minutes, but I think I enjoyed this one for more than a half an hour. Indiana left afterwards, having other patients she had to see.
The following morning I noticed two things as soon as she came in. First, she unpinned her hair as soon as the door had closed behind her, giving me one of her bright smiles as she did. Second, her drab garb, while still as drab, was noticeably tighter. Indiana was lean and decently tall, and her breasts were proportionate, probably a large B cup, but they were now obvious under her top. Her hips, thighs and ass were also a lot more "present" than they had been previously. When she walked to the dresser and bent down to look for something in the bottom drawer, keeping her legs deliciously straight, I understood that the tighter clothes weren't an accident. I was mesmerized by her ass, and stared at its glory for way too long. I simply couldn't resist."Enjoying the view?" Indiana asked. When I looked up, I saw her reflection in the dresser mirror: she had seen me. Before I could reply, she straightened up and laughed.
"Well", I said, "actually yes, I was. And, miss, weren't you looking for something in that drawer?"
Indiana faked a surprised look and said: "Oh right, I must have forgotten about it." We laughed as she came by and sat next to me.
"So Indiana", I asked, "it's my turn to ask an inappropriate question. Do you have a boyfriend at home who would probably kill me if he learned about the bath I got yesterday?"
"Nope."
"A girlfriend then?"
"Neither."
"Hmm. Interesting."
"Interesting? Why is that?"
"Let's see; you're gorgeous; have a great smile; are fun to be with; have incredible hair; you manage to turn even these baggy clothes into something sexy and you obviously have a great heart to be volunteering like this." After a pause I added: "What the heck is wrong with the guys in this town?"
She only looked at me with a smile. After a long look, she leaned over and kissed my cheek. "Well, it looks like I'm not the only one that can cheer people up..."
"Glad to be of service however I can" I replied "Now if I wasn't completely tied up, I think I could do even better..."
I saw her reaction in her eyes: the idea that I could reciprocate turned her on. She even looked at my splint, then reminded me that the doctors thought they would be able to remove it soon. It left a silence in the room. For some reason she wanted this just as much as I did. "Well..." she said slowly, conscious of the silence, "It sucks that it's not a bath day..." Standing right next to me, leaning forward so that her hair touched me and that her breasts were stretching the fabric of her top. She grinned, then placed her hand on my shoulder, caressing my skin. Soon enough, I was getting an erection. And since my penis had been resting between my thighs, it slowly pulled upwards, making a nearly grotesque tent because of the angle.Looking at it, Indiana laughed. When she stopped, she closed her eyes for a second and took a deep breath. "I have one simple question for you; do you want my hair on your body, or not?"



"What? Of course I..." I stopped, knowing that it was a trick question, otherwise she wouldn't have asked. Taking a chance, I said: "Not."
Indiana winked at me, whispering "Good call."Suddenly her smile froze, and she paused... She said, "This is crazy! I'm about to... Damn!" Indiana turned to look at me, a direct, naked stare into my eyes: "I barely know you but if you were not injured, I'd jump up on the bed and ride you until you'd lose consciousness." I was speechless, frozen and thrilled. After shaking her head, she laughed quickly and winked at me. She then untied my robe and removed it completely. Slowly she moved down the bed, letting her hand caress my shoulder, then chest, then belly until it wrapped itself around my cock. As she began, Indiana slowly bent forward. My already racing pulse shot up instantly, knowing but barely believing what was coming.Seconds later I felt Indiana's breath on my cock. Then, making me wait, she whipped her hair away from me and onto my casts. Giving me an unobstructed view, as if the teasing was over, she then took as much of my cock as she could inside her mouth. It took all I had not to cry out loud. While the sponges had been hotter, wetter and slicker with the soap, her mouth felt like a gift from above. With nothing but a few copper locks between my eyes and the glorious sight of Indiana's blow-job, I was entranced. The room was the same, the casts haven't been removed and I still felt some pain from the accident, but in a blink of an eye it seemed I had transcended all of this. My little hell didn't feel like a prison anymore because of this red headed angel. In fact, looking down at her mouth around my cock, I felt a twinge of sadness; eventually I would leave this place.As waves of pleasure washed over my entire body, this anticipated regret faded. Instead I noticed that her ass, bent forward as Indiana was, and even though I could only see it from the side, it was a sight to behold. Images of the first time I had seen it, outside a few weeks ago, came flooding back. The damned splint prevented me from doing anything more than look, but in my mind's eye, my hand was roaming all over that taut and firm flesh.Suddenly Indiana pulled back slightly and whipped her hair towards me. I know it's a cliché, but the only words that came to me as I felt her hair falling down on my naked chest were angels' wings or maybe succubus. This particular redhead had a lot more fire in her, than a pale blond angel probably would. She was just about as good at this as she had been at her hand job yesterday. Taking cues from my moans and groans, Indiana was bringing me to another very quick climax. "I'm about to..." I said in a whisper.
Pulling away completely from my cock for a second, she said: "I know... enjoy it!" As she engulfed me once more, her left hand slipped down around my balls and her little finger pressed hard against my flesh between my sack and my anus. My redheaded succubus was definitely not an angel!
My ejaculation was actually painful, and not because of my accident: It felt like my balls wanted to spew out more cum than they had in them. Indiana kept her mouth firmly on my cock during my climax, even adding the delicious sensations of her tongue twisting. Her mouth was turning back and forth and a she made deep hum that made my cock vibrate every time my glans hit the back of her mouth. As young as she was, someone had taught her how to give a great blow-job!Letting me down gently once more Indiana pulled back slowly, knowing to tease my cock but not my glans with her tongue whilst I was coming down from an intense climax. Still breathing hard, I looked at her and said "Whatever happens in the next few days or weeks, promise me you're going to let me repay these incredible gifts."
"Oh, but I'm counting on it, mister! And, by the way, the doctor said to tell you that he was probably going to remove the splint on your left arm tomorrow."
"Finally!"
"Settle down cowboy! You're going to need a few days of physical therapy before you can do, er... whatever you want to do with it..."
"Are you volunteering for this task as well?"
"Well, let's see..." Indiana got up, turned around and bent forward a bit. "Do you think you'd be able to reach me without the splint?"
As I looked at her amazing ass, so tightly defined by the stretched pants, I could see she wasn't wearing any panties, I simply groaned. "Do you have any idea how hard–?"
"What? She asked, interrupting me."Already talking about being hard again?"
"Haha! Careful what you wish for, my succubus! No, I was about to say that I was going to reach for your ass until I either reach it or break my arm again!"
"Hmmm, that would be a shame... I really want that hand of yours all over me. Both of them in fact. I never thought I'd want a patient to fondle me like that, but it's all I've been thinking about those last few days!"The long, silent smiles we shared after this exchange were wonderful. Somehow we had said things we couldn't have dreamed of saying only a couple of days ago. As she left that day, we knew things were only going to get better.I didn't see Indiana for three days after that. The next day happened to be a Friday, and the Doctor, then physiotherapy was with me the entire morning as they removed my splint and suggested and showed me exercises. While I was a bit disappointed not to see Indiana during the week-end after that, I did receive a letter on my bed on Sunday when I woke up. Slowly, careful with my newly freed arm, I opened the letter. Indiana wished me well, said she was sorry for not being there during the week-end, but that she would make it up to me Monday morning. "The best Monday morning ever", she said. I spent the rest of the day fantasizing about that promise, and was still blown away when she arrived.
That Monday morning lived up to its cliché, being grey, rainy and windy outside. I was, probably the only patient in the hospital with a huge smile on his face. When I heard the door opening and saw Indiana come in, I was surprised to see that she was wearing the same drab clothes, the larger ones, and that she didn't even look at me. Instead, she grabbed the curtains and pulled it all the way out. I couldn't see her at all. I tried a hesitant: "Hello?", but got no answer. For a minute I was suddenly scared that someone had somehow learned about what we did, and that Indiana had been punished.
Then, from behind the curtain Indiana said with a smile obvious in her voice, "Ready for your surprise?" Whatever that surprise would turn out to be, my relief was already good enough for me. When she pulled the curtains, my relief, however good it had felt, was blown away by a heady mix of incredulity, elation and a surge of blood in my veins: under the baggy clothes, Indiana had hidden a nurse uniform like we see in erotic movies. "Now, sir," she said, using a deep Irish accent, "we're going to see how that arm is going this morning." I was surprised by the accent, but then again she was a redheaded nymph. For a minute I wondered if I was hallucinating as a result of the morphine, but wait, I wasn't still on morphine.After touching and testing my arm with her own hands, Indiana placed it back on the bed. And then, and then, and then... And then she simply turned around and bent forward at the waist. I didn't know what she was doing and didn't care. I could see the apple of her buttocks peeking out from under her very short white skirt. Taking a deep breath, I slowly moved my hand until; finally, my fingers met this much-fantasized ass. I felt an electric shock moving from my fingertips all the way to my neck. The bliss closed my eyes but I forced them up again: I wanted all my available senses on that great ass. Young and firm, a solid and playful presence both, her delicious ass was nearly overwhelming me.
Soon I paused my caresses long enough to pull the hem of her dress up and up until it folded around her waist. Indiana was completely naked under that dress. Between two rounded mounds of flesh, pale white like the rest of her skin, her crack contrasted in dark pink. From the lightly darkening skin at the top, where the flesh of her back waved into her buttocks, to her small and delicate anus and finally to that remarkable pussy-flower of hers, her white skin seemed tattooed with pale freckles and pink flesh. Tattooed and glistening: her entire labia were coated with her juices.At any other time in my life I would have taken my time, enjoyed a long teasing game with my ten fingers as well as my lips and tongue. Right now was not any other time in my life. Most women, and even some younger girls like Indiana, like it when their men take firm control. Some even like the intense presence of a dominating man. When I squeezed one of her buttocks quite a lot harder, I listened closely to her reaction. Had Indiana been surprised, I would not have done what I did next.She was not surprised. Instead she breathed a long moan and I felt her entire body shiver. She had placed herself at my mercy, bent forward without panties in front of a man she knew was in utter sexual need. Her long moan told me that she knew exactly what she was doing. Instead of going slowly for her pussy, I twisted my hand around, palm up, and pushed my middle and ring finger all the way inside her. How she managed to contain her moan and obvious pleasure in this crowded hospital remained a mystery.The look she gave me, a grin that somehow managed to convey pleasure and more naughtiness than I would have foreseen, confirmed my intuition. Had I had any remaining doubts, her eyes would have quashed them. Indiana was obviously awakened sexually, blindingly so, to have done what she did with me in the last few days. Now I knew that she was more than just a tease. She did not really open her mouth, but she looked like a tigress with bared fangs.Bending my knuckles lightly to stimulate the top of her pussy and so her clit from inside, I tried my best to be attentive of her many responses. Before long she was writhing all around my hand; clearly I was not the only one in dire need of sexual release. Mesmerized by the sight of her ass moving around in front of my eyes, a memory flashed in my mind, and I brought my thumb back up until it touched he skin between the cleft of her pussy and her anus.Her response was a hum, from deep inside her. Grinning, I said: "Remember when you did this for me?"
A quick "Hmm-hmm" before a brief pause and a very surprising; "Do it..."
My eyes flashed wide open for a second. Before long, though, my thumb was wetting itself in the palm of my hand with her juices, and in one soft motion I buried it inside her anus until it swallowed my first knuckle. "You naughty, naughty boy!" she said, half-moaning, half-laughing.
I gave the easy reply, "You naughty nurse!"
In a matter of seconds her laugh turned into the full bodied moans of a woman in the dawn of her orgasm. She was trembling, her skin suddenly flushed pink and a sheen of fine sweat covered her ass and legs. Then silence as once more she managed to contain inappropriate sounds. Utter silence, utter pleasure. Her knees finally gave and my hand slipped out of her pussy. Twisting her legs beneath her she looked at me as her climax was still ringing from her head to her toes.
That look, once again, was more than I was expecting. She was offering me herself, more naked than she would have been without any clothes on. I knew that I was drunk on pleasure, but the feelings I had right now were somehow more than just that. I had been just as drunk before in my life, but this was impossibly more. This waif of a young girl was rocking my entire world and my cock had never been inside her pussy!
"Oh I'm going to fuck you soooo bad!" she said between breaths. After looking at the tent my cock was making, she grinned again, this time with a different look in her eyes. "But as they say in Braavos; Not today."
"What?" I replied, dismayed.
"Hmmm, poor little thing..." she said, getting up and replacing her uniform. "I'm going to be the worse fantasy nurse ever and leave you all alone with this big thing down there..."
Then, a second later, she made it all better: "Tomorrow morning," she said in a whisper, very close to my ear, "you're going to fill my pussy with your cum. But for now," louder, straightening up, "I'm going to have to put this temporary splint on your arm... Better than a fixed splint and lighter, but not much... and it still won't allow you to, well, relieve yourself. You know why? Because I want you to be so pent up that I'll feel your cum hitting my cervix in about 24 hours..."
I was speechless. Completely speechless. I watched her walk around the drape and heard her undress from the sexy uniform to put on the one she usually wears. A quick wink and a blown kiss was all I got before she left. It was actually very simple; I was completely under the spell of that Irish nymph!
Time slowed down as the entire universe seemed to want to make me suffer. Those unending hours until she came back were sheer agony, a lot harder to deal with than any lingering physical pain. Yet in the end, inexorably, the hands of the clock turned until Indiana's usual "shift" began.She wasn't late. In near total silence I heard her enter, close the drape and undress. I then heard my own heart skip a beat on the machine next to me. Indiana walked in, pure, raw and completely naked. It was clear that there would be no more games, no more teasing, no more waiting. She was looking directly into my eyes, locked on like a red-maned white panther. As my eyes couldn't decide where to look and roamed all over her lithe form, I saw her smile briefly. Suddenly, so fast after so many hours of waiting, she was fully nude and on all fours above me. She lowered her face down just above my face, resting her weight on her elbows as she reached under my robe to unfasten it. Doing so, she gave me a quick kiss on the lips and we realized together that it had been the first.Somehow a brief pause, as we looked into each other's eyes, shook me more than her glorious nude entrance. "Don't worry love..." she said in a whisper, "We're going to have a proper first kiss soon. Right now all I want is..." She didn't finish. Instead she interrupted herself by placing the head of my cock right between her pussy lips. Mesmerized by the kiss, her words and that promise of another kiss, I hadn't even felt her hand on my cock. Up until yesterday, a thermonuclear bomb wouldn't have been able to distract me from her hand on my cock. Indiana was a gift that kept on unfolding, kept on giving and blowing me away.It was now my turn to do my best to keep quiet as she impaled herself upon me. Her lips were burning hot and drenched with her juices. Without extra lubrication she just leaned back and rose above me as my inches disappeared into her. Once again my eyes had more to feast on than they could take in. In a storm I was overwhelmed by breasts that were a bit bigger than I had thought, a firm stomach of pure, flawless white skin, nicely flared hips disappearing into her smooth, opened thighs, and that delicate, small and infinitely precious pussy between them. I'm a big-boned man and she certainly isn't, and for a few moments I could see her pussy distended around the base of my cock. Flabbergasted, barely began to describe what I was feeling, and then she raised herself.Holding herself up so that only my glans was still inside her, Indiana stopped and waited for my eyes to find her smiling ones. "Do you think you're ready for me, lover?" All I could do was shake my head. "Good..." she grinned, "Now just hang on."As she lowered herself all the way back down I felt like I was dying. As she pulled up again I was reborn anew, then died of pleasure overload again. And again, again, again... Her pussy felt like a nest of faeries, faeries drunk on sweet nectar, dancing all around my cock. I couldn't even remember the last time I'd had sex with someone outside of hookers or one night stands, yet even if I could have, Indiana would have blown them all away.At one point Indiana slowed down and eventually stopped riding me. "Let me check something right now." she said wickedly. One after the other, she raised her knees up and placed her feet next to my hips. In this position I felt her ass push down even more on my thighs and suddenly I felt her cervix against the tip of my cock. "There you go. I thought that you'd fit like a glove... or a hand inside my glove." Looking down at me, she added: "I can't wait for you to fuck me like the male you seem to be. But for now, just relax and enjoy this!"
I couldn't even being to understand what the word "relax" meant. I was on another planet, being ridden by an impossible nymph. All I could do was make sure I moved as much as I could with her without destroying my own body in the process. The mix of pain and utter pleasure was new and intoxicating. We couldn't be very creative on this bed with my casts, but we certainly enjoyed it. When she heard my first moan, only a few minutes after she had impaled me, she opened her eyes and looked at me with a smile. Bending forward a bit she moved her face right in front of mine and stared into my eyes, as if looking for my orgasm.I don't know if she really did feel my cum hitting her cervix, but I did feel my balls squeezing painfully hard. As if on cue, or maybe she was triggered by my cum, Indiana's own orgasm rode with mine, shifting us both into a world that felt like mythical Irish legends. Leaning all the way down against and around me, she nestled her face between my shoulder and cheek, and whispered words into my ear in breathy Gaelic.
When she brought us back into our world, and regained some control of our breathing, Indiana looked at me and said, cryptically: "You know we're just beginning your re-education, right?" At first I laughed with her, believing that she meant my physical re-education. But as the hours, then days and months went on, I realized that she was probably talking about a lot more things than just this.Three years later, as she was blowing me in my fully restored Challenger, I got my answer: this girl had been planning to reshape my body, my sex life and my entire life; and she had succeeded. Either she was just crazy good, a perfect fit with me, or those Gaelic words were in fact a spell she had woven to keep me in thrall. Every time I brought it up she swore that she wasn't a witch or nymph, but her laughter as she denied it kept me uncertain. Then again, every time I brought it up she also said: "You wanna hear those words again? Make me cum!" laughing again. I think I'd be ready to do anything to keep hearing her laugh like this...
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Everything started to change when Erica twisted her ankle as we were walking in the forest near her cabin. She and I have been friends for quite a number of years, and I can't remember how many times we've spent week-ends here, alone together. We met through our respective partners at the end of high-school; my girlfriend and her boyfriend had been neighbors all their life. For years, we hadn't even thought of the other as boy or girl, and later as man and woman: we simply were the third and fourth wheels of a tight group of friends. Even though we were spending a lot of time together, often just the two of us, it just seemed perfectly normal.
Suddenly, very suddenly in fact after she learned that her boyfriend had been cheating on her for the better part of a year, Erica left him. At that time I was still profoundly in love with my girlfriend Karin, and we nursed Erica back to "health" over a few very difficult months. That was about three years ago. Since, Erica has chewed through a lot of relationships, most feeling like fireworks: starting fast, rising even faster and exploding in a spectacular death.
Last year it was my turn to break up with my longtime girlfriend, Karin, over slow-growing tensions and life ambitions that turned out to be much more different than we had thought. Less violent but not really easier, our separation seemed to signify the end of our old foursome. In the end, nevertheless, even though we now lived hundreds of miles apart, Erica and I managed to keep in touch.
To keep that last relationship alive we decided to spend another week-end together at her cabin, to celebrate the Fall equinox and this year's glorious late Summer. We decided to start our Friday with what had nearly become a routine: a one hour hike to the river for a nice swim. Years ago Erica and I had found a very secluded spot on one of the banks, our very own secret nook. Strangely enough, without even deciding or talking about it, we had kept this place our secret. Even from our partners. It was ours, and we didn't think it strange at all: just two friends sharing a secret hideaway.
Anyways, I was enjoying our time together and our fast paced hike towards the river. Following behind Erica, I couldn't help sneaking glances at her legs and rump. This, too, was a tradition here: no hint of nudism or anything really our of the ordinary, but a few years back I noticed that we were both just a bit more relaxed with our clothes and glances. Karin had told me, once, that Erica thought that I was really handsome and sexy. For my part, one very drunken night, while our partners were in the swimming pool, I had spluttered to Erica that I thought that she was absolutely gorgeous. And she teased me about it for months, laughing as she told me how my eyes had strayed to her bikini-clad breasts all night.
Today she had decided to show off her legs to good effect, wearing nothing between her ankles and her buttocks. Only a very short pair of skin-tight spandex shorts below an equally tight tank top. Although I'd taken to enjoy these stolen glances, especially those here at the cabin, and despite what my drunken mouth had uttered a few years ago, I didn't think that Erica was all that gorgeous. Don't get me wrong, she has everything a woman could want, a man's woman. Rounded thighs and ass, generous hips, small waist and very large and unbelievable breasts, riding too high on her chest for their size. But all my life I've been with and fantasized about tall, lean, athletic girls and women. I really loved long, lean legs, small and firm buttocks.
Now, enjoying the golden september weather, I realized that I was placing my feet and ankles in danger: I couldn't keep my eyes away form her legs and ass. More times than I cared to think about, I felt my feet slipping or turning on a rock as we walked. The path was very familiar, but I didn't remember every little detail of it! On the other hand, by the end of our hike I'd most likely remember every detail of her legs and shorts!
In a second these thoughts were forgotten as Erica slipped and fell herself, her foot breaking through an unseen hole in the ground. She started to fall towards her right, but her right knee had wanted to go left, and she fell very awkwardly to the ground. In pain. Reflexes took over as she sat down and I unlaced her shoe and removed her sock. Fifteen seconds later, both used to hiking injuries, we had ascertained that, first, nothing was broken, and second, that it was still a very bad sprain.
We didn't have any ice packs, but we wrapped one of our towels around her foot, then poured some of our ice-cool water from our bottles. Not as good as ice, but definitely better than nothing. Fifteen minutes later her pain had subsided significantly, but it was obvious that she was not going to be able to walk for a while. Ignoring her protests I decided to leave both our packs on the side of the trail, and I picked her up in my arms. We had walked for about twenty minutes, but we both know that it would take at least twice that time to get back to her cabin.
Thankfully I was in good shaped, and thankfully Erica was only a few inches taller than 5 feet. I don't know how long it actually took, and although carrying a damsel in distress through the woods sounded romantic, it really wasn't. I took a few breaks to regain my strength, and without ice her ankle started to swell and cause her more and more pain. She was keeping a brave face but I knew how painful bad sprains could be.
I lowered her gently on her bed, and went to get some real ice. Less than five minutes later, her feet and ankle were iced and elevated on two pillows. I also brought her a warm and soapy washcloth to help clean herself up: we had set a brisk pace and the day had been really hot. Again: hot a sweaty might sound all sexy, but when you're in pain... Before leaving the room, satisfied that she was going to be okay, I saw her smile at me. I smiled back and she invited me to sit beside her. Without saying anything else, she grabbed my hand, kissed it and thanked me. Before I cold reply she shushed me and smiled again. I bided her to try and sleep before leaving her room.
Erica ended up sleeping most of the afternoon. She knocked on the wall as the old clock rang 5pm; she was thirsty and wanted a glass of water. She kissed my hand and thanked me again before letting me go: she was obviously going to fall asleep again. In the kitchen, trying to be as silent as possible, I fixed myself a light dinner and fell on the large couch. When I woke up everything was pitch dark. I heard Erica knock on her wall again (maybe for the second time, waking me up?) and I got up. Trying my best to shake the sleep from my head, I grabbed a new ice pack and went to her room.
Despite the lingering heat form the day, I saw in the dim moonlight that she had covered herself in a thin blanket. When my feet bumped into her discarded clothes on the floor, I understood why. She said, softly: "I stank too badly and I wanted to clean the sweat off my body..."
Smiling, I replied: "How are you feeling?".  
Waiting for her to reply, I tried my best to ignore the fact that I was sitting on her bed in the middle of the night and that she was wearing nothing but her underwear. After a few seconds trying to move her foot, she said that it was much better. She accepted the new ice pack, but it was clear that the worst was past.
I don't know how long, how many hours we spent talking very late into the night. This discussion, however, turned out to be a relationship changer. From mundane subjects we moved on to more and more intimate topics and inquiries. I became a lot more at ease on her bed, and she with the blankets: more often than not, even in the quiet moonlight, I could see the top of her panties as well as her black bra. Now, I know that sports bra won't ever make the cover of Sport's Illustrated swimsuit issues, but given that Erica had spectacular breasts, it was enough of a show to make my blood run a bit hotter.
She started touching me after a joke, gently slapping my arm with her hand after a bad one. The second time after a particularly nasty one. A few minutes later, for no reason whatsoever, she move her arm so that the back of her hand was touching my bare thigh. By then I was sitting against the wall, right next to her. It's so strange how Erica and I had spent so much time together in the past, all the while never really getting into really serious or important subjects. As the hours flew by we explored religion, politics and philosophy, as well as sharing some of our intimate memories and moments, to finally, as dawn was approaching talk about some of our most secret dreams and ambitions.
By then, we were holding hands. I have no idea how or when that happened. One of the last subjects we talked about was her current boyfriend. A couple of months old, that relationship, but somehow I had never met him. "That's not surprising, my friend." She said as dawn was starting to throw more light on her body. "I didn't really want you to meet him... Even after the first few weeks, it was obvious that the relationship wasn't going anywhere."
I didn't even need to finish the obvious question: "Why then..."
"Oh..." she sighed, "We talked about character flaws earlier... Well, one of my very worst is that I can't stand being alone. Out of a relationship I mean." This revelation didn't surprise me, as it had become clear through the years. When she continued, her voice was clearly strained: "You have no idea how many guys I stayed with even though I knew it was going nowhere... It was easy for them, even though I wasn't 100% committed: many of them stayed around just for my body... I wouldn't wish that on my worst enemy."
The silence that followed that last admission was very painful. She squeezed my hand hard, as if to ask me not to comment. Looking at her, all I wanted to do was to kiss her. On the mouth. Opening her lips gently with my tongue and all. But I couldn't, not now, not after such a confidence. A minute later, Erica added: "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that. The part about my body... Here I am complaining about my own bad decisions while half naked next to you, all sweaty and dirty and probably smelly as well!" She laughed, trying to make light of it all.
Against my better judgement, perhaps because of the sudden intimacy and the late hour, I leaned towards her and kissed her brow. I whispered: "I understand, Erica." She grinned at me, and I saw her impish sense of humor flash in her eyes:
"You understand the guys? For staying with me?" My eyes opened wide in surprise. But as Erica turned towards me on the bed, still holding my hand, it was clear that I had not made an awkward mistake. Her voice was just teasing me, but her body was telling me that she had accepted, in a sense, that kiss on her brow.
"That's not what I meant!" I said, half a smile on my lips.
"What?" she replied, "You don't understand them? You don't think I'm beautiful anymore?" We both laughed aloud at that comment. She was thinking about that drunken comment I made, years ago.
"Ah! I'm not drunk tonight, but maybe that sweaty smell intoxicated me anyway!" Hearing this, Erica grabbed a pillow and threw it at me. After we stopped laughing, she exclaimed:
"It's your fault if I'm still dirty!!" She used her free hand to point at her body, which was now completely out of the thin blanket. "Injured as I am, you should have given me a sponge bath, " I wasn't sure if she saw my eyes getting wider for a fraction of a second. Or if she had seen all those glances at her breasts that I tried to steal through the night. I learned it soon enough as she continued: "You're saying that you don't find me beautiful, but your eyes are telling a different story!" Now my eyes widened in surprise at this explicit comment and I threw my free hand up in capitulation. What could I say? But Erica was still laughing: "I'm just teasing you..." And with that she kissed my hand again, the one that had spent the last hour entwined in hers.
Looking up at me, a much more serious look on her face, she said: "Thank you. No, not for the ride back here and the help with the ice and all. Thank you for this night, these discussions. I'm falling asleep as we speak, and it's making me say all sort of things." She grinned. "But I really, really enjoyed this time together despite my damned ankle."
I replied, as simply as I could: "I loved our first night together as well." She laughed softly at my turn of phrase, which was both true and false at the same time. I kissed her hand and pulled away from her slowly to get up. But there was way too much kissing going on for my pulse to slow down.
"Can I do anything to thank you? Anything at all?" She asked, an innocent expression on her face and the body of a succubus glowing in the morning light. A hundred thousand ideas flew through my mind, but I decided to avoid all the heavy stuff.
"Well," I began, openly looking at her body, "even sweaty and dirty..." I let the question hang and she started to laugh.
"You pervert! Get out of my room!" Never before in my life had I heard those words sound so much like an invitation to stay. Grinning but silent, I bent forward and kissed her brow again, before getting up. After closing the drapes I told her to sleep well and closed the door behind me. I was really tired, but I knew I would not be able to sleep for a while. Hot blood running at dangerous speed in your veins will do that. I got to my bed and stared at the ceiling for a while, trying to make heads and tails of the situation. I fell asleep before succeeding.
I woke up to a completely silent cabin: Erica's either sleeping still or is gone somewhere. I also woke up to a raging erection. My groggy mind is completely overflown with images of Erica's body in that black bra and panties. Her breasts take a disproportionate (yet justifiably so) share of these memories and images. Ingrained reflex: I slip my hand under my boxer shorts and close my fist around my cock. Suddenly the images take on a different turn for the fantasy, as I see Erica snapping off that front-closing bra, giving me her breasts.
A small noise outside pulls me away from those images and I slip my hand out of my boxers; another old reflex. Through the window I see Erica walking down the stairs, then beyond my view. Her foot was obviously bothering her, but it seemed to be better than I feared last night. She was wearing her long robe with her ridiculously child-like fuzzy pink elephant slippers, complete with a recurved trunk. I smiled as she disappeared towards the back of the cabin. But while I was free to do whatever I wanted to relieve this sexual tension, the window in my room didn't have any blinds or covering. Even if my mind, in its current state, enjoyed the idea of Erica seeing me masturbate, some last vestige of my decency told me that it wouldn't be respectful.
Taking a few deep breaths I tried my best to get my blood flow back into my body. Some time later I got up and walked to the kitchen. Erica had left me a note: "Thank you again for last night, it was wonderful. I'm still thinking about your request, by the way. P.S. Look in the fridge."
When I did, I found a big bowl of yogurt fruit salad, complete with ground nuts on the top. Grinning, I took my favorite breakfast and grabbed a spoon. A few deep breaths (and delicious bites) later my cock had returned to a nearly normal state. I couldn't figure out the exact reference to last night's request, but I walked outside to find Erica and ask her about it.
Sometimes the mind plays tricks on you. My plan was to find my friend, thank her for the breakfast, sit down next to her and ask her about my supposed request. Things didn't turn out that way at all. In my mind, she was still wearing those stupid slippers and her robe. Not so. When I turned the corner I had my back to the sun yet I felt blinded nonetheless. The bowl nearly fell from my hands. Erica's robe had disappeared and so had her slippers. Instead she was wearing her tiny white bikini, the one I had fantasized so many times about. She was also lying on the ground, face down, in the process of doing a yoga movement called the sun salutation.
As I had my back to the sun, she was facing me directly. (And, that was obvious by now: God was messing with me.) From her position on the ground, she slowly pushed her head and upper torso upwards, like cats like to do. But she was not a cat: from my point of view, all she did was to push her breasts out towards me. Her very nice rounded asscheeks disappeared behind her head as her breasts came into view, exploding in the most wonderful way possible. Her eyes were closed as she tried to raise her head as far as she could.
"Mother Mary in heaven..." I whispered. But in the dead quiet space around us, Erica heard me very clearly. Opening her eyes in surprise she grinned at me. Closing my eyes a second, I said: "I got to sit down otherwise I'm going to embarrass myself." When I saw Erica's eye grow wide, I realized that I had said that last bit out loud as well. And that she had understood both it and its meaning.
With that glorious grin still on her face, she said: "Did you really say what I think you did?"
As I was sitting down, she got up and walked towards me in the light. She was glowing, a goddess of the light. I couldn't take my eyes off her. Her long flowing hair, her barely hidden breasts, her smooth belly, flaring hip, round yet firm thighs... I was exploding from the inside. Ten seconds of raw pleasure, staring unashamedly at her body, before finally waking up: "I'm sorry Erica... I'm sorry for looking at you and... and not being able... able to control..." As she was kneeling down beside me, putting her hand on my shoulder, I continued: "You must be tired of men blabbering on about how beautiful you are... I did my best last night, but today, in that bikini, under the sun... You must think I'm a pervert, I'm sorry."
I must have been as red as the ripe tomatoes in the garden further back. I couldn't look at her and was stupidly staring at my bowl of fruits and yogurt. She squeezed my should and sighed. "My friend, look at me." I still couldn't. She leaned in closer and kissed my brow, then my lips. I'm not sure my brain even registered that last kiss. "Why do you think I decided to wear that bikini, block-head?" I blinked at that pet name: years ago she had started to call me either Charlie Brown or block-head, depending on the situation.
Looking up at her, into the face of the most beautiful women I had ever known in my life, I smiled. I still didn't know why she had chosen to wear that bikini: I really was a block-head, I realized later that day. "Listen," she told me, "you know me enough to know that I'm well aware of the effects my body can have on men. When you, one of my closest friend, think that I'm beautiful, do you really think it's the same as when drunken bastards insult me by trying to make some creative compliments?"
She hugged me, pressing her breasts against my chest. "Oh come on now, snap out of it!" She said with a smile. "If my foot wasn't hurting I'd throw you in the lagoon!" The lagoon was an artificial pool that had been dug out years ago in the brook that ultimately fed the river. "Come on, bring your breakfast with you and eat it before it gets all mushy. I'll go get mine and join you in the water." With that she got up and left, and all I could do was stare at her legs, ass, back and hair as she walked away. Even limping, she really was a goddess, my goddess.
Why did it take me all this time to realize it? I had always found her beautiful, but never nearly to the intensity I was feeling it right now. All I could think about was kissing her and holding her in my arms. Why now, why so suddenly? A few deep breaths later, noticing that my cock was still hard I got up quickly; I had to be in the lagoon before she got back. I removed my t-shirt and jumped in.



A minute later I heard her voice behind me: "Swear you're not going to tell anybody about what I'm about to do!"
I frowned, surprised: "What? Why?"
She laughed and said: "Just swear it, block-head!"
I smiled and swore ultimate secrecy. Second later I saw her walking up the little path. My mouth fell open: she had removed her top and was now offering me her bared breasts in the sunlight. I was simply flabbergasted. Even more beautiful than I could have guessed, they held up to gravity like ripe faeries yet danced a mellow ballad, unctuous and heavy like sun-warmed honey. How can breasts be so round and heavy, yet defy all the laws of physics?
As she stepped in the lagoon, I said: "You're crazy Erica! And you're going to make me lose my mind!"
Her reply was simple: "I sure hope so..." With a naughty smile, she deliberately dropped a gob of yogurt right between her breasts. "Ooops! Care to help me with that?" As she walked towards me I froze, unbelieving. After putting her own bowl on a rock, she kneeled over my thighs and slowly closed in. Placing the yogurt right in front of my face she repeated her question: "Care to help me with that?" Even a block-head could understand that. My pulse was breaking its every records, I was feeling hot but was shivering, I'm not sure I was breathing at all, but I knew what I had to do.
When my lips closed in around the yogurt I felt her hand briefly touching the back of my head with a simple message; stay there. Then, still unbelieving, I felt her breasts close in around my face. Guiding them with her hands, Erica was rubbing her breasts on my face. A few times I felt her hard nipples very close to my mouth, but I didn't want to push my luck by turning. "Here you go, my favorite pervert!" She said from above, before starting to pull away. To stunned to react, I merely looked at her as she let herself fall backwards into the little pool. "I told you," she said, grinning like a cat with cream on its whiskers, "that I'd find a way to thank you!"
After trying and failing to form a coherent response to all this, I simply threw my hands up, gave up and started laughing with her. Suddenly it came to me, and I threw the last remaining bit of caution I had to the wind: "Thank you Erica. If I wasn't sporting the biggest hard-on ever I would stand up and bow to you and your beauty." Which only made us both laugh even harder. There was a short awkward moment when we finally stopped, but somehow a normal conversation started despite my erection and her clearly visible breasts.
About half an hour later, even though the water was decently warm, we were both getting cold. Without even bothering to put her top back on, Erica got out of the pool and lay down on the grass, on her back. She then closed her eyes and smiled: "Come lay down with me... And to answer the question your mind is asking, yes. Yes you can look." She had the decency to laugh at her own cheekiness. Taking my sweet time to get out and sit down, I did look, and she was gorgeous. They were gorgeous. Impossible to believe, even as she was lying on her back. Not silicon, frozen-in-place firmness, but trying their best. Shaking my head, I closed my eyes and fought the erection that was coming back.
Soon, way too soon, clouds came in and the forecast showers began. I helped Erica with her bikini top, and we went back inside. I was afraid (just as she was, I learned later) that this growing storm would signify the end of this little bubble of pleasure we'd been living in. It might have, altering the rest of our lives, except for the game I found in one of the closets.
We made and ate a very good pasta dish prior to the electricity giving out: the fury of this summer thunderstorm was magnificent. Nevertheless, neither Erica or I were the tiniest bit interested in the storm. After lighting a few candles, I looked around in the gaming closet. Deep under the pile of regularly used games I found one of those strange, sex games. I had always wondered who could play these types of games: I just couldn't see myself playing one with friends or families... Anyway. Thirty seconds later I saw the box again and a crazy impulse made me pull it out. Before I could think about it and realize what I was about to do, I walked back to the living room and showed it to Erica.
She laughed out and for the first time in a very long while, I saw that she was the one suddenly shy and uncomfortable. "Oh no! Put it back!" she urged me, trying her best to grab it from my hand.
"Why not?" I said, teasing her.
"Noooooo! I'm really bad at this game! ...oh, why not indeed." She then stopped trying to grab the box and sat back down on the couch. Speechless. I was, again, frozen in place. A fraction of a second before I managed to move she turned around and realized the misunderstanding. "What? You were not serious?"
I tried my best to fake my way out with a: "Of course I was!!", but she could read me like a book this week-end.
"Do you want to?" she asked again, "play this game with me?" I only managed a smile.  
As I was preparing the game on the living room table, Erica got up and brought back five or six candles. It was pitch dark outside and those candles, when we turned out the flashlight, created an instantly intimate atmosphere. As I finished, Erica looked at me for a long time, a smile on her face. "You're crazy, you know that?"
I replied, simply: "You're just figuring that now?" We laughed and then sat down to begin.
I had never heard of this game but it turned out to be a strange version of truth or dare with some added rules and a board. The board is filled with squares that forces you to start a question with specific words like: "What is", "How", "Where", "Who" and so on. Players alternate and can ask questions. If you want to, you can skip your turn by following your own answer by asking the same to the other player: a sort of "What about you?". A question cannot be asked more than once, unless by skipping a turn. If you decide not to answer a question, you get a dare. If you refuse the dare, you remove a piece of clothing. Simple enough, but interesting enough to make my pulse go up a bit already.
"Let me count real quick..." said Erica. "Ok, I have four pieces of clothing and you have three. That's about right."
"What? How's that right?"
"Well, you chose the game! Also, I'm the one that goes first."
And so she rolled her dice and the game that was going to end up changing our relationship, and our lives, began.
"Hmm, a 'What is question'... How shall we start this crazy game? I got it. -What's the most unusual place you've ever wanted to have sex?"
"Wow. Straight to the point, are you?"
"Ha ha! Why not, as you said earlier!" she replied, waiting for my answer.
"Ok then. Most unusual place? On the desk of my senior year math teacher."
"With the math teacher?" She asked immediately.
"Well, I suppose that's another question! My turn now! A 'How' question. How many times a week do you have sex?"
"It varies a lot, I'd say anywhere between two and ten."
"Ten? Wow!" I was already reassessing my view of Erica's sex life after a single question. This game was going to be more than just fun!
"Have you ever kissed someone of the same sex?"
This one was easy to answer: "Nope. My turn! Have you ever gone a whole day without wearing an underwear?"
"Have I ever!!" she replied quickly. "Outside of my periods I rarely wear panties. As for bras, well that's a lot rarer, as you can probably guess."
My mind was already trying to do too many things at once: coming to terms with the fact that I was playing a sex game with Erica, trying to come up with questions, gaging which to answer or not, realizing that she was only five refused 'dares' away from being completely naked... Now I was trying to understand that beneath all those short skirts, she usually wore nothing at all? Too much. Still, I now had to find a question
that begins with 'Do'.
"Do you have unfulfilled fantasies?"
"Many." And nothing more from her. She was better at this game than she had let on.
"Have you ever deliberately watched someone while they were changing or showering, secretly?" Erica asked me with a grin.
"You expect me to reveal that I'm a pervert?" I laughed.
"I already know that you're one. How about being a peeper?"
I hesitated, and that hesitation was in itself a confession. But I decided to go with the dare. "I'm not answering Erica."
"Hmm, how interesting! Ok then, you'll have to flex your muscles as if you were in a competition for 2 minutes."
Damn her! I'm in decent shape, but nothing to be exhibitionist about! I got up, decided to up the ante and simply removed my t-shirt.
"Ooooh, already down to 2 pieces of clothing?" Erica laughed as I rolled the dice.
Landing on a "What is" question, I asked: "What is the wackiest thing that you have done and then got caught by your parents?"
"Ah! My turn not to answer. What's your dare, mister?"
The first idea that came to my mind was very simple: "Show me the sexiest piece of lingerie you have here."
Erica smiled, then invited me to follow her. In her room, from the furthest corner of her dresser's bottom drawer, she pulled out a very small pair of leather panties. When she placed them on the bed, my eyes grew wide: all black, real supple leather with a split crotch and two word embroidered on the backside: "Spank me".
"You're not serious?" I asked, incredulous.
"Hey! don't make fun of me! You asked!" she said, giving my shoulder a light punch.
As we were walking back to the living room, I added: "I think I just learned more about you with this dare than all the other questions!"
Erica jumped on my back, telling me to shut up. Laughing, she slid back down and sat on the couch. Looking down, we both saw that her top had rolled up when she climbed down from my back. She decided, unsurprisingly, to leave it there, exposing her flat belly. Her dice landed her on a "Do you like" question. "Here's an easy one: Do you like anal sex?"
"Ha! Easy indeed: yes." I took a brief pause and said. "What about you?"
Erica seemed to be taken completely by surprise by my mirror question. Then, with feeling, she said: "Damn! I told you I was no good at this game! Shoot me another dare, I'm not answering this one either!"
This time around I paused and thought it through. If Erica wasn't afraid to show me those wicked panties, what else could I ask? Then it hit me: since our very first meeting in a bar, she'd been dreadfully afraid of singing in public. "Erica, stand up and sing me any tune you'd care to choose."
"Oh you bastard," she replied. "You know there's no way in hell I'm gonna sing here tonight!" Gracefully but shaking her head in defeat, she leaned forward, removed her top and threw it at me. As my eyes were openly devouring her very nice and definitely transparent lace bra, she grabbed the dice. "It's my turn again. Hmmm, have you ever thought about trying homosexual sex?"
It was dark, I was completely entranced by the beautiful woman in front of me, the mood was overtly sexual, so I decided to answer. "Sure, once or twice. Never about falling in love with a guy, but for fun? Yep."
Erica seemed surprised both by the answer and the ease with which I gave it. My roll of the dice gave a "what" question. "Erica, what is your wildest sexual fantasy?"
"Oh no... you see why I'm not good at this game? I'm shy of my own imagination..." She paused, thinking hard. "I can't tell you... Damn, another dare!"
I laughed, then asked her: "Go in your room and wear those panties for the rest of this game."
"What? no! Ugh! Damn it!" she said in frustration, then reached behind her back to unsnap her bra. "You've already seen them anyway!"
I had, but my mouth still became dry at the sight of her bra snapping off, then coming off. I barely heard her next comment as I stared at her breasts: "Maybe it'll distract you!" It did. I was looking at some of the most beautiful breasts I'd ever seen either in real life or in pictures. So generous and firm, with the large aureola I'd seen earlier, her nipples gorged with blood and erect for my eyes to feast on.
"Hey! Are you listening?" she asked, laughing. "I asked you if you'd ever received anal sex, cock or dildo."
He question woke me up and I looked up at her. "What?"
"You heard me mister. Answer!"
"Nope."
"Nope you never received it, or nope you don't want to answer?"
"Damn, you're not that bad at the game Erica... I'm not going to answer" Damn it! "Ok, shoot me a dare."
I laughed when her eye got wider and rounder. She said: "Wow! Never thought this question would actually work! Ok, ok, a dare... I dare *you* to wear my leather panties for the rest of this game!"
"What? I'd rip them apart!"
"Nah... You know the hips and ass you so like to stare at when we hike on the trails?" She paused a few seconds, a mischievous smile on her face. "Well they're womanly enough... I'm pretty sure those panties would fit with he laces loosened."
In silence, I got up and pulled my shorts down. All I had left was my boxers, and if my erection wasn't obvious before, there's no way I could hide it now.
"Oh my!" Erica said softly. "This is getting interesting! Long and interesting." She managed to say that without laughing.
I tried my best to move my erection to a more comfortable place, to no avail. It was obvious and slightly painful trapped like that. I tried to forget about it, as well as her naked breasts, and asked her my next question: "Have you ever lied to your partner to avoid an intimate moment?"
"Yes, too many times..." In the somewhat awkward silence that followed, she grinned, then asked me: "How frequently do you think about forbidden sex?"
"Very often, I have to admit..."
Erica tried to ask a follow-up question: "What about?" But I declined to answer.
I asked her: "Do you have any sex toys?"
"Oh yes! Many!" then, after a slight pause, "How about you?"
Damn! I did have some sex toys, but I'm not sure I could reveal that without revealing too much... Closing my eyes and shaking my head, I said: "Dare!"
"Haha! Got some nasty secrets in your closet? Hmm, a dare. Do you need to go to the bathroom?"
"What? Er, maybe, why?"
"I want to watch you peeing. I've never seen a guy do it."
"Ha! Well I'd be happy to oblige, but I can't right now, unless you have a toilet on your ceiling!"
Judging by her reaction, she already knew. Her next words confirmed it: "So you can't do the dare?"
"Oh you dirty little bitch!" I laughed with her. Standing up, I shook my head again while sliding my boxers down. My cock slapped back up against my belly and Erica laughed softly. "Now what?"
"Well, " she told me, "I can now ask more explicit dares..."
"Fine... but it's my turn? Answer this: have you ever slept with your best friend's boyfriend?"
Erica looked at me for a while, as if trying to decide if my ex had ever told me something to that effect. Clearly unsure, she decided to go with the dare.
"Another dare? Easy: go outside and stand in this storm for 30 seconds."
"Easy indeed!" Erica replied, getting up. But instead of going out, she removed her shorts, leaving her with nothing but panties that were just as transparent as her bra had been. "See? Very easy dare!"
We both laughed, but I couldn't help looking at her panties and the very thick bush beneath. The bikini line was clearly shaved, but not much more. She had a very wild bush, thick and curly, and glowing even with candle flames only. "You're turn, my peeping friend!"
"Right..." Forgetting about the board game, I simply asked: "Ever had sex with more than one person?"
"Yep, only once though."
By then, my erection was really painful. She didn't help it by moving around on her couch, making her breasts move and bounce, opening and closing her thighs... Nor by asking the following question.
"Ever thought about me while having sex with Karin?"
"Gods! Are you crazy?" we both laughed at my outburst, but I had to make a choice. "Dare!"
"A dare? While you're already naked? Ok, masturbate for the next two minutes."
"I can't, Erica... I won't make it." I confessed.
"Go slowly, big boy. Do it slowly for me."
So I did. As soon as my fist closed around my cock, my whole body spasmed. This was going to be painful. When Erica started caressing her breasts, thighs and even pussy, I new I was in for a long two minutes. About half way into those two minutes, the night changed again.
"I have a question for you." Erica asked, tweaking one of her nipples.
"Not your turn!" I managed to reply.
She asked anyway: "Where do you like most to ejaculate on a woman?"
A long silence as we stared at each other. I was still masturbating, but slower this time. "Breasts, and face."
Another silence, then her soft voice, barely audible with the sound of the rain on the tin roof: "Do it."
My heart skipped a beat, and I knew I was very close to my climax. I slowed down as Erica and I stared at each other. This was really happening. I got up, seeing Erica opening her legs for me, those transparent panties of very loose lace doing a bad job of hiding her pussy.
And so I stood in front of her, between her opened thighs, her panties the only piece of clothing left between us. I think it took me ten seconds. Abandoning myself to the utter crazyness of the situation, I closed my eye for a second and finally came. Pushing my cock down, I did my best to aim it at her wonderful breasts. It felt like years of pent up cum flew out, rope after rope of it spraying all over those twin mounts of flesh. And then, as Erica leaned forward, the last few spurts hit her nose, cheeks and lips.
Completely spent, I kneeled down between her legs; it was either that or fall down. I was breathing hard, my heart beating so fast, contented like never before by a masturbation. And Erica, in silence, my cum all over her face and breasts, was grinning at me.
"Now, what am I going to do with all this cum on me?"
"Eat it." I dared, not really caring that it was a very bold suggestion.
"Ok."
Right then and there, inches away from me, she began cleaning my cum from her face with her fingers, licking them clean as she went. She then moved to her breasts, pushing them upwards with her hans to lick the cum directly, before finishing up with her fingers again. I was transfixed. My breath and heart were slowing down, but my mind was still reeling.
Erica stopped me as I was getting up, her hand on my shoulder keeping me kneeling on the mat. Instead she got up from the sofa, placing her lace covered pussy no more than six inches away from my face. Then, without warning or reason, she slipped it down until it stretched around her thighs.
"Wanna help me get them off?" she asked.
I didn't even bother to ask. The game was done, we had crossed so many lines so quickly, and we both knew where this night was going to end. As my hand slid up from her calves to her thighs, I stared at her bush. Like most guys, I'm used to seeing nicely trimmed and very sparse bushes, the current trend. Erica wasn't like that, didn't seem to care about the trend. While prevented to reach her thighs, her bush was otherwise completely natural, a rampaging field of wild curls, very dark but not black, gleaming in the candlelight.
Very slowly I hooked my fingers under the hidden elastic band in the lace and started pulling them down. She smelled very clean after her shower, but she was also very clearly excited. When I felt the panties dropping down around her ankles, I leaned forward and kissed the carefully hidden mound through those curls.
"Hey! What are you doing mister? The game not over yet!"
I looked up to see her grinning, her eyes glowing.



"Get up, get your ass back in to that chair and let's keep playing," Erica said, "it's your turn!"
Shaking my head in disbelief, but grinning all the while, I got up and went back to my chair. "Ok, I can't ask the same question, but I'll go with a variation: have you ever had sex with another girl?"
"Again with that? Is there a single guy in the world who doesn't have that fantasy?" She sighed, smiling at me. "That's the kind of question I only answer with someone's mouth between my legs."
Despite everything I was surprised. And with "someone's mouth", instead of "a guy's mouth", she kept me guessing. When Erica opened her legs and revealed her pussy again, I knew it was an invitation, but at this point I knew I was going to eat her pussy soon anyway. I decided to push the game a bit further.
"Ok, a dare then!" Despite Erica's surprise, she really expected me to go down on her to get the answer, I merely looked down at my semi-hard cock. "Come here and clean me up using only your mouth."
"What?"
"You heard me! You said yourself that we could ask harder dares once the other is naked!"
"But I removed them... Oh fuck. You learn quickly, horny bastard!"
Erica got up as I laid back and relaxed on the large chair. Never taking her eyes away from mine until the last minute, Erica knelt between my legs, threw her long hair on one side and took my cock in her mouth. I moaned. I had to moan out very loudly. It took me all of ten seconds to realize that Erica was a pro at this. Karin had been willing, somewhat, but she had seemed to think that simply putting my cock in her mouth was enough. Haphazardly moving her tongue and sucking too hard represented her best efforts.
Erica was a very different beast, kneeling in front of me. The very first thing she did, knowing that my cock was only half-hard after my last ejaculation, was to take me all the way inside her mouth, burying her nose and lips against my belly. Every time I watch a porn star deep throating a guy, I feel something glowing or burning inside me. One of my very first and enduring fantasies, and Erica was the first to bring me this close to it.
Less than 30 seconds later, she was giving it to me completely: I was hard again, and her mouth was still wrapped around the very base of my cock. Watching her pull out to breathe and then sliding back down with wet, slurping sounds, I was completely mesmerized. The facts that her amazing breasts were hanging between my legs, that her ass was upturned and ready while she was on all fours like this, and that her pussy must be dripping wet didn't fully register. I was in Erica's throat for the first time, in any woman's throat for that matter.
Despite the feelings, despite the fact that I knew I could enjoy this pleasure for a long time so quickly after an orgasm, I placed my hands on her head and pulled her out. She surprised me again, looking up at me, still mere inches away form my glistening cock, by asking: "Why didn't you fuck me in the kitchen, three years ago, at your place?"
"What? I was with Karin! I couldn't do that to her?"
"But you wanted to, right? You knew I didn't have any panties under that mini-skirt, right?" she asked, giving my cock a kiss.
"You saucy wench! Of course I knew, and of course I wanted to. But I was with Karin, and I just couldn't."
"Good answer my friend." She grinned and straightened up. "Did you know that, then, just like right now," she kept her eyes on mine as she talked and sat down on the couch, "I was completely wet and ready, could have taken your cock in a single, long penetration?" A pause, as she spread her legs wide, her ass just on the edge of the sofa. "Did you know that?"
I didn't reply. I got up, my cock leading the way as I knelt between her legs. I leaned forward, one hand on her legendary breasts, the other one behind her neck and we finally kissed, really kissed, for the first time. While that quick kiss in her bed had been incredible, it left me more stunned than anything else. This one didn't stun either of us, and we were both ready for what came with it.
Erica more than me, obviously. She grabbed my cock with her hand and guided me to her pussy. Breaking the kiss, breathless, she whispered: "Get inside, one long penetration. Don't stop until I scream." I happily obliged. After finding her mouth again, I started to push again, finding her as warm and lubricated as I had hoped. The feeling of Erica's pussy opening for me, for the very first time, was overwhelming. I realized now that I'd been dreaming about this pussy since that day in the kitchen, without really acknowledging it. She kept moaning: "Go, go, go, go, go, go..." Not wanting me to stop.
As my last inch penetrated her, my pelvic bone trapping her clit against her own, Erica did scream. Breaking the kiss, her scream sounded like a valve finally being released. Placing her hands behind her knees, she pulled them against her, allowing me to go as deep as I could. She screamed again, adding: "Gods you're perfect. Fuck me." I did.
Spreading my knees to get the best angle, I grabbed her hips and started pounding her into the sofa. Yes it was our first time, yes it meant more than just sex, yes it should have been more tender and loving... But we've been teasing each other since last night in her bed, then the pool, then this crazy game. All we wanted was to pass out from too much sex.
We didn't, actually, pass out, although I came close. Never before had I fucked someone with as much strength, passion and speed. My entire length was going in and out of her with all the energy I could muster, my eyes devouring her body, from her breasts to her pussy to her face contorted by pleasure, back and forth. Both my body and mind were overwhelmed, as fantasies collided with reality and my blood was failing to give my muscles enough energy.
When Erica felt me slowing down, her eyes opened and she looked in mine. She grinned through a last moan and she squeezed my cock very hard. Releasing her legs, she pushed me off and I fell on the thick rug, on my back. I saw her jump on me like a panther, her long hair wet with sweat, her entire body glistening with candlelight. "Give me 30 seconds!" she said, straddling me and guiding my cock back into her.
Breathing hard, I don't know how I survived through those 30 seconds. She rode me with the same intensity as I had fucked her seconds before, her entire body slamming against my pelvis. Knees raised, thighs spread wide, her hands on my chest, she simply couldn't have fucked me harder. Her large breasts by themselves were wonders of the worlds, but the rest of her glorious body, glowing, raw femininity, raw felinity, raw sex, was completely blowing my mind.
I'm not sure I didn't black out for a bit as she started screaming her orgasm. Her first orgasm. Slowly, never stopping riding me, she leaned forward, her knees on the floor, her breasts against my chest. "Your turn!" she moaned in my ear, licking my lobe at the same time. My hands found and grabbed her ass, guiding her motions for my last seconds. I really believe I felt my cum rising from my balls, clearly all the way to my cock, then flowing all those inches right into Erica.
As I squeezed her round, firm cheeks, my right index finger slipped against her asshole. Erica moaned her surprise, but said: "Stay right there!" as I moved away. Rising up, Erica placed her hands on the sofa where I sat earlier, and lifted her torso away from mine. Her breasts suddenly free she kept fucking me hard. Bending my legs I pushed her up and found my face smothered with those immense breasts. I managed to trap a nipple in my mouth and sucked hard.
At the same time I pushed my finger inside her, eliciting a moan form Erica. "Push it deeper..." I did. As the peak of my own climax was now past, I sat up, forcing Erica to lift her knees and cross her legs behind my back. With a slower rhythm now, I used my hand to pull Erica closer against me, moving my pelvis as much as I could, grinding it against hers.
Her entire body suddenly seized up and she froze in my arms, and mere second she screamed again, a second climax in less than 2 minutes. Her body then started spasming between the orgasmic tense ups and a complete relaxed states. I held her firmly in my arms and allowed her to come back as slowly as possible. When we managed to regain control of our breathing, she pulled back and kissed me.
Later, still locked into one another, I lifted her up with me. Her arms around my neck and her legs locked around my waist, she held on to me. Somehow we managed to get to her bed with my cock still inside her. We ended up in a missionary position, yet we were both too drained to do anything more. We fell asleep like this.
A week later we finally left the cabin, to come back down to the real world. We spent that week naked 24 hours a day, having sex as often as our bodies could handle it, swimming in the river, enjoying the sun or sleeping when they could not. A year later we moved to the cabin full time, trying our best never to leave this wonderful place again.
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"Why am I doing this again?" Aria thought to herself, working hard on a stationary bicycle at one of the local gyms. Looking up and taking a deep breath, she saw two of the guys stealing glances at her breasts. "Oh right, that's why." With a private smile, she closed her eyes again and leaned forward to pedal even harder. She knew that those two guys, and most of the others, were now staring at her. Each time she pushed down on the pedals, her torso moved from left to right, making her breasts sway constantly. Those large breasts got most of the attention, but her hips, ass and thigh got their share of glances and stares as well. Yet, far from making her uncomfortable, Aria rather enjoyed the attention.
More than a year ago, weeks before her 37th birthday, Aria had decided to lose the 15 to 20 extra pounds she had been carrying for the past few years. Today, with a less-indulging diet and up to four visits per week to the gym, she had succeeded. To her surprise, she had discovered that she liked working out, so she kept coming here. Way beyond fooling herself, Aria knew that part of the reason she enjoyed the gym was that many men here were looking at her.
That had been a wonderful, if slow, discovery. Aria had been blessed, since she turned 16, with a glorious body. She had lived a life knowing that she was a natural center of attention of most men, as close to being a natural princess as you could in the twentieth century. But now she was 37, had had 2 children herself, and had gained some weight, so gradually she had lost that power. Her hair were still as incredible, long and thick, but those extra pounds needed to disappear.
Now, sweating on the bike, she knew that she looked as good as she ever had in the past: the sweat she could feel trickling between her breast flowed against firm flesh, much firmer than it had any right to be at 37. Although her silhouette had been remarkable overall, with a perfect waist to hip ratio, deliciously round buttocks, a respectable 5'7" height and hair to make goddesses jealous, Aria knew that the jewel in her beauty's crown had always been her breasts. 32EE had always been off compared to the supposed classical canons of 36D or 34C, yet judging by the numbers of jaws she had seen dropped in her life, she had always been mighty proud of her breasts.
As the months in the gym flew by, Aria gradually decided to show them off more and more: the loose tee-shirt she had worn at first had long since been replaced by a very tight tank-top; the sports bra was gone too, replaced by a bra with a lot of support that nevertheless managed not to flatten them. It had cost a small fortune, but it had been worth it. She knew she was at the limit of what was tolerated here, but the owners were men and she didn't think they'd ask her to change. In fact, Aria was quite sure that they were using the security cameras to look at her in the safety of their office.
All in all, Aria was the unofficial queen of the gym. Or rather she had been, until Scarlett showed up. In the ways that mattered most men, Scarlett was a 22 year old version of Aria: gorgeous, sexy without even trying too, endowed with spectacularly large breasts and silky, smoothly flowing long hair. Yet even in the dark, nobody would fail to distinguish them: whereas the rest of Aria's body was clearly that of a voluptuous woman, Scarlett's was that of a tall and very lithe adolescent. Small waist and equally small hips, she had firm buttocks and thin long legs. Yet that very litheness made her breasts stand out like brilliant lighthouses in the deepest of nights. Even with a sports bra, Scarlett's breasts could grab the attention of men and women alike.
When Scarlett first started to come to the gym, Aria definitely felt some frustration. A few days later they had hit the showers at the same time. Even though they didn't have communal showers like the men, Aria had seen enough of Scarlett's body to be really jealous. Also, unable to resist while Scarlett was in the shower, Aria had stolen a peak at her bra, a very sexy red lace thing: 30F. "Breasts this size should look bizarre..." She had though to herself, shaking her head. But bizarre they were not. Even Aria herself had been mesmerized by Scarlett's breasts, and for the first time in her life she dearly wanted to see a woman's breasts naked.
Aria kept coming to the gym, trying to learn when Scarlett wasn't here, but after a month she stopped bothering: Scarlett was a very friendly person and obviously saw in Aria a potential friend. Aria tolerated her, but nothing more.
Three weeks ago, their relationship changed. In the locker room, she overheard Scarlett talking to another woman, saying how she loved college. Her classes were great, and so were the teachers. When she said that she was studying to become a midwife, Aria was shocked: first of all midwives are few and far between, but most importantly, Aria was a midwife herself, had been for more than ten years. Aria instantly got up to join in Scarlett's conversation.
She tried her best, but Aria had the feeling that Scarlett saw her surprise. Not about the midwifery. Not at all. When Aria turned the corner, she saw Scarlett talking with Carie. Carie was also very friendly and loved to laugh and make people laugh, yet Carie was not the reason for Aria's surprise either. She had come at the precise moment when Scarlett was topless, her breasts still dripping with water from the shower, and her wet hair clinging to those impossible curves. Aria had seen countless breasts as a midwife, but they'd never been sexual objects, only distended milk-givers. Scarlett's breasts were clearly not deformed. Gods no. They sparked a completely involuntary stirring between Aria's legs, and even a flash of heat. Surprised by Scarlett's studies, stunned by her breasts, Aria now had to deal with the shock of he body's response to that woman.
When she said that she was herself a midwife, it was Scarlett's turn to be surprised. From that moment on, especially after spending the rest of that day together talking, the two became inseparable friends.
In the gym's showers, Aria also discovered another difference between their two bodies: Stolen glances by stolen glances, she discovered that Scarlett had pretty much shaved every last hair from her body from the neck down. It looked like she didn't even have a single hair below her neck. Armpits and legs of course, but also her entire crotch area and random stray hairs around her nipples had been eradicated.
It turned out, Aria learned later on, that she wasn't just shaved or waxed: her hairs had been permanently removed. After high-school ended, two of her friends became estheticians and Scarlett became their guinea pig. Two years later, in a combination of laser and electrolysis, she had had every hair removed from her body from the neck down. It was a long and sore two years, but she was now eternally grateful for the pain.
Like each and every one of the lucky lovers Scarlett had allowed down there, Aria was completely fascinated by those bald pussy and mound. She usually didn't care for a bald pussy. In fact, her own bush was barely trimmed, just enough to fit into a swimsuit. Some winters, she let it grow as wild and large as it wanted. Yet now, seeing the pure beauty of Scarlett's pussy and mound, she began reconsidering.
During the following year, Aria and Scarlett became a lot closer, and while Aria was still obsessed with her friend's breasts, she tried to ignore them most of the time. The few times they talked about it, always very late after a delivery with both women really tired, Scarlett always said that she herself was jealous of Aria's body. All those curves, all that femininity, how many men must desire her... Aria was really pleased, but it also opened the door to further compliments on Scarlett's breasts.
Today at the gym, while Scarlett wasn't here, Aria thought about the last time that special topic came up between them. It had been about two months ago. They had been working together for quite a while now, Scarlett assisting her more experienced friend. The delivery had been really problematic and they had ended up working close to 24 hours straight. They had been called at 6 o'clock in the morning, and stayed there until 3 am the following night. That night, like so many other when their nights ended late and in the west end of town, Scarlett invited Aria to spend the night at her place.
They ended up talking until dawn, too stressed out to sleep. They had also gotten slightly drunk, and had even showed their breasts to each other to talk about them. Damn! There even had been some touching, Aria remembered. At that point, it had been pretty clear to Aria that her young friend was at the very least bi-sexual. Although Scarlett was unattached at the moment, she had talked about being with men in the past, but Aria felt that it had been a long time ago. After feeling Scarlett's so very soft hand on her breast, that night, Aria almost asked her about it. Yet she didn't. Instead they fell asleep on the couch, both topless. While the morning had been somewhat awkward, they had shared many intimate situations in their jobs and didn't really talk about it.
The following night, Aria called her current boyfriend. She felt somewhat bad for him, because she knew that their relationship was not going anywhere. He was nearly ten years younger than her, and had been charmingly mesmerized by her body at the gym. She had, in turn, heard other men talk about him, talk about a particular detail: apparently he had a nicely sized cock. Something clicked in Aria's mind when she heard that, and she decided to give it a shot. It had been a long time since her last relationship, and, truthfully, she needed to be fucked. It had almost been too easy: after a session at the gym, she waited for him to get out of the locker room. One glowing smile, a hand on his strong arm, standing just a few inches too close to him. A minute later he invited her to dinner; dinner led to a movie; and the movie led to a very long night of uninterrupted sex.
Thinking once again about that oft remembered first night, Aria watched her beau coming up the street on his motorcycle. She had called him to tell him that their relationship was over. There wasn't a truly good way to break up with someone, but Aria had found one that didn't seem all that bad. She had stripped completely naked, and unbound her long hair. Sex with Will was very good, and she was still attracted to him on that level. She knew that her pussy was completely drenched with her juices, that her blood was near boiling, and that her nipples were as hard and erect as possible. Although tonight, thinking about Scarlett, she didn't know how many of those reactions were due to her young friend. But that, as she heard Will walking up to her door, was a question for another time.
When he opened the door she was right in front of him, standing completely naked and completely unashamed, fully visible to any passerby on the street. His eyes grew wide, and minutes later his cock grew big. He was at least seven inches long and to her own surprise, that first night with him, she felt him bottoming out in a few positions. Feeling like a slut, she undressed him in the living room, then turned her back to him and bent forward on the couch. That night, she had needed a cock, and big fucking cock. Tonight was no different.
He was giving it to her, willingly. As she was being rocked, her entire body pummeled by his strong arms and legs, his cock plunging deep, spreading her insides, Aria gave herself to the pleasure and let him do whatever he wanted. The mature woman spent the rest of the night feeling, ironically, like a young girl possessed for the first time by a much older man. They fucked all over the house, in all the imaginable positions. Late that night, he even fucked her ass for the first time. They had been fucking in the classic spoon position, and in his enthusiasm, he had pulled too far back and pushed against her anus. She grabbed him before he could pull away, and pushed him in. After his huge head popped in, it was clear that even though her juices were flowing, it wouldn't be enough. Aria got up and fished her bottle of lube from the bedside drawer. Thirty minutes later he was still ass fucking her, but by now she was straddling him, giving him the perfect view of her bouncing breasts, her ravaged pussy and her distended asshole being rammed by his big cock. Nearly all of his seven inches were being pushed in and out of her anus, and she was loving every one of his strokes.
All through that long and sweaty night, Aria couldn't quite control some of the images that came to her mind. When she bent down over the couch, she imagined Scarlett sitting there, her breasts bared and waiting for her own mouth. When she had been on her back on the bed, with Will kneeling between her legs, Aria's mind saw Scarlett squatting over her head, offering her cleanly shaven pussy to her waiting mouth. It just wouldn't stop. Will was great, had given her hours of raw pleasure with that damned fuck stick of his. But he couldn't give her smooth, small hands; he couldn't give her those long, smooth thighs; couldn't give her a pussy to discover for the first time; couldn't give her those soon to be legendary breasts; and most importantly, couldn't give her that elusive feeling of making love to a woman.
Aria decided to let him do what she hadn't allowed any other man to do: cum in her ass. Strangely enough, it seemed like the most acceptable way to end this night. She didn't want it in her pussy, or on her ass or breasts, nor in her mouth. When she mentioned that, Will was pushed over the edge and exploded, filling her asshole with his cum. Aria allowed him to spend the night with her, but in her mind she knew it was over. They had been fucking for three months now, and it had been wonderful. Nevertheless, she now had something she needed to explore, and Aria wouldn't let a fucking seven inch cock distract her. She told Will about it in the morning, and while he seemed genuinely sad about it, it was clear that he had also realized that their relationship was built on nothing more than long nights of sex. They fucked slowly in the shower, that last morning together, and for the last time he gave her an orgasm.
***
That had been about two months ago. Aria looked up at the time and realized that she had spent nearly an hour pedaling while daydreaming. She stopped slowly and got off, feeling her legs shaking beneath her. She saw Will in the weights section, and felt a few shivers running up and down her spine. That last night together had truly been great, and she hadn't been with a man since then. She decided to go to him, to say bye-bye, and to squeeze his arm in the process. Smiling at her, he said: "Do you still have my number, Beauty?" Of course she had, she replied. And it was true. "Don't hesitate to call me one of those sleepless nights." He grinned at her, kissed her cheek and let her go.
Aria spent the rest of the day with a deep, low buzz in her pussy. Scarlett was filling her head with all sorts of fantasies and other unspeakable ideas, and now Will's big cock was poking in and out of her mind as well. She came back home at 10am, after that long gym session, and by the time the phone rang at 3pm she had masturbated three times. One of her women was ready to give birth, so Aria called Scarlett, hopped in the shower to get the scent of sex off of her, and then drove to pick her partner up.
Today's birth was a water birth, where the expecting mother delivers her child in a pool of warm water. When the two midwives came in, the blinds were closed, candles were lit and Annie was already in the pool. Mark, her husband, was kneeling behind her, holding her in his arms as contractions began. They were a very friendly couple, and Aria hoped that everything would go well for them.
Hours later, alone with Scarlett near the little pool, Aria saw that things were indeed going well for Annie: behind their bedroom's wall, Annie and Mark were fucking, quite noisily, blissfully ignoring the two midwives sitting in their living room. Without mentioning that important fact to Aria, Annie and Mark had decided to try an orgasmic birth. It had become quite clear when Annie had grabbed the shower head, meant to keep her upper body wet, and pushed it agains her pussy. Her moan had made everything perfectly clear for everyone.
Up until that point, Mark had been very close to his wife, holding her closely, even caressing her bared breasts a few times. Aria and Scarlett had ignored those caresses. Yet about an hour after they had arrived, Mark had grabbed both of Annie's large breasts in his hands, squeezing them shamelessly for a few seconds. Instead of stopping him, Annie had closed her eyes and simply enjoyed the sensations. Looking up at each other, the two midwives merely smiled.
The second time Mark did it, holding and massaging his wife's breasts for long minutes, Aria started to feel uncomfortable. Annie had very large breasts, distended by the milk, and you couldn't "not see them" at this point. Aria and Scarlett's gazes crossed a few times, both of them recalling earlier conversations about their own breasts. Things became significantly more intense when Annie slid both her hands around her large belly to her pussy and began masturbating. Across the pool, Aria could see that Scarlett was really uncomfortable now, her face completely red. Aria had helped at three or four orgasmic births, but she had never spoken about such things with her young partner.
When their eyes next met, Aria winked at her friend, trying to calm her down. Surprised, Scarlett smiled, then grinned. Holding the older woman's eyes a few seconds longer, she winked back. After that brief exchange, both women relaxed. Scarlett even grabbed the shower head and gently sprayed Annie's breasts, and thus Mark's hands. When Aria placed her own hand on Annie's belly, it broke Annie's remaining hesitations and she moaned out loud. Soon Annie grabbed Scarlett's hand and pushed the shower head directly against her own pussy. The water pressure was very low, and it very clearly agreed with Annie: she began moaning, moving and writhing, lost in pleasure between her husband's hands, Aria's caressing hand and Scarlett's shower head.
At first it seemed like the growing climax was making Annie's contractions faster. Pretty soon Aria saw that the shower head was forgotten in the pool, and that Annie was guiding Scarlett's fingers directly against her pussy. As she was bent forward to accommodate her, Scarlett was unconsciously displaying her breasts as the were spilling from her tank top. Neither Aria or Mark were indifferent. Nor, it would appear, was Annie. Completely unexpected, Annie's free hand rose from the water and closed directly on one of Scarlett's breasts. "Good Gods your breasts are perfect!"
At first Scarlett was stunned, then she looked at Annie, Mark and finally Aria. To Aria's surprise, Scarlett began laughing. Somehow, since she had her own hand directly on that woman's pussy, who was nearly a complete stranger, she couldn't really mind a hand on her own breasts. Scarlett's beautiful laughter's quickly spread all over the room, the other three joining in. "Are they wonderful Mark?" In reply, Mark only grunted a low, guttural moan, staring shamelessly at Scarlett's offered breasts. He then bent forward around his wife's neck and began kissing one of her own breasts.
Despite knowing that she had lost control of the situation, Aria wasn't worried at all. She just smiled with them, laughing when she saw Annie's hand slipping beneath Scarlett's bra. Seconds later Scarlett's right breast was being pulled out of her bra to be proudly displayed for everyone to see. Still in that strange fey mood, Scarlett simply laughed with them all, completely unmindful about this grave breach of midwife ethics.



With her hand still on Annie's belly, Aria moved closer to Scarlett, placing her other arm on her shoulder. She wasn't really surprised when she felt Annie's hand on her own breasts, roving like an adolescent boy. The two midwives were looking at each other often, and soon Annie spoke the unspeakable: "You two are lovers, right?" When the two women replied "No!" instantly, Annie started at them and laughed softly. "Aria, all you want to do his touch Scarlett's breasts, and all your gorgeous apprentice really wants to do is to kiss you... Go ahead, I'm sure nobody will mind here!" And she laughed again.
Mark and Annie were looking at them, and although the situation was now very uncomfortable, it was also very sexually charged as well. Aria and Scarlett looked at each other, and as that look was turning into a stare, Annie started climaxing. Everybody smiled and laughed with her, and Scarlett took that opportunity to pull her bra outward and cover her breast again. Normally, a climax helps the birthing process along. Sadly for Annie, it didn't trigger the final stages. Minutes later her contractions were back to normal and the waiting game continued.
To nobody's real surprise, Annie asked if Mark could make love to her in their bedroom. "Sure!" was Aria's simple reply. A few minutes later the two midwives were left alone in the living room, the silence broken only by Mark and Annie's moans and grunts. Scarlett clearly didn't know what to do, so she got up from the floor and sat on the closest couch, looking at everything except Aria. Fifteen years older, Aria was surprised at the turn of events and a bit uncomfortable about Annie's last comments. Yet it was clear that she had to do something about Scarlett. The poor, gorgeous girl seemed lost, now that the fey mood had disappeared.
Aria followed her friend to the couch and took her in her arms. Instantly Scarlett started babbling about how Annie's words had been impolite and rude and vulgar... Aria stopped her with a "sush", noting that Scarlett hadn't actually said that those words had been wrong. She did her best to calm Scarlett down, and a few minutes later they were sitting in a very companionable silence, trying not to laugh about all the sounds they were hearing.
"Is that normal, Aria?"
"Not really. But I knew, going in, that Annie was a very special person, really in touch with her body and her sexuality. Giving birth is a very special moment for every body, and nobody knows exactly how we're going to react."
"When you gave birth to your own kids, was it anything like this?"
Scarlett had turned towards Aria while asking that question, and when Aria replied, she turned towards her as well. As she spoke, Aria was acutely aware of just how close their heads, and lips, actually were.
"Oh no, nothing like this. It was at the hospital." She took a deep breath, closing her eyes as if trying to remember. In fact, she was opening a door to Scarlett, but a few seconds later, it was clear that Scarlett was not going to kiss her. "It's because of those two births that I decided to become a midwife."
Suddenly, from the other room, the moans stopped, and both girls heard Annie calling for their help. When they opened the door, Annie was on her back, and it was clear that the baby was coming. With the help of Mark, who was still completely naked and completely erect, they helped Annie back into the little pool.
Two hours later, Aria was closing the door behind them, sighing, happy that the birth had ended well for everyone. It was now pretty late at night, and it had been decided earlier that Scarlett would be sleeping at Aria's place. Usually the girls talked all the way back to the house, going over what had happened, what could have been better, etc... Tonight though, the car was completely silent.
Once inside the house, the two women looked at each other. Aria suddenly laughed and took Scarlett in her arms. "Please relax my friend... You seem completely tensed up. Don't worry about what happened there."
"I know I shouldn't... but it's not everyday that someone unmasks my inner desire in front of the person those—" and then she stopped, realizing what she was actually going to say.
Aria laughed gently, squeezing Scarlett's arm. "Don't worry about it Scarlett." A slight pause, and then: "Do you really think I'd stop you if you ever tried to kiss me?" She then winked at her friend and walked to the kitchen. Such an innocent comment...
Then silence in the house was as deep as the one in the car, but it was clearly different. Oh so different. In the kitchen, both women enjoying Aria's homemade iced tea, they were still silent. Aria could see that Scarlett's skin was flush, her breathing was fast and shallow, and she couldn't keep her eyes from her own. When Scarlett placed her emptied glass on the countertop, Aria's heart skipped a beat: it was really going to happen.
Yet it didn't. Scarlett went to the bathroom and a few minutes later was lying on the couch, trying to sleep. Aria took a deep breath, surprised and feeling let down. She took a quick shower and went to bed herself, unable to invite Scarlett to join her after that aborted kitchen incident. Sleep took a long time to come, but eventually it did.
At first Aria thought it was her cat. She felt a warm presence against her neck, nuzzling her. Yet when her hand closed in on that cat, she realized that it was a head, and that instead of a nose against her neck, she had a pair of warm, wet lips kissing her. "I'm sorry Aria, I'm sorry, I'm sorry... I just couldn't... help myself..." Scarlett was losing herself in excuses. But when she tried to pull away, Aria's firm hand kept her right against her. There was a very still moment of hesitation and then Scarlett understood. Instead of planting another kiss on the delicate skin of Aria's neck, she placed a knee on the bed and kissed her friend's lips.
Neither could tell, afterwards, how long that first kiss lasted. Scarlett only knew that when she finally moved from that kiss, her back hurt from being in the same position for so long. They kissed, licked, sucked each others' lips and tongues, moaned against each other, gently bit their lips, pulling them away only to let them rest back down and start again, ground their mouths against one another like hungry adolescent boys... The kisses grew from Aria's mouth to her cheeks, nose, eyes, forehead, ears and back to her neck again. The sound of her moans was like wizard spells to Scarlett's ears. Soon their hearts were pumping blood harder and faster, their muscles relaxed and their body temperatures went up a few degrees.
In a bold move, Scarlett threw all the blankets away from Aria's body, exposing it to the dimmed moonlight. Immediately, Aria reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. Seconds later her panties disappeared on the floor. When she reached out to undo Scarlett's bra, her hand only touched the generous, majestic and completely naked flesh of those wonderful breasts. The younger woman broke the kiss and only said: "Oh, I'm ready my love. Now turn around on the bed."
Guiding her with her hands but resuming the kiss, Scarlett waited until her new lover was turned at ninety degrees on her own bed, legs away. Once there, she opened her eyes and locked her sight on Aria's breasts, waiting there for her. As soon as she began kissing Aria's lower lip and chin, the woman began moaning, understanding exactly where this was going. "Oh Goddesses yes! Kiss my breasts Scarlett!" In a surprising move, Scarlett replied: "Wait for it my love, and enjoy a slow descent..."
Reversing the roles that Aria had barely dared fantasize in the past weeks, Scarlett, from that point on, took control of their first night. Aria knew what was going to happen: her new lover was going to kiss her breasts, allowing her to kiss hers in return, and then she was going to go lower and let them both enjoy each other's pussies at the same time. Yet that glorious ending seemed unendurably far: Scarlett was taking her time and all Aria wanted to do was to devour her whole! She wanted that purely smooth pussy in her mouth!
Scarlett's tongue was the first of many surprises that night. Aria expected to be bewildered by her friend's breasts and pussy, her hairless smooth skin, her delicate womanly touch... Never had she considered her tongue; a tongue's a tongue, had she believed. By the time Scarlett's lips closed in around her nipple for the first time, after having roamed over most of her right breast, Aria was in a trance. A lot smoother than a man's tongue, yet just as strong, just as present.
Her breasts and nipples had been in countless mouths over her long years of sexual activity, and she thought she'd felt everything possible. She'd had her breasts and nipples touched, kissed, caressed, licked, sucked, massaged, mauled, bitten, squeezed and pinched by all sorts of people; from the gentlest, shiest poet who thought her breasts altars to goddesses, to the raw, barely restrained biker who couldn't control any of his lesser impulses. Yet all these countless men she had allowed barely made up 1% of all those who would have liked to gain such privileged access. Never a woman, though.
Scarlett's kisses seemed to break all the rules: when they were as soft as a feather she felt her heart's pulse thrilling; when Scarlett sucked harder, it was something deep and silent that was roused. Soon, so soon, Scarlett slipped all the way down from her nipple to her ribcage below. Aria felt abandoned and at the same time suddenly realized, as they pulled away, that she had been kissing and sucking on Scarlett's breasts herself! It had been all on instinct: her first time touching another woman's breasts and she barely realized it. Aria nearly grabbed Scarlett's shoulder to pull her back up.
A buzz, deep between her legs, stopped her. Scarlett was still taking her time yet her slow descent, as she had called it, right now, seemed incredibly fast. Thirty seven years without feeling a woman's mouth on her pussy, and now it was going to happen in a matter of minutes, maybe seconds. The slow descent was anything but! Aria felt herself shivering, her legs twitching once or twice, and she never gave a thought to the fact that Scarlett's pussy was sneaking up on her. The warm and wet thing that barely had time to coalesce into Scarlett's lips, tongue or even a hint of teeth, kept going down on her belly.
Aria heard the loud cry, nearly a scream, seconds before realizing that it was her own. When Scarlett pulled her left leg upwards, Aria expected her friend to continue with her slow trail of tease, yet she didn't. Like most women, Aria hated when guys pounced on her pussy like tigers in heat: "take me gently, let me enjoy it, take your time..." She had lost count of how many times she had said this to her lovers over the years. Once more Scarlett broke the rules and did just that: she jumped from the middle of Aria's thigh straight to her pussy, using that bewitched tongue of hers to split her lips and dive deep into her pussy. Yet she did it all gently. It was impossible, yet she did it. Aria was certainly shocked, but her reflex to feel mistreated or manhandled never materialized. It was not a man's face between her legs this time. And somehow Scarlett was able to succeed where countless men had failed: she succeeded in transferring the raw power of lust without having to ramp it up. It was just there, pure and unrestrained, from a mouth to a pussy.
That was all it took to trigger Aria's orgasm. It had been growing for the last few minutes since Scarlett had awakened her: the sheer thrill of being with a woman, the delightful wet trail of shivers and pleasures that her mouth had left from her own mouth down to her breasts, belly, thigh and now pussy, and finally that explosion of lust in and around it. This first orgasm had been building since that first time she had seen Scarlett's breasts naked in the showers, months ago. Another level had been reached when they touched each others breasts on her sofa. Add to that her fantasies of Scarlett during her last night with Will... It was all exploding now, her lover's tongue a catalyst for all that had come before.
Aria's whole body arched after that, and she barely realized that her face nestled itself between Scarlett's legs, that her mouth opened as if by instinct, and that she did her absolute best to return the pleasure. As that first of many waves began to wane Aria woke up from the daze of pleasure. Her hands had already been holding on to Scarlett's buttocks as she sucked on her pussy, but now she really grabbed her friend. Pushing upwards and twisting around, Aria found herself above Scarlett and took control of that wonderful 69. Soon it was Scarlett's turn to climax and the entire house rang with her cries. First orgasm received, first orgasm given...
The rest of their first time together became, in Aria's memories, a long daze akin to a drug trip. She could remember some images, a few words, and most of the pleasure, but nothing really concrete, distinct. Later, Aria's would realize that that first orgasm had been her longest, ever. That is, until Scarlett helped her get an even longer one in the wee hours of the morning. By that time they had moved from her bed to the kitchen, living room, bathroom, shower, the patio outside, back to the bath and finally drowsing in her bed again. At least one of them, usually both, had had an orgasm in those places. That night changed Aria's life, opening her eyes to new possibilities. She would contact Will again, and other men. Sometimes with Scarlett, to let her discover the pleasures of heterosexuality for the first few times. But her horizons had irremediably been widened, never to narrow again.
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-Edited by Gustavca
Iceland. Although I've always been fascinated by its landscape since it reminds me of my hometown in Quebec, I never thought I'd go there. I also never thought I'd go for free! Lincoln and Kate's young business got its first major deal a couple of months ago with a big firm here in Iceland. Somehow they managed to transform their all-expenses-paid four-person trip into a ten-person one. Guess the businessmen were really satisfied with them!
So here I was on Friday night, sitting in a very nice business class section for a long overnight flight. We were not consigned to tight rows everywhere, but had a few meeting tables set with seats around them. And if the plane wasn't packed, there were more than enough people to prevent us from acting out some of Nella's fantasies.
Having sex with the risk of being discovered is certainly something we liked and enjoyed a few times at and since Midsummer, but the thought of doing it in a cramped and smelly airplane bathroom isn't as interesting as we imagined. 30 minutes into the flight Nella went there to "scout" the place, as she said it, but came back shaking her head: "I love you very much, " she whispered in my ear, "but I'm not going to fuck in there! Argh!" We found out later, us and quite a few other passengers, that Kate wasn't as reluctant.
Since six months ago, our sexuality matured and expanded at an astonishing rate. We were not eighteen year olds, nor were we new lovers, but Midsummer opened even more doors than I had believed at the time. In addition to forging intimate bridges between what were already good friendships, the magic transformed our own couple. Some of our whispered fantasies were acted out and others, which we had thought absolutely private, were now being whispered during sex.
For instance, Nella now indulged my curiosity about anal sex. I haven't penetrated her yet, but I love to feel her tremble when I let my finger and sometimes even my cock slip and rub against her anus. As for Nella, she asked me if I'd like to role-play some of our sex like we did when she pretended to be Hope and I pretended to be Lincoln. Some of those moments were merely fun and light, other times it was thrilling and overwhelmingly intoxicating.
Sexual contacts in public were also a more common occurrence now. Some of the regulars at the public pool, gym and even coffee shop must have seen a bit more than they expected on a few occasions! I also even dared to buy Nella a few toys for her birthday in October. The expression on her face when she opened her gift and saw her very first dildo, a clone of my own erect cock, was very funny. Surprise, a reflexive embarrassment, then a smile that grew into a grin and she looked at it and recognized the shape. When she found the second, smaller dildo, she looked at me puzzled. "You think I need to stretch with this one before I can use the, well, your clone, or..." and then she found a play on words that would stick for a long time, "your Will-willy!?"
We both laughed at the name she had given to my clone, but as I shook my head, the purpose of this smaller one dawned on Nella. A week later, we both had a mind-boggling orgasm as she was riding me in the cowgirl position, with my very real cock in her pussy and the smaller dildo inside her ass. All in all, even if nothing happened within our group these next few days, our last Midsummer weekend has been wonderful for our sex lives. But honestly, if nothing special happened in Iceland, I'll be really disappointed with our friends.
Looking around, seeing all the familiar faces of those special friends, it was clear that they had changed too. That last summer weekend really forged something new, and now our previously open group was private and closed. Since then I've thought about giving us a name: Midsummer Club, Midsummer Gang or Midsummer Tribe... nothing fit. And now, since we were going to share a Midwinter weekend together, maybe I should explore something in the line of Solstices Crew! Looking around, then, we all seemed like regular friends going to a wonderful getaway trip in Iceland. Looks can be deceiving.
Hope, with her fiery mane and very pale freckles on her face, looked up from her book, winked at me with a hint of a smile and subtly pulled her shirt tight against her spectacular breasts. She had managed, somehow, to remove her bra and it was pretty noticeable. You just can't hide such freed breasts, breasts that are way too pert to be so large. Both her nipples were hard and erect, pushing large projections through the thin fabric. Her husband, Connor, wasn't around. Then again, I don't think it would have tamed her excitement. Or perhaps hunger was a better word.
Golden Eleanor looked like she was taking a nap, but I could see barely noticeable signs that she was actually masturbating. She looked like a cat in a warm blanket, moving very slowly, languishing under the pleasure. She too had chosen to wear somewhat revealing clothes. While not as generously endowed as Nella or Hope, Eleanor's breasts were still a delight, especially now as they rose and fell with her movements and her cleavage had a nice rosy flush.
Kate had a conservative top over a very short skirt with her brown hair tightly bound on top of her head. When her vivid blue eyes noticed I was looking at her she smiled and twisted in her chair. She was sitting at one of the tables with Marcus and Timothy, and she turned until she was directly facing me. Then, out of nowhere, she pulled a Sharon Stone on me by slowly crossing and uncrossing her legs. Her flawlessly bald and beautiful pussy appeared and disappeared making my mouth open involuntarily.
Finally, sitting right next to me and looking straight at me, Rinette was simply twisting one lock of hair tightly around her finger, wafting her balsam scent around. Nothing more. The athletic beauty, tall, thin and lean, looked perfectly innocent. I was, in fact, the only person that could decipher her ostensibly innocuous act. You see, since that last Midsummer weekend, we all kept in touch in the usual electronic ways. In addition to these, some of us also sent actual paper letters to the others. Being a writer I was the most prolific of the bunch, and sent letters to the five women in our group, including Nella. In one of those I told Rinette just how wonderful I thought her hair was.
She had a thick mane of very long, very black and very straight hair. Combined with her equally black eyes and darker skin all year round, she believed she had Native American blood somewhere in her ancestry. But regardless of the incredible genetic mix that created her wonderful body, I wrote to her about a little fantasy I had about her hair. I dared to tell her I would like to feel one of her locks wrapped around my cock at one point in the future. Looking at her now, twisting and untwisting her hair around her finger, it looks like my fantasy was well received.
Rinette didn't get any special treatment in my letters. The four others also knew pretty much how and what I felt for them, and I shared some of my fantasies with all of them except Kate. While I liked her a lot and she was clearly enjoying our group's enhanced friendship, she and I never had the chance of developing something special. Maybe the Sharon Stone act was a sign things were going to change this weekend?
Oh... So little did I know. This was Midwinter after all.
We all should have known, in the end, just how intense this weekend was going to be. After all, there was no way things were simply going to be like our weekend six months ago; at the end of that fated Midsummer we had all slept with at least one person who was not our significant other. Also, the six months since have not been spent in shame and regrets. In addition to the emails, phone calls, letters and sexy Facetime sessions, some of us met a few times. I still don't know how Nella and I spent a day and night at Eleanor and Timothy's house, including a late night fully nude jacuzzi, without fucking each other crazy. They'd been happily married for years, yet the Midsummer magic was working its way deeply between our couples. In the guest room, just before we left, Eleanor and I had a moment alone. Before I could even speak or think, Eleanor was in my arms, kissing me. Deeply.
We had shared a few wonderful kisses months before. Soft, quiet and full of love. This kiss was something else entirely. Eleanor was burning up. We pulled back from the kiss when we heard Timothy moving in the next room, but didn't release the hug until Eleanor whispered, "Forget what I said last Midsummer. I want you inside me, Will. It was all I could do not to stare at your cock yesterday in the jacuzzi... Was I obvious?" she finished with a grin and turned around clearly not expecting an answer. Five minutes later I was in the car with Nella and was doing my best to appear normal. She never asked questions, but it turns out it wasn't because I was a good actor. She was in fact trying to do the same thing as I was. That night, back in our home and bed, we shared our very first secrets. We laughed as we discovered how we both were in the car, but everything was fine afterwards. But as for what the others did since Midsummer, this Iceland trip was going to be a watershed of revealed secrets.
In the plane, looking back at my wife Nella, we shared a long look. During the preceding week we had talked a few times about this weekend and what it could mean. In fact one night, just after an hour of great sex, Nella dove into the subject. Lying on her back, still breathing hard, her glorious, voluptuous body covered in sweat, she said, "So, Iceland... Anything goes again?" She kept her serious face a few moments longer before exploding into laughter. While we didn't finish this conversation with a serious version of that idea, the notion that "anything goes" wasn't completely discarded. On the other hand, I still believed that our last Midsummer was the pure manifestation of our special friendship, and couldn't be topped. Well...
Even now, in the plane, as Nella came to sit next to me, it wasn't yet clear that this weekend was going to be anything less than a full acceptance of what had been growing for years between us all. At least it wasn't clear for me.
I don't know everything that happened between Kate, Marcus, Rinette and Lincoln during the last six months. I know that both couples became very close because of the business, and I know that Kate and Lincoln had a thing going on since Midsummer. Beyond that, I had no idea. Rinette was currently sitting on my left on the window side, with Nella on my right next to the aisle.
A few minutes after criss-crossing her legs for me, Kate got up and walked up to us. She wanted to say something to Rinette and after trying to bend down forward enough, she looked at us, smiled and shrugged. In that very short skirt of hers she climbed over Nella and me and leaned close to Rinette to whisper something in her friend's ear. My nose filled with her vanilla perfume, I had her knee between my legs and didn't quite know where to put my hands. Nella saw something else though. Bent on all fours, Kate's skirt was riding very high. Nella moved half-out of her seat and turned slightly towards me to hide Kate's exposed ass from the other passengers. Doing so, she suddenly realized she had her face inches away from that very nice ass and, I'd imagine, pussy. Nella blushed, then looked at me, shaking her head with a faint smile.
Unable to resist, I leaned in and listened to what Kate whispered, "Rin, can I ask your boyfriend to fuck me in the bathroom?" Rinette's laughter exploded, but it was manifest that it was a laugh of surprise and not nervous shock. Kate then managed to untangle herself, gave a quick kiss on Nella's lips and whispered, "Enjoyed the view?" and then left to grab Lincoln. Surprised, Nella turned to look at her go not understanding what was happening.
Rinette turned and looked at me, laughing again at the expression on my face. "Listen, Will..." she said in a whisper. "It's not their first time, and I know it won't be their last. Let's just say that our Lughnasad party was quite a bit wilder than usual." Lughnasad was the name of the first of the celtic harvest festivals. It wasn't celebrated much in the West these days, but we decided to revive it this year since Midsummer had been so... fun. When she saw that I couldn't think of anything to say and was quite shocked by this information, she turned around to get a better look at me. "Will, what do you think is going to happen this weekend?" she asked me with a sweet smile.
"I suddenly have no idea," I replied, as Nella was still looking back at Kate and Lincoln.
"Ha!" Rinette half-laughed. "A simple writer's block or are you getting scared?" With a naughty smile, she twisted a strand of her hair around her finger again. "Why do you think I did that five minutes ago?"
"Well, I..." Taking a deep breath, I said, "Are you telling me that if I were to ask you to actually do that with my, er... biggest finger, you would?"
"Ah! Ready to try me? Ready to ask?"
I didn't reply to that and simply laughed. Nella, on the other side, turned around and wanted to know what was going on. I turned to her and whispered, "I think this weekend is going to turn out a lot wilder than we thought."
"I know, love, look across the plane..." she said, indicating Eleanor.
She wasn't alone anymore. Still reclining under her blanket, her eyes closed, she was now listening to something Connor was whispering in her ear. A few minutes later, as we all three watched her, she climaxed right there in the plane. She even managed to do it in perfect silence. Not Kate, apparently. A few moments later, a single note, a very clear moan, filled the cabin. As we tried not to laugh, we noticed that most people looked up and turned their heads around towards the bathroom. Lincoln came out first, very composed but red faced from exertion. Kate came out later, just about as flushed, and was, for once, embarrassed. Apparently it was one thing for her friends to know, but quite another for the whole plane.
As she sat down a few rows away, Nella and I shared another long look. I could see in her eyes that a decision had been made, but still she leaned in and whispered, "I love you, Will. Are you ready for this?"
"Nella, I'm ready for anything as long as we do this together. Anything goes?"
"Anything goes!"
Leaning back against my seat after an intense kiss, I took a few deep breaths to try and calm myself. Rinette leaned forward and said to Nella, "Looks like your writer isn't ready to see all his fantasies come true in a single weekend!" They both laughed and I tried my best to look offended. In the end I closed my eyes, smiled and placed my left hand on Nella's thigh. I then did the same thing on my right. Rinette was wearing what seemed to be her favorite pants: tight black spandex leggings. The feeling of her thigh brought back memories of that special car ride, months ago. As my hand moved higher and higher until my little finger was nestled against her pussy, I kept my eyes closed and grinned. I have no idea what kind of look the two women shared as I started relaxing, but a few moments later they both leaned back in their seats. If, outside, the sun was setting on a glacial winter, inside a fire was starting to grow. To grow and roar.
Many hours later, in the deepest part of the night, I was awakened in the best possible way. Nella was giving me a very nice blowjob. I grinned, barely awake, and brought my hand down to her head. When I felt the blanket over her I opened my eyes and suddenly remembered we were in a plane with lots of other people. My grin deepened and I slipped my hand under the blanket. I guided her head a few minutes and couldn't resist reaching her one accessible breast.
Even through her shirt and bra, Nella's breasts were a delight. Nella is voluptuous, a woman that couldn't be mistaken for a girl or a man even in the worst clothes and lighting situations. Her breasts are, perhaps, slightly bigger than pure proportion. That meant that even in this cramped place and awkward position, I had more than enough flesh to massage and caress. Looking around me I couldn't see much as the lights were mostly off.
"Hello, sleepy head!" said Rinette, still sitting next to me, "Enjoying your sleep?"
"Hmm hmm," was all I could manage right now.
"I've been charged with a very special task you know."
"What? A task? What do you mean?" I asked, still foggy from sleep and pleasure.
"Oh, I can't tell you right now," she smiled cryptically.
It suddenly dawned on me that I was talking to Rinette, one of my strikingly beautiful friends, while my wife was giving me a blowjob. And somehow it felt normal. It wasn't normal at all, not by a long shot, but clearly we were already entranced by Midwinter. Suddenly grinning, Rinette got up, turned around and knelt on her seat to talk to Marcus behind us. If I still had my doubts about solstice magic, I was convinced in a single instant: moonlight, black spandex and Rinette's ass. Bent forward like she was, it was a perfect moment. Or at least I thought it was.
When she saw me gawking shamelessly at her, she didn't say a word. Instead, she arched her back downward against the seat and pushed her ass out. I think I gasped aloud. Rinette was laughing softly and she began moving her hips from side to side. Still sleepy and intoxicated by pleasure, I didn't even think of refraining from touching her. I placed my hand directly on her ass and squeezed as if she was my wife and we were alone. She wasn't, and we weren't, but it didn't matter. I had had a first quick touch during our geolocating game, and nothing but good stares since.
As my right hand, still warm from Nella's breast, freely roamed all over that magnificent ass, my left hand moved between her thighs until my fingers touched her pussy again. This time I didn't simply touch. I caressed. If my right hand hadn't made the fact perfectly clear, my left would have; Rinette wasn't wearing anything under those tight pants. Her pussy already felt warm, but as I kept going it became positively hot. Being sucked and devoured by my loving wife, all the while masturbating our friend and feasting on her ass, I was buzzing with pleasure.
When someone sat down on the seat behind me and I heard Nella asking Rinette how it felt, it actually took me a second before I realized that something was wrong. When Rin whispered: "Hmmm, damn good Nella..." I smiled, happy to please. Then my brain caught up with the contradictory information. Nella was giving me a blowjob, so she couldn't be sitting behind me. Yet since she really was behind me, grinning widely, it meant that...
As soon as I lifted the blanket on my lap, Eleanor's blonde head pulled off of my cock, turned around and moved up to kiss me. Kiss me with another of her deep kisses. In a whirlwind of sensations I tasted her lips, her tongue, my precum and was overwhelmed. Breaking the kiss, she said, "Gods, I've been fantasizing about this for a long time, Will..." and with that she dove back down, engulfing my cock once more. Back up, beside and behind me, Rinette and Nella were laughing silently.
Rinette whispered, "Nella, does Will still believe that the men in our group are in control of what's been happening since last summer?"
"Looks like it, doesn't it?" Nella replied looking at me with a twinkle in her eye I was starting to recognize. "I think it's going to change this weekend..."
My own self-control was slipping, but my last fully conscious act was to reach up and grab Rinette's waistband and pull it down firmly until it lodged mid-thigh. My hand moved back up her thigh and I resumed caressing her directly. Twisting my hand around I soon let my middle and ring fingers find her hole and gently pushed up. Once sheathed, I curled my palm until it molded itself against her mound and clit. Rinette laughed again, a different kind of laugh this time.



I'm pretty sure Rinette and Nella share a kiss as I sped towards and reached my own climax. I'm not a hundred percent sure because I closed my eyes and enjoyed this wonderful climax. My hand on Eleanor's neck, I felt her move around, sucking and licking me until I filled her mouth with my cum. She drank it all as she slowed down, trying to find a good rhythm as my pleasure turned into hyper-sensibility. I could feel Rinette pushing and twisting around and against my palm and fingers, and guessed that she came a few moments after mine. By then I was drinking in all the pleasures, both outer and inner, and wasn't aware of all the specifics.
When I squeezed Eleanor's neck twice she stopped, kissed the head of my cock one last time and rose up. Eleanor kissed me again, a powerful taste of sperm on her tongue and lips. It was strange, new and surprisingly intense. Reclining in my seat, surrounded by three wonderful women, I simply abandoned myself in the magic I had tried my best to deny. It existed, I was entranced by it, and it couldn't be any better.
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*****Edited by Gustavca
The night in the plane made some things very plain. There were not going to be any awkward moments so long after Midsummer, none of us regretted anything, we had all grown and sexually matured since and were essentially even more open than we had been. In Iceland, during Midwinter, we were all going to reap what we had sown during the last few months.
These realizations explain why, right now, on this sunny Saturday morning, I'm sitting in a five-star suite with 5 individual rooms, complete with a glorious view, completely at peace with what I was about to do. On my left, stunningly visible through the floor to ceiling windows that run from one wall all the way across to the other wall, stand some of Iceland's wonderful mountains, hot springs and skylines. But that's not why the view is glorious. Right in front of me, sitting in a chair next to the fireplace, Rinette just removed her towel and sits gloriously naked, winking at me.
This may require some extra explanation. First though, there's the question of why Eleanor and I didn't get to spend the morning together. The answer: skiing was just about the only thing that would make all the others in our group get up early. It wasn't all pretty. Most of them looked like they had spent the night in a gutter instead of a 5-star Icelandic resort. So very early this morning, despite the few hours of good sleep, nearly everybody left to hit the ski slopes. I say nearly because I didn't go. I hate skiing. Funnily enough, Hope doesn't like skiing either. When they all left, the jokes were barely veiled. Hope was only half-awake, standing like a Celtic goddess in her green tank top and panties, her hair looking like a wild firestorm around her head. Rinette, anxious to get to the slopes, said, "I wonder who's going to be more exhausted by the end of the day us, or these two."
We all laughed. The attraction between Hope and me last Midsummer had been the spark that lit the entire sexual weekend and changed everything between all of us. Nella even joined in the banter. We had talked about what could happen during this midwinter weekend. In the end we agreed that, essentially, anything could happen. So there was really no question that as soon as Hope and I were going to be alone, we were going to rip off what little clothing we had on.
Surprisingly, though, nothing of the sort happened. It became quickly obvious Hope wasn't in the mood to rip anyone's clothes. She simply stood there by the table, her back to me, looking outside. Although my blood was pulsing in my veins, I realized that something was off. Trying my best to ignore the curves of her hips, ass, belly and the sides of her breasts, I walked to her.
As soon as I touched her shoulder she turned around, buried her face in my shoulder and started crying softly. A few minutes later we were sitting down next to the fire, her body securely hidden in the robe I fetched for her.
"I'm not cold, Will." she said when I gave it to her.
"I know, I replied, it's not for you..." More than a little of her passion flared in her eyes when she understood why I brought the robe.
For the next hour or so, we talked about an incident that had ripped her family apart a few weeks ago. One of her uncles had been revealed as a pedophile. Hope and Connor were not even supposed to come to Iceland because of very important Christmas traditions. "This year nobody really feels like celebrating what's obviously a children's holiday...," she told me, now in control of her tears.
After a long, but very companionable, silence, I suggested we go and take a walk outside. She declined, but decided to go alone after a bit. "I may end up at the springs... Don't wait for me, but if I'm not back before the sun sets, come and fish me out!" she said with a grin. If there's something that has been constant in her life, it's her passion for baths, jacuzzis and now hot springs. Just before she left, she kissed my cheek, then my lips for a much longer kiss and said, "My dear, don't misunderstand me. I still wanna fuck you before the week-end is out." Hearing her laughter as she walked down the corridor made me smile. Thinking about what she said made me laugh.
Two hours later I was making a sandwich when I heard noises outside the main door. As I was walking towards it I heard someone unlock it. I felt a sharp pulse in my belly. Hope must be back and feeling better. In a split second fantasies started erupting in my mind. But for the second time that day, those fantasies of Hope were frustrated. When the door opened, I saw Lincoln and Connor half-carrying Rinette inside. She was obviously in pain, crying and cursing as the two men carried her to her room.
When Connor came out, leaving Rinette with her husband, he was smiling. Surprised, I asked, "Why are you smiling? Isn't she hurt?"
"Well, yes, she's hurt alright. Her pride took a hit!" Connor laughed. "Actually, she's mainly frustrated that she won't be able to ski anymore... A sprained ankle is not fun, but it's not all that bad either, unless you're planning on skiing!"
A few minutes later, alone with Connor, I told him what had happened with Hope.
"How is she?" he asked.
"Not so bad, considering..."
"Good... I'm hoping that this week-end will help her get some distance from it all... Shitty business."
Soon after that Lincoln came out with a half-smile. Sighing, he wished me luck with Rinette and her temper then left with Connor.
I knocked on her door, "Are you alright in there?"
I heard her long moan, "NO!" As I entered her room, she was drying the tears on her face. She was wearing long woolen thermals, was sweaty and her normally flawless black hair were a tangled mess.
"Let me look at that ankle, Rinette."
"No need, Will. It's not that bad. It's been an hour since my fall and it's only slightly swollen."
I hid my smile from her and said, "Well, hop in the shower, it'll do wonders..."
"What? Now you're saying that I'm an ugly mess?"
I started laughing but saw that she was just about to start crying again. "Oh come on, Rinette, get a hold of yourself! Yes it sucks for your skiing, but there's plenty of things to do around here. Come on! Up!" I managed to pull her up and helped her undress to her underwear. With a small smile she said that she would be ok from here. I got out of the room and made sure the fire was still alive in the living room.
Half an hour or so later, Rinette came out of her room, wearing nothing but a towel, tightly wrapped around her torso. Her long, magnificent legs were completely exposed. It took me an extra second before I managed to tear my eyes away from her legs. Hobbling to the chair in front of mine, she grinned. She then paused as if remembering something.
"Will," she said as she was sitting down, "you're a great masseur... Would you mind massaging my ankle?"
"A great masseur? You've never had one of my massages!" I said, a smile on my face. "No need to make false compliments!"
"It's not a false compliment!" she said, a different kind of smile on her face.
I didn't understand, trying in vain to remember when I would have... until I saw her wink. Delicious memories suddenly came flooding back.
About three months ago, Nella, Rinette, Lincoln and I took a long weekend trip to the Appalachian range. We had long hours to kill in the car and all day long we would switch drivers and places. On the way back Sunday night, I ended up in the back seat next to Rinette. She was wearing, as she had all summer long, very short shorts. She had teased me with them, consciously or not, all weekend long. It was pretty dark outside and I couldn't see much. Somehow, even if I had spent hours looking at them in the sun, I was still drawn to them in this darkness.
As Nella and Lincoln were chatting in front, we were quieter. She seemed to be fascinated by the moonlight in the clouds, so I could simply stare openly at her thighs. At one point she began caressing her left leg with her hand, the one closer to me. Her caresses became massages, and suddenly she slipped one of her finger under the tight hem of her shorts. Surprised, I looked up and she was looking at me with a huge grin on her face. I had been caught! I froze when she called Nella, "Nella, can you pass me my iPad please?" She laughed silently at my reaction. On her iPad she wrote, with her finger "Wanna touch?" When I looked back up, she was still smiling, and she winked.
That wink, the only time she had winked at me, was what I remembered now as she was asking me for a massage. I laughed out loud with her and took a deep breath. In the car, I had spent nearly an hour caressing and massaging her thighs, and as we were closing on our city, Rinette had slipped her hand down her shorts and panties and caressed herself until hitting a perfectly silent climax.
Now, I had no idea what was going to happen. Kneeling in front of her, it was obvious that my massage made her feel better, just as it was obvious this was not just a massage. From time to time, as she adjusted herself on the chair, I could see her pussy peeking from beneath her thighs and the towel. At one point, as she turned around to reach for her cup of mimosa, she deliberately opened her legs wide. I mean, completely wide. I stopped massaging her and simply stared at her wonderful pussy. Her lips were perfectly shaven, but above them Rinette kept a patch of dense, trimmed black hair. Her pussy, besides being beautiful, was also obviously wet.  
As she turned back and closed her legs, I said, "You know, it's kinda worse if you keep your towel... I get peaks at your, er... perfectly shaven, er..."
Rinette laughs at my comment and replies, "What? You've seen it before!"
"Well, yes, but not quite as clearly..."
"Ok then!"
And as simply as that, she grabbed her towel and threw it on the floor. For an instant I closed my eyes and laughed, "I was kidding!"
She laughed with me, then asked, "Well, is it easier?"
I took a deep breath, basking in her glory, and shook my head. She was as lean and tight as I remembered. Her breasts, while small, were still nicely formed, full despite her very low body fat. She probably could, if she wanted to, pose for fitness magazines. She was tall, beautiful, great long hair and a fantastic body. Kneeling there in front of her, I felt my blood heating up, and didn't know how long I could "simply" massage her.
"Are you serious, Rin? You really want me to continue my massage while my face is inches away from your pussy?"
"Of course, Will! You have no idea how nice it feels to have your hands all over me — all over my ankle!"
"Right... Your ankle!"
We both laughed as I tried to resume the massage. The fireplace was very hot on my right side, but Rinette was glowing right in front of me. Soon enough, the entire room filled with silence as we shared only glances and smiles. I felt sweat on my brow.
"Will, you're hot. And overdressed. Why don't you join me?"
I looked up, unable to repress a grin, and said, "Because you're way too hot yourself!" I took a deep breath, thought about what I was about to say for a second, and went ahead anyway. "Rinette, if I get naked right now I can't guarantee that I'll be able to, well, to remain a perfect gentleman."
"Who said I wanted a gentleman?" she said, taking another sip of her strong mimosa. "In any case, gentlemen don't simply finger half-naked women in a plane packed with people!" We both laughed at that. How quickly things could change. Fantasies could turn into realities, "Also, I've been talking to Hope for the last few months, and, frankly, I'm jealous..."
The look we shared then lasted only two seconds. Three at most. Even though our last Midsummer had ignited something that had been steadily growing for the past few years, we were not quite at a point where we could just all fuck around. Not all of us anyway. Yet those few seconds changed that for us. And later for the others as they learned about it. The plane had been an incredible overture, but my Midwinter weekend was beginning right here and now.
In a very soft voice, Rinette said, "Let me get more comfortable on the floor." Slowly, keeping a hand on my shoulder to prevent me from getting up, she rose from her chair and, very slowly, turned around. Rinette knows that she's beautiful, knows that some men love her small breasts. She also knows that her lithe and lean silhouette attracts even more stares. But most of all, she knows that her ass is her main asset.
Right now that main asset was inches away from my own face. I could smell the soap she had used in the shower, a faint trace of the smell of her own skin and that elusive balsam fir scent I always associate with her. In the long seconds she took to move away, my face felt as if it was being pulled, as if by some strange gravity, towards those marvelous cheeks. Her golden skin, slightly dark even at Midwinter, was flawless. No pimple, no beauty or birth mark, no tan lines, no hairs, no stretch marks, nothing... Pure womanly flesh, firm, taut and mouth watering. Now I love breasts. I love big breasts. I've been a breast man most of my adult life. This morning was going to change that once and for all, although I was not going to emerge from the weekend as an ass-man. Rather, I became a breast or ass agnostic.
I watched, entranced, as Rinette managed to gracefully lay down on the thick carpet despite her ankle. Her feet were pointing towards me. I was given a gift that morning. While Rinette was as different a woman from Hope as one could imagine, she nevertheless gave me the impression that I was near something more than human. While Hope had looked like a succubus from myth this morning, Rinette looked like a nymph. From my vantage point I could see the triple curves of her calves, thighs and buttocks all in line. It was an amazing sight which would stay burned into my memory for the rest of my life.
I got up, my eyes never wandering, moved the chair away and undressed completely. To say I was erect was an understatement. I was painfully hard. Yet as I knelt above her calves, Rinette turned her head around, "Oh my... That's a very nice cock... But, I really want you to keep going."
Before she turned her head back, I saw her grin, and then saw and heard her laugh. "Oh... you're going to get it Rin!"
Moving back away from her mesmerizing ass, I resumed my massage, this time on both her ankles at the same time. I poured more oil on her calves, and started to move up. Slowly. Then again, my eyes were glued to her ass, so time had little meaning. Soon my hands were just below her knees as I kept moving up. The smoothness of her thighs was a very nice surprise. I knew Rinette was strong and in very good shape. Yet it didn't diminish the softness of her thighs at rest. As I rotated my hands from the inside to the outside of those thighs, I could see her ass cheeks were beginning to follow my motions.
As slowly as I was able to manage, I climbed up not expecting any objections. There were none. Finally, my fingertips were grazing the apple of her buttocks, the fine line between her thighs and ass. I was still doing my rotating motions and this time her cheeks were fully parting. Her pink lips, without a trace of hair from this angle, were literally glistening with her juices. I knew, without a doubt, I was going to bury my face between those cheeks with my tongue also buried into her pussy.
But not just now. I could have. Rinette was even starting to arch her ass upwards! But there remained one last step. I placed my hands right next to her cheeks, with my fingers on the inside of her thighs. Then, in one fluid motion, I moved my hands up and rotated them outwards. Slowly, wonderfully slowly, I felt my hands discover, then cover, then master both her cheeks. Rinette was completely relaxed and her flesh yielded to my hands. I could see it molding itself around and between my fingers, and the slow peak of a flesh wave in front of my hands as they moved. As my rotation was nearly finished and my fingers moved closer to her hips, my thumbs slipped from her thighs to her pussy. Shamelessly, without any hesitation, I placed each of my thumbs on either side of her long pussy, and kneaded it all the way up.
As soon as I started, her clit gently being squeezed, Rinette took a deep breath and arched her entire back upwards. Pushing back against her with my hands, I kept my thumbs moving, releasing her clit. Agonizingly slowly now, I let my thumbs slip up and up toward the base of her pussy. As her labia receded, I reached her hole and let one of my thumbs graze it. Rinette shuddered all over and once more arched herself upward. Yet I resisted. "Wait for it, my leggy nymph..." She half groaned, half laughed as my hands completed their rotation. When I fully grabbed her ass with both my hand, she slowly rotated it from side to side slowly. I was in heaven.
I slipped my hands back down to her thighs and began again. This time I let all my fingers touch her hole and pushed one of my thumbs inside her. As I did, Rinette took a sharp intake of breath while pushing her ass towards me. Somehow I managed to resist the impulse to finger her more deeply. I placed my hands on her thighs again and repeated the process. Yet this time, although she moaned softly, Rinette clearly didn't react as much. When I did it the third time though, I saw goosebumps all over her skin as she pushed her ass against my hands.
And suddenly it clicked. Her trigger wasn't exactly her pussy. As I pushed my thumb was partly inside her, my fingers were grazing against her anus. When I did it again, this time not even touching her pussy, but applying more pressure on her anus, Rinette reacted intensely. She moaned very loudly, then laughed nervously. Seconds later, when I deliberately placed my thumb on her asshole, she said, " Oh Gods..." My eyes widened in surprise. The woman with the most wonderful ass in the world just told me she wants her anus caressed, teased and played with.
Suddenly I was looking at the divine offering in front of me very differently. Between those cheeks, nestled in the middle of that glorious ass were two jewels. The first, her pussy, I had already seen, felt and enjoyed. It was far from over, but still... The second one, her asshole, was now the object of my attention.
Breathlessly, I whispered, "Really?"
She replied in a little voice, "Gods yes... Well, I'm not sure I'm ready to go all the way this morning, but..."
It was obvious Rinette was nervous. She didn't turn around to look at me and I could barely hear her murmurs. I said, just as softly, "Rin, you're giving me an unimaginable gift. Just this massage, right here right now, even if nothing else happens. I'm profoundly in your debt, so don't worry."
"Well, honestly, I hope that you're going to be profoundly into something else soon!" After we both laughed, she continued, "But you don't understand... I've never, well Lincoln isn't really into... not at all in fact..."
"Shhhh..."
She didn't need to say more. It was obvious Lincoln, the clean freak, wasn't into anything like anal sex. I, on the other hand, have been fascinated by it ever since I saw Eleanor getting deeply ass-fucked by Timothy. Nella and I fooled around with the idea. She let me caress her asshole a few times as I just did with Rinette but nothing more.
Back to the present. My hands and fingers still reveled in the luscious, small but positively feminine flesh of Rinette's ass. That my fingers now regularly grazed her asshole was now a given. I had been given a rare opportunity and I was not going to miss it. I slowly bent forward towards Rinette, until she opened her legs to give me some room. I was now down on the carpet, my torso between her knees and my hands still locked on her ass. I leaned forward and planted a kiss on the line between her thigh and right ass cheek. When my tongue parted my lips and tickled her skin, Rinette shook.



"Do you know how long it's been," Rinette said after a long sigh, "since anyone kissed my ass?"
"Do you know how many men would weep hearing you say that?" After a pause I lifted my head and asked, "Seriously? Lincoln doesn't even want to kiss it?"
When she turned around to look at me, she had a strange expression on her face. "Well, sometimes, a few pecks here and there... It's just not his thing."
"I can't believe it... It's as if I didn't want to kiss Nella's breasts!"
She laughed at my comment and said, "Hahaha! I know! Even I want to kiss Nella's breasts!"
"All you have to do is ask her, Rin!"
She groaned and smiled, then closed her eyes as I sucked as much of her buttock into my mouth as I could. "And before I was with Lincoln," she added between quick breaths, "I was too young and didn't let my boyfriends go too far..."
"Enjoy this then, my dear friend. I know I will!"
"I will too..."
"Do you know what I plan on doing?" I asked, smiling.
"Well, I have a pretty good idea!" she said laughing. "But, again... maybe not all the way this morning?"
"I didn't forget, Rin. Don't worry. But that's not what I meant. Do you know what I'm planning to do?"
"Not so sure..."
"I'm going to eat your ass. Not kiss or nibble your buttocks. Right now I'm planning on eating that delicious asshole of yours until you and I have had our fill!"
She moaned, laughed softly, then stopped sharply as I flicked my tongue directly on her anus, "Oh my Gods! You're crazy!"
I laughed, and said, "You have no idea!"
After that, I buried my face between her cheeks, pulled her buttocks against my cheeks with my hands, and began eating her asshole. I was a complete novice but it was obviously working. Within seconds Rinette was moaning loudly, pushing her ass against me and moving around wildly. I kept at it for as long as I could, then had to stop to breathe! As I bit, kissed, sucked and licked at her buttocks, she whispered urgently, "Again! Go again, please!" I was grinning as I dove back in, just about as thrilled about the situation as she was! "Don't stop, don't you dare stop!" I could barely hear her, flabbergasted as I was by the whole thing. My tongue was darting all over her anus, licking and poking. Slowly, between her spasms of pleasure, I could feel her muscles relaxing more and more.
After another breathing pause, where I roamed and claimed as mine her wonderful ass, I dove back in and felt my tongue going in a fraction of an inch. Her sharp intake of breath was all I needed. Even as she was saying, "Will, you don't have to—" I was diving back in, pushing my tongue as far as it would go. For a second or two, Rinette kept her muscles taut and I couldn't get in. But then she released a big sigh and relaxed her muscles at the same time.
My entire being was buzzing and my mind felt like I was in some narcotic trance. I felt my tongue push its way as far as it could go, and it reminded me of the moment I lost my virginity. I could distinctly feel every minute sensation, all the while I was reeling with the overflow of it all. It was my first rim job, Rinette's too, and I was blessed to be doing it to the most amazing ass I had ever seen. After a few minutes she was fully relaxed and I even felt her fingers grazing my cheeks to grab her own cheeks to pull them apart.
Still fully relaxed, her muscles opened up even more and I was shivering with pleasure overload. It's strange just how sexually excited, thrilled and overjoyed I was all the while my cock was just about forgotten. Slowing down my assault I began to twist and turn inside her as much as I could, pushing her rim slowly up, left, down and right. I lost all track of time and honestly don't know how long I remained locked on and in her ass. When I felt her fingers tickling my chin, it took me a moment to understand. When her moans turned into screams of climax. It clicked she was simply pushing herself over.
Her climax was just as wild as our shared morning was. "Fuck me!" she screamed right through it. After a last roll around the rim of her wonderful anus, I pulled up and lay upon her. Her hand guided my cock against the lips of her burning hot pussy and I impaled her on my cock. It took me ten seconds. Maybe. I was laughing like a madman as I felt my cum rising. "I'm about to—"
"Do it, I'm on the pill... Oh, Will, fill me with your cum!"
I happily obliged. My climax was a mixture of pain and pleasure, very sharp and quick.
As I/my climax was winding down and my blood began to slow down, I felt Rinette's hands on her ass, spreading her buttocks apart. In her well lubricated hole, the feelings were still glorious. I pulled myself up, still squatting above her thighs, and slowly moved in and out of her pussy. Looking down, I could see my cock sliding in and out of her pussy, and her pink anus relaxed just above.
I was lost in those sensations when she simply said, very softly, "Do it..." My eyes shot open and I looked at her. Same words as before, but clearly different. Her head on the side, she looked at me for a second and winked. Looking down, I saw that she was not spreading her ass to allow me a deeper access to her pussy. She was giving me her ass.
For a long while I thought that either Eleanor or Nella were going to be the first women I would assfuck. And it would have been absolutely great. I loved both of them, and there isn't any doubt in my mind that it would have been a moment to remember. It was not to be. Instead I was, in a matter of seconds, going to discover this delight with Rinette and her legendary ass.
If the blood in my cock had started to recede, that process stopped completely. As I looked down, pulling my cock slowly out of her pussy, I could see her fingers moving between her pussy and her asshole, lubricating it. I let a big gob of spit fall right on it and spread it around with the tip of my cock. "This is insane...," I whispered.
She laughed beneath me, then arched her ass and opened her cheeks to me. One last time she repeated, "Do it Will!"
So I did.
At first I stayed upright and pushed my glans against her hole. I had climaxed just a few minutes ago, but felt like I'd never been harder in my life! Slowly, gently, I pushed in and saw her anus opening to me. Using her moans to gage my speed I took my time. Yet as soon as I felt her muscles contracting around the tip of my glans, I knew that it would be sheer torture to not push further quickly.
As if guided by some instinct I leaned forward, placing my left hand on the floor and using the other to keep my cock steady. It didn't need any help. As I leaned forward her anus swallowed my entire head, clamping hard behind it. I didn't move until I felt her hand relaxing against my thigh. Pulling myself back up, I let another gob of spit fall on my cock and pushed in again. The sight of her stretched asshole covering and accepting my cock was hallucinating.
"Come down against me, Will." As soon as I did, she added, "Get in, get in... deep."
Inch and inch of my cock slipped right into her ass. Lubricated with my spit and her copious juices, my shaft slipped into its delicate nest until it couldn't go any farther. The last inch seemed a bit more painful, but once again I felt her relaxing her muscles.
"Take me gently, but take me..." She took a deep breath of surprise as I wrapped my hands around her shoulders and pushed my cock into her. The sensations were wonderful but very different from what I was expecting. The first inch of her depth felt really tight, but the rest was relatively loose. Perhaps looser than her tight pussy had been. Despite everything, her ass felt delicate, fragile and deliciously feminine. I was expecting something rougher, grittier. Not at all. Even though I had just been into the core of her femininity minutes ago, this felt even more intimate. She was vulnerable. While I could have pounded her pussy into the floor earlier, there is no way I was going to do the same thing with her ass. Maybe one day, maybe...
Right now this utterly naughty and taboo act felt like something intensely private, intimate and precious. Rinette was holding one of my wrists in her hand, and was kissing my own hand softly. For most people sodomy was something bad, akin to domination and linked to rape and humiliation. Right now though, as her delicate sphincter was firmly clamped around my shaft, I didn't feel like I was dominating her. Instead, she had allowed me in, letting me be the first to take her last virginity. Looking at her, our eyes were as locked together as our position allowed.
Yet, despite all of this, instincts were instincts. A bell seemed to ring in my head when Rinette, no longer simply still beneath me, pushed her ass up against my movement. We both saw, afterwards, that I had bitten her neck at this point, when the rhythm changed. I didn't start to assfuck her like in some porn flick; I think my long, prolonged strokes worked best for the both of us. But the intensity certainly shot up. After pulling her ass cheeks apart one last time she wrapped her hands around mine again and turned her head so I could kiss her. It was very strange. This mixture of tenderness and wickedness, that some would even call immoral and depraved.
I was pretty sure I could have said "I love you" to Rinette right there, and she would simply have smiled. And to my complete surprise, I did. Between two kisses, it just came out. She grinned, and said, "I don't know how to take this, Will, with your amazing cock taking my anal virginity right now..." We laughed together in this overwhelming and bewildering moment. Despite the silence, my crazy outburst didn't ruin anything. The tenderness and kisses simply resumed and our bodies knew exactly what we wanted.
For the second time in something like twenty minutes I was cumming, filling another of Rinette's holes with my sperm. Torn between the urge to push as deep as I could into her and the very special compulsion that kept my movements gentle, I experienced a unique climax in this virgin anus. And was met with something very similar. Rinette didn't start buckling as if her entire world was being rocked, but her orgasm seemed to be deep and intense nonetheless. The idea that she had had a new climax was probably just as intoxicating as the pleasure itself.
We disentangled ourselves slowly, and lay on our backs next to each other for a while. Turning on to her side and propping her head on her hand, Rinette looked at me with a huge grin. "You're crazy, Will, you know that?" I simply smiled, still trying to regain full control of my breathing. "If I didn't know just how much you loved Nella, your little declaration would have ruined a perfect anal deflowering." I was still smiling, but I was definitely less comfortable. With her other hand on my chest, she shook her head with a smile. "Don't worry, my love... I understand what you meant." After kissing me, she said, "Also, well, Eleanor and I talk about a lot of things..."
It took me a few seconds, but I understood. "What?" I asked, shocked. "She told you about that?"
Laughing, Rinette replied, "Oh, my dear... Men always underestimate the amount of secrets girl friends actually share. Of course she did!"
"Well, well... First Hope tells you about my sexual prowess, and Eleanor about this... Can I hope that I still have a few secrets?"
Leaning against me, she kissed me again, before pulling back. Loudly, clearly, she said, "I love you too, Will... Don't misinterpret my earlier silence. I had your thick cock up my ass you see, I was a bit distracted!"
We laughed together, and spent a few moments in silence. Still looking at me, she added, "I think we all love each other. Our crazy Midsummer group. And now it looks like Midwinters are going to be something special too, aren't they? Solstices group now, maybe?"
"I sure hope so!"
"Oh my Gods!" she said loudly, exasperated, "Can you stop using the word Hope all the time?"
"What?" I asked surprised.
"We know you love her too, would love to fuck her again too!"
"I, well, I wouldn't, — oh fuck it. Of course I'd like to fuck her again!" I blurted out, laughing with her.
After a while, I sat up and helped her up as well. "Do you know what?" she said as she thought of something. "I didn't even get to wrap a lock of my hair around your cock. Oh well.... Just one more thing to do before we go back home!" I laughed with her, shaking my head in disbelief. But she wasn't done, "Wanna take a bath with me, Will? I really need to clean up."
I was grinning when I replied, "Sure. But do you really think that I can take a bath with you, clean every inch of your skin and not fuck you again?"
"I certainly hope not!"
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Note: Don't be alarmed, but someone else has taken control of the narrator's seat for this story...
As I came back from the slopes, I found my husband Will comfortably sitting between a half naked Rinette and a very quiet Hope. None of them had heard me come in. They were on the huge leather couch, enjoying the glorious view, and while they had more than enough space, both women were right next to my husband, hugging and leaning against him. Amos Lee's "El Camino" was playing adding the perfect touch to this very mellow, late afternoon. It's strange how a year ago I would have freaked out about seeing these three so close. "Oh, Midsummer..." I thought with a smile.
Bending over the couch I kissed Will on the forehead, and did the same for the two women beside him. I pulled a chair and sat in front of them. Hope's smile confirmed what I had seen; something was off with her, and I didn't know what. Maybe Will could fill me in later. Or just fill me. Marcus' quickie had been fun and all, like teenagers behind a huge rock on the slopes, but in the end it had left me with a desire for something deeper, more intense. Marcus was the first guy I'd had sex with beside Will for a very long time, and the thrill had been amazing. On the other hand, while first times were thus intense, they were not all that satisfying.
Sitting right there in front of me, next to Rinette with whom he had obviously shared something special today, my love and lover was now gazing at me. I had just fucked another guy and he was grinning like a cat with cream on its whiskers, but we were both at peace with this utterly strange situation. Heck! I was even eager to hear about his day with Rinette!
And so, when Hope and Rinette got up to greet the rest of the group, I walked to Will and straddled him. As he buried his face between my breasts, my flimsy tank top pulled away, I whispered, "Can't wait for you to tell me what you did to Rinette's ass..." He looked up, surprised and even managed to look innocent for a few seconds. Laughing, he asked me how I surmised that he had fucked her asshole. It was my turn to be surprised, as I'd meant "ass" in a more general way. I knew Will had been curious about anal sex for a long while and, while I truly wanted to experiment with him, I may have been overly cautious and reluctant. As he sucked one of my nipples in his mouth, I bent forward and whispered, "And with the world's most amazing ass..."
We laughed together before he replied, "I don't care about her ass now... I already ate that cherry. If you don't pull away from me I'll eat both these cherries here, and then fuck you on the carpet in front of all our friends..."
I couldn't control my reaction, and Will felt me trembling at this idea. He stopped nibbling at my breasts and looked up, this time really surprised. "Well..." I began, hesitantly, "You're always saying that I look like a Goddess. I know that most of the women here find you very attractive, and I'm pretty sure we could give them a show they'd remember for a long time."
When I felt his cock surging beneath me and saw that intense look in his eyes I knew so well, I couldn't quite believe just how close we came to actually doing it. From across the room Hope, who had clearly snapped out of her curious mood, said, "Hey Nella! There are three guys here who can't take their eyes off your breasts and if you don't cover them they'll pounce on them like hungry leopards."
"What makes you think I wouldn't enjoy that?" I replied grinning, but still gazing into my husband's eyes.
"Well, OK then, I'll pounce on them myself!" was Hope's quick reply.
"Now you know that I'll enjoy that, then!" I barely had enough time to finish my reply, since Hope was already running and pouncing over the back of the couch and me.
In a tumble over Will and me, Hope's mouth replaced Will's and we all laughed and fell on the floor. Flushed and still laughing, I reached into Hope's thin top and squeezed her own nipple. Shocked, she paused and looked at me, "Oh, you little devil!" But as she was ready to pounce again, Will grabbed her and wrapped his arms around her. If, in the process, he ended up with his face in her own cleavage, I'm sure that was completely accidental. Hope's "Hmmm..." as she placed her hand behind Will's head, made the rest of us laugh again.
When she looked at me again, I could still see traces of her mellow mood and decided to kiss her forehead again. In this incongruous moment, with my top completely pulled down around my waist, my naked breasts exposed and my husband's face buried between Hope's breasts, I nevertheless seized the moment and whispered, "If you wanna talk, I'm here, my darling."
She smiled quickly, then took a deep breath. Louder, she said, "Pull your little pet away, Nella, or else my husband will see him and be all jealous and furious!"
Looking up, I saw Connor right there, grinning and shaking his head. He was, of all the men here, the least jealous, and Hope knew it very well. Will said a quick "Yeah right..." as he undid yet one more button of Hope's top. I pulled him off and held him against my own breasts. As we untangled ourselves and sat back on the couch, we fell into a comfortable silence.
In small groups the rest of our friends came back to our suite around seven or eight, in time to see the sun setting on those remarkable mountains. The food in this hotel was absolutely delicious and we decided to stay here for our feast. Afterwards though, Marcus and Tim really wanted to go down to the lobby and we all gathered there around the spectacular fireplace. Pulling a number of large leather chairs and sofas close, we managed to create a relatively intimate space for us.
For an uncanny moment a silence settled on us all, as we looked at each other. This Midwinter was not a remake of our Midsummer weekend, but rather a sequel. As intense as that magical meeting had been six months ago, this was even more. It seems that our group wasn't satisfied with this magic, but wanted more. The moment lasted no more than six or seven seconds, until smiles and, later, laughter broke it. Yet those seconds were all that we needed. It was, in fact, our group's "Whatever happens." crossroads.
I'd had some of those with Will and I'm convinced that the others had as well. Those precious and silent seconds were our tacit understanding that we had moved beyond even Midsummer. None of us were seated next to our spouse or partner, and it felt just right. Will had told me about his morning with Rinette after my shower, and I'm pretty sure that Lincoln had heard about it as well. That too was right. It was now obvious that we were more than five couples now. A lot more.
As if we still needed help to prove it, the drinks pushed us all over the edge. It started innocently enough. Connor asked Rinette why she was smiling so broadly despite her injury. Grinning like that cat with cream on her whiskers, Rinette said, "Well, sometimes we discover things better than skiing..." Surprised, as everybody knew just how much Rinette loved skiing, they tried to get her secret out. After a while Rinette simply said, "Well, it's a pretty big secret... Maybe if some of you guys share some of the things you did since Midsummer..."
There was a slight pause, as we realized that Rinette was once again making sure that we had as few secrets as possible.
Hope, as usual, boldly broke the ice. "Well, well... I'll go ahead first. You guys remember the last Samhain? I'm pretty sure I was not the only one fooling around, but I really did put my costume to good work." For our very Celtic halloween, Hope had disguised herself as a German beer maid complete with a blonde wig as well as a very low cut blouse and push-up bra.
"I don't know if the blonde wig was responsible, Hope continued, but I did notice that Lincoln couldn't quite keep his eyes off me." Everybody laughed as Lincoln's face turned bright red. He was smiling, though, and so was Rinette. Clearly, most of us had decided that honesty was the only way our couples would endure our Celtic magical intoxication. "Towards the end of the night I managed to pull him into a room and asked him if he wanted a beer, all the while pulling down my blouse. I then knelt down in front of him and removed my bra. He was looking at me with his face as red as it is now, and his eyes big."
We were all quiet listening to Hope's story, especially since she kept her voice low in this public place. "When he reached down to take the beer from my hand, I said that it was not for his mouth. I don't know how he managed to pull his cock from his costume so fast, but anyway a second later he was dipping it in the beer. And another second after I was the one tasting the beer..." As Hope sat back down and grinned, we laughed and Tim even hooted, slapping Lincoln on the shoulder. "He then spent the next fifteen minutes alternating between the beer, my breasts and my mouth. I was getting dizzy with the beer and he was turning even redder. In the end, he didn't cum in the beer, or on my breasts..." Hope finished, licking her lips with her eyes closed.
As we realized just how 'honest' this evening was going to get, Tim cleared his throat. "Well, it's not as dramatic as Hope's story, and I guess none of the others will be anyway—"
But he was cut off by Rinette, "Wait for it, my dear... Wait for it." which made us laugh again.
Tim resumed, "Ok then. Well my little secret happened soon after Midsummer, and at the time it was thrilling. Nella and Will were visiting and our time together had been really fun. Minutes before they left, Nella and I ended up together alone on the porch. She had her back to me as she was finishing packing her stuff. I walked behind her and placed my hands on her hips. She turned her head, smiling, saying nothing. I slipped my hands higher on her waist, and bent down to kiss her shoulder then neck."
Looking at him, I was smiling deeply. He continued, "Then, as I kept kissing and nibbling her neck, I moved my hands up again until they were both trying to grab as much of her breasts as possible." I heard Lincoln and Marcus both groan at the thought, and looked at them, laughing. "It was really amazing... Thanks again, Nella!" Tim finished, a bit flustered by his admission.
"It was my pleasure, Tim," was my simple reply.
Will took his turn next, telling a story with Hope. "Ok, my secret happened three weeks after Midsummer, when this was still completely new and bewildering. When I found out that Hope was going to pass through our town with no time to visit us, I prepared her a couple of gifts. I called her and asked her to meet me at our local bookstore, right next to the highway. There, sitting at a table in the very public cafe, I gave her a book of erotic tales of voyeurs and exhibitionists and my second gift, a special dildo."
"Doesn't Hope have enough dildos already?" said Kate, laughing.
"Maybe she does," Will replied, "but not like this one. What makes it special is the fact that it's a very exact copy of my own cock." A couple of the women 'oooh'ed' at that. "That same night," I continued, "I got an email from Hope with a single word, 'Wonderful'."
Hope stopped Will and said, "You're missing something, Will, or have you forgotten?"
"I have not," Will said. "Before leaving, Hope leaned forward and whispered, 'I'm not wearing any panties...' before pushing my little coffee spoon to the floor. As I bent down to grab it, Hope opened her legs and I can officially state," Will said, using a very official tone, "that she was not wearing any panties."
I added, talking to Hope, "Well, since we have a matching pair of those dildos, maybe we could do something fun with them sometimes..."
Rinette and Eleanor said at the same time, "I want one too!".
"Oh, will you stop focusing on my cock!" Will said, a little flustered.
But Hope wasn't swayed. "My dear, we'll stop doing that as soon as you stop focussing on our breasts, asses and pussies!" she said with a wink.
As the laughter died, a few people got up to refresh our drinks. During that time, Eleanor walked up to me and asked if I'd ever used my dildo clone and Will's real cock at the same time...
I said, "Nope, not yet... I'm still waiting to try that little fetish of yours. But..." after a thoughtful pause, "after seeing Rinette's smile, I'm tempted to try it sooner than later."
Eleanor didn't understand the comment about Rinette, but she smiled. "Don't waste more time, Nella, do it soon! The experience of having Tim and Connor's cocks inside me at the same time at Midsummer was a real mind opener..."
As Eleanor left, I got up and gave Will a good long kiss. I then whispered, "Soon, my love, very soon..." Will was already aroused and keyed-up from our stories, and now I could guess that he was getting hard as he shifted on his seat.
As I sat back into my seat and took my new glass of brandy from Connor, I began my own little tale. "When Hope and Connor came to help us with our fence, we had a little, er, meeting. Will and Hope were outside, looking at the fence and at Hope's devilish red bikini." Hope, across the table, raised her own glass and smiled. "So, as they were busy and Connor was in the shower, I came in and offered to wash his back. When I was done Connor turned around, his cock as hard as those fence posts, and he was looking at me. Or, rather, at my breasts. Connor then knelt and sucked my breasts like a very large and muscular baby. A very hungry baby!" Everybody laughed at that. Connor was the biggest and most muscular man in our group, yet also the gentlest. Not quite a baby, but...
"When he got up," I continued, "his cock slapped against my pussy and we both froze for a moment. Then, after a quick kiss and the start of a handjob, I said, 'Maybe later, big guy...' and I left him there to, well, finish up."
As Connor and I shared a look and smile, Lincoln then said, loudly, "Lucky bastard with those breasts of hers!" And everybody laughed again.
Kate took the next turn and told us about her footsie fun with Tim. "We were at a huge picnic at Eleanor and Tim's, with lots of their friends and neighbors. There were four picnic tables lined up and Tim ended up in front of me. He had commented earlier that he really liked my feet as I was sunbathing near the pool. So, now, sitting across him with lots of people on either side, I slipped my naked foot up his calf, his thigh and then directly against his crotch."
Eleanor, sitting next to Kate, said, "You had no idea, at that point, that Tim more than just 'loved' your feet..."
"No!" replied Kate, laughing. "Eleanor's not the only one with fetishes..."
"Oh, will you guys give up on this!" Eleanor replied, laughing. "I love anal sex, and I know I'm not the only one here!" As all of us laughed at her bold comment, but I'm pretty I was the only one who saw the wink Rinette gave Will.
But Kate resumed, "Yep, I learned that day that Tim really likes feet... I expected him to be surprised and to simply enjoy this quick moment. But when I saw his expression, I knew I had stumbled on something else. He grabbed my ankle and kept me against him, pushing the arch of my feet against his rapidly hardening cock."
Looking up at Tim, who still hadn't said a word, Kate leaned forward and removed her slipper, revealing a very nice foot. "Right here," she said, indicating her arch and tracing it with a finger, "right against his cock..." A quick pause, and then, "Look, he's getting hard right now!" We all look and saw that Tim was red faced and was indeed sitting in an awkward position.
"Don't pretend like nobody here never noticed her feet... Just look at them!" Tim said, trying to divert attention.
But Kate was not going to let him off the hook so easily. "Wanna kiss it?" she said, indicating her bare foot.
"No! Not right here!" replied Tim too quickly. Yet a few seconds later he was kneeling in front of Kate holding her foot in his hand. Kate, clearly enjoying the attention, finished her story, "Anyway, much later in the evening I grabbed Tim's hand and pulled him to the bathroom. I sat on the countertop and pulled my legs up. Tim immediately noticed that I wasn't wearing any panties under my summer dress, but looked down when he felt my feet on his thighs. He began breathing faster as I unzipped his jeans and freed his cock. Let me tell you, he was inches away from my naked pussy, but I'm sure he didn't even think about it..."
As people laughed, Tim, still kneeling in front of her and kissing her foot, said, "Oh, I thought about it, never fear. If this meeting had occurred here and now, things would be different..."
"Are you so sure?" said Kate softly, always the minx, before opening her legs to reveal that, once again, she wasn't wearing any panties. It was surreal, in this very public lobby, to see how a woman had just opened her legs and pussy to a man who wasn't her husband. Tim hadn't seen it coming, and most of us hadn't either. Tim looked at Kate's face, then her pussy, then her foot, and finally at his wife Eleanor.
Eleanor said, "Well, my little secret may help you to decide, dear husband. Do you remember what I was doing while you were enjoying Kate's feet in the bathroom?" Tim's eyes opened wide as he did remember it. "For the rest of you guys," Eleanor continued, "Marcus and I went to the grocery store to pick up a few more things for the evening. We were all alone in the parking lot and I said to him that this place, this exact parking spot was where I made love for the second time when I was a teenager. Smiling, he just looked at me and leaned in to kiss me. A couple of minutes later we were actually fucking in the backseat like a couple of teenagers during spring break!"
As shocked as we were to hear that story about two of our group actually fucking so soon after Midsummer, our eyes were still riveted to Kate and Tim. Her story was over, but the scene certainly wasn't. Especially since there was, implied in Eleanor's story, a very clear approbation of what he wanted to do. In a peculiar silence Tim looked around, trying to decide if it was over-the-top insane or just completely crazy. Kate, very calm, kept her eyes locked on Tim's, mindless of the rest of us or the few tourists pretty close by. In the silence, Eleanor got up slowly and knelt right next to Tim. Very softly, she said, "If there was any doubt left, cherished husband, then forget them..." And with that she unbuttoned his pants and pulled his cock out.
Despite everything that had happened to us in the last six months, we were all entranced, watching ravenously. Eleanor slowly caressed Kate's thigh and pussy with the back of her hand, and finally pulled Tim's cock forward until its glans touched the flawlessly bald pussy. Nature did the rest as their bodies melded into one another, right there in public. I didn't even try to see how badly public this was, but simply enjoyed the show. As they began fucking, Eleanor stayed there, caressing both her husband and the beautiful woman he was now fucking.
Kate was holding on to Tim with one of her hands while the other was busy fanning her flames by rubbing her clit. Marcus gently appeared on Kate's other side and knelt down too, partly to block a particularly open angle. Soon it was obvious that Kate was nearing her climax. Whispering, she said to Tim, "Last time you came all over my feet and thighs. Wanna do it all the way inside me now?" Which was, of course, all Tim needed to hear to trigger his own climax.
Watching them climax almost at the same time, I think we all felt as if we'd been transported to another dimension. Sex in public within our special group was one thing, but this... this was ludicrous. Trying his best to keep quiet, Tim slowly pulled out of Kate's pussy and sat back on his haunches with a large grin on his face. A minute later everybody was back in their seats, most of us looking stunned. Stunned and joyful, but stunned nonetheless. Hope said, looking at Kate, "You, my little doll, are wilder than me!" Which was something, coming from our own red devil.



Hope, still gazing at Kate, said, "Challenge accepted!", breaking the stillness and making us laugh. Through the laughter Hope stood up and offered her hand to Kate, "Come with me, I'll help you clean up." We watched them go, two very different but remarkably beautiful women walking hand in hand, one of them with a pussy filled by semen. As far as we could see, none of the tourists or staff saw anything out of the ordinary. The two women holding hands turned a few heads, but nobody could guess at what had just transpired.
"That was... intense," said the ever creative Lincoln.
"The evening is not even over yet my love, I still haven't told my little secret to the rest of the group!" said Rinette, an impish smile on her lips.
"No you haven't, lascivious creature you!" replied her husband with a smile. His quick glance in Will's direction confirmed what I had hoped; Rinette had told him about their little exploration. "But before you do," he said, "I'll try to bring this little soiree back to a pre-Midwinter mood." Turning to look at Eleanor with a soft smile, Lincoln shared one his own little secrets. "Guys, this will obviously be a bit softer than some of the stories, but the memory is seared into my mind nonetheless. I paid Tim and Eleanor a surprise visit about two months ago. I only had about an hour before a meeting near their house. When I knocked and nobody answered I went around the house to see if they were in the backyard. Eleanor was. She was hanging her clothes outside, wearing nothing but pure white lingerie."
Lincoln paused and closed his eyes, savoring the memory like a good wine. "Now, usually, blonde women look good in black or red, but this time white was magical. I announced myself by calling her name and asked her to continue. Eleanor seemed surprised by my request, but resumed anyway. Walking behind her, I placed my hands on her belly for a few seconds. Then, very slowly, I pushed them downwards until my fingers slipped under her panties. Eleanor sighed and leaned against me and we remained that way until she climaxed under the sun." Lincoln then raised his glass to Eleanor and smiled as she raised hers in return.
Hope and Kate returned then and asked for a quick outline of Lincoln's story. Once that was done, Connor cleared his throat and began his tale. "As you know, Kate and Lincoln were working on their new building all through the fall. In fact, that's part of the reason we're here! Cheers! Back in August Kate wanted my advice for a specific woodworking project there and we set a date to go to the site together. On the phone I said, half-seriously, 'I'll waive my usual fees if you agree to wear a butterfly during the visit.' Kate didn't even hesitate, perfectly aware of that specific sex toy, and said, 'Deal!' I replied, 'You know I wouldn't have charged you anyway, right?' 'A deal's a deal!' The next week, as we met on the site, she even put it on right there in front of me under her skirt."
Connor stopped and looked at her, an eloquent smile on his face. "With the remote in my pocket, I tested her concentration for a long while during the visit. I even activated it when some of her other employees came to talk to her. At the end of the visit we found a secluded spot and I switched it on, taking her into my arms as she came and came."
"Hmm..." groaned Kate. "I remember that you had to hold me up at one point, for my legs couldn't support me anymore. By the way, I still have that butterfly if you wanna play again, or, " she paused, looking all around, "if anyone else wants to play with me." I was smiling and shaking my head. While Kate wasn't usually as demur as Eleanor, she didn't stand out as the wildest either. And then I remembered that Kate was younger than us and would probably be affected even more by this whole Celtic magic.
Marcus, her boyfriend, moaned from across the table, "Gods, I think I'm going to die tonight, guys..." We looked at him, surprised, until we saw his smile. "She's going to eat me alive, spit me out again and ride me until I have a heart attack." We all laughed at his speech, and its delivery, but nobody doubted that he could match his young girlfriend in bed.
"All I can say, guys, is get yourselves some earplugs tonight!" I added in the laughter.
"Ok then, he said, "might as well tell my secret before I'm drained of all life..." then he checked himself and grinned. "Ha! The pun wasn't even intended!" We looked at each other, trying in vain to catch what we had missed, until Marcus cut our attempts short. "If you remember, through the haze of all the alcohol we drank that night, that I was dressed as a vampire last Samhain. And Rinette was disguised as a nun. Well, there was an obvious story there and I ran with it."
Draining his glass, Marcus said, "At one point I found her alone in the kitchen and jumped her from behind, biting her neck. She froze then laughed a quick laugh before faking being paralyzed by fear. Turning her around, I rolled my eyes trying to mimic compulsion, and told her, in a very low voice, that she was in my absolute control. Slowly I reached for her crucifix, accidentally rubbing her breasts in the process..."
"Yeah right!" Rinette said, laughing, "Accidentally with his whole open hand!"
"As I said, accidentally..." Marcus stopped because he was laughing with us. "After pulling the crucifix off, I placed her hands behind her back and bound her wrist with it. Looking back into her eyes I told her to open her legs a bit. When she did I knelt down in front of her and lifted her skirt. Pulling her decidedly unchristian-like panties off, I began feasting on her pussy until I felt her cumming above me. Once she was quiet again I pulled out from under her robes and got up. Still serious despite having my make-up all messed up by her juices, I told her to forget that this ever happened."
"Very nice story, Marcus!" Will said, "I'll make sure to watch out for you if I see you disguised as a vampire again..."
"Well, you know, Will, I don't think you're in much danger, honestly..."
We all laughed at his comment, but soon our eyes turned towards Rinette who was sipping her cognac as if completely unaware of the attention she was getting. "Come on, Rinette!" said Hope. "We all want to hear why you were grinning from ear to ear earlier."
"Really? After hearing all these incredible stories of people fucking other people's wives and husbands? Tsk, tsk tsk... You should all be ashamed!" she said, shaking her head slowly.
"Yeah right," Will said very simply.
Rinette laughed and had to spit some of her cognac in the process. "Ok then, since you wanna know. It's a very short and simple story. All I did, this morning, was ask Will to kiss my ass." And added, after a pause, "And fuck it."
"What?" said Eleanor, "He was your very first?"
"Hmm, hmm." replied Rinette simply.
Connor jumped in next, looking at Will, "Lucky bastard, with that ass of hers!" Everybody laughed as he echoed Lincoln's comment earlier.
"Damn!" said Hope, with feeling. "I'm definitely loosing ground here... Am I the only one who never had a cock up my ass?"
"Nope." I said. "But you better hurry up, or you will be..."
After this brief exchange, which sparked quite a few laughs and enthusiastic looks between lovers, Marcus wanted to know the rest of Rinette's story. We listened as she went on to tell a pretty honest account of our shared morning. At least it was pretty close to what Will told me. It was interesting to hear it from her perspective, but all in all it seemed to correspond.
When someone commented that this was the most intense story, Will said, "Well, it was an intense moment. But I have a distinct feeling that a lot of your own stories could have been longer with some 'And then we...' addendum. Are you going to tell me that nothing happened after what you shared?"
The silence was very telling. It seemed clear that we still had a few secrets up our sleeves. It was also clear that it was very late. When Rinette invited everyone to the jacuzzi, most of us agreed, but Kate, Will and I decided to turn in early. Will and I weren't night owls, but Kate decided to join us to be well rested for the company breakfast. As it turns out, she got to bed later than she had thought.
When we got back to our suite, I disappeared for a quick nighttime bath. This evening bath was almost a religious ritual at home, so I jumped at the chance tonight, with so few people in the suite. As I lay down in the bath, in the deep silence, I could overhear Kate and Will talking in the kitchen. For a long while their discussion was rather benign, until Kate asked Will a question in a different tone, "Do you remember when I talked to you about my schoolgirl fetish, Will?"
"How could I forget?" he said. "You were naked and dancing in my arms!"
"Ha! I know! But I thought that it would have been precisely why you would forget..." After a brief pause, Kate said, "I never forgot about it, Mr. Professor. As I told you last summer, I never got to live that fantasy, and I'm not going to enroll in a class or jump any random professor I don't know. And here you are, an actual professor. Hmmm, wonder what I could do..."
"Actually," Will said, cutting her off, "the question I was asking myself was, what won't Kate do?"
I laughed, hearing his comment. Kate was definitely different from six months ago. Kate laughed as well, then said, "Oops, my hand just reflexively placed itself there, as if I really was trying to seduce you..." After a pause, "Would you remain as calm and composed if I was one of your young and lithe students, wearing a very short skirt like the one I'm wearing now? Are you a skirt chaser, Mr. Professor?"
Smiling, knowing that he did really, really liked short skirts, I got out of the bath silently and dried myself. I knew I was missing what Kate was doing with my husband, but I could fill in most of the gaps in my head. She was probably opening her legs right now, teasing Will. And, obviously, it was working, "Oh my!" she said, laughing. "If that micro roleplaying made you swallow like that, I think I'm going to give a lot more thought to this plot."
Appearing from the bathroom at that moment, wearing a black bra from Simone Perele and a towel wrapped around my hips, I said, "Which plot would that be, dear Kate? Not the one where the student tries to seduce the professor? Do you think we never played this one out?" My words were hard, but my tone was light and my smile bright.
"I'm sure you did, Nella," replied Will's student-to-be. "But, no offense, you look like a goddess." Will and I both wondered at this strange turn of phrase, until Kate grinned. "And I look like one of his sexy students." She did. A lot, actually. "In any case," said Kate, getting up from her stool and walking right up to me, her face mere inches away from mine, "who said I only wanted him?"
I grinned, and said, "I'm right here, wearing this towel as a skirt right now... are you a skirt chaser, Kate?"
Kate's laughter was bright and sudden, and lasted only as long as it took to bring her lips directly to mine for our first kiss. Seconds later my towel was on the floor. Looking up into my eyes, as she was a bit shorter, Kate said, "I don't chase skirts, I take them off." Laughing again, she grabbed my bra and breasts in her hands, pushing the twin globes together before burying her face between them. It was my turn to laugh softly, guiding and cradling Kate's head with her hands.
"Oh, dear Gods and Goddesses!" cried Kate as she came back out. "This is even better than I have been dreaming about!" As we all laughed, Kate pushed me on the couch, before kneeling in front of me. After diving back between my breasts, her hands reached in and snapped the front locking bra. She groaned when my fully freed flesh was released to enfold her entire face. Looking at Will above Kate's head, I smiled and laughed again. Kate, still buried against my bosom, said, "I don't think I'd ever get tired of doing that!"
"You probably wouldn't!" Will said from the kitchen.
I don't think she even heard him. Kate's eyes were locked onto mine as she took a few seconds to undress herself. And I really mean a few seconds. We already knew she hadn't been wearing panties, but neither had she been wearing a bra. She was suddenly naked, kneeling between my opened legs. I felt my heart give a strong pulse and my entire body keying up for what was coming. If before I was mostly playing with Kate, having her naked between my legs ignited something else.
In the silence, I heard Will whisper, "Kate, begin with her neck." And that turned out to be just about his only involvement in what was developing as quick as wildfire. He probably knew he could have joined us, and maybe the way Kate was pushing her ass out as she bent forward a minute later had been an invitation. But tonight, perhaps because of all the whisky, it looked like Will was feeling really mellow and was more than content enough to simply sit there and watch us. After moving to a more comfortable couch, with his last glass of whisky, he lay back to enjoy the show.
Following Will's advice, Kate bent forward, kissed one of my breasts on her way, then began kissing and licking her way to my neck. I felt shivers on my skin, from the nipple she licked to the side of my neck she was about to kiss. When I tilted my head to allow Kate as much access as possible and felt her tongue against this so sensitive spot, I closed my eyes in delight. It was, without a doubt, the best spot to set fire to my pleasure. When I opened them again to look at Will, I smiled and blew him a kiss.
Soon Kate's mouth began reversing her path, moving down on my body, over the mountains and across the soft curving valleys of my skin. As the tip of her tongue darted into my belly-button, I began to breathe faster. Looking down, my eyes were glued to her head, lips and tongue as her face began disappearing between my thighs.
A few moments later, taken by surprise by the effect of her tongue on my lips, I opened my eyes and mouth wide in sudden bliss. Her laugh told me that Kate knew she had done something that had surprised me. Kate was now really diving in, as the wet sounds of her mouth on my pussy were probably filling the entire suite. So were my moans, most likely!
Still kneeling, Kate placed her hands under my thighs and pushed them upwards. As my legs rose up, I felt my pussy opening up like a blooming flower, allowing Kate deeper, freer access. In an unpredictable tempest of licking, sucking, kissing, tongue darting and full-mouthed devouring, Kate brought me to a fast orgasm. Her storm of wet caresses had evolved into a more stable tongue-grind on my clit, as if she had known exactly what to do. My entire body began shaking and I was doing my best to keep my legs high up as long as possible.
Suddenly the pleasure overwhelmed me and turned into pain and I couldn't hold them anymore. They fell and wrapped themselves around Kate's head and body. I was still holding her head firmly, a handful of her hair in my hand. "Slow down gently, my love," I whispered, wanting to stretch my climax as long as possible before the pain became unbearable. When that happened, I giggled and twisted around until my legs fell on each side of the sylph that had given me my first truly lesbian experience. I had tasted Hope's breasts and pussy before, but our fun that night had been to fuck Will. This was between Kate and me.
As I was regaining a semblance of control over my breathing and body, Kate rose from her knees and buried her face once more against my neck. Comfortable in our embrace, I soon discovered that our sylph wasn't done. After a last kiss against my ear, she pulled out and up, offering me her hand. "I want you to fuck me in the shower, Nella." As she waited for me to recover full control of my legs, Kate turned to Will and added, "And you... had I been in your place I would have fucked my upturned ass in a second!"
"You want me to fuck your ass?" I asked slowly, giving her phrase another meaning.
Suddenly remembering Rinette's story, Kate's eyes opened in surprise, and for the first time of the night she was clearly bashful. "Er, well, not exactly... I simply meant that I thought you would have fucked, er..., my pussy, as my ass was... Oh fuck it!" she said, laughing.
Now up, I added, "Careful what you wish for, lover."
"Indeed! Now," said Kate, trying to regain control, "ready to make me cum?"
"Oh yes..."
As we walked to the bathroom Will grabbed a chair and followed. After a few steps and before entering the large bathroom, I shifted my grip of Kate's hand and took hers just a bit more firmly. She felt the change and quickly understood it. With a small moan she looked at me, and it was clear that she knew that my laid-back and languid acceptance of her lead was now over. She had asked me to fuck her, and fuck her I would.
There were a few strange, silent seconds as we waited for the water to heat up, with Will watching us. Kate, laughing, said, "Will, you're way overdressed. I'm pretty sure that cock of yours is painfully trapped." Will smiled and got up. By the time he sat back down, fully nude with his large cock obviously erect against his belly, the bathroom was warming up, filling with vapor. I reached for Kate's arm and pulled her in there, once again making it very clear I was in control.
We were way past any sort of foreplay. Pressing her against the back wall, molding my thighs, belly and breasts against her own, I asked her, "How many women have taken this lithe body of yours?"
Looking up into my eyes, Kate took a deep breath and whispered, "None. You're my first..."
"Hmmm," I groaned deep in my throat. With each breath I was taking since entering the shower, I was filled with her scent. Kate always smelled like vanilla, soft and sweet. Yet I didn't think that she wanted me to take her gently. "Feel like sharing something soft, slow and fragile, lover? Want me to treat you like a delicate flower that could break at any time?"
All Kate could do at this point, as I felt her trembling with desire, was to shake her head slightly. Kate was a lithe nymph, small boned and with just enough curves to attract the eye. Against me and my generous curves, especially as my arms wrapped around her back and reached to hold/squeeze her buttocks, I felt that I was completely enveloping her.
We had shared our first kiss only a few moments ago, in the living room, but this second one was completely different. As soon as I kissed her, as soon as our lips touched, our tongues also met. As delightful as the orgasm she had given me had been, the one I was about to give her would be taking this to the next level. Grabbing a fistful of her hair, right above her nape, I pulled her against me one last time and broke the kiss.
Teasing, I began nibbling and playing with her chin, her cheeks, her neck, and asked, "Want me to take my time? Make my way down to your pussy slowly? I'm sure you'd enjoy the long trip, but if you had any idea what I was planning to do to your pussy—"
Kate interrupted me, laughing, crying, shouting all at once, "Stop talking and fuck me!" I heard Will laughing behind me, as she continued, "Just fuck me, Nella! I want your mouth on my pussy, your tongue as deep as it will go inside, I want you to eat me until I crumble into a messy puddle of an orgasm into your arms!" She took a deep breath, and barely had time to start another plea, "Fuck me, Goddess of Midwinter, fuck me so hard that I'll be transformed—"
And she stopped with a sharp moan of pleasure and surprise as she felt me take her entire pussy into my wide opened mouth. Will had enjoyed my wide mouth more often than he could remember, more than he could give thanks for. I guessed that Kate had no idea that it was even possible. I felt my lips stretched all around her flesh, above the top of her cleft, along both delicate lines between her labia and thighs and all the way down, right next to her anus.



Most women, most of the time, don't particularly enjoy having a tongue or a finger pressed deeply into their pussies too quickly. But Kate wasn't any woman, and this wasn't any moment. Above and beyond the warm water flowing over us both, I could feel her skin burning up, both her hands on my head pulling me in. I smiled, as much as I could, as I felt her trembling even more, and then simply dove in.
My nose was filled with vanilla but my tongue and mouth found a burning hot well of her juices and I was overpowered with her taste. Kate was drenched, as wet inside as the shower was making her outside. Will could have slipped his cock all the way inside her in a single, very quick stroke. Thinking about his cock made my own pussy tingle. I could probably shift and move so that my ass would be upturned. I don't think he could resist this time. Yet I didn't. A new idea popped into my head.
Focussing on Kate's pussy, I gave my very best. Despite the show of confidence earlier, I had very little experience actually eating pussy. I tried to imagine what I'd like from an intense pussy-eating experience, and a flood of memories of Will's numerous memorable moments came to my help. When Kate lifted her leg and placed it above my shoulder to give me all the access I wanted, I angled my head slightly at an angle and felt an immediate response.
Kate, who hadn't been quiet and placid to begin with, suddenly moaned very loudly. Exploring and exploiting this new approach, giving it all I had, I was nonetheless floored by the speed at which Kate's climax came. I felt a rhythm coming into her movements, a deepening of her pushes against me, and as her moans synced-up with them, I knew she was on the verge of cumming.
Most other times I would have reduced my pressure and intensity, allowing her to enjoy the plateau for longer. But the hard grip of her hands on my head and the loudness of her cries told me that she hadn't any intention of waiting. Like a cresting wave or one of the Icelandic avalanches, I felt Kate's entire body coalesce around my mouth and her pussy. I felt every minute detail of her climax all over my tongue and lips, and it was a wonderful experience. Clearly, though, the climax she was feeling was much better! I ended up laughing with her in my arms, as she was trembling like a spring chick, barely hatched from her egg.
A few moments later she joined in the laughter and took a few deep breaths to regain some of her composure. In one of the mirrors I saw Will up behind me, his cock rock hard and, obviously, his passivity over. Whispering into Kate's ear, I asked, "Are you able to have multiple orgasms in a row?"
As she replied, proudly, "Ha! Of course! Once I—" I cut her short again by wrapping my arms more firmly around her and picking her up. Holding her like a baby, I brought her to my and Will's room and dropped her on the bed. Surprised and perplexed, she looked at me then at Will behind.
"Just how flexible are you, Kate?" instead of letting her answer, I pulled her down until her ass was just barely on the bed. After pulling her legs up and pressing them down until her knees were pushed against her armpits, I moved above her. Using my own thighs to push her legs down even more, I lowered myself until I felt my pussy touch hers. We were both still drenched, and as I began moving upon her, feeling her clit rubbing against me, I threw her head back against the bed and moaned.
Turning around, I looked at my husband, "Will, ever felt like fucking two women at the same time?" His smile was all the answer I needed. Looking back at my newest lover, I saw her laughing, her eyes still closed with pleasure. I realized that Will had never fucked her before, and they both must have been clearly aware of that. In the end, neither of them hesitated. Kate didn't even open her eyes to look at him as both felt him kneeling behind me.
The tingle I had felt earlier turned into sparks as his cock touched my pussy and pushed between mine and Kate's. Will had gotten the idea. Yet I felt like the water had removed our juices, and Will pulled back very slightly. At the same time he grabbed both my breasts and I felt him push forward, touching the small of my back with his belly. Yet his cock wasn't between the two offered pussies, nor in mine.
Kate's eyes opened wide this time, but she was still laughing and moaning. A few seconds later, no more than that, I felt Will's cock slapping upwards against my pussy. Then, once more for the countless thousandths of times, I felt his cock part my pussy and sheath itself as deep as it could welcome him. Yet, like with Kate, he didn't stay there very long. When he pulled out again, dripping wet with our juices, he pushed between our pussies. At the very same time he was fucking both of us, his large cock slipping against the smooth shaven skin of Kate's pussy as well as slipping against my flesh and the soft fuzz of dark hair.
But mainly, he was sliding against both our clits. It took me a minute to figure out the best position and angle, but at one point we found a rhythm, pressure and angle that was perfect. Bent forward just slightly, I allowed him as much freedom of movement as possible, and as his hands slipped down to my hips to guide me, we reached a harmony. I came first, rocked by a delightful climax, followed by Kate's vivid one, and soon enough Will's long denied cock exploded.
I saw the first long rope of cum spurting from under me to land just about between Kate's small breasts. After that I felt Will pulling his cock back and guessed that he was cumming into Kate's pussy. As I began laughing I was surprised by his cock again, filling my pussy with his shaft and cum. A few strokes later he was out again. Drilling Kate's pussy again. Filling her again. Soon I heard him moaning out louder, and it was obvious that his pleasure was turning painful.
"I don't want to stop! Fuck it! I never want to stop doing this!"
Both of us laughed at his comment, and his subsequent fall against the bed, next to Kate. Looking at him, Kate smiled and said, "That is a very nice cock, right there... A dead cock, but still beautiful!"
Eyes closed, on his back and panting hard, Will replied, "Be careful there, girl... It's not completely dead yet."
"Ha! I'm pretty sure it is!" replied the unwary girl.
Right then we both saw it twitch up again, glistening with both our juices and his cum. In a matter of seconds Will was behind me again and he had sheathed his cock into Kate's pussy again. He was taking her rough and quick. I knew he could do this from time to time. If he could pull it off, it was going to be very fast. I moved off of Kate's body and saw her legs move up to wrap themselves around Will's waist. He was rocking her small body like a damned earthquake!
Turning around I leaned above Kate and kissed her shoulder, then neck, then took one of her little nipples into my mouth. The gob of Will's cum was still right there between her breasts and I leaned in to take it with my tongue. Kate laughed quickly, then moaned. "If you wanna cum before he does, love, you better hurry." I said just before sliding my hand all the way to her pussy. With my hand squashed between her mound and his belly, I did my best to push her over. She began to scream. So did he.
Caressing both of them as they came, I looked to one then the other, smiling as their faces were distorted with pleasure. Both ended up trembling and shaking with heaps of pleasure and touches of pain. When they managed to disentangle a while later, my husband's cock, limp but still large and heavy, was dripping and left a trail of juices along Kate's thigh. I invited them both to lie next to me. And as the others came back to our suite they found us lying like this, a trio of exhausted but contended lovers.
Drowsy as I was, I never saw just how close we came to consuming the last fruit of this midwinter, right there in the middle of the night. Yet when Hope talked to me about it on the following morning, we knew we had to hatch a plan. The morning was already booked, but we really had to get to those hot springs. Maybe there, with the fog, we could...
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As usual I woke up first on this Sunday morning. Memories from last night's fun with Nella and Kate were still fresh in my mind. Despite the second very intense fuck I'd given to Kate, I still feel that I still hadn't fully, hmm, experienced her. Well, I thought to myself, something else to look forward to!
One solitary coffee later, I heard someone else waking up and saw Eleanor coming out of her room. Her long blonde tresses were all wild and tousled, but this disheveled look worked for her. She was only wearing a smile and the same white nightgown that she'd worn on Midsummer. This morning the sun was not angled right so it did not make it transparent. But as Eleanor walked directly to me and we hugged each other, I knew it didn't matter much. We stayed in each other's arms for a long while, in perfect silence. I was profoundly relaxed, enjoying this moment and the smell of marjoram that seemed to come out of her skin. She, on the other hand, took a deep breath and smelled my coffee.
In the kitchen, looking at me while sipping her coffee, leaning against the counter, she smiled. In the silence she said, very softly, "What am I going to do with you, Will?"
"Well," I said, clearing my throat, "I have a few ideas..."
She noticed my smile and got my message. "Oh I know that, and I have plenty of ideas myself..." After grinning at me, she continued, her smile suddenly softer, mellower. "That's not what I meant. Right now I'd like nothing more than spend this morning all alone with you, cuddled in front of the fire, sipping our coffee. Even back home, I often feel like calling you just to talk about anything, and every evening it rained during autumn, for some obscure reason, all I wanted was to go out and walk with you under an umbrella..." After a pause, "Is that bad?"
I didn't know what to say, really, and I simply walked to her and took her in my arms again. Then, as I had to reply, I said, "I don't know... How are things with Tim?"
"Tim? They're great... No, it's not that at all. At Midwinter we had just had a rough patch, but now we're really good. No, my problem is you!" she said, laughing softly. "I recently learned that I could fuck and really like a lot of people... In fact, " she said with a coy smile, "if we do end up fucking before the trip is done, you wouldn't even be the second man after my husband..."
We laughed at that, dispelling some of the tension. "But I didn't think I could feel... all that other stuff for more than one person."
I released her from my arms and looked at her, a bit surprised. "You didn't know you could love more than one person?"
"No, apparently not," she paused, savoring her coffee for a while. "I mean, I knew, rationally, that it was possible, but I had never felt it since Tim and I hooked up. I even had this crazy romantic notion that our marriage was some kind of protection from falling in love with other people," she laughed, a bit embarrassed about this naïve notion.
"And when we each said 'I love you' six months ago..." I said, before she finished my sentence.
"...everything changed. I think I realized since, and I'm realizing right now as we talk about it, that love can both mean many things and can take many forms." A slight pause, then, looking straight into my eyes, "I love you, Will. And as you said back then, I don't know what it means either. I know I want to build my life with Tim and would be ready to sacrifice just about anything to be with him. Yet if you and I couldn't see each other anymore for some reason, it would hurt bad. Really bad."
Taking a deep breath, I walked back to her and took her in my arms again. I didn't seem to be able to stop doing that. "Lucky for us that Midsummer gave us all this." We both looked around at the many closed bedroom doors, smiling. "Regular friends could have rented this huge suite for themselves. A group of swingers or Dionysian orgy fanatics could have as well!" She laughed at this strange image. "But I think we're becoming something much more interesting than simple friends, lovers or Dionysians..."
"Yes, we are..." she said, smiling.
Still in my arms, Eleanor looked up and kissed me. Between long breathless episodes, she managed to whisper, "What would you have done... when you and Nella came to visit us... if I had dared to do what Hope did in the jacuzzi?"
I laughed, completely disillusioned about the possibility of keeping things secrets in our group. "You mean simply getting up and impaling yourself on me in front of both our spouses? So far from Midsummer?"
"Yep. Well, we were very close to the equinox, maybe that counts..."
"Hmm. I guessed I would have grabbed your ass..." and so I did as I was saying it, through the very thin fabric of her gown, "and I would have guided you right above my cock and pushed you all the way down."
She groaned and moaned through another kiss, and suddenly jumped in my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist. A few movements later her gown was pulled up, meaning my boxers were the only thing between my hard cock and her pussy. As I felt her sex molding and pushing itself around me, a deep thrill of long delayed and postponed pleasure shook me.
Eleanor whispered, "Say that again, Will..."
"I would have guided you right in..."
But as I began, we heard about four different iphone alarms going off at the same time. The official breakfast was coming and our late-morning friends didn't want to be late. It was, after all, why we were all here... After last night's revelations, Eleanor and I probably could have fucked right there, as people would have been coming in, but I don't think either of us wanted our first time to be like that.
"Will, " Eleanor said breathless, "We're going to fuck properly soon. But right now I just want to feel your big cock all the way inside me once. Just once. After all, I still don't have that dildo of yours to play with..."
This time I was the one who groaned out loud, yet laughing at her comment. Eleanor, grinning, breathing hard, reached down with one hand and pulled out my cock. A second later her hot and moist pussy lips were on, then around, then all the way down my shaft. We could have moved to the secluded kitchen, fucked hard and fast. We didn't. We simply kissed again, hard, as our bodies were trying to get the few remaining fractions of inches inside her. The feeling of her pussy lips stretched and spasming around the very base of my cock was wondrous.
Noises from the rooms made us stop and Eleanor jumped down. Momentarily I felt like a thing ripped apart, both physically and emotionally. Smiling at her, I whispered, "There's no way I'm leaving this place without fucking you so bad that you'll be seeing stars for hours..." Looking at me, her skin flushed red, it looked like she would jump back on me right there. She didn't.
"Can't wait." she managed in a very throaty voice.
Despite everything she still looked like an innocent angel, with her long blonde hair and flawless white gown. Nobody would see that her juices were dripping down her thighs. I, on the other hand, was another story. I don't have a really huge cock, but I'm still pretty well endowed and right now I was rock hard. My boxers and t-shirt didn't stand a chance. I ran to the bathroom to be the first, and noticed that Eleanor was laughing as she watched the ungainly pole that preceded me by a few inches.
As I started the shower and undressed, I heard her whisper, through the door, "Imagine what my gown would look like in the shower if I joined you..." Oh the little bitch. She was going to get it so bad... I heard her laughing as she fled back to her room. As it turned out Nella didn't join me either as she sometime does. If she had, I think I would have taken her on the spot until she screamed for all our friends to hear. Instead I remained alone and willed myself not to masturbate. I knew I would have much better use of this sexual energy. I wasn't wrong.
The official breakfast with the people from the company was just that: official. And boring. I'm pretty sure I wasn't the only one making the best of this time. At one point I had my hand down Nella's panties while Hope was giving me as good a nice footjob as she could manage from across the table. When the long breakfast finally ended, it was time to hit the springs.
Finally we were here in the hot springs. It's one of the places I've been wanting to see since we landed (well, that and Rinette's ass, Hope's breasts, etc...) and here we were. Us. And a whole lot of other people, actually. Without really thinking about it we kind of expected the place to be deserted, or to at least find a spot were we could be alone, hopefully naked. The place wasn't exactly packed, but try as we might we couldn't find a secluded spot. Until the fog came along.
How can you get fog in hot springs where the air is already foggy? I sure as hell don't know. Ask the Icelanders! In any case, the springs emptied in a matter of minutes as something that can't be described as anything other than a thick, slow wave of fog simply rolled in over us. Visibility and temperature dropped and sounds got muted. It felt as if we had entered another realm of Gaelic myth. We were all still here, the ten of us, pretty much alone in this alien world.
Kate was the first among us to realize that this is exactly what we had hoped for. Before we could even be surprised, a few spandex knots were untied and her bikini was discarded on a rock. We didn't need any other guidance and our suits, trunks and bikinis joined hers. At first we could see about thirty yards away, but soon that distance shrunk to a small bubble. In the eerie silence we felt this solstice energy rekindling again. We were all looking at each other, sometimes in the eyes, and we knew that this morning was going to be another special moment.
What happened next looked like an accident for about two seconds. While we were all haphazardly grouped together, the five women started moving at the same time, giving one of us a long hug. They all seemed to know where they were going as nobody tried to hug the same man, and soon enough we all started laughing. Clearly, the girls had something like this all planned out and I was reminded of Rinette's comment about how the women in our group were in control.
Before I could fully understand that Hope was finally in my arms, naked as she always should be, my cock wasn't wasting any time; I could already feel it hardening against her soft belly as the red patch of fine hairs on her mound was tickling my glans. She slipped her arms out from under mine and lifted them up until they wrapped around my neck. Pulled upwards by the motion, her breasts seemed to come alive against my own skin; two ever present, ever defying globes of flesh each several pounds heavy with arrogant lust. And they were all mine again, finally, after so long a wait. The feeling that overran my mind as my hands closed around and into that flesh was a strange mixture of relief and painful pleasure.
Intoxicated as I already was, I was only dimly aware that we were all moving slightly away from each other in the fog, yet not disappearing completely. Within minutes, muffled sounds of flesh hitting flesh could be heard above the fizz of the bubbles when Hope jumped up without warning. My hands reflexively caught her and my cock, just as reflexively, sprang up, only to be trapped between our bellies.
I would have given anything to slip inside her at once, but Hope had other ideas. "Slip your hands under my ass from inside." At first I didn't understand what she meant, but as she clung to my neck and raised her legs, I got the message. Slipping between my belly and her thighs, I grabbed her ass. "Now, lover, hang tight and push me up. I want to feel your tongue inside me, and we can't lay down in the water..." I laughed, then pushed her upwards. A second later she was sitting on my shoulders and my tongue was buried in her pussy.
It wasn't the best position and breathing became complicated but I didn't care. Her spicy juices were all over my face, mouth and tongue, and I was drinking her in. She was doing her best to stay still, but I had to work to keep us standing up. Her hands on my head, my own on her ass, I was feasting on her pussy like a starving man. Soon, way too soon, nearly as quickly as she had gotten up, she was pulling back and falling into my arms.
While licking her own juices on my face, kissing me in the process, she said, "I have a feeling that your cock needs attention too. Are you strong enough to twist me around?" Once more I was dumbfounded, but as she began moving in my arms, it quickly became obvious that she wanted to do a 69 while standing up. Acrobatic sex isn't my favorite style, but, again, I didn't care. Hope impaled her head on my cock even before being settled on my shoulders. As I moaned in pleasure, Hope was a fantastic cock sucker, I felt her second thigh securing itself on my shoulder. Once more her pussy was in my mouth, with a much better access.
I didn't feel like being gentle, and judging by Hope's intensity down below, neither did she. I dove in tongue forward and plowed her pussy as deeply as I could. Ever in danger of falling over, I let my body steady itself and abandoned myself in this strange 69. When my nose touched her asshole as I dove deep, I suddenly had flashes of Rinette's ass as I ate her. Throwing all consideration and hesitation to the fog, I let my tongue dart up to flick her anus once.
When Hope tensed up I had a brief moment of alarm. Had I gone too far too soon? My fears were assuaged soon enough. Hope pushed herself away from my cock for a moment, only to laugh and resume. I didn't know what to make of this, so I dove back into her pussy and enjoyed the thrill ride. As I pushed her up a bit to find a better position, I felt my cock move in deeper into her mouth and realized just how vulnerable Hope was in this position. If I released my hold of her just slightly, I would drive my cock all the way inside and deepthroat her. As wild as Hope was, I'm pretty sure she wouldn't appreciate that.
Later she pulled away from me again and whispered, "I want you inside me. Deeper than your tongue can go." Moments later we had managed to turn her around and she ended up with her legs wrapped around my waist again.
As Hope fumbled between us to guide my cock inside her, I looked and saw Nella bent forward above a large rock. Behind her, Timothy was just about ready to slip his cock inside my wife. This sight was one of the strangest moments of my life as once more my mind was overwhelmed by powerful and twisting emotions: jealousy, pleasure, guilt and, the strangest and most pleasing one, envy. As lucky as I was, with my cock moments away from Hope's cinnamon pussy, I found that I was envious of Timothy for fucking my wife. Nella looked up and returned my smile before saying, very loudly, "Fuck that pussy!" Was she talking to Tim or to me? I never got to know because at the same time, laughing, Hope found the angle and released her arms' death grip on my neck.
After so many months, teasing letters and pictures, not to mention the frustrating previous days, my cock as finally buried again inside Hope's pussy. With my feet planted in the soft mud as firmly as possible, I took hold of her ass and the two of us quickly found a rhythm. We had all day, really, to enjoy this as long as possible.
We didn't take all day. Hope felt like a tempest in my arms, and I was bewildered by her intensity. She seemed to be driving towards a first climax at the speed of sound. Clearly she still felt quite acrobatic and started to pull back while fucking me. At one point she grabbed my arms for better leverage and leaned back until she was at a ninety degree angle. "Hold me tight again, lover!" with this she pulled her legs from behind me and placed her feet against my belly. As she was holding me hard on my arms, and me around her hips, we found a new rhythm, slower but deeper, strangely reminiscent of a perfectly regular cowgirl position. Yet this was anything but regular. We were standing up, fucking in a deep hot-spring fog while my wife was being fucked by another man and Hope's own husband was likely fucking another woman. Nothing about all of this was normal or regular. Nothing except the shared, raw pleasure.
Hope's first climax surprised her even more than it did me. Soon after we started enjoying this position I felt Hope's entire body become a lot hotter than usual. Her cinnamon turned to embers, then to flame. As she started to grind her pussy against my pelvic bone with each of my thrust, she said, "Don't you dare stop!" she groaned, looking up at me. "I wanna be the first to—" She never finished. Instead her climax hit her, hard, and she let everyone know by moaning and shouting it out loud.
As we heard laughter from all around us, because Hope had indeed been the first to climax, I felt my own pleasure threatening to overflow. But, pushing completely off of me and jumping down in the water, Hope said, "Not so fast, Will... I can cum as often as I like during a day, and you can't." Grinning, teasing yet kneeling down in front of me, she continued, "Let's slow this down a bit..." With this she spat on my cock and began a delicious massage. One hand, then the other, than a few pecks of her lips, then her tongue, then mouth. Lubricated by her juices and her spit, my cock felt like it had penetrated a soft, creamy hot spring of rapture.
I realized then that I hadn't said a single word since the fog and Hope hit me. I was her willing puppet, once more barely able to follow her lead. Now, enjoying this suddenly slower pace, I looked up and tried to see through the fog. All I got was flashes of couples enjoying this surreal place and moment. I saw Nella once again, still bent forward in front of Timothy, and was reminded of our couple of days with him and Eleanor. Had Nella shared with him something similar to my kiss with Eleanor? Further, Rinette and Marcus were locked in a less acrobatic version of what Hope and I had shared. Next I saw Eleanor kneeling on all fours with Connor plowing her pussy. At least I think it was her pussy. Finally Kate who was riding Lincoln in a reverse cowgirl in a clearly shallower spot. The fog fell again and they all disappeared. All except, Hope who was doing her best to keep me in a near orgasmic plateau of pleasure.
Her mouth and hands were now joined by her breasts. As she rose and flexed back down, trapping my cock between her globes of flesh, I felt like I was going to overload. Slowly. When she felt me trying to fuck her breasts she looked up, grinned naughtily and shook her head. It seemed that I was headed for a slow cooking, a long, drawn out pleasure marathon. It wasn't all that bad. I could actually see myself growing old right there, nestled between Hope's stupendous breasts. I thought about hiding my climax to surprise her, giving her the pearl necklace she deserved or simply trying to force a change in rhythm. I thought about a lot of options and possible futures branching from this magnificent present. None of them materialized.
Instead, Connor materialized out of the fog, his cock as rampant as mine had been this morning. Kneeling down behind his wife he grabbed her hips and pulled her against him. Looking back with a grin, Hope fell on all fours and I spread my feet wide, allowing her to resume her blowjob.
So here I was, without warning, in my very first threesome with another man. The thrill I felt as I took in our scene was heart-pounding. Connor was a big man and didn't feel like taking his wife gently. If my heart was pounding hard, it was nothing compared to the pounding Hope was getting. Nothing brutal or violent. Just on the edge of ferocity. Taking it as if she was used to it, Hope was still working her magic, doing wonders on my cock.



Connor and I shared a few looks, and seeing him smile at me was surreal. Leaning forward, he slowed his rhythm and began kissing Hope's neck and head. Seeing him so close to me was strange, and in a flash I remembered that one of the truths that came out at Midsummer was that he actually wanted to have a bi-sexual threesome with another man. And that he actually did it with Tim and Eleanor. This is one of those episodes I don't know anything about. I should have asked Nella or even Eleanor herself.
Later, Connor completely stopped fucking Hope but kept kissing her as he moved around her, coming to her side. My eyes opened wide and my whole body froze as I watched him come closer and closer to me with his kisses. Her shoulder, her neck, then a pause as he pulled her hair back. Then her naked neck again, her jaw, her cheek. And then, taking me completely unprepared, he simply looked up, a question in his eyes.
In a crazy sort of trance, I simply gave him a small nod. Grinning, he resumed kissing his wife's cheek until I felt his lips on my cock. Hope, watching this development, looked at me and managed to smile with my cock in her mouth. Soon enough they were both kissing me and with a quick slip I was inside Connor's mouth.
Physically speaking, the sensations were pretty much the same. The myth that guys give the best blowjobs wasn't immediately confirmed. There wasn't any magic in being in Connor's mouth and head. Inside my own head was another story altogether. This was my first bi-sexual experience and I was rocked to my core. If I had had trouble standing up while a redheaded fury stormed all over me earlier, this was something else.
When he took me out of his mouth and let Hope join him in kissing and licking my cock I released the breath I'd been holding. But this crazy pleasure didn't release me. Hope was very good at this, and she was starting to know what I liked most. Connor was just too strange an experience to properly judge, but seeing a man kneeling in front of me was exhilarating on its own. I knew they were not going for a quick cum, but while my cock wasn't intensely stimulated, my mind was being overrun.
Reflexively I placed my hand on Hope's head and she instantly got my message. Moving in front of me right next to Connor, she grabbed my cock with one hand and began pumping my cock. Placing my other hand on Connor's shoulder I steadied myself for a very powerful orgasm. I had filled Hope's pussy with my sperm six months ago, and I was now going to cover her with these soft pearls. And I did. Boy, I even surprised myself. I came on her twin mounds of glory, her neck, cheeks, nose and inside her mouth. I felt like I was pouring my entire being into this ejaculation. I actually started laughing myself at the amount that was spurting out. As the last globs fell on her breasts I realized that I hadn't cum in the last 24 hours, while being sexually stimulated just about non-stop.
As it finally stopped, we were all looking at each other with smiles and grins, mesmerized by the tableau in front of us. I let myself fall down on my knees, catching my breath and trying to wrap my head around the fact that I had had my cock inside Connor's mouth. Hope was still kneeling too and was looking at her husband as he moved behind her, kneeling down as well.
Slowly, as gentle as he had been rough earlier, he was pulling her hair back, revealing as much of her body and my sperm as possible. As if in an unusual ritual, he then knotted her hair in a ball behind her head. Hope had never before looked so naughty and sexy, with gobs of my sperm all over her. Her eyes were glowing and she was radiating sexual energy. A counterpoint to my spent state, she looked like she was about to explode.
Connor once more leaned against her and bent his head to her neck, only to lick and taste my sperm. Learning that I could still be surprised, my eyes opened wider and I looked at him in fascination. After a while Hope, who had had her eyes locked into mine as he began, turned her head and kissed her husband. Soon he was kissing and eating my sperm off her cheeks. To my surprise I felt my cock twitching, returning back to life. Nella had given me a taste of my own sperm a couple of times before, and I remember having been thrilled to taste it again on Eleanor's lips on the plane.
Hope, with her breasts covered with it, suddenly looked like a goddess of fertility calling to me. Moving forward on all fours I reached her breasts, where a lump of cum was slowly slipping over her aureola and nipple. I felt another shock of pleasure as I closed my lips around her nipple and felt my cum inside my mouth. The combination of the soft flesh of her legendary breasts in my mouth and the strangeness of my eating my own sperm was another first, a fresh assault on my fears, taboos and apprehensions.
As I was lapping up Hope's breasts I felt my cock growing back to full hardness, despite everything. Looking around I found a shallower spot. Getting up and grabbing both their hands I pulled them with me. When I lay on my back Hope looked at me, grinning. Squatting over and impaling herself once again on my cock, she was the one laughing with glee now. Connor, seeing the opportunity, grinned too and knelt behind his wife. Somehow this is what I must have had in mind when I invited them both. But seeing Connor spitting on his cock to lube it up announced another first.
When she felt his hand on the small of her back, Hope stopped fucking me and turned around, a strange smile on her face. Turning back to me, she leaned forward until her breasts were on my chest and her mouth next to my ear. "This is all for me... Do you have any idea how long I've been dreaming of this?" Before I could think of a reply she stopped talking and took a sharp breath. I couldn't see much through her mane, but it was clear that she was feeling her husband's cock against her anus.
In a broken rhythm Hope was starting to moan louder and louder as she was rising above me. I could actually feel Connor's cock inside her, inching deeper and deeper. When I felt his balls on the base of my cock I knew he was all the way in. As one we began to drive her. No longer in any sort of control, Hope turned into a vivid flame, barely there inside her pleasure. Her massive, dancing breasts above me, her pussy around me, the distinct feeling of Connor's plowing cock from inside Hope, her moans and cries, the unique feeling of possessing this willing and frenzied goddess of a woman.
Once again she was the first one to climax, rolling with it for a long time until Connor and I joined her. Neither of us wanted to stop, but pleasure finally became too much, too sensitive and we bucked and shook like a dying motor. Slowly Connor pulled out and fell like a tree beside us. I could feel Hope's pussy clenching and relaxing around my cock as she was finding her breath. Soon she pulled off and fell on my other side. Grinning like idiots, staring at the fog above us, we heard the others going on all around us. Eventually we sat up and enjoyed this surreal situation, hearing our friends and my wife fucking. Looking at Connor, I grinned and said, "You sucked my cock!"
He laughed with Hope, looking shy all of a sudden. "Yep! You liked it?"
"To my biggest surprise!" I replied, laughing with them.
Eventually the erotic sounds stopped and they all found their way to us. Relaxing in this bubble of ours, we spent a long time there in silence, just contently enjoying the arms our respective lovers and spouses. The official dinner with more representatives was coming up though, and Kate, Marcus, Rinette and Lincoln got up to leave. The rest of us followed and most of us managed to steal a bit of sleep before dinner. Much like the breakfast, it was a long drawn out thing. We came back to our suite completely drained and even though some eyes were still bright and willing, the mood never really kindled and we all got to bed.
Despite the afternoon it was really anti-climactic as we had to leave for the plane really early, and if nothing happened tonight, the hot springs were it for us all. As boring, regular and short as that Monday morning sounded, it turned out quite differently.
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I woke in the middle of a dream, a funny, completely non-erotic dream, and began laughing in our room. Nella moaned softly, bothered by my laughter, and pushed me out of the bed. As I was getting up and putting my boxers on, she murmured, "Enjoy Eleanor, my dear." I turned around to look at her but all I saw was a receding smile. She was falling asleep again. I was pretty sure the two girls hadn't talked since yesterday evening, but I think the sexual tension between Eleanor and me was palpable at this point. Everybody knew we spent most of these solstices' mornings together and, with Rinette's truth games, everybody knew we hadn't really fucked so far. I had no idea, however, if anyone knew that what pulled us together was more than sex.
I walked out of the room silently and closed the door. As soon as I turned the corner I was hit by the morning sun in all its power and glory. The window-wall was letting as much of the sun in as was physically possible, and the big leather couch looked warm and perfect. As soon as I sat in it I removed my boxers and enjoyed a warm sunbath on this, our very last morning here. As I briefly closed my eyes, a flood of memories from these past few days overwhelmed me, and once again I laughed and smiled, and got a quickly growing erection.
As if on cue, I heard another door open and close quietly. I turned around expecting to see Eleanor in her wonderful white nightgown, and grinned, thinking about how the very early sun would do what yesterday morning's later sun couldn't. While I did see Eleanor walking slowly towards me, a very sleepy grin on her face, her hair tousled and glowing in the sun, she wasn't wearing her nightgown. She wasn't wearing anything at all. I stood up, my hard cock indicating unabashedly that I was just as naked as she, and watched her walking. My shadow made it so she appeared to be dancing in and out of the sun, and I was blinded by the flashes of bright sun on her white skin and blonde hair.
Pushing my cock upwards against my belly she then wrapped her arms around me for a long hug. After a quick kiss on my neck, she guided us to the couch, and we sat in the still warm leather. If we had been openly honest and even frank yesterday morning, telling each other just about everything we felt, it was a very comfortable silence between us today. One of the memories that I saw earlier came back full force; the similar morning we had shared last Midsummer. As I kissed her head, drinking in the clear marjoram scent, she angled her head and kissed my neck again. Same place, same short kiss, but oh so different.
In perfect silence, naked in front of the midwinter sun, we simply melded into one another. At one point she slowly traced a line of kisses from my shoulder to my cheek, then lips, as we finally shared the moment we had been both dreading and longing for.
We both knew what we wanted, at least up to a point. Since our intense midsummer weekend, I'd shared some very intimate and precious moments with some of the solstices women. I'd now actually fucked most of them. All of them in fact if one counted Eleanor's yesterday morning's quick impale. I don't think, on the other hand, that I have ever made love with another woman beside Nella. And this morning with Eleanor was precisely that. My cock was going to part her pussy soon, there was no doubt about it. Even now, as she shifted above me and her breasts moved right by my face, I did lock my mouth on one of her nipples, sucking it in hungrily. I shivered when my cock grazed and slipped against her inner thigh, hot and soft. Her moan drew one of my own as we both felt the tip of my cock touching her wet pussy.
Yet despite this deep urging, this driving desire, it was clear we could have spent the morning clothed, in each other's arms, and it would have clearly been "making love". The feel of her hot skin all over my own, her opened thighs above my own, her breasts still being feasted on by my mouth, her arms around my head... I was drowning in desire, and nothing in the world could have stopped me from taking her. Yet, again, I was already enjoying what I truly wanted.
As we finally found the correct angles Eleanor lowered herself on me, sheathing my cock completely inside her. As she raised her knees upwards her weight pushed her even lower upon me and I felt my glans hitting bottom. As soon as her nipple popped noisily from my mouth her own mouth replaced it. Her arms slipped from her head and neck to my back, as did my own around her. We were alone, in the glorious midwinter morning sun, my cock driven as deep as it could inside her but we felt no urgency to fuck. We actually stopped moving, except for our kiss. We could have been fucking our brains out like animals long restrained, but we were simply... hugging.
At one point something changed in Eleanor and she broke our kiss, pulling her head away and back, holding onto me with her hands on my shoulders and driving herself even deeper against me. "Dear Gods of Midwinter! That feels so damn good!" she said, laughing and moaning very loudly. She then came back towards me and began riding me with long, deep and hard strokes. Instantly the soft and warm silence that had settled on our little corner of heaven was transformed. Despite her gentle demeanor, silky white skin, soft pink nipples, pale blonde hair, creamy breasts, and mellow smile, there was a fire inside that woman. Unlike Hope it was slow to kindle and unlike Rinette it wasn't driving her to move fast and spend time in the gym.
Yet as she kissed me again while riding me, I felt overwhelmed by a firestorm. As her hair fell around her face and enveloped me, with the burning sun behind her, the firestorm wasn't just in my mind. In this bright light and heat I could feel every inch of her body against mine, from her ass against my thighs, her pussy taking me deep, her nipples grazing my chest, her arms around me, her lips on mine and her gold-fire hair all over us both.
"What would you say if I told you that I'd like you and Nella to come live with me and Tim?" Her words took me by surprise. The fact that she had spoken at all, and what she had said. Before I could even try to bring my mind to formulate an answer, she continued. "It's no accident that Tim ended up with Nella yesterday, in the fog..." Even if Eleanor had broken the kiss to whisper, she never even slowed down and kept riding me as if her life depended on it. "I'm not sure what you did in that fog yet, but after Nella's first climax I joined them and finally made love to your wonderful wife..."
Eleanor laughed softly as she felt me react, grabbing her more strongly by the hips, guiding her movements. "Oh, at first we were simply fucking and having fun, but at some point I began kissing her and things changed. Well, sure, our breasts were touching and all that..." She laughed again as I groaned at the thought. "But that's not important right now..." Oh the tease! She was driving me mad with this very intense and intimate question about living together while at the same time sending my imagination into overdrive.
"About a minute into our kiss," Eleanor continued, "with Tim behind and inside me, caressing both of us with his long arms, Nella opened her eyes and found mine. I paused my kiss just long enough to ask her the question I just asked you."
Eleanor had finally slowed her rhythm, giving me just the sliver of a hope of actually focusing on her question. "Will, when you and Nella visited us last summer, Tim and I had a long talk about the fact that we really, and I mean really didn't wanted you to leave. Not just for a few more days, but just never leave." She kissed me again, still impaling herself upon me and gyrating her hips in slower movements. "And now I ask you again. Would you and Nella like to come live with us?"
I kissed her again, both hard and soft at the same time, in this fey mood. Pulling back, I whispered, "What did Nella say?"
Eleanor smiled and replied, "She said she wanted to talk to you about it."
"She didn't—"
But I was interrupted by Nella's voice right next to me. She must have been kneeling behind the couch, waiting for this moment. Oh these women and their plans... "What do you think, my love? Ready to share me with Eleanor and Tim?" It was the most direct way of saying it. It was also important to say it this directly. Then again I was still fucking Eleanor.
Turning my head around to look at my wife, I could see in her smile that she was willing. "Let me think about it for a few minutes." I said, grabbing Eleanor's hips once more and driving up into her. I heard both women laugh softly. As Eleanor fell upon me I leaned down and grabbed one of her nipples in my mouth again. Then, in the space between those breasts, I said, "I'm not sure... Let me think about it some more."
After a minute or two of this delight, I pulled back and turned my head towards my wife. Six months ago Nella, while she hadn't been a prude, certainly wasn't anything like this open-minded creature of love, desire and lust. At the same time, I also had to be just as open minded. How would I react when her moans would wake me one morning, moans cried in the midst of an intense fucking session with Tim? On the other hand, if that were the case, I would probably find Eleanor in my arms, or maybe even with my cock already inside her mouth or pussy or even poking between those lovely butt cheeks of hers, trying to enter her ass... Looking into Nella's eyes, I smiled, then grinned and finally laughed, "When do we move?" She returned my grin and placed her lips directly onto mine.
I was expecting this morning to be a precious moment of love and lust intertwined. It was, and then it turned into much more. My life had already changed six months ago at Rinette's cabin, when I fucked another woman for the first time since meeting Nella. It was certainly changing again this weekend, at another solstice. Yet this move, this move was something else...
Sitting back up closer to Eleanor, I wrapped my arms around her and twisted sideways on the couch. When I let myself fall all the way to the well-worn leather, the new angle made my cock push a bit further into her. Looking up, seeing this wonderfully beautiful woman, with her blonde hair, green eyes and creamy, soft yet full breasts fucking me, I felt a thrill that shook me harder than I thought possible. From the corner of my eye, even though I was looking straight into Eleanor's eyes, I saw Nella coming around the couch, removing a completely unnecessary t-shirt. She then leaned down and began kissing Eleanor.
I placed my hand behind Nella's knee and slid it all the way up to her round buttock, slipping under her red panties. After hooking my fingers around the elastic, I pulled them all the way down and enjoyed the view. My wife doesn't fit in today's cannons of beauty, like Rinette or Hope. There's just too much woman there to fit! And while I certainly enjoy looking, touching, licking and sucking Rinette's lean curves or Hope's remarkable breasts on an otherwise slim body, the sight of Nella's full, generous and voluptuous curves always sets my body on fire.
And now she made my heart skip a beat. All the while keeping her kiss with Eleanor very much alive, she leaned towards me and raised her thigh above my head. Slowly, teasingly slowly, she lowered her pussy above my head, but making sure that her legs kept me pinned down. She knew this threesome triangle is one of my favorite fantasy positions since the very first porn movie we had watched together. We haven't watched a lot, through the years, but when she saw, heard and felt me react to such an image on the screen, she learned one of my most intense fantasies.
And now, and now, and now... When the tip of my tongue began tickling her pussy, she finally lowered herself fully against me and I dove in. Eleanor's pussy pumping up and down on my cock, my wife's pussy all over my face, their breasts mashed together and all four of them being fondled by my hands, all crowned by their kiss. I was overwhelmed, flabbergasted, burned out...
I awakened from this barely mindful bliss when Eleanor pulled herself off. During the few seconds of confused withdrawal, I became aware that Nella turned around and impaled herself on my cock. As I closed my eyes to moan and push myself up inside her, I wasn't ready for what was, after all, quite obvious. When Eleanor lowered her pussy on my mouth, I felt my thrill being renewed. It's strange, in a way, to learn just how women's pussies can taste so different. I gave her all I had and tried to find the right balance. Balancing time spent on her clit and inside her pussy. Letting go of their breasts I slipped my hands down to her ass and squeezed hard. As I did so, I let my tongue flick upwards to her asshole and heard her moan breaking through her kiss with Nella. When Nella understood what was happening, she laughed and resumed the kiss despite the moans.
Soon the women changed places again, and I felt as if I was their plaything. A willing plaything. And a very happy one. When they switched again a few minutes later, with Nella back down above my thighs, I felt her simply sitting on the underside of my cock. Eleanor was still forcing me to eat and devour her pussy, but Nella must have guessed that I was very close to a climax. She spent the next few minutes simply grinding her clit on the base of my cock, careful not to touch the head.
Suddenly, from beneath his wife's ass, with my tongue buried in his wife's pussy, I saw Tim coming around the couch, fully naked. He disappeared behind Eleanor's body, but his proud erection was already pointing in Nella's direction. Not a single word was spoken, but I began hearing the distinct, wet sounds of someone sucking on a cock. Since Eleanor was still openly moaning her pleasure, I knew that his cock was inside my wife's mouth.
A little while later Eleanor slowly sat up and moved off, letting me see clearly what was going on. I knew Nella had had sex with other men from our Solstices Gang. I'd even seen her in the fog with Timothy. Yet seeing her so close, so clearly, was something else. She had most of Tim's cock in her mouth, all the while gyrating all over my cock, sheathing it completely. His cock was nice and long, seeming rock hard and glistening with my wife's saliva. He had both his hands on her head, guiding her gently, so I could see her breasts in the morning sun. Kate had called her a goddess Saturday night, and it was perfectly appropriate.
Kneeling right beside me, Eleanor leaned in and kissed me on the cheek before whispering. "Ready for this, dearest?" I looked at her, smiling, and kissed her. Deeply. With love in my heart. With one hand I copied Tim's idea and guided her head for our kiss, and with the other one I grabbed Nella's thigh. I pushed as deep into her as I could. She made a sound, gurgled and muffled as it was, and I pushed up into her for a while.
After a few moments, I squeezed her thigh twice and stopped thrusting up. She registered the signal and slowly moved up, releasing both our cocks from her body. All three of them were looking at me, curious. I sat up straight on the couch, briefly enjoying the sun on my skin. I then took Eleanor's hand and pulled her in. She grinned as she straddled me and we both moaned as she impaled herself on me. Next I looked at Tim and indicated the seat next to me. Both he and Nella figured out what I wanted quickly enough.
I didn't have the correct word to describe what I felt when I saw Nella's eyes close as Tim's cock split her pussy lips and penetrated her. Pleasure, pain, thrill, jealousy, fear and liberation all mixed together. Looking at my wife, I said, "We've been offered a remarkable invitation, love."
"Indeed we have. Still willing?" she asked, throwing the question right back at me.
"Yes!"
Eleanor yelped her delight and bent forward to kiss me again. Saying yes once before, without Tim, was something. Saying it again with him here, his cock inside my wife, was something else. Tim laughed and leaned forward, burying his face between my wife's breasts. With my eyes still locked into Nella's, I grinned and winked at her. Soon though our bodies found their rhythms again and were all striving for the physical release that would match the emotional one.
Despite everything that had changed with our conversation, as soon as Eleanor started fucking me again I remembered that I've been dreaming about fucking her for the last six months. At first everything else disappeared from my mind and I was focused on the purely animal feelings I was experiencing with her. Her smooth thighs slamming above mine, her golden bush and pussy sheathing my cock at an impressive pace, the gently rounded curve of her belly, the two wondrous mammaries swinging in rhythm, her delicate shoulders and neck covered with a cascade of blond hair, and finally her face, that wonderfully beautiful face with those lips and pale green eyes. Looking right into them I could see both her passion and her love.
Without warning she moved too high and pushed completely off of me. A second later she had turned around, lower herself back above my cock. Once she was impaled again she bent forward and placed her hands on the floor. Holding on to her smooth hips, I began by guiding her movements. Soon though, I was just about manhandling her, driving her hard against my cock.
When Nella got up as well, mirroring Eleanor's position, I looked at her, then at Tim. We looked at each other for a brief moment, and it was obvious that we were still feeling some measure of disbelief. I knew Tim had been pining for Nella for a while, just like I had wanted to fuck his wife. We were now doing it, side by side on Midwinter. Both women broke the silence by saying "Gods that's deep!" in nearly perfect sync. Tim and I laughed, then proceeded to pull both women as hard against our cocks as we could. They moaned and laughed.
When we released them they pulled up and sat straight above our cocks, looking at each other. Soon Nella placed her feet on Tim's knees and her hands back on the couch's top. With as much leverage as she could get she started fucking him again. Eleanor and I spent a few seconds staring at my wife's huge breasts as they swung and shook all over the place in this position. Tim couldn't really see them, but he didn't waste any time in seizing the moment. We all heard his deep moan as he grabbed Nella's breasts in his hands.
Sliding my left hand from Eleanor's hip all the way around across her belly up to her breast, I pulled her against me. I then pushed my other one around her thigh and against her bush, finding her wet lips. Kissing her neck and ear, one hand on her breasts and the other on her clit, I drove her hard towards her climax. She was writhing in pleasure over me, our sweaty skin slipping against each other as well as twisting and turning around my cock.
"Hmmmmm!" Eleanor's hum turned into a groan just before she pushed herself away and up. Turning around, back to our original position, she placed her knees on either side of my thighs, looked at me with a naughty grin and said, "I don't want to cum alone..." As she mounted me again, sliding her drenched pussy against me, I knew it wouldn't be long. Once again my mind's eye, instead of trying to encompass every feeling of friendship, love, lust and physical pleasure I was buffeted by, focused on the raw sensations from my cock. I could feel the ridged walls of her pussy rubbing up and down my length, her muscles clenching tight around me.
As she raised her knees up I felt her going just a bit deeper and felt her stretching around the very base of my cock. As I barely brushed her cervix in this position, it triggered the first spark that lit the chain reaction of my climax. I was seconds away from my orgasm when Tim started climaxing. Very soon he was followed by Nella, then me and then Eleanor. I felt my sperm boiling over and coursing through my cock all the way to the depths of Eleanor's pussy. I was looking right into her eyes as I was filling her for the very first time. I knew it wouldn't, not by a long shot, be the last time.



Our bodies were pounded by our orgasms, cries and moans and groans bursting out. I saw Nella beginning to shake as her orgasm faded, her legs unable to hold the position any longer. Moving as if drunk, she slipped off Tim and turned around, mounting him again face to face. I could see his sperm glistening on his cock before she guided it back in with a very wet sound. We found ourselves again in the same position; two couples who had just become a foursome. More contended than ever before, we collapsed into two messes of intertwined limbs on the couch.
***
And that is exactly how Connor found us a few minutes later, soon followed by Rinette. They both came out of their rooms dressed, albeit lightly, but upon seeing us they quickly disrobed. All pretenses of decency and inhibition were forgotten. It's strange how this intense moment of love, this daring attempt at opening the strict confines of traditional love, served as the spark for our very first orgy.
Connor and Rinette joined us on the couch and they were surprised by the news we shared with them. Then, as Connor grabbed both of Nella's breasts from behind, we all laughed and the mood changed. The noise level too. Our moans soon turned into cries and a few shouts of intense pleasure. The rest of our friends came out of their rooms looking very sleepy, yet they all had soft smiles on their faces. Clothes were discarded, and eventually the couch was pushed against the wall. We all found some place on the soft rug, the one I had first enjoyed with Rinette.
Some time later, I was given one of the most memorable experience of my sexual life as Hope and Nella gave me a breast bath. Someone had opened a bottle of lube and, kneeling on either side of me, both women looked at me as they lathered up their breasts. That transcendent feeling of being overwhelmed with smoothness and femininity was one of the highpoint of this orgy. I tasted quite a few other pleasures, but somehow this special moment stuck.
At one point after that, as I felt Rinette's orgasm rock her as I held her in my arms, I looked around the room and saw the lewdest scene I had ever seen in my life. Yet under the moans and sweat was the friendship and love that had been growing for years. The first true bloom had been six months ago, and now, in the deepest of winter, it was blooming again. The winter bloom that would forever define our group of friends.
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Note: this story has been written many, many years ago and got lost somehow. I just found it again and decided to publish it anyway. English isn't my first language, and I apologize for the mistakes.
I groaned out loud as my wife was squeezing the base of my cock with her impressive pussy muscles. "Stop that Jonathan! You're going to wake Elly!" She whispered, smiling. She was on top of me, naked and sitting straight above and around my cock. Covered in sweat, long gold-red hair plaster all over her neck and shoulders, with a grin on her face the size of the crescent moon. She had just made me cum for the third time tonight and was mightily proud of it. Her big, large breasts still had the red marks my fingers left a few minutes earlier. So did her ass, most likely. After a few minutes regaining our breathing, Helena got up and went to the bathroom to clean up.
Since Helena dyed her hair three weeks ago, our sex life took a sharp turn for the best. Somehow seeing herself as a redhead, albeit a golden one since her natural colour is blonde, was making her extremely horny. For the seven or eight years before that small change, our sex life had been on a steadily declining slope. Our nightly romps came farther and farther apart, while their intensity and variety was also dwindling. But as it stood now, I was a really happy man.
I always has been into full grown women: don't give me those adolescent-looking girls with no hips and small little breasts. My wife at 38 was still one vividly beautiful woman: big breasts that were still fighting gravity pretty decently, large round hips and an equally round ass, and not to forget: those powerful thighs of hers. This is what had caught my eye (and my cock's attention) back at college, and this is why the new bloom in our sex life was so wonderful. Work, Elly's rocky adolescence and 17 years of marriage had put a dent into the passion we had known through our first ten years together.
A dent in Helena's passion, I must specify: I was still as horny as when I was a young man. I never cheated on Helena, but without the internet I would have ruined myself on porn. As it was I had a very full secondary hard-drive stuffed with every kind of movies. As I enjoyed fully developed women, most of the movies have been chosen on that criteria. But for variety's sake I also downloaded movies with interracial sex, legal teens, older women, BBW and even a few gay movies. Didn't watch those last very much, but who knew when my tastes could broaden up?
But during those last few years, I stopped watching teen movies: my daughter has been steadily transforming into a nice young woman. Despite my wife's and my own girth, Elly was a slim girl, thin, with smallish although nicely rounded breasts, slight hips and thin, model-like legs. I don't know how she managed to have that body. I'm a 6'2", 260 pounds man and my wife had more curves at fourteen than Elly's ever likely to have. A complete mystery. She had my eyes and nose, as well as my straight black hair, so she was mine; no doubt about that.
Anyway, seeing older men making love to girls that had bodies much like Elly's... Well, it was too borderline for me. I couldn't help looking at her around the house or the pool, wearing skimpy bikinis or tight pants... Damn it! she could have *been* in those movies. Strange how kids these days dress, move and tease much like the porn-stars of 15 years ago! I had felt my cock stirring a few times, watching her get out of the pool. I felt weird, but on the other hand I knew that it was perfectly natural: a tight and young girl nearly naked, the more so as her nipples clearly showed through the thin and small patches of spandex on her breasts, and that just *had* to shave her pussy because there's now way that a white bikini bottom so thin would hide any of her pubes.
It was natural that my body reacted, but I knew it was also quite wrong. Each time this happened my face turned red; not from excitement but from shame. What kind of dirty father was I to look at my daughter like this? On the other hand I probably wasn't all that bad because I knew she really liked me. As opposed to most of her friends, she had told me, she could talk to me about most things and loved hugging me or watch a movie in my arms. Yet these days our intimacy was beginning to bother me... It was getting more and more troubling.
Picture this: a nubile young girl, sexually opened and experienced (I guessed, although she had never spoken about it with me), wearing nothing but a tank top and panties lying across your lap while watching a movie. She was my daughter, I wasn't especially into thin girls, nor young girls... But what was I to do? Even now that she was 18 and fully legal and responsible for herself, she was still my daughter! Would be still at 50 years old!
I snapped myself out of my reverie. Helena was now back from the bathroom and she even washed my cock and balls with a warm towel before curling up against me. She was snoring softly two minutes later. I don't know how she could do that: after intense sex, unlike most men, I wasn't able to sleep for a good long while. Thinking back about Elly, I considered the current events that had pushed those troubling thoughts from my mind.
She had just come home from a three week stay at the hospital. A bad mono case that had seen two major complications. I couldn't even remember the names of those complications, only that Elly had come close to dying when she was first brought to the hospital. I remembered carrying her from the car to the urgency ward, realizing how thin and frail she was. The first week had been nerve-racking, incredibly difficult has she had hovered between life and death for two days.
And now, her third day back from the hospital and supposedly out of harm's way, she was sleeping somewhere between 14 and 16 hours a day. Barely eating, she read while awake and couldn't really get out of bed on her own. Concerned, I gently got up from the bed and walked to her room. The door opened without making any noises, but I knew that even if it had, Elly would most likely have slept through undisturbed.
She was there, sleeping soundly on her back. Her breathing was shallow but regular: that what the doctor had asked us to check. As long as she was breathing regularly, things were good. As I did the first two nights, I entered and sat the on the chair at the foot of her bed. It was frustrating to know that I couldn't do anything to help except carry her around. Helena was taking care of her personal needs: going to the bathroom, bathing, dressing her... In her current state I don't think Elly would have minded if I did some of those things, but since Helena was here anyway...
But all that was about to change. The following morning she received a phone call, an invitation to a seminar. As a speaker. She was teaching sociology at the local college, where we met as students 19 years earlier, and they informed her that she had been invited at the last minute to replace another speaker. Great! the chance she had been waiting for! But also bad: the seminars were held across the country! She would have to stay there two full days and nights.
We talked about it and decided that it was ok. I would be able to care for Elly for those two days, not even having to give her a bath unless something messy happened. Even Elly understood the situation and was happy for her mother, knowing how much she had been hoping for such an opportunity. Elly smiled, the first time since she got back home, and whished her the best of luck. Heck, she even joked about my taking care of her. "I think Dad would be more embarrassed then me if he had to give me a bath!" I laughed with her, but I also knew that she was right.
Helena left the following day. Elly had been awake early in the morning and was in pretty good shape. She hugged her mom and wished her luck again. Elly was at her strongest in the mornings, and after that she would become more and more tired. As Helena had given her a bath the previous evening, I didn't have to worry about that. And worried I would have been: Elly insisted on taking her baths alone at first but in less than five minutes she was exhausted from washing herself. So I knew that if something happened that would force me to give her a bath, a lot of unanswered questions would pop up.
Yet a storm was building outside. North-America's north-east was famous for its winter storms, so I wasn't too concerned. On the other hand, what if it grew so bad that it would prevent airplanes from coming in? Shaking my head I laughed at myself and got up to check on Elly. She was in her room, the shutters down but with enough light so that she could read. I asked if everything was ok and then went downstairs to work. I ran a small, one-man business from my basement: wood-working, mostly furniture that imitated antique pieces.
I checked on her often, too often she would laugh softly, but overall our first day alone together went by without any problem. Except perhaps the awkward moments in the bathroom. I didn't see anything a normal father wasn't supposed to, but it certainly was embarrassing just standing there. She wasn't always strong enough to sit down and up without falling down, so we didn't take any chances. Elly saw that I was embarrassed, and simply looked back at me with a small smile. She was probably thinking: "Why should I be embarrassed *now* with everything that's happening to me..."
She hugged me tightly as I picked her up to bring her back to her room. She was hot, as was expected, but I cold distinctly feel her breast against my chest. I couldn't close my eyes while walking, nor shake my head, so I lived with it until I lowered her to the bed. A quick kiss goodnight and I was gone from her room. She must have been surprised because I usually stay there longer, sitting on the chair. But as I was ready for bed and wearing nothing but a pair of boxers, there was no way I was going to stay there with a threatening erection.
As I sat on my bed, my head in my hands, I realized just how bad a time it was for me to have to deal with such problems. Even though I hadn't seen anything improper while she was peeing, I did look at her thighs, trying to see further up. And now, looking at my cock as it peeked from my boxers, half-hard, I was troubled. Stubbornly I tried telling myself that it was this new wave of intense sex with Helena that was causing those reactions. I was getting used to having a lot of sex and my body was expecting it now. I fell asleep, praying that it was nothing but that...
The next day dawned snowy. Very snowy. This was bad, as the airports in the region would probably close if this kept all day long. Well, nothing I could do about that! At ten o'clock Elly rang her little bell to tell me that she was awake. I brought her to the bathroom and this time I didn't try to look anywhere near her. As I was carrying her to the couch for her little breakfast, I was happy: perhaps yesterday was a bad day and now things would smooth down.
Not exactly. Things went perfectly fine until we began listening to a movie. We were sitting on the couch together, Elly leaning on me as was usual, and everything was fine. Then she complained that she was cold. As I was getting up to get her a blanket, she grabbed my arm and climbed into my lap. This was not quite as usual. It had been a few months since she had done it, but now that she was sick she probably didn't mind sitting on her old man's lap.
I didn't mind, well not really in any case. It's just that she was wearing a tee-shirt and hopefully a pair of panties. As she sat on my thighs and settled in, I could feel her panties. I sighed in relief, tried to hide it in a long deep breath. But I could also feel her naked thighs and most of her ass against my skin. Damn it! Why hadn't I put on some clothes! But since Elly was always cold we kept the house temperature higher than usual and with the fire in the hearth, it was often too hot for me and Helena to put too much clothes one...
Now it was fun to see my wife waling around with nothing on other than lingerie or very thin shirts and pants, but it was something quite different to have Elly sitting in my lap while I had nothing on but boxers! Unable to put it somewhere else, I placed my hand and arm on her thigh. Her skin was so smooth, so hot... I closed my eyes in dread when I felt my cock beginning to fill. Damn it! Why couldn't men control this thing! I tried my best to think about other things: baseball, woodworking, the neighbor's cat I had run over last week, my dead mother...
Nothing worked. I tried to breathe normally and decided that the only thing I could do was wait for Elly to feel it. I had no idea what she'd do about it, but I'd weather it, try to explain myself and apologize as best as I could. What else was there to do? What else but to realize that Elly was already asleep in my arms. I sighed again, deeper relief, and even grabbed her thigh to pull her closer against me. Somehow, sleeping like this, she was my little daughter again and not a stirring teen girl. But her thighs *did* feel good in my hand. I caressed her a bit, moving from her knee to the crook of her hip, revelling for the first time in a thigh that wasn't strong and generous. My thumbed hooked in the small fold of skin between hip and thigh and my hand closed on the firm flesh. Young and solid, muscled even...
What was I doing there! I couldn't let my guard down for even a few seconds before that old vulgar guy inside me came out! Damn it! I was going to have to work hard until Helena returned! I needed her to take care of Elly, and to fuck her senseless! I waited until my hard-on receded then carried Elly to her room once more. It was twenty minutes past noon, so even if she had done nothing but watch a movie, it was normal for her to be napping again. Before covering her with the blankets I looked at her legs, hips and even at her panties for a second or two. Then closed my eyes and left!
I spent the afternoon working hard, trying to focus on nothing else than ordinary wood. From the basement window I could see outside: it was still a white blizzard. Perhaps not a blizzard in the true sense of the word, but still more than enough to ground planes. Sure enough, at around seven o'clock Helena called, panicked. She had just learned that her plane was not going to fly tomorrow morning. When I told her that everything had gone perfectly fine with Elly she quieted down. She was very happy about her presentation, but also very worried about her daughter.
After a long talk during which she gave me more advice than I could register, or needed, she said that she would try to catch the first plane available. When I walked to Elly's room I could see that the curtains were drawn, letting in both the dim evening light and the snowstorm.
"That was Mom? She's not coming back tomorrow."
"No sweety." I replied.
"Oh. How did her presentation go?"
"Pretty good actually. She was very happy about that, but sad that she couldn't come back to you."
"That's ok Dad." She looked tired but not really distressed about Helena's delay. "I'm sure we'll manage for another day!"
Her smile warmed me up: she was a good kid! "Of course we will. You want more of my spaghetti?"
"Perhaps a little bit, yes."
"Ok, I'll bring it to you."
I returned a few minutes later with a small bowl for her. She ate it quicker than I thought: perhaps she was regaining her health faster than we expected! We talked a bit about the storm and what was happening in the outside world. It was her expression for the world outside the hospital and our house. For an eighteen year old girl, missing four weeks (and counting) of action was a big deal! I tried to fill her in on what I could. Everything was going great! Until I got up to leave. Then she said the simplest thing: "Dad, since Mom's not coming back tomorrow, would you mind giving me a bath? I'm beginning to smell and I..."
"Uhh, ok, if that's what you want... I'll go... I'll go fill the bath."
As I sat down in the bathroom to adjust the temperature, I realized that I was in shock. Granted, not the kind of shock that leaves you senseless, but nonetheless... Elly had asked me to give her a bath, which implied that I would undress her, lift her in the bath so that she wouldn't slip, watch her in the water, wash her all over... all over. This was going to be really hard. Before going back to her room I picked up my bathrobe and tied the belt securely around my waist: I was not going to let my erection get in the way now.
Elly was sitting in her bed when I came back, and invited me to sit beside her. "Dad. I know this is uncomfortable for you. No, please, don't try to hide it. It's not fun for me either, but I know you love me and that we're going to get through this. I don't really want to be naked in front of you, but right now I don't care. My body is some sick thing right now and I need to take care of it even if I don't want to. So please don't try to look away or pretend that everything's perfectly fine. I know it won't be easy, but let's make this as painless as possible. Is that alright with you?"
"I guess. But, you don't mind being naked in front of me?"
"I do, but not as much as you think. And anyway we have to do this. So don't treat me like I'm a nun... Try to think of me as a little girl not yet old enough to take her bath alone. Remember that time?" she asked with a bright smile.
"I do. We had fun with those bubbles didn't we?"
"We sure did Dad." she smiled again. "I don't use bubbles in my bath anymore, but we could still make this as fun as possible. Ready?"
She opened her arms and leaned into me. I hugged her for a second or two before lifting her up. A few seconds later and we were there, the first test: I had to undress her. Luckily she only had a tee-shirt and panties. Everything happened in a blur after that until she was in the bath. My eyes roamed over her entire body, taking in her small but delightfully beautiful breasts, the long-untrimmed bush that didn't manage to hide a compact pussy underneath, the firm hips and ass so thin and yet so sexy. Then she was in my arms again, naked, vulnerable, looking straight into my eyes as my breath was blowing across her breasts.
She smiled softly when I lowered her into the water. A long sigh of delight as the hot water covered her. Her eyes were closed, she was stretching her legs then twisting her torso to stretch more muscles. When she straightened her arms down and arched her back, her breasts broke the surface and shone with all their innocence. Soft supple nipples; pale red, somewhere between red and pink, were like small crowns on her mounds; young flesh thrusting upwards.
My cock was already hard, already erect as if I was a teenager myself. Luckily my position kneeling beside the bath, as well as my robe, prevented that from becoming a problem. But damn it! I'd never been attracted by thin girls! Why did the first time have to be my daughter? Forbidden lust, forbidden thoughts, forbidden flesh. Yet my body was reacting beyond my will, beyond my ability to control it. A few minutes later the really difficult part began: the washing. As she handed me the soap, Elly said "Dad. Listen to me. You have to wash me, wash every part of my body. We just have to do it. Don't try to spare my feelings and even if your hand touches something it's not supposed to... just keep going. Now's not the time to bother with that. Ok?"
"I'll do my best Elly, but I'm really not comfortable with this..."
"I know Dad, but I need you now."
She was smiling again, trying to make me feel better. If she only knew! I did feel good, and that was the problem. It felt a heck of a lot too good. And then I spotted a big glove Helena sometimes uses. I put it on and rubbed the soap into it. "Do you really have to use that?"



"I think it would be best, yes..."
"It hurts my skin." my daughter said, a hint of pain in her voice.
"Oh."
"...but if you really need to you can use it." she knew I was uncomfortable and was trying to help.
"No, you're right sweetheart. If it hurts you I won't use it."
The smile she gave me nearly melted my heart. While I was soaping my hands up she sat up and turned her back towards me. With one hand she held her hair up so that I could do her neck and back. Well, that was a safe way to start. And indeed for the first few minutes it was relatively easy. Her breasts were only a tilt of the head away, but relatively it was easy. I washed her hair, also easy.
Then she turned to her left so that I was now seeing her breasts from the side. Smallish compared to what I was used to, but somehow the curves were all there, very exciting. Elly looked at me for a second before grabbing my hand. "Dad, let's do this ok?" and then she pulled my soapy hand directly against her left breast. I closed my eyes in wonder at the firm flesh and couldn't help squeezing it. Quickly I opened my eyes and began to wash her properly, but the harm was done. I had felt, and still did, her hard nipples under my fingers and I knew, however wrong this whole thing was, that Elly was excited.
There was no way a sick and tired girl like her, in a burning hot bath, would have erect nipples otherwise. With my other hand on her back to hold her as I washed her front, I kept sliding my hand all over her torso, feeling what I should never been allowed to feel. Her breasts felt like furry animal babies in my hands, cute and irresistible, things that needed to be loved and cuddled. But, trying to confirm my earlier thought, I was also looking at Elly's face: she was flushed, but that could have been the hot water. Her eyes were closed though, and her breathing was deep. Perhaps a little too deep. Was she loving every minute of this just like I was?
Soon we realized, both at the same time, that I had been washing her breasts for way too long. She opened her eyes, smiled, and moved down the bath to lie down. With her legs holding her up, most of her upper body was out of the water. My God I had never seen such a long torso, a long and lean belly. The proportional distance between her breasts and her hips was completely different from my wife. The long and smooth plane was too inviting to resist. I soaped up again and began to caress (and wash, of course) that wonderfully taut belly.
And then the impossible happened. Elly sat up again, only to turn around and get up on all fours. Her small waist, hips and thighs, not to mention her ass and the opened space between her cheeks, were all there, inches away from my face, splendidly on display. Elly wasn't looking at me anymore, keeping her head turned away: shy, or excited?
I didn't much care at this point. My hands loaded up on soap and began washing her lower back. I had to rise up on my knees to reach all the way around her waist, and if ever she looked in my direction, Elly could possibly detect my erection through the robe. Once more: I didn't much care. I was seconds away from feeling her ass, that incredibly tight ass, lean and compact, a small ass that was taking revenge on all those that I had never bothered looking at before.
And then I was feeling it with all the lewdness a father was capable of. I was no longer washing my daughter, I was caressing and mauling her ass with my hands. Her ass, hips, thighs, belly, lower back... I moved and roamed over all those forbidden places, revelling in the silky smooth skin and the pliable and sexy flesh. At one point I even closed both my hands on her cheeks at the same time, grabbing that ass shamelessly.
After a while I had to stop. When Elly sensed that I was pulling away, she cleared her throat and said, in a very small voice: "You're not done Dad. You have to wash... um, in between." This time, even though I was shocked, I didn't loose a single second. I grabbed the soap and quickly placed it back on the shelf. Her ass was still covered in soap so I began there. Seconds afterwards I slid my left hand directly into her crack from above. My index finger felt her anus, then her pussy lips, the little bump of her clit and then her pussy mound. And then back.
As Elly wasn't moving away I slid my hand down again, this time putting more pressure on her pussy. Sure enough the small, delicate pussy split open, letting my finger inside, slipping across her hole. Her wet, lubricated hole. When I pulled back I curled the tip of my finger, hooking it across her clit. Elly twitched, but didn't say a word.
Once again she didn't move after I was done. Encouraged I massaged her ass a few more times before placing my hand directly against her pussy. This time I placed three fingers against it's breadth and began massaging it just like Helena loved. From the bottom, hole-hiding part to the top, where my fingers were sure to stimulate her clit. How long had it been since the last time she had her clit stimulated like this? A month? No wonder she was beginning to squirm. She was trying her best not to show it, and remained perfectly silent, but I knew something was up.
After a while I had to say: "Here you go." and stopped. She took a few seconds to register that I was stopping, and sat back down in the water. She was not looking at me. Not at all. Instead she raised one deliciously long leg in the air for me to wash it. Then the other. And suddenly we were done. Hesitantly, still without looking at me, she got up and waited for me to dry her body. She was beautiful, standing there completely nude, thin and frail yet so sexy with those small breasts and hips... Nicely formed B-cups, the thin waist and hips of the adolescent she still was, the compact bush that she hadn't been able to trim for the last month, and finally the small pussy I had just fondled.
As I was standing up to towel her dry, I'm pretty sure she saw the bulge behind the robe, but she didn't say a word. She had, however, her little smile. She moaned softly as I picked her up in my arms, then held on to my strongly. She nestled her face into my neck and wrapped her arms tightly around my shoulders. When I bent down and kissed the top of her head, I felt her cheeks moving into a smile against the skin of my neck. Well, one thing was sure: she had enjoyed every minute of that bath!
I carried her to her room and laid her down on her bed. When asked, she didn't want me to dress her. I gave her the small cup of medicine that made her sleep for so long. Then I covered her with the blankets, kissed her good night even though it was only 9 o'clock, and closed the door behind me. I went to the living room, sat on the couch and pulled out my cock. How long has it been since it had been so hard? Even though the last weeks with Helena had been wonderful, I was still feeling the years of ordinary sex. Feeling up my sexy daughter was not, in any way, ordinary sex.
I began masturbating and images of Elly and me filled my head. We were doing it every which way in every room, she was glowing with health and passion, was loving every minute of our sex. She loved sucking my cock and balls, loved having my cock inside her every hole and was cumming like crazy... But I stopped my hand seconds before cumming. I had to see her again. I dropped the robe and stood with nothing on but my boxers. And I went to check on my sick daughter. Or, also, I went to check my daughter.
I had left her only fifteen minutes ago but already she was sleeping. Her fore-head felt hot, but nothing to worry about. Then, with my cock sticking straight out of my boxers, I slowly pulled the blankets away from her. She was sleeping on her belly, her arms wrapped under her pillow. Her legs were slightly parted and it seemed to me that her ass was pushed out. But that was probably one of the advantages of having an ass that perky: it always looked sexual even at rest.
Kneeling on the foot of her bed I walked on all four towards her ass. Even in the dim light of the hallway it looked delicious. Too delicious in fact: I knew that if I stayed here a few seconds longer I wouldn't be able to resist. A few seconds later, it turned out that I was right. With my hands on each side of her ass I bent down and kissed one of her buttocks. She still smelled soapy, clean, and her ass was wonderful on my lips. ...then a kiss on the other cheek. ...then the first one again, a bit closer to her cleft.
A minute later I was kissing the spot where her cheeks met, above her asshole. And then, breathtaking seconds later, I was kissing that asshole. And I was still going down, unable to resist. I was very careful, giving her soft kisses. But as the tip of my tongue touched her pussy, I knew I was lost. Soon her cheeks met mine, her ass on my face, and my wide opened mouth allowed my tongue to slip her lips and delve into her pussy. Elly was drenched, wet as I had never seen a girl or woman wet before. As I pulled my tongue back to taste, I smiled: Good Gods my daughter tasted wonderful!
Soon I was pushing my head in further, squashing her ass and roaming up and down her pussy. My tongue reached her clit and pushed hard against it. And then I heard Elly moaning. Soft, breathy and dreamy, but a moan nonetheless. My heart started beating so fast that it hurt, but as she was not screaming in terror or pushing me away, I plunged back in. This time my hands were on her hips, pulling her pussy against my mouth.
Elly didn't move through all this, but neither did she oppose me. Her moans were becoming more loud, but nothing like the moans of a fully awake woman. Was she sleeping still? Was that even possible with a tongue up your pussy? I didn't , didn't care. I was lapping my daughter up, my face buried into her ass, giving as much pleasure as I was taking. My thumbs, large and long on such a small ass, had hooked up and were now massaging it. At one point I lifted her ass upward, making her clit more accessible. I buried my nose in her pussy and began assaulting her clit.
Her moans were now very loud, her body began to shiver, but never did Elly give me any sign that she was awake. I didn't think it was possible for her to sleep through this, but either she did, or she didn't want me to know she was awake. Right now I was lapping her pussy like a dog, scraping her clit with my tongue's entire length and drinking in her juices as much as I could.
All of a sudden Elly was climaxing in my hands, twisting from right to left in her bliss. I slowed my caresses down, moved up to her asshole to tease it a bit while she quieted down. And when it was over she was breathing hard but regularly, apparently sleep. Standing above her beside the bed, my cock on evident display, I cold almost believe that she was asleep. But it was impossible. On the other hand, what if her sickness and medicine *did* make it possible? Should I wake her up? and what if she simply didn't want to face me right now? Had wanted my tongue to make love to her pussy, but was not ready to accept that?
I left her room again, sat back down on the couch in the living room and took thirty seconds to empty my balls all over my belly. My mouth still tasted of her pussy, and I went to bed later still licking my lips.
The following morning, before I heard her bell ringing, has been extremely tense. What had I done? Licked my daughter's ass and pussy until she came? Abused her while she's sick and under medication? I was the one who was sick! But as I opened her door, wearing nothing but my boxers but with no fear of an erection this morning, Elly was smiling deeply at me.
"Good morning Dad!"
"Hello Kitty. Slept well?"
"Great, thanks. I feel a lot better this morning." She was sitting in her bed, a tee-shirt on.
"Hungry?"
"Yes, only if you want to make me eggs!" she laughed with me: we both knew how much she liked my eggs.
"No problem, little princess. Need help getting up?"
"Not really, but since you're here..." she smiled again.
As we were walking to the kitchen, each of my breath was a long sigh of relief. Either she didn't remember, had been really asleep, or was OK with what we'd done. Still a mystery, a bit of a stress, but a lot better than not knowing if she was going to hate me for the rest of my life. As she was reading the paper, while I was cooking, I could see that her nipples were hard again.
"Are you cold Kitty?" Of course I didn't look at her breasts when I asked.
"No? Why?" But she thought about it anyway and looked quickly down.
When her she looked back up again, she was grinning, almost giggling, and her face turned red. I laughed a bit, then turned back to the eggs, slightly embarrassed. I heard her rubbing her breasts through the tee-shirt and somehow the moment was exceedingly erotic. But it was over soon and then we were eating our breakfast.
After that she wanted to watch a movie again, and I happily obliged. With intense feelings of déjà-vu we sat on the couch, her head on my shoulder. But then, much sooner than yesterday, she asked if she could sit on my lap. I know my voice quivered when I replied, but she didn't seem to notice. Seconds later she had buried her face against my neck, not really watching the movie anymore, and had her ass on my naked thighs. Her *naked* ass. I couldn't feel any panties at all, only burning hot, smooth skin.
When she finished moving up and down to find a comfortable position, sliding her thighs and ass on my own thighs, my cock was already hardening. Well, this was it: I had her in the crook of my arm, her long hair free, her long thighs just as free and hot on my lap, and she had no panties! What was the matter with that girl? Did she want to bring me down to hell with her?
But right now I wasn't thinking about hell or sin or whatever else except the feel of her hot body against mine. Her thighs felt like they were on fire, sweat already forming between our skins, and she never really stopped fidgeting and squirming. Her left thigh was in my hand, opened as large as it could. We were father and daughter, but it was becoming increasingly clear that something besides my cock was growing between us. The little minx had probably been awake last night, faking sleep so as to not face the consequences...
Apparently she had thought it all out and wanted more. And *more* is what was growing between my legs. Soon enough I felt my cock growing longer, harder, and definitely moving upwards. A thin piece of cotton was now all that stood between the head of my cock and Elly's young thigh. I could feel her rubbing herself against my glans, growing less and less subtle as she moved. At one point I pulled her even more against me, holding her tight, and reached my fingers down around her thigh. I then pulled on the boxers until my cock slipped through the opening. Burning skin a of young girl, my daughter, moist cock of her father, all ready for her.
We were breathing hard by then, each of our related hearts beating like crazy: we were doing the worst of sins, the most forbidden of acts, and it felt even more wonderful because of that. I kept kissing her head, cradling her little body against me with my left hand. My other hand was still on her thigh, feeling the delicious skin, the lean and firm flesh, the warmth that was radiating from her.
She moved her ass towards my right, bringing her pussy at just the right angle. The distance was still off though, as my hard cock was poking her left thigh, too far away from me and her pussy. Planting kisses on my neck now, she moved down, pushing her ass lower on my thighs. And suddenly we were there, my hard cock resting precisely under her pussy. The feelings were hellishly fantastic, knowing that I was brushing with the impossible, the penetration of my very own daughter.
The sensations were great, but at this angle it was impossible for me to do anything *but* touch that impossible. So with my hand on her hip, curved around it to hold on to her ass, I pulled Elly back towards me, lifting her slightly up in the process. With my fingers so close to her pussy I knew I was forcing her lips open. Carefully timing my movements, I tried to keep her pussy right against my cock as the angle kept getting better and better. At one point Elly opened her thighs a bit, making my task a lot easier.
By then we both knew that there were other and better ways of doing this, but I think that somehow we really didn't want to move, to break the spell. I could have thrown her against the couch on her back and held her thighs opened until I reached the deepest parts of her pussy. But doing that would throw everything into the open. From the outside, except for those last few movements, we were still simply a dad and daughter, watching a movie in each other's arms.
But now I could feel my cock beginning to penetrate her and everything else was forgotten. I slipped lower on the couch, allowing her right hip more movement against my belly. And then I realized that my arms were all that kept her from impaling herself upon me. I groaned as I let her go, drowning in the feelings of another woman's pussy slipping around my cock, a thin, sexy waif of a girl impaled, a daughter penetrated by her father. And there I was, inside her, inside that incredible tightness of a fresh pussy, empty of a cock for the last few weeks.
Her insides were burning hot just like the rest of her, dripping wet and more than ready to accept me. As her ass smoothed itself against my thighs and belly, as her weight made the penetration as complete as it could, and as her moans once more reverberated inside our home, I felt like I was in heaven. For now my hand on her ass and my hips were driving our slow penetrations. Her legs were now closed once more, each thigh rubbing her clit as they scissored up and down against each other.
"Oh Daddy... Ooohhh... this feels so good..."
"I know Kitty, I know... you're wonderful princess..."
Things just couldn't get better than this: I was fucking my young daughter, feeling her tight pussy stretching to its limits around my cock, feeling her writhing all over me, feeling her whole body moulding itself against mine. When she raised her face towards me, I bent down and kissed her, kissed her like I should never have. I tasted her lips, her tongue, the depths of her mouth as we opened up to each other.
With the litheness that only teenagers have, she lifted her right knee, sliding it upwards against my chest. We broke the kiss only long enough for her knee to pass, and then she was straddling me. Her tee-shirt broke the kiss as well, disappearing to the floor. We kissed that way for a long time, her naked breasts against my chest, her clit mashed against my pubic bone and my cock buried inside her. My hands were locked on her firm buttocks, the small piece of ass that was somehow even more glowingly sexual than the larger asses I'd been looking at all my life. When she pulled back and moaned out loud, holding on to me with her hands around my shoulders, I saw her fully: her small breasts wiggling and her lean stomach crunching forward with each thrust, her ass sliding back and forth against my thighs, rolling around from side to side... My little Kitty knew how to fuck!
But soon she was too tired to continue. I Grabbed her into my arms, keeping my cock firmly rooted inside her, and carried her to her room. I pulled her off and laid her down on her belly, reliving last night's scene.
"Are you going to go all the way now Dad? Or are you going to wait for me to wake up?" she giggled.
"Oh no, not going to wake. You're going to get even more than you already got little girl."
I got on all four above her ass and lowered myself all over her. My cock was nestled between her buttocks, warm and wet, and I pulled back until its head feel against her hole once more. Pushing up with my legs I penetrated her again, filling her pussy. Pressing her clit against the bed with every thrust, I began fucking her properly. Hard and strong, pushing gasps and moans from her mouth. At one point I slipped my hand beneath her and began rolling my fingers against her clit.



She was now matching my plunges by raising her hips, now that my fingers were taking care of her clit. I was covered in sweat and was now sliding easily on her thighs, ass and back. From the carnal lust of a father for his daughter, things turned hotter and wetter as I was driving Elly's body to its limits.
Shocking me I felt and heard her climaxing, twitching and groaning underneath my body. My little girl was an orgasmer! A young thing with a hair trigger, an easy climax! I pushed my own penetrations to the limit, driving into her with everything I had. And with my fingers directly on her exposed clit, I was making her ride her orgasm all the way. I bit into her shoulder when I felt my own climax approaching, and it seemed to send her into another crest, another level of pleasure.
Burying my face in her hair and against her ear, I asked her:
"Do you want my to come inside you sweetling? Do you want you dad's cum inside you?"
"Oh yes, God yes! Fill me with your seed... Fill me... fiiilllllll meeeeeeeeeeeeee..."
She screamed her answer, the idea of my cum in her pussy triggering another small quake inside her. Soon I stopped fucking her and merely drove intense thrusts of my cock inside her, spasms of orgasms, jets of sperm. My sperm. Inside my daughter. And dear God did it feel good! I was spending my cum inside my daughter, between her pussy lips, filling her body with the seed that created her only 18 years ago...
I was trashing above her, too much pleasure racking my body. She was still moaning, her drenched hair plastered all over her back as she tried to com to terms with the pleasure she was suddenly feeling. Over a month of sickness and now this deluge of pleasure, as if in revenge, overflowing inside and outside.
I sat up above her ass, still buried inside her, and began massaging her ass once more. With our mingled sweat the sensations were wickedly good. I then guided my massage higher, smoothing the muscles in her lower back, then shoulder blades and finally her neck. She moaned through it all, half orgasmic bliss, half physical release. She needed rest, and I knew that she would sleep deeply through the afternoon without medicine.
When I pulled out my cock I looked down and saw something amazing: my cock slipping out of my daughter freshly fucked pussy. Her small sex was now all distended, red, glistening, and most importantly, dripping with my white cum. The sight of her small ass, puckered anus and cum-dripping pussy made my heart skip a few beats. This was one of the best moments of my life, fucking my daughter for the first time, loving her fully, completely. Knowing that she felt the same way about me, having pushed the limits of our relationship, father and daughter... So much more now.
With one final grab at her pert ass, I lay down beside her. She kissed my shoulder and fell asleep seconds later. I lied there, wonderfully contented, knowing I had discovered a whole new side to my life, something I had never thought possible. I got up, fetched a warm, wet towel and cleaned her from head to toe once again. I even finished up with my tongue, driving it back to where things had really begun yesterday night. I looked at her once again before closing the door, knowing I would be allowed to come back to her; welcomed, wanted. Soon. Very soon.
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After five hours of hard work on my old car, a 1968 Dodge Charger, I finally pulled out of the garage with a purring, stable engine. Three months ago, when I finally put my hands on a decent 440 engine, I decided to upgrade the old 383. It took a few more weeks of work to get it working right, but here I was, finally driving the monster I had wanted. The paint job was already just about perfect and so was the interior and undercarriage of the car. As soon as I could get out of this city, I was going for a long ride. Smoothly, of course, to break-in the new cam gently, but I was not planning on getting out of the car for many hours.
I learned a few minutes later that this long ride was never meant to be. It wasn't the car, but the traffic. I had almost forgotten just how badly I hated the city for this reason. What should have been a two hour drive had turned into five, and I soon realized that I was trapped in a large, bumper to bumper, rush-hour traffic jam. My only consolation was that all this idling was very soft work for the new cam. I couldn't do more than take what I thought was the shortest route and accept the many thumbs-up, as well as a few frowns, the car was attracting.
Suddenly, above the sound of the engine I heard the distinctive sound of a didgeridoo and remembered that today was Earth Day. Looking as far as I could up the road, I made out a large group of people celebrating by teasing and chiding all of us stuck drivers. Smiling and sighing at the same time, I knew I was going to get more than my fair share of comments driving my monster. Soon enough, some of the hippies saw me and a general call-to-arms seemed to have been given. I tried explaining that this was a car only for special occasions and that my daily ride was a Prius. When I pulled out the registration for the Prius, one of the hippies laughed and shouted to his friends that I had printed a fake registration.
Laughing despite myself, I shook my head and tried to wait patiently. From the corner of my eye, as I was trying to ignore the crowd of hippies, I saw a bright red object weaving towards me through the throng. Looking more carefully I saw an amazing pair of breasts hidden under a red top, suddenly appearing between two people. Because of my job, I knew that sometimes our mind could play tricks on us. For example, being a healthy, heterosexual guy, I knew that I would rate a women more beautiful than she actually was if I only saw her in a quick flash. But try as I might to be critical of the image of those breasts, I couldn't find any flaw except that they appeared too big for the underlying frame.
As the mystery pair of breasts reappeared and floated closer to me, I was shocked to see that my mental image of them had indeed been flawed. The fact that it had been incorrect wasn't what shocked me. Instead, it was the fact that the breasts I was seeing directly in front of me were even more wonderful than I had thought. They were, in fact, simply impossible. If this stunning girl had been sitting, I would have been ready to swear that she had implants. Their proportions were outrageous, yet walking as she was, I could see them dance; their unpredictable yet smooth reactions to the fight between her movements and gravity. As the pretty, young girl walked closer, I realized she was rather thin. The red top turned out to be a long summer dress that hugged her body from those breasts to her hips. Still, my mind reeled reconciling that lithe body with those breasts.
I knew she had begun talking as soon as she bent down towards me, but I couldn't hear a thing. I'm a professor and I'm used to being surrounded by quite a few very pretty and sexy students, a few of whom had actually tried to seduce me, either for a better grade or the thrill of getting the prof. Despite years of training, I was very glad to have my black shades on. It took me a solid two seconds before I could tear my eyes away from the ridiculous cleavage in front of me. Two seconds when you're lying in bed trying to find sleep isn't significant at all, but two seconds spent gawking lewdly at a girl's cleavage, especially when that girl is busy insulting you, is quite another matter.
As her insults began penetrating the thick haze of red lust that surrounded my mind, I felt the rest of my mind getting ready for an argument. In a sense, you could say that my entire adult life had been a preparation for this fight. I had been breathing, eating and sleeping philosophy since I left high school, and have now been teaching it for about ten years. Arguing about anything and everything for an hour, then enjoying trying to defend the opposite position had been one of my greatest joys for many years.
It was ironic, looking into the eyes of a girl at least fifteen years younger than me, that I knew that I was going to lose. That girl's face l was beautiful enough to turn heads, but through our discussion, as my car couldn't move more than three meters at a time, I quickly understood that her breasts and the raw sexual energy she radiated would get the better of me. And soon I surmised that she knew exactly what she was doing with that tight summer dress, bent towards me like this. Worst of all, I'm pretty sure that she knew she was going to win our argument.
Still bent towards my car, her face very close to me, but still speaking very loudly, she kept going on repeating the same memorable words: "Don't you care about the planet?" or "Don't you see how humans are dominating this vulnerable world of ours?" And her best: "That car's CO2 is being shoved down the Earth's throat! Would you like to have poison shoved down your throat?" Frustrated as I was, all I could think about was that I really wanted to shove my cock down her throat to shut her up.
I could have replied with the easy criticisms that popped into my head. She was spouting unwarranted generalizations, trying to force me into false dilemmas, using the slippery slope and complex question fallacies, and was using unverified opinions as fact. Had I been in my office grading her paper, I would have flunked her utterly, but I wasn't in my office, and I wasn't grading her paper. Instead, I was trying to keep my cool as my blood was beginning to boil.
Frustration and intense arousal wasn't a mix I was used to, but later I would concede that it was a heady combination. Covered by a thin sheet of sweat, her cleavage was glistening, and she kept moving about, straightening up before bending back down as I was forced to stop my car. I was being hypnotized by her breasts, all the while irritated by her weak arguments and presuppositions about my own actions and beliefs.
When she repeated her "Shoving down the planet's throat." platitude one last time before I was free of her, I gripped the wheel hard, doing my best to refrain from getting out and deepthroating her right there. I'd had the immense pleasure of having this particular sex feat performed on me only once before. Well, a few times before, but only with one woman. While those moments were amazing, the rest of the relationship was not and in the end, I didn't have many good memories of her except for the sight of my entire cock going inside of her mouth.
That, and the fact that she had a red couch. She would lay down on her back with her head hanging down just over the arm rest. Seeing her naked body reclining on the couch was wonderful, but seeing her delicate throat being stretched by my cock from the inside was just...
I snapped out of my little reverie and felt my cock beginning to harden from the visual and cognitive stimulation. As the traffic eased up and I saw that I could take the next turn, I took my shades off and winked at her before making my tires squeal a little. It earned me a fiercely angry look from her, and a chorus of boos from the rest of the hippy crowd, but I was laughing as I rode on. It was a cheap pleasure, and some of the most influential authors in moral philosophy would have shaken their heads at me just then, but I didn't care. I had lost the argument badly, but I was left with an erection born of lust and anger, and I couldn't help grinning about the fact that I had made my tires squeal in front of them. It was totally childish behavior, yet somehow totally worth it.
I spent the following week trying not to think about that red-dressed, long haired and heavenly breasted hippy girl. I surprised and amused myself, as I was talking about this girl to a friend, by telling him just how close those breasts had come to making me believe in god. Try as I might, she seemed to pop into my mind many times each day.
Once I even caught myself trying to find her on Earth Day websites. I knew, rationally, that any photographer would have captured her, and that any environmentalist webmaster would have placed such a picture on his site. On the other hand, I wasn't sure what I was trying to accomplish by finding her, or what I'd do with an actual image of her and her breasts.
On a rainy Wednesday, I fled to the college's library leaving my phone and laptop in my office. Libraries were quiet places and I knew I would be able to read and work in peace. How wrong was I! Sometimes, even an atheist has to admit that the world presents us with improbable, no better yet, with impossible coincidences. After a couple of hours of quiet work, in this huge room with only about a dozen, very motivated students scattered around, I looked up and saw the same girl!
My initial reaction wasn't that of recognition though. At first I grinned, stunned by the coincidence of seeing two girls with preposterously magnificent breasts in the same week. But as I looked up at her face, I was shocked to recognize her as that hippy girl. She didn't look like a hippy at all. Instead, she was wearing an old Iron Maiden tee-shirt and those long leggings that girls aren't ashamed to wear in public these days. Looking at her sideways as I was, I was graced with an unobstructed view of her legs and ass. If the leggings she was wearing had been skin colored, she would have looked completely naked from the waist down. Her legs were nice enough, and she definitely had womanly hips and a full, round ass, yet my eyes were drawn upwards.
Her shirt was very old and very clingy. My guess is that she got it when she was much younger, and while the shirt had aged and became worn, her growing breasts managed to keep it looking taut and firm and perky and absolutely mouth watering... Hmm, I have to admit that I was far more interested in her breasts than the shirt that was hiding them. Then again, why was a hippy dressed like a metal-head, complete with a large leather bracelet and spiky stud earrings? And what was she doing in my library?
When she raised her arms and stood on tip toe to reach for a high shelf, I smiled and closed my eyes for a second. I was convinced that she had seen me and was now teasing me. Leaning back into my comfortable chair, instead of getting up to confront her, I simply enjoyed the show. Those two minutes were amazing, as I watch her bend down, get up, reach for that high shelf again, and lean against the books to read a few paragraphs. At the end of those two minutes, I was convinced of two things: First, I couldn't get up even if I wanted to since my erection would be clearly visible. And second, the girl had no idea I was here.
That second meeting could have ended with her just turning around and moving on, oblivious to my accidental presence. Instead I cleared my throat without even thinking about it. Honestly. She looked up absentmindedly and looked at me for a fraction of a second. As soon as her eyes returned to her book, they looked up again, focusing on me. She had not seen me previously. Nor had she been teasing me. Nor, I had to admit a few seconds later, would have even thought of teasing me.
Instead she dropped her book and walked straight towards me, angry as she had been the week before. This time though, even if her breasts were dancing in front of me, I wasn't in sweet lustful shock. I was here, in my element.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" she asked, barely able to refrain from shouting.
With a slight smile, I replied: "Well, I'm working."
"I can see that, but why are you here? Don't tell me you're thinking of going back to college after spending too many hours flipping burgers to pay for your '68 Charger?"
Laughing gently, I shook my head. "Not really, no." Getting up from my chair, I extended my hand to her and said: "We didn't introduce ourselves the last time we met. I'm Mr. Keating, a philosophy professor here. And you are...?"
"I'm Scarlett..." she said, clearly shocked by the fact that I was a professor.
"And you're here because..." I said in her awkward silence.
"I'm a sociology student..." she said, still trying to get herself together.
"I see... That explains your interest in the Earth Day movement even though you're not a hardcore environmentalist." I replied.
When I saw her eyes flare at my comment, I could see that she was back. "How dare you!" she said, angry again. "There's nothing more important to me than the environment!"
"Then why aren't you studying one of the earth sciences?" I said, whispering despite her own growing voice.
"Well, it's... there's more to life than just one thing! You don't live only for your damn car, or only to teach, do you?"
She did her best to answer, but I was ready this time. "We'll talk about the car later. I know you're not really a green-to-the-core environmentalist because, well, that shirt for one, and your simplistic arguments back at the demonstration." I said.
"What?" she cried, much too loud this time. Her eyes darted between her shirt and my face, trying to understand the link. Failing to do so, she replied: "My arguments were good! You couldn't even reply!"
Grinning now, I said: "Go ahead." and waited like a patient teacher. I was probably enjoying myself too much, and playing the part of the condescending teacher too obviously, but it was fun and allowed me to focus on something other than her breasts.
"As I told you, your car tells me that you don't care about the planet." she said, standing straight and crossing her arms under her breasts.
"Well," I said, calm and prepared this time, "that's an unwarranted generalization. What if I told you that my main car is a Chevy Volt, or that I usually take my bike to work, that my pool is heated with a simple set-up of aluminum cans painted black, that I make recurrent donations to a couple of green organizations, etc... What then?"
"You still have that awful car!" she cried, unable to come up with anything better.
"Yes, of course. But caring for something doesn't mean that you organize your whole life around it." I responded.
At that point we were interrupted when the librarian, a man I knew but didn't particularly like, came and shushed us like children. Scarlett barely acknowledged him, but sat down. As she did, her knee touched mine perfectly innocently. I resumed: "Life is a lot more complex than that. I'm pretty sure, actually, that if we looked into your life," I said, unable to resist throwing a very quick glance at her cleavage, "that we'd find some things that are not as green as they could be..."
"Okay then." Scarlett said, moving closer, her knee touching me once again. "We're still dominating the planet, a very delicate planet!"
"Well in a way, yes. We are dominating it, as we have been for millennia. Do a bit of research on the Anthropocene era, and you might be surprised. As for today and the damage we're inflicting on the planet, two quick things: First, the planet doesn't really care if we drive ourselves to extinction. We, on the other hand, care very much. The danger is to us, as we are fragile. Even if we create a mass extinction as we go down, the planet will keep going and new life will evolve, just like the mammals exploded only when the dinosaurs disappeared. Second, we cannot look at our actions today and think that it's all there is. We are already changing, and our industry and technology are adapting."
Scarlett was clearly taken aback. Of course, when you're shouting these arguments during a protest, surrounded by lots of people who believe the same thing as you, it's easy. Leaning back into her chair, she was obviously searching for another argument. Her eyes lit up as she found one, her classic, and she sat back-up, leaning towards me over the table. As she did, I saw the neckline of her shirt slipping down; way down. A very quick look told me that it hadn't been an accident. One of her hands was still on her lap, probably holding the shirt down.
At the same time she began talking, her knees touched mine again and this time she left them there. "Well, professor," she said with a particular inflection I couldn't quite place, "say what you will, but we're still shoving CO2 down the planet's throat." I swallowed visibly as she said that again. "All that poison forced all the way down her throat... It's unacceptable."  "Yes, but only if can't manage it." I countered "Many countries' CO2 emissions have now peaked, and the use of renewable energy sources is soaring. I think that people have finally accepted the idea that we are most likely responsible for global warming, and now we're changing. We may be shoving that CO2 down the planet's throat," once again, bolder than I usually am, I took a very brief pause and looked at her own throat. "but it doesn't mean that it's all bad and that she can't learn to like it... Sometimes domination can be good..."
That wasn't what I wanted to say at all, and I felt a pulse of fear shaking me. Had I gone too far? It didn't even make any sense in the context of the planet! Shit! But it seemed that my boldness wasn't quite done. As she was trying to make sense of my last few sentences, and before I could stop myself, I added: "Also, this won't work." As I said this, I played with my own shirt's neckline. When she opened her eyes wide in surprise, I saw that she knew she had been caught. "You are a very impressive girl, Scarlett, in more ways than one." After a brief pause, I added. "In any case, I have to leave. There's a car show this weekend. I'll be there with my Charger and if you're interested, I'll show you how much fun domination can be."
As I said all this, I unmistakably rubbed her knee with mine. After that, I got up and left. I heard her turning around on her chair, probably too stunned to say anything, but I didn't turn around. I was tempted to do so only to wink at her again, but I resisted. As I ran down the many stairs in front of the library, I couldn't help grinning and laughing. I had gone way too far, and I had no doubt in my mind that she had understood all of my barely veiled comments at the end. Had I really said that I would like to teach her how domination and deepthroating could be good? No, I hadn't... had I? No, definitely not... Nonetheless...
I was still laughing as I rode back home in my Charger. And it's only then that it hit me: Scarlett had known exactly what year and model my car was. That requires a good eye and a pretty good knowledge of muscle cars. That little bitch probably came to hassle me just to see the car! The gall! I was laughing, hoping and fearing another meeting with her. It was in her hands though. She knew my name and where I worked, and I had even invited her to the show. I had already planned on spending both weekend days at the show, more than enough time to look at the other cars, spend time with some friends and talk about my own upgraded Charger.
I spent the entire Saturday on a constant lookout for her, completely in vain. As I lay in my bed that night, I felt both thrilled about the possibility that she might show up on the morrow, and foolish for thinking that I had any chance that a spectacular girl like her would be interested in me. Yet I just couldn't stop thinking about her.



On Sunday, at about 2 o'clock in the glorious afternoon sun, I learned that I shouldn't have worried about feeling foolish. While sitting right next to my car in the shade of a huge ash tree, I saw her walking around looking for my Charger. I didn't even entertain the notion that she had come here just to argue or hassle me again. She was dressed like a heavy metal fantasy. She still had her thick leather bracelets and she had added a studded leather necklace to go with her earrings. She had chosen a solid leather top that somehow amplified her magnificent breasts by pushing them even higher than they already were.
She was wearing a laughably short leather skirt, so thin that it seemed to flow like cotton as she walked and emphasized her small waist and the bloom of her hips. She had decided to leave her legs completely exposed which allowed everybody here to see her long tattoo, a black anklet from which a chain grew around her calf, twisting around her leg and transforming into a tumble of black roses on her thigh.
This was not how a girl dresses to make an argument about the planet and evil cars, especially at a car show. Also, looking more carefully at the leather bracelets, I noticed that they each had a small metal loop in them. Somehow still surprised, I realized that these bracelets were in fact handcuffs, most likely used in sex play. Laughing loudly, I got up, staring at the girl who had captured every man's attention. As I sat on the front fender of my car, she saw me and stopped, a neutral expression on her face. Smiling, but not laughing anymore, I crossed my arms on my chest and waited.
Maybe by reflex, maybe because she knew she was the center of attention, her eyes squinted to slit and I had a moment of doubt; had she simply come to argue some more? But as a faint smile transformed her expression, I knew she had not. She walked towards me and stopped very close to me, looking slightly up at me. "So, this is your car?"
I grinned, saying yes. We spent the next fifteen minutes talking exclusively about the car, looking at it from all angles. I knew that most of the men around were looking at Scarlett. Any girl dressed as she was would have gotten an inordinate amount of attention. She wasn't most girls. Instead, Scarlett was an explosion of femininity with an obvious feral streak. From the dark hair she used as a veil, to her eyes which somehow always held your own in a challenge, onto her body and its dancing waves of peak sexuality, unfurling all the way down to her tattooed calf, and finally to the leather she had deliberately chosen, knowing it would unrelentingly garner the attention of all males around her.
She was fully conscious of all this. Even though she seemed completely focused on the car, she was also highly conscious of her posture, the angles and opportunities her movements were offering me and her "crowd". When she was sitting down in the driver's seat, after having looked at the careful restoration, she turned around and gazed straight into my eyes. I was kneeling in the grass just outside, and looked back at her, not sure of what that gaze meant.
She then offered me a small smile, and kept her eyes locked onto mine. She slid her legs apart and proceeded to get out of the car slowly. Even if I accepted her unspoken challenge and held her eyes, I could see that she was opening her legs more than was necessary to get out. With a skirt so short, and her leisurely movements, Scarlett was giving me more than enough time to look right at her exposed pussy. She wasn't wearing any panties. I rose with her, keeping my eyes locked onto hers, smiling. We ended up standing against each other. I heard her make a sound deep in her throat that I couldn't decipher. Maybe I had passed a test?
As she smiled at me, I could feel her leather clad breasts press against my own chest. While I really liked the top she was wearing, right at that moment I wished that she would have put on her red summer dress instead. Had she, I would have felt the smoothness of those breasts against me. As it was, the hard leather top was merely a promise. With no more than five inches separating our eyes, and our mouths for that matter, Scarlett whispered: "Wanna take me out of here and show me how that engine of yours runs?"
Did I ever! I was pleased to see that she almost ran to the other side of the car. For all her calm and confident demeanor, she was clearly very excited about all this. We rode for about twenty minutes to a spot I knew very well. Usually I went there to spend time alone, reading or writing. It was secluded and far from the main roads. I hadn't ever found any indication that other people knew it even existed. It was perfect. After a few minutes of easy conversation, a strange silence fell over us. Anticipation was in the air.
During that silence, after looking all around her at the interior of the Charger, Scarlett turned her head and looked at the back seat. Then she twisted around some more, opening her legs. This time I didn't hesitate. Her skirt didn't stand a chance of hiding anything, and I could see her flawlessly shaven pussy. My heart pulsed with a hard beat, shaking me. Her lips were large and prominent, but they fully hid her inner lips. Only a dark, pink line between them, the color of a candy apple. The show lasted no more than two seconds, but it was more than enough time. Scarlett, looking straight ahead now, said: "That was your reward for earlier..." When I turned to look at her she was simply smiling, still looking straight ahead.
We finally arrived at the spot and when I stopped the car she looked around at this little cove and laughed. "Oh my God, this is perfect!"
"Perfect for what?" I asked mischievously.
"Ha!" Scarlett laughed. "Perfect for just about anything. No! Don't stop the engine..."
I let it run, getting out of the car with her. "Isn't that bad for the planet?"
She didn't take the bait. She only gave me that intense look again, squinting her eyes to slits. Standing up near the front of the car she then looked all around and nodded to herself. After leaning against the front fender, she slowly sat on it, opening her legs a bit. Her eyes closed and her smile was suddenly very different. "This rumble is amazing... Simply amazing. Have you worked on it yourself?"
"Yep... Chose a rougher cam for the big block." I said, captivated by the fact that Scarlett was using my Charger as a vibrator right in front of me.
"I like rough cams." she said innocently looking at some meaningless point behind me.
She gripped her thighs with her opened hands and began caressing them. From her knees to the hem of that little skirt, her hands caressed and massaged those remarkable, nearly naked thighs. She opened up her legs a bit more and began arching her pelvis back and forth, unabashedly grinding her clit on the fender. Looking at me, she said: "I like it when it's rough." as if we were only talking about cams.
"Yeah, I think I got that." I said.
"Really?" she said, uncertain.
Sliding down from the fender, she slowly walked right in front of me before turning around towards the driver's side door. Then, bending over at the hips, she leaned in and pushed her head, then shoulders inside the car. When her thighs pushed against the outside of the door, I stood mesmerized by the sight. Once again the short skirt was woefully inadequate and I could feast my eyes not only on her pussy, but most of her ass as well.
With her legs closed together, her thighs burgeoned into a remarkable pair of well shaped buttocks, her skin as smooth and hair-free as her glistening pussy. Throwing a quick look at the front fender, I could see a wet spot where she had been sitting. Looking back at the amazing sight of Scarlett's ass and pussy offered to me on the shining platter of a '68 Charger, I shook my head and threw caution to the wind.
I unzipped my jeans and pulled out my already hard cock. Walking right up to her I spat a thick glob of spit right onto the head of my cock. I then placed both my hands on her ass, opening up her youthful flesh with my thumbs and impaled the entire length of my cock right into her pussy. That was something I hadn't ever done so suddenly or forcefully in my entire life. I felt a deep thrill as this hippy, metal, Charger-loving environmentalist, fantastically breasted cock tease (because that's what she was) got exactly what she deserved. I was in a trance as my rigid cock slid into her pussy until I felt the warm flesh of her ass press against my thighs and her cervix pushed back against my glans. That's when her scream broke my trance.
I was expecting some sort of groan or moan or even a yell. Just not that type of scream. Scarlett's was a scream of pain and outrage. For a second my mind screamed: "You were wrong!" The horrible thoughts soon followed: Had I just raped this girl? Had I misread her signals? Had it all been in my mind? From the crazy apex of brutal pleasure, I was brought down to the nauseating belief that I had raped this girl I barely knew. "Fuck you, you entitled bastard!" Scarlett screamed from inside my car, her anger and distress clear in her voice. I felt myself shrivel both inside and out.
A second later I was shocked again to hear her laugh. "You bastard polluting Charger driver!" She was laughing again, pushing against me to prevent me from pulling out. "Don't pull out, damn you!" My mind simply blanked out at that point, having been thrown in too many directions at once. She brought me back into focus soon enough. "That little second of dread you just felt, that was punishment for dominating me in the library." she said, her voice now free of the faked pain and outrage. That little second, as she said it, would probably cost me a few years of life! "Now, professor, I'll say it again one last time: Fuck me, you bastard!"
I was reeling again as the roller coaster of emotions wasn't done. I laughed, was shocked, couldn't understand what was happening. Utter pleasure, pits of despair, complete shock and now I was feeling a volcano of desire and power, an irresistible, bulldozing hunger for this girl. The pulse of blood in my cock actually hurt. I had never, ever, in my entire life felt anything close to what I was feeling right then. It was as if my entire body was on fire both inside and out.
I've felt intense desire and lust many times in my life, for indecently ripe girls when I was younger and for some incredible women that fascinated me with the wonders of their bodies and splendors of their subtle minds. They seemed like blow-up dolls just then, all of them. I was going to take this girl, and take her again, keeping her chained to the car if I had to.
I grabbed her hips and whispered in what voice I could find: "You think that was dominating you?" and stopped there, punctuating my sentence with a violent thrust. This too was a first. I'd been intense in bed before, but never violent. The wild ride of emotions and ideas fell away as the raw physical sensations overwhelmed me. My cock felt more alive and acutely sensitive to the feeling of her flesh. I felt as if I was able to feel every nook and cranny of her pussy, every bump and fold as well as every spasm and contraction of her muscles.
I was barely able to recognize myself, looking down at my cock and belly, as I fucked her with every ounce of energy that I could muster. She had to have been hurting, with me pounding into her from behind, squashing her thighs against the hard metal and yet her screams and moans were born out of genuine and unmistakable pleasure. For a brief instant I reminded myself of the muscular jocks who were with the most beautiful girls in high school, jocks who I felt were no more than beasts, unable to satisfy what those beauties really wanted. It was now me with the big car, fucking this young beauty, driving into her like a mindless beast bent on only achieving climax.
Yet I wasn't a high-school jock. Despite my intensity and the rage-filled lust that was compelling me, I knew this energy was feeding Scarlett's desire as well. Holding on to whatever she could inside the car, she was pushing back against my each and every stroke, finding a way to match my intensity in this most submissive of positions. I felt hot, working like a horse towards a very real and concrete end. I knew my skin was flushed with the rush of blood, rushing with so many basic and primitive hormones throughout my body. Like a dearly expected dawn I felt the first glow of my climax growing from my cock.
I was about certain I could cum and keep fucking her, but I wanted my orgasm to be as intense as it could be. Breaking off this first round of sex I pulled my cock out of her hot, tight pussy and began to pull her out of the car. Standing in front of her, looking down into her eyes with my cock still pulsating in front of her belly I said, in a level tone: "I want to see you naked." Scarlett simply obeyed and in less than a minute she was standing completely naked in front of me. No teasing game, no striptease, no unnecessary movements.
Gloriously naked, blindingly naked. Her breasts were just as incredible as I had imagined: too big for her frame, yet all natural and youthful enough to defy any and all laws of man or nature. Wide and thick and deep, they seemed to be frozen in the act of surging forward, her large aureoles and nipples pointing right up at me, as if driven by an inside force. Her sweat and labored breathing only added to her bewitching appearance.
Normally I would have knelt and enjoyed her amazing body for a long while. However today, under these circumstances, all I said was: "Now undress me." in that same level tone. She didn't blink, she didn't waste a second. After pulling my tee-shirt off, she knelt in front of me and removed my shoes, socks, pants and boxers. Looking up, her opened mouth inches away from my turgid cock, she waited for my word. "Oh... we'll get to that soon enough. For now, get in through the passenger door and squat down on the carpet." When she rose to comply, I grabbed her arm and pulled her head next to mine. "I'm not going to stop until you say the word." putting emphasis on the word 'stop'.
She replied simply: "I'm not going to say it, professor." with a quick look into my eyes.
Once again I was boiling over with barely contained lust for this girl. She was pushing buttons I didn't even know I had, she was triggering primal urges I had thought tamed and under my control. When I sat in the passenger seat, swinging my left leg over her, she understood what was going to happen. Pushing the back of the seat partway down I reclined and closed my eyes. "Lube it all up with your spit, but don't touch it with your mouth or lips. Once you're done, I don't want to feel anything but—"
I know what you want, professor..." she said, cutting me off. "Never worry about that."
My eyes still closed as I smiled, I heard her spitting on my cock and shivered with pleasure. A few delightful minutes later my cock was fully lathered up. When Scarlett paused, I prepared myself as best as I could for what was to come. After several seconds of silence and stillness I opened my eyes and looked down at her. She was holding my cock with a hand around its base, my glans an inch away from her mouth. "Don't you dare touch it with your mouth..." She looked up, surprised, having been lost in the moment. After a long moment, I continued: "You've teased me too many times with the accusation of shoving my pollution down the planet's throat. Soon, very soon, you're going to get it."
Her eyes and mouth opened wide in surprise, and I was thrilled to see what can only be described as eagerness. For a brief moment she looked down at my cock and seemed to be ready to take it into her mouth. She genuinely looked as if she could barely control her urge to suck my cock."I could reach up and grab a fistful of your hair to prevent you from doing it." I said, slowly, looking at her as she stared at my cock. "And I'm sure you'd like that very much. It's probably what you're trying to make me do, to make make me show you that I'm the man in charge..."
Her eyes darted up for a second, looking too coy. I said "But that would be too easy, wouldn't it? No, instead I'm going to ask you one last time. Just ask. Do not touch my cock with your mouth before I let you do it. Is that clear?" She nodded, then looked up with an expression I couldn't read. Instead of asking her about it I merely rested my head on the seat, closing my eyes again.
In the following stillness, she whispered: "Are you really going to let me deepthroat you?"
Instead of hesitation or even dread, her voice betrayed eagerness. I was shocked again! Luckily for me my eyes were closed. The one woman with whom I'd done this before had made it abundantly clear that it was a huge favor. Now Scarlett sounded as if she were asking me for a favor. The favor of fucking her throat! Controlling the deep grin that threatened to give me away, I replied: "We'll see... Now, stop talking and give me what I want." I heard her giggle like a schoolgirl at the same instant as I felt both her breasts molding themselves around my cock.
Once again I was overwhelmed by this barrage of physical delight and emotional exhilaration. How can breasts be so soft and firm all at the same time? And how could the laughter of a girl I'd spoken to for less than an hour have such a devastating effect on me? As I felt her breasts moving up and down, easily encompassing my girth, my mind blanked out, forgetting all about Scarlett's effect on my mind. After the very noisy sex before, and the intense feelings I had felt for her since she faked outrage earlier, we spent the next few minutes in relative silence.
It seemed that my entire body was defined by that tit job... But "tit job" was so poor a phrase for what I was experiencing. I felt instead as if I was being graced with a profound gift. As conscious of her beauty as Scarlett seemed to be, I'm not sure just how much she realized how amazing she was, how lucky she was to possess such mammaries. It felt raw and crude as I thought about it, enjoying their magnificent flesh, yet that is what it was. Glorious mammalian mammaries, fully ripened and a part of my brain was programmed to desire and enjoy them.
Scarlett soon began to add some variety to her movements, allowing her flesh to twist around, moving up and down yet out of sync, leaning her body from one side to the other slowly, letting more saliva drop down to keep everything well lubricated. She could have simply fucked me, and I would probably have cum in a matter of a minute or so. Instead she chose a rhythm that I could have endured for a long time; a very long time. Had I seen the night sky above us when I opened my eyes, I would not have been surprised, but I did not. What I did see were her own eyes, looking straight up at me.
And it was then, for the first time, that I saw her very first unguarded look. I had been reclining with my eyes closed for who knew how many minutes. Clear and bright, her eyes were devoid of any submission, artifice or any other dissemblance. Her smile was pure as well, and impossibly sweet. It lasted for about a half a second. So quick as to make me doubt what I had seen, but more than long enough to change how the night would end for us. As her eyes found that beguiling look again, the fire inside me flared up again. If the tit job had deepened the layer of glowing embers, it was now time to stoke the flames. When I pushed her hands away from her breasts, she seemed surprised. She asked: "Now, can I suck your cock, please?"
I couldn't contain my groan, yet I replied: "Did I say that you could?"
"No... Sorry professor." she answered contritely.
Without missing a beat, like a panther, she began climbing up on me. It took every damn shred of willpower I still commanded, but I managed to say in the same low voice: "What do you think you're doing?" She was still fully in the game, and she lowered her eyes and stopped. "Get out of the car and go sit on the hood of my Dodge." Just watching her comply, moving her legs over me, feeling one of her buttocks slide over my wet cock, and, of course, seeing her squeezing her breasts with her arms in the process, nearly killed me.



But it was time for me to give something back, domination of not. I followed her outside of the car into the bright light of the afternoon sun, and spent a moment admiring her again. I felt like a moth too close to the flame, but instead of a weak blue light, I was faced with a raging inferno and knew that the heat was life altering to who I was. Her ass was poised on the edge of the hood, her legs crossed, her hands resting on the car on either side of her and her breasts proudly displayed; she was a goddess, and yet such a young chick, so many... too many years younger than me. Someone who I wouldn't even have looked at for more than a second or two, admiring her flawless beauty before moving on.
Yet this chick had awakened something in me, and the fact that she was physically stunning had little to do with it. As entranced as I was by the body my hard cock was pointing at, it was the passion, the intense thirst for life I saw and felt underneath that which had won me over. Of course, I had to admit as I knelt down right in front of her with a smile, it did help that the thighs my head was going to burrow between were so creamy, firm and voluptuous. Scarlett seemed a little surprised as I parted her legs, forcing her to lay back on the hood of the car. "I don't want to hear a thing from you until you climax. Is that clear?" I growled.
In the silence that followed, as the minx was obeying my command to the letter, I dove in. Beginning gently, I grabbed her lips with my own, teasing her flesh with my tongue. After biting her very inner thighs I came back to her pussy, this time leading with a firm tongue. As I explored further, my intensity increased and soon enough, once she was already writhing around me, I pushed my tongue inside her. Keeping pressure on her clit with my upper lip, I opened my mouth as wide as I could and locked on.
She had no idea that the feeling of being squeezed between a pair of thighs was a huge turn on for me. I had difficulty breathing, but I didn't care, and made the most of the opportunities I had. During one of the longest stretches of cunnilingual apnea I had ever experienced, feeling her hand on my head I had the first hint that she probably also liked playing the dominating partner. I knew that she knew I couldn't breathe, yet she kept me there.
When I couldn't take it anymore, I placed my hands under her ass and got up. Her thighs opened and she managed to control her groan of surprise as I pulled her up. Tall as I was, I was holding most of her body in the air with nothing but her shoulders and head on the car. Looking down over her belly, I saw her head thrown back and mouth wide opened. Seconds later she froze, then squeezed my head again before letting out what must have been a deafening scream. Smothered again by the soft skin of her thighs I heard it as if from underwater.
I felt the sweat from her thighs as she contracted just about every muscle in her body, then the rush of heat and juices all over my mouth and face. My upper lip never left her clit, and I was trying to push my tongue as deep as it would go inside of her. I wanted to fit my entire head...no my entire body into that girl. I wanted to be inside her! Eventually her wild climax spent itself despite our best attempts at keeping it alive. I lowered her gently, her legs letting go of my head, and shook as her pussy slid all the way down my chest and belly. As I dropped her gently on the hood, I felt my cock against her ass, then felt it being pushed down until it slapped back up.
My hand on Scarlett's hips, her thighs parted, her ankles now on my shoulders and my cock just above her pussy, I could have taken her again right there. Yet I had other ideas. Resting on the car, Scarlett was looking at me. Staring at me rather, not sure of how to fit this long cunnilingus into our play. Even though she was still breathing hard, I told her to turn around on the hood. Her sharp intake of breath told me that she had momentarily forgotten about what was coming.
Once turned around, her head on the edge of the hood, I spread my legs until I was low enough. Grabbing her by her armpits, barely aware that my fingertips had grazed her breasts, I pulled her towards me until her head tilted backwards. Spreading her legs wide, she looked up at me and proceeded to slip both her hands under the small of her back. Utter vulnerability. She knew exactly what I wanted to do and instead of guiding and limiting me with her hands, she was telling me that I could do anything.
Gauging the height of my cock one last time, I looked down at the tableau in front of me: From a stunning, nasty mouthed hippy on the street to this naked sex goddess on the hood of my car, Scarlett had given me the wildest ride of my entire life. Even now, knowing exactly what was coming, I shook when she opened her mouth. As the tip of her tongue touched my cock, I grinned what I knew was a wolfish grin. No more teasing now, Scarlett opened wide and sucked the head of my cock. After pausing to squeeze her lips tightly just around it's base, she increased the suction dramatically, as if she wanted to draw even more of my blood into my cock.
Her tongue twirling and twisting all over my most sensitive flesh, Scarlett soon released the suction and opened her mouth wider. I placed both my hands around her nape, guiding her head with the palms of my hands and placing my thumbs around her delicate neck. If I had penetrated her dripping wet pussy in a single stroke, I was not about to attempt the same thing here, despite the fact that every instinct in my body was screaming at me to do so. Her hands remained tucked underneath her, but I could feel her moving her head to find the right angle and accommodate my girth.
Her blowjob had been delightful, but when I felt her tongue suddenly sliding upwards over the top of my cock, I knew it was my signal. Scarlett took a deep breath and I pushed in. Coated as I was with her saliva, I felt my slow thrust first touching, then pushing against the back of her mouth before continuing for a few inches down her throat.
The first time most guys have anal sex, they expect something distinctly different from regular pussy penetration. It is different, but not as much as most of us think. The intense pleasure some men have during anal sex comes in large part from the naughtiness or the fact that it's rare and special.
Deepthroating was another beast altogether. It's both rarer than anal sex for most of us, and it is distinctly different. While Scarlett's throat was opening around my cock and letting me go as deep as my length allowed, it was definitely more rigid than a pussy or asshole, completely incomparable. In addition to those unique sensations, the fact that I could look down and literally see her throat wider than it had been a minute ago was blowing my mind.
As I pulled out, seeing that delicate throat contract again, Scarlett released her breath and laughed. "You can stay much longer than that, Professor..." And so I did. After I pushed all the way in, until my balls spread around her nose, I began fucking her mouth slowly. Holding her head steady I pushed in and out, my mind buzzing from the sensations, yet always keeping my cock in her throat. Looking around, I couldn't believe that this was really happening. I was deepthroating a gorgeous, wicked girl on the hood of my Charger like there was no tomorrow.
When I heard her make a small sound, I pulled out and let her breathe once or twice. Just before I plunged back in she said: "What are you waiting for?" She didn't have time to finish, and I was too far gone to pull out again so soon. My entire focus was my cock and this amazing moment. I could feel every inch of my cock going down her throat, slowly pushing in and out. The next time I pulled completely out she managed to finish her thought: "Why aren't you fucking me?"
When I understood what she meant I moved back a bit and knelt in front of her. Looking straight into her inverted eyes, I asked: "You sure about this?"
Laughing, she replied: "Don't you quit on me now Professor... You need to take me now. Now!" she screamed, laughing again.
When I straightened up again, I placed my right hand around her neck again, and used the other to guide my saliva-dripping cock back into her mouth. This time I pushed all the way inside harder, to the point where my balls hurt when they met her nose. Instead of moving my left hand back to her nape, I grabbed one of her breasts firmly. No. I grabbed it violently. Pulling my cock out again, I found my low, level voice again and simply said: "Breathe deep."
As soon as she did I pushed back in and, for the very first time in my life, began to truly fuck a throat. Her knees pulled up reflexively but until I heard her trying to scream or saw her hands moving from under her, I was not going to stop. My mind was barely able to keep up with everything that was going on, this ridiculously intense moment when a fantasy I didn't even know I had was coming to life, coming to life right around my cock.
Soon I had both my hands on her breasts, holding them and mashing them between my fingers as if they were nothing more than plastic sex toys. They weren't. They were fully ripened pearls of wonderful flesh belonging to a mind bending girl. On the other hand, my cock was deep down the throat of this mind bending girl, and she was now completely mine. We soon found a rhythm that would let me drive myself mad with pleasure and let her breathe at the same time. My feet spread wide, my hands using her breasts as leverage, I was fucking her like I was about to die.
And I could have. Fucked her until I died, I mean. Just about the only coherent thought in my mind was that I never wanted this to end. Yet my mind wasn't really in control at that moment. The rest of my entire body was in a headlong rush to what was going to be a glorious and legendary climax. When I felt its first hints and deep glow, I had a crazy moment of fear. Seconds later, when I felt this glow spread from my cock and balls to my belly, I began laughing. As my pleasure crested the sky-high plateau of pleasure, I felt myself dissolve into my climax.
My entire being, from my toes to my head, from my body to my mind, was nothing more than a conduit for my pleasure and my cum. I felt the raging torrent of cum flowing from my balls into my cock and spurting uncontrollably into her throat. I had the most prodigious pair of breasts in my hands, but for the moment they were forgotten. I was nothing more than my climax, nothing more than this deepthroat connection of jetting sperm.
When my body, Scarlett's body and the rest of the world came back to my awareness, I realized that I was still laughing like a madman. As I pulled out to let her breathe, I felt my legs shaking, utterly drained by the massive orgasm that had just rocked me. In a daze I saw Scarlett rolling over and getting off of the car. Then, as if I'd had a very small blackout, I suddenly saw her kneeling beside me, a smile on her face, but with obvious concern as well. Sitting on the ground, I felt her hands holding mine and her eyes gazing right into mine.
Laughing again, I took a deep breath and lay down in the cool grass, pulling her with me. Seeing that my eyes were now clear, she grinned and rested her head on my chest. As we both regained our breathing, she joined me in this half-crazed laughter. I said: "You, my dear, are above and beyond comprehension." I saw her turning her head to look at me with a nice smile, still edged with an undercurrent of sexual awareness. I took one last deep breath and added: "I don't know you at all and so I don't know if this is normal or regular for you..." Her smile didn't change, if anything it became even more sexually charged. "But this was completely unique for me."
I slipped my arm under my head to look at her more easily. "By this, I don't mean the sex. It was mind blowing, don't get me wrong. But you've changed me. We've barely spoken to each other besides the arguments about the planet, yet I am not the same man as I was a week ago." Now her smile changed. Slowly Scarlett sat up, her naked legs crossed right next to me. I asked: "Did you know the effect you were having on me? You were supposed to be a waif of a girl, a sexy hippy that suddenly turned into a metalhead that likes classic cars. I've spent my entire adult life thinking about the meaning of life, human nature and many other things."
Scarlett was still smiling at me, listening to what I was saying. One of her hands was on my thigh, caressing me softly, but in silence. Laughing again I added: "I'm sure I'm not the first boy or man to go on like this after a night of amazing sex with you. And I won't lie to you, I am completely drunk on you right now." She laughed. "When you teased me into dominating you, you showed me facets and depths of myself I hadn't ever known were there."
A slight pause then, because my next sentence was going to be different. "And yet, despite the fact that you made my entire being burn with passion, what I know I'm going to cherish the most about this afternoon is that very quick moment, that unguarded look when I opened my eyes in the car. And saw you." Scarlett reacted more intensely than I imagined. Her smile faded and she suddenly seemed very nervous. She also seemed very young at this precise moment, pulling her hand from my thigh. When she began moving to get up, I grabbed her arm gently. Five minutes ago I would have told her to stop in a loud and authoritative voice. Not now. We were somewhere else now.
"Scarlett, stop." I sat up right next to her. "I want to see that look again. I want to see you, that you behind your amazing body, that you behind the intoxicating sexual energy. I have no idea what I'm going to find, not even if we're going to click in any other ways. I have no idea, but I want to find out." I paused, taking another deep breath for completely different reasons, "I want to learn how to give you our first kiss."
Her eyes opened wide for a moment. I was probably the first man to ask her for a first kiss this way, after having had just about everything else her body had to offer. I didn't know how long that tense silence lasted. I truly had no idea what she thought about me. I could be that random one nighter, I could be nothing more than the lucky guy she had chosen to fuck. Breaking the stillness she smiled softly, shaking her head slightly and said: "My sister was right. You philosophers are strange creatures..."
Getting up, she then pulled me up as well. "You will learn to give me our first kiss. I'll teach you how. But first," she said, grabbing and squeezing my cock, "there are quite a few other things you need to learn about yourself..." I was grinning like a fool as she gave me a quick peck on the cheek before releasing my cock. As I watched her walk away slowly towards the car, already and instantly mesmerized by the sight of her legs and ass moving, I started laughing again.
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Since that fateful first day with Scarlett, where she rocked my body and my entire world as well as forcing me to acknowledge some of the darker aspects of my psyche, I've lived in a sort of trance. I'm fairly sure my students noticed a change in my behavior, or rather my attitude. Many times in class I had to snap out of some spontaneous reverie. Most of the times, the reveries looked exactly like what was happening right in front of my eyes.
This morning Scarlett had woken up before me as usual. I had been really surprised to learn that she was a morning person! After the first few nights we had spent together at her place, she dressed in silence, and in the dark, before going downstairs to the kitchen. Then one morning as she arose from bed, I'd asked her to open the blinds very slightly. I had still been groggy from sleep when I was nearly blinded by daylight. As I settled back comfortably on two pillows, looking at her naked body, Scarlett gave me a huge grin.
By now, this routine had become a morning ritual, and I began most days by admiring the almost unbelievable body of my girlfriend, who was about fifteen years my junior. Never, in my wildest dreams, had I imagined that I would end up with such a young and beautiful girl! Heck, she was exactly the same age as my students! She studied sociology while I taught philosophy, but she has been teasing me with the possibility of taking a philosophy class next semester. "Wanna try and imagine what I would choose to wear to your classes, professor?" she asked last week, grinning, and in that high pitched voice she uses when calling me professor.
This morning I drank in her beauty for two very precious minutes. Scarlett's body made me think about a highly controlled, but very powerful explosion of femininity and lust. She is rather slender overall, but everywhere it counts, her body looks like it is fighting to constrain some intense pressure. Small feet and delicate shins, her lower legs are lean, but her thighs are definitely well-rounded and smooth. Her hips flare noticeably and her ass looks like two bubbles of champagne. Yet she doesn't really have wide, womanly hips. All her femininity seems contained, on the verge of being unleashed. Her belly is soft and smooth, right on the demarcation between tight and round, and her waist is definitely small. Sometimes, when the light and angle are just right, Scarlett looks like she is wearing a corset even when completely nude.
Above her waist, on the other hand, is where the containment has failed. Her breasts are fully realized explosions of flesh. A glorious bloom of womanly perfection. I simply couldn't lie or dissemble about it; Scarlett's breasts were the first things I noticed when I saw her for the first time. They looked impossible or, at least, fake, but they weren't. Instead, they were magnificent mammaries of mammoth-sized mammalian flesh. When I told her that a few nights ago, she laughed so hard she collapsed on me. She had been riding my cock, sitting on my supine form. With my hands overflowing with her breasts, my eyes glued to her dancing nipples, the alliteration just popped into my mind and I blurted it out.
This morning, while watching those same gorgeous breasts dancing in front of my eyes, I still was having trouble believing that they existed! Large didn't even begin to do them justice. They violated every law of man,and nature. They were so exquisite and tempting that they should be declared morally wrong. Either that, or the entirety of men and lesbians should come together to enact a law forcing Scarlett to always walk around topless!
As she finished selecting her bra, she walked slowly toward me, making her breasts jiggle from side to side. I don't know how she did that while barely moving her shoulders. It was as if her breasts had a life and a mind of their own. I should talk about that possibility with my colleagues in artificial intelligence research: "Hey guys! Do you think that breasts can be intelligent?" I chuckled softly at the thought as Scarlett knelt over me, and brought one of her breasts within reach of my mouth. As I sucked her nipple into my mouth, my entire body polarized and arched toward her. Her sweet aroma, the softness of her skin against my face and her already hard nipple in my mouth... I was ready, completely and without reservation, to die right there with a big grin on my face, but I didn't, of course. However, as I raised my arms to grab her, I realized that she had placed her hands on either side of me, using the blanket to pin me against the bed. "I have an early class today, love. I'll be back soon, and if you promise me you won't get up from that bed, I'll let you watch as I dress."
Thus, the tradition began. I saw her put on a set of Axami lingerie, a mix of black and white and pink that really, really worked for her. The bra had a snow white background over which a black floral designed was laced. There were a few pink accents and ribbons that popped up brightly over the black and white. Her panties were similarly styled, but there the lace wasn't sown in completely and so floated freely. It wasn't transparent at all, although it let you think that it was. When she attached the garters to her hose, the effect was amazing.
Before I could stare at her for hours, she had put on a skirt, a light shirt, and was gone, blowing me a kiss before disappearing down the stairs. A few minutes later, she was out the door, and I found myself all alone in the house she was renting. It was very small and very old, but it was also very cozy. Her bedroom took the entire second floor, trapped as it was between the sloping walls of the roof. Switching on the light, I looked at the wall of wardrobe in front of me. She had left the drapes, which she used in place of doors, fully open and I was stunned at the amount of clothes Scarlett had. In the first few weeks I spent with her, I had discovered her expansive collection of clothing and lingerie. From leather, to spandex and latex, all the way to cotton and wool, Scarlett had amassed a very impressive collection. Just about everything she owned was sexy, and a large part of it was outrageously sexy.
In the far corner, I could see the leather top she had worn at the auto show. Even with all the time I've spent with her since that day, I sometimes doubt that day had really happened. I had originally met Scarlett as one of the environmentalist hippies at a rally, where she had mocked me and my muscle car. She had gotten the better of me on that day, paralyzed as I had been by the sight of her magnificent breasts. Then, a few days later, we met again in my college's library, and this time I was ready for her easy arguments. When I realized that she was trying to seduce me in order to distract me, I kept going and decimated her arguments. After that, I invited her to the car show I was participating in and left. She actually came, dressed like a heavy metal fantasy, and that was the meeting that changed my life.
Today, I got up from the bed naked and knelt in front of the many boxes of lingerie again. It felt strange rummaging through her most personal items, but I knew I was welcome to do it. In fact, I was more than welcome. One morning, out of the blue, Scarlett told me something that took me by surprise: "John, from now on you get to decide what I wear." She had told me that standing at the foot of the bed, completely naked in the morning light. Of course I didn't do it everyday, but when I decided to, Scarlett was forced to wear what I wanted.
There were some exceptions of course, with her family and a few old friends, but otherwise I had free reign. Since then, it had been a thrill to ask her to dress very sexily on a few occasions when it made her feel a bit anxious.
I took a deep breath inside one of my favorite bras, an Empreinte Irina Demi Bra in deep plum color. After savoring her scent, I looked at the tag, already knowing what I would find: 34F. That was just unbelievable. Licking my lips, I replaced the bra and put on a pair of jeans, with nothing underneath. Since hooking up with Scarlett I had begun to follow her trend of dressing as lightly as possible when we were alone together. It had been strange, but since she sometimes tried to wear less clothing than I did, it motivated me to dress very lightly indeed.
When I walked down to the kitchen, I saw that she had left her panties on a chair, with a note on the table: "I finally decided not to wear them. Think of me today! Scarlett. Xxx" Below that teasing note she had added: "P.S. Do you think I should tell my psycho-sociology professor that I'm not wearing anything under my skirt? Send me a text! :-) " I laughed out loud, getting my phone from my pocket. A quick "Yes" later, I imagined my colleague, poor old Ferdinand, reacting to the sight of my girlfriend's pussy flashing from underneath her desk.
As I finished my breakfast, as I looked around Scarlett's house, I felt a remarkable amount of gratitude towards that girl. I didn't feel worthy of such a fantastic body, or of such a naughty and playful mind, but the most surprising part of it all was that my intuition about her had been right. After our first bout of incredibly intense sex inside and outside of my old Charger, I had a feeling that Scarlett was going to be more to me than just an amazing sex partner. Now I knew that I wanted more than just her body, I wanted her. I was falling in love with her more and more everyday, despite the fact that I used to believe that older men falling for younger women were nothing more than lechers. Oh, how little did I know!
My mind spent the entire day wandering through erotic images of Scarlett, either fantasized or remembered. I brought her panties with me, leaving them in my bag. The bag was with me during my class, and just knowing that they were there lightened my mood through the long and rather boring, but mandatory historical portion of the course. Such historical information was sometimes necessary, but seemed to me to detract from actual philosophical work. In any case, I lived through it, like I do every year, looking forward to an evening alone with Scarlett.
During dinner she told me about her little experiment, as she called it, during her morning class with Ferdinand. Apparently the poor old fellow's face had turned quite red. Lucky for her she had controlled her laughter, but she could hear the students behind her talking. They hadn't seen her opening her legs too wide as she bent down to get something in her bag, but instead believed that Ferdinand had simply looked at her cleavage too long. In fact, he had been looking much lower than that. He had remained red faced and flustered for quite a while and spent the rest of the class pointedly not looking at her. Even when she asked a question, legs demurely crossed, he managed to answer without looking into her eyes, or anywhere else for that matter.
As I watched her laugh, I knew that she was enjoying herself a lot. One of the things that surprised me the most as I discovered more and more about Scarlett, was that the remarkable confidence she had about her body and her sexuality was relatively new to her. When I first met her, despite her youthfulness, she seemed like a woman in full control of her body, appearance and the effect it had on men. She was largely in control, but she hadn't been for long. She used to see her large breasts as the bane of her existence. That persisted until one of her boyfriends, quite a few years older than she and a true breast lover, had shown her just how much power she could wield over men.
She had dumped him a few months into their relationship, a little over a year ago now, but his presence in her life had changed everything. At first she considered her breasts as gifts boys and men had to work to deserve, giving her a lot of power. Soon though, Scarlett saw this game as quite childish. Since then, it was the interplay of power between lovers that drove and fascinated her. In the case of her psych-sociology professor, Ferdinand hadn't been up to the challenge. Then again, before meeting her, I would have said the same thing about me. The way she managed to get under my skin and force me to unleash desires that had been there all along, unbeknownst to me, was both exciting and puzzling.
"I have an idea!" she said, bringing me back to the present. "Why don't we go and see that new movie tonight?"
"The one about the serial murderer?" I asked, already fairly certain that she was taking about that one.
"Yep!" she replied.
"Isn't that a horror movie?" I asked.
"Yes. Is that a problem for you?" she paused, seeing my hesitation. "What? Are you saying you're afraid of horror movies? Isn't your impressive rational mind up to the task of protecting your from base, irrational fears?" she asked, grinning at me.
I grinned, not rising to the bait. "Be that as it may, it's entirely possible that I don't like such movies, just like you don't like Jazz music. What's up with that anyway? Everybody loves classical Jazz!" was my retort.
"Ha!" she laughed, seeing right through my attempt at deflection. "Oh my God! You're really afraid of horror movies!" she said, incredulous that such a thing could be so.
She got up from the table and told me that there was a late showing at 9:30. We had plenty of time to get there. Scarlett then kissed me on the head and bounced up to her room to change, not even waiting for my answer. Still at the table, I grinned, shaking my head. Luckily for me, I wasn't all that afraid of horror movies, but I was also aware that my rational mind wasn't always up to the task of controlling my emotions. I sighed and groaned, knowing that it was going to be a rough night.
Little did I know just how rough it was going to be.
At the very least, I intended to maximize my own enjoyment tonight. Still at the table, I called to Scarlett: "Do you think that you're allowed to dress yourself tonight?"
I smiled as I heard a quick, very light titter coming from her room. Then, after a brief pause, she replied: "Of course not. I'm completely nude and waiting for you."
I grinned, knowing that she wasn't completely nude, but I was now hearing her undressing quickly. I could have told her: "Wait for me to choose what you'll wear!", but I didn't. By asking her if she thought she was allowed to choose, I was bringing us both into this world of domination and submission she so loved. I was pretty sure she was grinning right now, undressing in her room.
As I climbed the stairs slowly, making sure each of my footsteps thumped loudly, I closed my eyes briefly, my mind savoring in advance, the sight I was going to discover. Standing at the top of the stairs, I turned and looked at Scarlett, who was now completely nude indeed. She was standing straight, her hands behind her back and her legs crossed, which emphasized the curves of her hips.
Her breasts didn't need any emphasis, but I knew she was arching her upper body, pushing those massive mounds upwards and toward me. She had even placed herself so that the mirror on the wall would allow me to see her from the back as well.
Her head was inclined slightly downward and to the side, affecting a subtle, but very submissive pose. Scarlett was anything but a submissive person in real life, but playing one in our sex life was one of her biggest turn-ons.
I didn't say a word, just admired her beauty for a couple of minutes. This silence, relatively long as I stared at her shamelessly, would have made most women and all girls feel very nervous. Scarlett simply stood there, the intertwined flow of her curves all present for me to see. During those minutes, I vowed to bury my face between her ass cheeks as soon as I was able. The strangest part of it all was that I could have done it right then and there. I could have asked her to turn around and lay down on the bed, ass up. I very nearly did! Instead, I controlled my urge and turned toward her clothes.
I selected a dress that was way too fancy for the movies, but I didn't care. The first time I had seen it on the clothes hanger a few weeks ago, I couldn't even figure out how it was supposed to be worn, but given that it was long and didn't contain all that much fabric, I chose it for tonight. It was bright red, cut very strangely, and I couldn't wait for Scarlett to put it on in front of me! After laying it on the bed, walking very close to Scarlett's magnificent naked body, I resisted temptation again and went back for lingerie.
First, I selected an equally bright red bra from Aubade, called Belle en Cavalle. It took me a minute to figure out that this was a quarter cup bra, and that it wouldn't even cover her nipples. Was it decent? Not at all. Had she chosen to go see a horror movie? Yes. And had she given me permission to choose her clothing? Yeppirs. When I threw it on the bed, I heard Scarlett sigh as she saw it. It was probably a bra she wore exclusively for sex and foreplay, but that sigh couldn't go by unchallenged.
I stood up slowly and walked right up to her. "Is there a problem?" I asked. She simply shook her head, keeping her eyes cast downward as we played our game. "I certainly hope not! Are you afraid your nipples are going to poke through the dress?" I asked. She nodded. "Good! I plan on stimulating them all night long, and give all the other people at the cinema a sight to remember." I growled in a whisper into her ear.
As I turned back to the lingerie boxes, I grinned. I was beginning to like this domination and submission game. Standing up, I said that she would wear the panties she had left on the table this morning, which I had carried with me all day. Looking up, she grinned at the thought of her panties being with me today. A couple of minute later she was dressed, and the sight was breathtaking to behold.
The dress had only one shoulder, as the stretching material curved down and under her other arm. There was an open circle exposing her skin on her left side and waist, and the long dress had a single cut on her right side that went fairly high on her thigh. The dress flowed down very low, but the slit made it so that her leg tattoo was easily seen. The tattooed anklet and chain was rising up and around her calf and bloomed into an explosion of black roses on her thigh. The dress seemed to be made explicitly to display her tattoo. Up top, the bra happened to match the dress' color exceedingly well, as the reds fit and the visible bra strap added to the effect.
Scarlett whispered: "Wow! That's a very nice combination."
"Of course! I chose it for you." I said, winking at her through the glass.
She grinned back and turned to kiss me on the lips. Looking at the mirror again, seeing the both of us, she said: "I look like an escort!"
"Yes, like a thousand dollar an hour escort!" I said, laughing.
"Yes, and this escort has to take it all off now." She laughed when she saw my face. "Oh, poor thing!," she said, teasing me. "You think I don't want to wear it? Of course I do, but I really want to take a shower first. A long shower."
We went back downstairs and I grabbed my book while I was waiting for her. She really did take a long shower, and I had no idea why, but when she paraded naked in front of me before going back up to her room, I forgot to ask. Soon, she came back down dressed as she had been earlier, but with one addition. Above her tattoo, high on her thigh, she had wrapped a fine silver chain. It hugged her skin very snugly in a circle, but on the outside of her leg there was an additional chain that looped down. It was very delicate and extraordinarily sexy.



In the car, Scarlett asked me to go to a cinema outside of town because of the way she was dressed. "I really like what you chose for me, but this is borderline slutty." she said. I laughed and agreed, always looking for a reason to take road trips, short or long.
As we got out of the cinema, hours later, I have to say that I acquitted myself decently enough during the movie. Of course, being able to slip my hand inside her dress and play with her pussy was a big help. As we walked out of the cinema and through the large hall, we could see most people turning their heads to look at Scarlett. Their gazes were locked onto her remarkable body and stunning dress, especially her nipples which seemed to be perpetually hard. We remained completely serious, as if nothing special was going on, until we broke out laughing when we finally got outside.
I took a few deep breaths as we walked to the car to try and clear my head of some of the awful images we'd seen in the movie, but I certainly hadn't made a fool out of myself in there. In the end, Scarlett had been twice frustrated. Clearly she had been hoping to see me scared out of my wits, and the movie had turned out to be quite bad.
So as I unlocked the door of my 1968 Charger and opened it for her, I was quite happy. I also got a nice peak at Scarlett's panties as she sat down in the passenger's seat. "Ahhh," I thought, grinning, "Getting peaks of panties! Just another benefit of having an old car." Old and low muscle cars would do that for you, if you convinced beautiful girls with short or slit skirts to sit in them. I was smiling as I walked around the car, drumming my fingers on the fenders. Happy as a child with no worries, I sat down in my seat and looked at my gorgeous girlfriend, who had mischief in her eyes. "I have an idea!" she said. "Wanna try to really face your fears?"
"Oh no!" I said, over-emphasizing the emotion. "What crazy plan has your unique mind hatched now?"
"There's a haunted house about half an hour from here! Wanna go there and really test your control over your fears?"
"What? A haunted house? Come on Scarlett!" I said, shaking my head.
"Well, you may be convinced that it's all fake, but I guarantee that you'll be afraid in there. Please?! I'll make it worth your while!" she said, grinning and looking down at her lap. Pulling the dress to the left, she forced it open at the top of the slit. Then, when she opened her thighs I was expecting to see her panties again.
However, as my eyes darted to look at her revealed treasures, I realized that Scarlett had somehow managed to remove her panties as I had walked around the car! Gone were her panties, and instead her white, completely shaven pussy showed against the background of the black seat and red dress even in the dim light inside the car.
In that moment, I knew we were going to that damned haunted house! I'd been wanting to fuck her all day long and we didn't manage to find enough time to do it. Faking reluctance, I said: "That's not testing your fears, it's testing your credulity." I sighed dramatically and asked: "Is it really that far from here? Why don't you open the dash compartment and give me the map."
When she did, I threw the map on the backseat. It only took her a moment to understand why. With the little door opened, the light spilling from the glove compartment was shining directly between her legs. She laughed, keeping her legs open, and said: "Naughty John! Just get us there safely, otherwise I'll close my legs tighter than a pair of vise grips!"
So we drove to that supposedly haunted house in the middle of the night. I was ambivalent about the haunted house thing. My rational adult mind knew perfectly well that there wasn't such a thing as a haunted house, and that our fears were caused by our own imaginations. On the other hand, I was also fully aware that I had a very vivid imagination. Years of dungeons and dragons as well as my fair share of horror movies had honed my creative abilities when it came to horror to a remarkable degree. Yet on the other hand again, it looked like I needed this tonight. An hour-long road trip in the middle of the night with a panty less Scarlett in a quarter cup bra was something precious as well.
The summer night was beautiful, and while my Charger wasn't a convertible, it was extremely enjoyable. My hand spent long, delicious moments on her thigh and flirted with her pussy quite a few times. It was clear that Scarlett was really looking forward to this, as her smiles were bright, and her conversation flowing. At one point, deep in the middle of a very dark rural area, Scarlett asked me to slow down. A minute later she spotted the house, far from the road in the middle of a dark field. I felt my spirits sinking. The place looked really awful, right out of a horror movie. I stopped the car, took a deep breath and stepped out onto the damp field.
Scarlett was still in the car and I realized that she was removing her bra. When she got out of the car, all she had on were her shoes and her dress. As dark as it was I couldn't see much, but I was already feeling the first stirrings of desire. Soon we were walking towards the house in full darkness. Running to catch up with her, I asked: "Are you sure about this?"
"Of course I am! Now come on, I want to show you where they buried the dog." she replied.
"Of course." I responded, sighing.
I couldn't see much, but I could hear the smile in her voice. Scarlett took my hand and pulled me with her. From up close, the house was even worse than I had thought. It was easily 150 years old, and in a sorry state of disrepair. A sliver of a moon and stars were all we had for light, but it was clear that it had been abandoned for a long time. Right in front of the porch, Scarlett stopped and began looking at the ground. "Help me look for it!" she asked. I soon found out that she was talking about the dog's tail. Apparently, the previous owners buried their dog in front of the door and left its tail sticking out of the ground. Why? To remind everybody that came to visit that the dog was dead, of course. Lovely.
A few moments later we did find something that looked exactly like a dog's tail sticking out of the ground. "See! I told you this place was really haunted!" Scarlett said in an excited voice. I didn't even bother to reply to her obviously inconsistent conclusion, but when I looked up toward the partly opened door I had to admit, to myself at least, that I was feeling a bit nervous. I didn't want to go in. Trying my best to force rationality upon my emotions, I stepped forward in front of Scarlett and opened the door.
The creaking noise was classic, although I had to push so hard that I broke the door. Scarlett followed me closely, and I felt her hand on my back. As we stood there in silence, trying in vain to let our eyes adjust, I definitely felt a thrill and fear. "We're in the kitchen, and if I remember correctly, the room where the woman died is right above us." Scarlett said. "Apparently the neighbors found her because the odors attracted too many wild dogs." Looking up, I tried to decide if this was true or not, and if I wanted to stay here. I knew the fact that a person had died here a long time ago had no bearing on what could happen now. I knew that, for a fact. Yet my mind was already following impossible paths of ancient fears and superstitions.
Taking a deep breath, I noticed a distinct smell of rotting meat. A dead bird, surely. What else could it be? Slowly, carefully, Scarlett moved deeper into the house and I had to follow. I could see her silhouette in front of me, sexy as Catwoman, but there was a war going on in my mind between lust and fear. I wanted to grab her and fuck her right here, and I also wanted to get the Hell out of this damned place. I couldn't do both.
Scarlett's sharp intake of breath startled me. "Did you hear that?" she asked. I hadn't heard anything, but I was now doing my best to focus my attention on any suspicious sound. Then we heard it again, a definite creak coming from upstairs. Scarlett whirled around and ran into me, hugging me tightly. I felt her hard nipples poking into my chest. Her own fear triggered mine, yet her warm, soft body in my arms was fighting against it.
I had learned a long time ago that as soon as I was sexually aroused, my appetite would disappear. Looks like there was a similar fight going on right now inside me between lust and fear. Holding her tight against me with a hand on her back, I let my other hand slide all the way down to her ass and I cupped one of her cheeks very hard. It worked, and my fear receded, a bit. Soon, in the now perfect silence, Scarlett kissed my neck and released her hold on me. "Come, let's go see what made that sound!" she said, excitedly. She was clearly very agitated and it was obvious that fear was driving her to higher levels of excitation. Letting go of my hand, she walked away looking for the stairs.
Her first step onto the staircase was silent, and so was her second. The third step was an entirely different matter, creaking loudly under her weight. "Don't you think that that sounded exactly like the creak we heard earlier?" she asked. I hadn't really thought too much about it, but now that she mentioned it.
"Er, not really," I said, unconvinced, as my mind raced with the possibility that someone was up there.
Without replying, Scarlett kept going up the very steep staircase. Looking upwards, all I could see was the curve of her hips inches from my face. After I stepped over the third stair, I said: "Wait a second! I think I heard something!" Scarlett paused, frozen like a deer in headlights. Very quickly I pushed her dress upwards to her waist and buried my face between her ass cheeks. As I kept pushing, Scarlett fell forward and ended up on all fours on the stairs. Her moan was the first sweet sound I'd heard all night, and as I devoured her pussy and teased her asshole, I felt her pushing back against my face. Discovering that she was already wet, I got another dose of arousal and I was now winning the war against fear!
For a few moments, Scarlett reached behind her and grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling me more tightly against her ass. I tasted her pussy again and knew that she was not just a little wet. The warm wave of her girl cum hit my opened mouth and I drank all of it. Holding my face very deep in her cleft, I pushed in hard, driving my tongue as deep inside of her as I could. The feeling of her rounded buttocks against both of my cheeks was intoxicating. I still couldn't understand how her ass could be so round and soft, yet so firm at the same time. When I had to pull back to breathe, I darted my tongue upwards and flicked it against her rosebud. I was in heaven, not a care or a fear in the world, but breaking the near silence, Scarlett said: "We'll have time for this later. Come up now!", releasing my head and moving quickly up as I stood there a bit dazed by her sudden escape.
When I joined her on the second floor, I knew my cock was pretty hard, but pretty soon fear made that erection go away. On our left was what looked like a child's bed, and a few old toys were scattered on the floor. Across the small room was a closed door, which should lead to the room where the woman had died. Scarlett looked at me and grabbed my hand, pulling me towards the door. My heart sped up and I knew I was in the first stages of my fight or flight response. Rationality at this point, dearly loved as it was, was useless.
Scarlett got to the door first and grabbed the handle, twisting it with a loud squeak. Pushing slowly, she peeked inside, then froze and moved back. "It looks like there's a body on the bed!" she whispered, clearly afraid.
I felt a pulse of fear hitting my stomach, but then I felt my mind rebelling against that fear with a mighty push back of rationality. "Oh come on now! There's no way a body would stay so long out here in this day and age!" I reasoned with myself, but the movie we had seen was still fresh in my mind, and I knew that lust hadn't washed all of my fears away. Moving to the door I looked in, not pushing the door any further. Backlit by the light coming in through the window, the shape on the bed did look like a body, but I was sure that it was just a coincidence. "However, that really did look like old dry hair."
Pulling back from the door, I looked at Scarlett. My night adjusted eyes allowed me to see that she still hadn't pushed her dress back down. Her creamy white thighs, smooth belly and white pussy were clearly visible. Looking up, I could see the lust burning in her eyes. I could see that she was excited, or rather agitated. She was very keyed-up, both from lust and from fear. In one quick move, I closed the short distance between us and grabbed the back of her neck to pull her head against mine for a kiss while I grabbed her pussy with my other hand. In response, she molded her body against mine, passion burning hot against my hand and mouth. I was ready to take her then and there, in that dingy room next to what could be a corpse.
However, to my utter astonishment, Scarlett had other ideas. Without warning, she pushed me away and told me that she really wanted to see what was on the other side of the door. Managing to refrain from taking her by force, which she would have loved, I took a few deep breaths instead. I stood there, staring at her, and I could see that she was turned on even more by the ferocity that I was keeping in check. Eventually, I turned back toward the door.
Seconds later, when I pushed the door fully open, I got the worst fright of my entire life. Not only was there a body on the bed, but it rose up! Its desiccated head and dirty white hair moving up and toward me! For a brief moment, I swore I could see the moonlight from the window shining through the ribs of the dead woman. I screamed aloud, "Fuck!" and stumbled backwards, a deep panic taking complete control of my mind and body. My next heartbeat was physically painful, as my body was driven into full overdrive mode. My fight or flight response was now going full tilt as well, both at the same time. I felt a surge of adrenaline, and I didn't know if it was to run faster, or to plunge in and fight the evil undead creature. Looking around for Scarlett, I was ready to throw her on my shoulder and get the Hell out of there.
I found Scarlett next to the child's bed, naked and laughing like a hyena.
I closed my eyes and my mind reeled. My body hurt with frustration and I screamed again, this time in anger, as my body still shook with fear. By the time I opened my eyes, Scarlett was on her knees in front of me, my entire limp cock inside of her mouth. I could even hear her chuckling as she tried to coax my limp cock back to life again. Turning around and looking inside the door, I could now clearly see the rope attached to the dummy, the rope which had pulled it upwards as I had opened the door. The face was nothing but a cheap mask with plastic hair. This was all a set-up, a place used to scare people who didn't know about it, and Scarlett had definitely known about it.
Once again, just like our first encounter, Scarlett had brought me to a state of total abnormality. Never in my life had I been so afraid, shocked and swiftly aroused at the same time. Later I would put all the pieces together: Scarlett loved rough sex, knew that it was not really my thing and she'd had to find a way to goad me into it. Just then, I didn't know or care about this. All I knew was that I had the sexiest and most gorgeous woman I had never known kneeling naked in front of me, my cock inside her mouth, and that soon it would be going down her throat. My blood was brimming over with adrenaline, and I knew that Scarlett was going to get her wish.
I took her head with both hands and grabbed her hair very hard. She stopped laughing and I think I heard her take a deep breath. I didn't care. "You fucking little bitch!" I said in a deep, raspy voice. My cock was filling with blood faster than when I was thirteen years old. I pulled her toward me and felt my nearly hard cock hitting the back of her throat. Letting her pull back and suck my cock for a few moments, I grabbed her hair hard again when I knew I was fully hard. I then moved one of my hands from the back of her hair to her jaw, then to her chin.
After forcing her mouth all the way open, I used my other hand to squeeze the fistful of hair very hard. I pushed my cock all the way back in, pushing past the back of her mouth and all the way into her throat. I stopped only when her nose was flattened against my belly.
I don't know how long I kept her there, not moving. I was in a white haze of fear and pleasure, with my anger tracing bright red streaks through that haze. I felt virulent lust washing away my fear. When I felt her hand squeezing my thigh I pulled back, letting her breathe only once before pushing all the way back inside. Soon I was fucking her face and throat, using her like a sex toy. I told her so: "Tonight you're my fuck toy... You're not my lover or my girlfriend... You're not the woman so generous with your nudity, and your sexuality. You're not the woman I love, nor the woman who touched me more deeply than all the other women I've known before. Tonight, you're my fuck toy." My words were both extremely vulgar and brutal, yet I had enough control over myself now that I knew she would also hear the rest of it.
Usually Scarlett wasn't the type of woman to make a lot of gurgling noises when sucking or deepthroating, and that was quite alright with me. But now my intensity was pushing her skills to the limit and it felt and sounded like I was pushing her too far. Her mouth sounded like a wet pussy being forced open and penetrated, and a few times she even sounded like she was going to gag, but she didn't and took my intensity without broaching.
Soon I felt her gag a few times, hearing the wet sounds of a woman's mouth and throat being abused. I had been intense when I first took her throat, with her lying on her back on the hood of my car, but this was something more. Anger and frustration were fueling my lust, and I was taking her as hard as I could. The feeling was tremendously intoxicating. I truly was fucking her face, using her throat as a pussy solely for my pleasure. For the first time in my life, the gagging and wet slurping saliva sounds were turning me on, a lot.
Moving my hands around her head, I pulled them much closer to her face than the back of her head. My thumbs were in the recess between her eyes and nose, my palms were covering her cheeks and my fingers were grabbing on to her skull, hard. I kept on fucking her face, my mind reveling in the feelings and sounds of this, the most intense deepthroating experience of my life.
When I finally stopped and pulled out, I nearly screamed, "Oh, You're so going to get it this time! Damned bitch!" Even in the dim light I could see the effect of my words on her face. The minx was excessively excited with a huge grin on her wet face. I was only beginning to discover this wilder side of her, and without even thinking about it, I knew I was going to give into it today.
In some of the sexual games we had played, we had chosen a safe word. When she had told me what word she had chosen, I had been surprised. The word was "love". Until tonight, she had never said it in that context. Never. I had a feeling that tonight, maybe... I so wanted to push her that far tonight. My feelings were so confused and intense that my entire body shook, and I wanted to ravage her body as I took my pleasure every which way I damned well pleased.
I reached down, grabbing her roughly by the shoulder. Once she was standing up, she looked at me, still grinning, her eyes wide with lust. Looking at her nipples, attracted by reflected light, I saw that she had very small nipple rings. Despite her love for sexy things and domination, Scarlett didn't have a single piercing. The two fine and silvery rings around her nipples must then be squeezed there, which explained why her nipples had stayed hard all evening.



Shaking my head, I then twisted her around and grabbed one of her buttocks very hard. She cried out, half in genuine pain and half in surprise. Then I slipped my hand deeper between her cheeks and closed my hand over her pussy and anus, very hard.
Grabbing her shoulder with my other hand again, I pushed her forward, forcing her to bend down in the process. She knelt on the little bed, and I stared at her a moment. She was magnificent, sexy as all get out, and I could see the fine chain on her thigh, gleaming despite the low light. Her long dark hair, free and wild after the rough oral, covered most of her back. The little bed she had knelt on was just underneath the missing window and I kept pushing her forward until she was very close to the window. The entire window had fallen down, so I wasn't afraid of any glass in the gaping hole.
With my hand still harshly punishing her pussy, my thumb firmly pressed knuckle deep inside of her ass, I pushed her down until she was on all fours, her ass sticking out like a prize. I knew she was expecting me to fuck her pussy roughly, probably as roughly as I'd never fuck her before. She was wrong. My cock was dripping with her saliva, and I spat a huge glob of mine right on her crack.
When my thumb moved out of her anus only to push my saliva back inside it, Scarlett froze again, turning around and saying my name out loud "John, please!"
"Shut up." I said, letting the anger I still felt drive the words out.
We had had anal sex before this, many times actually, and Scarlett really liked it, but usually it was done a lot more gently, with more lube. Not tonight though.
"John, not so fast. Fuck my pussy first, you can't take me there so fast because—" I could hear the new kind of fear in her voice, but I interrupted her.
"For the last time, shut the fuck up." I said, grabbing her hair again and turning her face towards me. It had to be uncomfortable for her. Looking right into her eyes, I added, "Just stop talking, you skank!" I said. "If you say another word, I'll remove all your spit from my cock, all that saliva I took from deep inside your throat, and then I'll rape your ass!"
Her eyes opened wide in fear, and she looked quite convincing. Yet I knew that all she had to say was "love" and it would all be over. She didn't say it. Instead she nodded and turned her head back as I released her. Despite my tone and harshness, I did remind her that my cock was really well lubricated. Deepthroating left my cock coated with a lot of saliva. I spat again, adding even more lubricant to my cock. I was not going to impale myself in a single thrust like I felt like doing, but I would try to gauge just how fast I could actually penetrate her.
My remaining fear vanished as soon as I touched her anus. It had been two weeks since the last time I indulged in that particular pleasure, and tonight, in this crazy abandoned house, I was going to enjoy it immensely. I pushed in hard, but stopped just as her sphincter locked itself behind the crown of my cock. "Ow! Fuck you asshole! That hurt!" Scarlett cried.
For a fraction of a second I hesitated, but dismissed the thought. Anger was still pushing me, and I had yet to hear the word "love". In the past, Scarlett had chided me for stopping some of our roleplaying sessions before she said to. Not tonight though. "I told you to shut up, bitch! And in case it wasn't obvious to you, I'll be the one fucking your asshole!" I growled at her. With that, I pushed several more inches of my rigid cock through her tight anus and into her rectum. My cock had a relatively big head, so I knew the worse was past for her. Still, I felt some resistance, and realized that Scarlett was squeezing her muscles!
Throwing caution to the wind, I grabbed both her hips and pulled her toward me, impaling her asshole on my cock until my thighs were flat against her ass.
This time she tried to pull away and screamed in pain, very loudly. Yet all I could remember was the first scream I had heard from her, when she had made me believe that I was raping her at the car show. Oh the bitch! She wasn't done, and said, "Misogynist jerk! Who do you think you are, abusing a perfect little innocent rose like me?"
"What? Innocent rose?" Still playing despite having my cock all the way inside her rectum! "You have no idea what's coming, whore!" I yelled back at her.
And so I began fucking her ass with total abandon. I think I could count on one hand the number of times I fucked a pussy with such force. Doing the same thing to an anus was a dream come true. My eyes were now fully adjusted to the darkness and I could see her white skin against the black floor, the curve of her waist flaring into her hips and round buttocks, all shaking and quivering as I plowed right into them. I felt like a wild animal in heat, barely controlled by any sane thought. All I wanted to do was fuck her ass.
On most strokes, I felt my cock hitting the first bend of her colon, pushing deep into her flesh. Scarlett cried again, faking pain and begging me to stop: "Stop John, that's just too much pain! Oooowww! Damn it! That hurts too much! You're too big! Ow! Ow! Ow! Ow! Please stop!" I did no such thing.
Instead, I said: "This time I mean it. If you open your mouth again, I'm going to switch to that pretty pink pussy of yours!" She stopped whining immediately. Scarlett knew that this one one of my fantasies, sometimes seen in porn movies, but never done. I was angry and wanted to ravage her, but I was not going to put her in that—
"Fuck you!" she swore.
I paused, deep inside of her. I didn't understand why she would allow me to do this here and now. Once again I would learn later that she had even been ready for this. It would bug me to know I was that predictable with anal sex, but the memories would more than make up for it.
Right now I felt a deep shock and part of me wanted to stop and savor the moment, the anticipation. However, the overwhelming force that had driven me since seeing the dummy rise up earlier still drove me. With one hand on her hip still, I grabbed my cock with the other and pulled out, only to drive back inside her pussy on the next stroke. All the way inside her dripping pussy. I felt an explosion inside me, as a long dreamed about fantasy was coming to life. I barely heard Scarlett's scream of revolt and disbelief. Looking down, even though I couldn't see as clearly as I'd like, I distinguished her gaping asshole right above the pussy I was now fucking.
Yet as delicious and sweet as that pussy was, I soon pulled out and guided my cock about an inch higher before slipping it right back all the way into her ass. It was forbidden, and dirty. It was bad for the woman if she hadn't prepared for it.
For me, it was utter delight.
It's strange how the unique and remarkable feelings of those penetrations faded away. I was deep inside her ass, deep inside her pussy, and both were amazing in their own way. Each woman is different, and most of the pussies and assholes I had experienced were very nice, and Scarlett was no exception. When you considered the fact that Scarlett considered sex as an art form that had to be explored, practiced and developed, her muscle control only added to the raw physical pleasure.
Right now though all of her efforts were in vain. Nearly all of the pleasure I was feeling right now came from my mind. I was fucking a very nice ass and a delicious pussy, but it was the fact that I was alternating between them that was blowing my mind. I had seen it done in porn movies, and it had always fascinated me. Finally here I was, doing it. I even found a nice rhythm: going up, all the way in to the hilt in her ass, then back out and down, then pushing all the way inside of her pussy, then back out and up. All I wanted was more light!
Then it hit me, I had my phone in my pocket! Was I really going to do that? Pull my phone out to light myself as I was alternating between a pussy and an asshole? Wasn't that too demeaning? Normally yes, but with a bitch like this. I grinned in the darkness, and released Scarlett's hip. "Don't you dare move, or I'll do something even worse." I said in a low, threatening voice.
"What can be worse than this, you bastard! You turd of a man! Raping a poor defenseless woman and alternating between her anus and pussy?!" she cried back.
"Do you really want to find out?" I asked, slowly.
She did not reply. As I fucked her pussy for a while with an easy rhythm, I fished out my phone and turned it on. As soon as light hit her ass, I felt a new surge of pleasure. Pulling out to fuck her ass I switched after a single stroke, finding her pussy again. I was floored by the sight and sensations. "Oh come on! How fucking low can you get?" Scarlett cried, her head halfway out of the house, as she noticed the light. "You're already raping me, taking my ass and soiling my pussy, are you going to film it as well?"
I laughed out loud, barely believing that she had said that. I knew why she had said it, she wanted me to film it, so I did. A few seconds later I said, "I am now! I think I'm gonna record while I cum first in your ass, then on it, then push my cock all the way inside your pussy to release the rest of my load."
"Fuck you!" was all she could come up with.
In a completely surreal state of mind, I was not only alternating between Scarlett's two holes, but I was also filming it. Fleeting images of watching it with her later only added to my pleasure. Because of this, I couldn't hold out for very long before I came. In fact, now that I could see her curves and the holes I was penetrating, I knew my body was racing towards an orgasm.
Trying my best to keep the camera steady, I lost about all other control and just enjoyed Scarlett's body. My climax hit me like a Mack truck, a sudden surge of pleasure that exploded outwards from the tip of my cock. I did manage to cum in her ass first, and grinned as the second spurt landed on her left buttock. When I pushed my cock all the way inside her pussy and felt my balls contracting for the third spurt, my entire body shook violently.
At that point I dropped my phone and grabbed both of Scarlett's hips, fucking her hard. I could soon feel my cum overflowing from her pussy and drip on the bed. As I cried out and moaned with pleasure so intense it became painful, Scarlett pushed back to meet my thrusts and began laughing. I said, "Damn, but I love you, my crazy little bitch!"
"Wow John! That was amazing!" was her simple reply as I kept fucking her.
As she laughed again, I pulled out and guided my cock into her ass once more. I then reached forward, grabbed both her breasts and pulled her up against me. "Who said that it was over?" I asked her.
Laughing even harder, she said: "Oh take me dear lover, I'm your sex toy tonight."
"You are indeed!" I said, fucking her ass a few more times until it became too painful and I had to pull out.
At that point, all I wanted to do was to let myself crash and recuperate from the experience, but I couldn't do that here, in this damned dump. With our eyes now pretty much adapted to the dark, the weak light from my phone was more than enough to see the real condition of the house, which was dreadful. We both got up pretty quickly when we did see its condition, and it was clear that Scarlett felt very exposed wearing nothing but her shoes. Despite having taken her body as roughly as I had, I still stared at her as she began putting her dress back on. She was simply mesmerizingly beautiful. I stopped her from getting dressed and pulled the dress back off. "You're remain naked until we get home, my favorite little love bitch." She grinned, of course.
Before getting the hell out of that house and back to the car, Scarlett wanted to reset the room and dummy carefully. I'm not sure I wanted to take part in the humiliation of another poor sap, but she insisted. In the car, after I placed one of the towels I used to clean the car on her seat, we sighed and relaxed a bit in the utter silence. Scarlett cleaned herself up with tissues as I watched.
Later, on the way back home, she told me that coming here had been her plan all along. She had even cleaned herself up as much as possible during her long shower to let me realize my fantasy. As we crashed on our bed, before falling asleep from exhaustion, she said: "Now you know what you must do to live that fantasy again."
"What? I must have the life scared out of me?" I asked.
"No. You simply have to take me. Take me hard, even if I say no. Just take me."
I sighed, then laughed, laughed hard until tears rolled down my face. After a long pause, I said: "Crazy woman! Are you busy tomorrow morning?"
She laughed with me until sleep took us both.
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Looking at my iPhone for the 12th time tonight, and maybe the fourth time in the past 30 minutes, I couldn't believe how bored I was. 1:25 A.M. at one of the most hyped parties in town, and I was bored. Bored as hell. Scarlett had been anticipating this party for a long while, and had even managed to impart some of her excitement to me. Usually I'm not someone who enjoys such late and loud parties, but some of the guests had seemed really interesting; a couple of musicians Scarlett really liked, and a painter who had studied philosophy. Apparently, that painter really enjoyed some of my articles, and was looking forward to meeting me. I'd seen a few of his paintings, and they looked decent enough. The musicians, Scarlett assured me, were quite interesting people as well.
In the end though, the two musicians hadn't showed up yet, and that painter's interest in philosophy was nothing but posturing. Within five minutes I knew he had only read a few abstracts of my articles, and besides hitting all the hot words, he didn't know much about philosophy at all. Nor was he an interesting person to talk with. It was quite possible for someone that hadn't read anything about philosophy to be a good debater, but not that guy.
Wondering if I should get another glass of whisky, I looked around, trying to find a potentially interesting person in the house. I failed. I knew that going outside on my own, just to kill time, would make these people believe that philosophers were even more arrogant and elitist than they already thought. "Maybe if I tried smoking cigars for the first time it would give me an excuse to go outside?" I thought, sighing. "Man, I must be truly bored!" When I realized that I said that last part out loud, to no one in particular, I was suddenly thankful for the loud music.
The only thing that prevented me from storming out was Scarlett. It didn't look as if she was enjoying this party any more than I was, so I knew I was not going to be stuck here for much longer. Across the noisy room our eyes met, and she gave me one of her peculiar smiles which managed to convey both that she was sorry, and that she couldn't leave just yet. We were at one of her good friend's home, after all.
That friend, a tall, raven haired vixen named Karianne was up on the mezzanine talking to some people I didn't know. From my vantage point though, I could see mostly all the way up under her skirt through the glass balustrade. The fact that I was standing here at precisely the right place was completely coincidental, of course. Hiding a smile with a last sip of the whisky, I glanced up again. Lit from below by all the lights, that up skirt opportunity was just about the only thing that kept me from total despair. Well, that, and Scarlett's own attire. Since I couldn't get a good look at my girlfriend from here, I kept stealing glances upwards. Karianne was a professional dancer, but not in the usual ballet style. Instead, she had picked up the traditional dancing of our part of the world. She was thin with small, but nice breasts, and a pair of legs to die for; don't even get me started on her ass.
As it turned out, I could actually see the curves of her buttocks if she moved just right. A few minute ago, I had seen her pussy flashing between her lean thighs. Shaking my head, trying to convince myself to go and get that whisky, I was pretty sure that Karianne knew what she was doing. Proving me wrong a few minutes later, she looked down, and saw me looking up. Instead of smiling immediately, she paused just a bit and winked at me. I barely knew her, having met her only once before. Suddenly, she turned around too fast, making her skirt spin, allowing me another, and much better, glimpse of her pussy and ass. Oh, she knew what she was doing alright!
Normally I'm not at all attracted to that type of body, even though I knew she had a gaggle of admirers. Her very long mane of very straight, black hair was a wonder in itself, and her delicate curves could, when she danced, become quite remarkable. But she was just too thin for my taste. Not that Scarlett was overweight, but all the curves she needed to have were filled very nicely. Tonight though, I couldn't deny that Karianne had some effect on me. I could shake my head and smile all I wanted, but I'd be lying if I said that I hadn't felt a buzz in my stomach when she twisted. Ten seconds after that little stunt, she looked at me again, winking a second time before turning her attention back to her conversation. Laughing, I walked to the bar, calling for another glass of whiskey.
After turning around and leaning against the bar, I looked around again. If I'd been single, I would have been delighted to be here. Karianne wasn't the only other women here worthy of praise, but I wasn't single. After that amazing first day and quasi date with Scarlett three months ago, my life had changed quite a bit. Despite being much younger than I was, Scarlett had told me, and shown me, just how much I still had to learn about sex, and about love as well. That was the most surprising part of it all. Fifteen years younger than I was, still a student at the college where I teach, that girl had shaken some of my convictions.
Then, as if by magic, the crowd parted, and I had my first good look at Scarlett in a long while. The dress she was wearing was amazing! Of course it was amazing, because I had chosen it. That power over her was one of the many gifts Scarlett had given me. Tonight, I had chosen one of my favorite outfits. Except for her shoes, Scarlett only had four items of clothing on, and that's counting her stockings as two things. Those very flimsy pieces of hosiery were works of art, and Scarlett told me they had cost a fortune. Classic black, they were very fine, held up by a wide band of lacy, elastic garter half-way up her thighs. What made them so special was that the hose wasn't uniform. Instead, they had designs sown into them, from flowers to crosses to classic lace patterns.
Scarlett had very nice legs, albeit very different from her dancer friend. Whereas Karianne looked like a tall adolescent, Scarlett was all women despite her young age. From the gentle swell of her calves to the roundness of her thighs, all the way up to her hips, Scarlett's legs screamed femininity. Those stockings emphasized her curves, calling all eyes to the lace band around her creamy thighs. Usually, Scarlett chose skirts that were long enough to cover the lace part, so that she could decide when to show them, and when to keep them hidden. Not so tonight though. Tonight, everybody could see them all the time. On her left leg was, of course, her black rose tattoo, and tonight on the other leg she had worn a very special piece of jewelry. It was a series of chains attached to two clips, which were themselves attached on either side of her garter. There were five long chains, each one longer than the one above, hanging down at different heights from her upper thigh to slightly below her knee. The chains were golden and with her pale skin and dark dress, the effect was stunning.
The dress I had chosen for her was very short. In fact, there were a good two inches of bare thigh above the garter before the hem of the dress began. The dress was a tight number, very simply cut, that clung to her curves like a second skin. The stretchy material hung mostly on its own above her breasts, but there were two thin straps around her shoulders.
Despite the utter sexiness of her legs in those stockings, the fact that her tight dress accentuated the curve of her shapely ass, or the way it emphasized her small waist, Scarlett's breasts stole the show. They always stole the show. It just couldn't be helped. If you switched her breasts for average size ones, something like a 34C cup size, you'd say that Scarlett was a pretty, slender girl. Yes her thighs and ass were nicely curved, but overall, she was pretty slender. Her bra size was not 34C, not by a long shot. Instead, her breasts bloomed above and in front of her chest like gifts from heaven. Large and round, full and firm like only young flesh can be.
Sighing, I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to free them from their favorite prison. Looking down at the rest of the dress, it looked like a false nude dress, with a skin coloured fabric underneath the semi transparent lace. Then again, even a quick glance told you otherwise; you could easily see Scarlett's bra underneath. The woman was beautiful, so were her breasts, and the bra was up to the challenge. Rummaging through Scarlett's bra drawer was a pleasure in itself. For tonight, I had chosen a Prima Donna bra, the Madison demi-bra. It worked wonderfully with her low cut dress, and the lace on it matched the one on the dress.
Lower, if you dared to look long enough, you couldn't see any sign of panties visible through the dress. Anyone looking at her dress tonight would think that the part below the breasts was a false nude dress. They didn't see any panties and so assumed the false nude. It wasn't. It was a truly nude dress. When she bought it, it had of course been a false nude dress, but she had removed the skin colored fabric. The lace pattern on the dress was thick enough without it, and everybody was fooled by the false, false nude. Up top though, she knew people would see her nipples if she didn't wear a bra underneath, so she had. The reason why people couldn't see her panties was because she wasn't wearing any. Why didn't people see her bush? Because it was still completely shaven. Simple, no? Some of the most beautiful things in life had elegant explanations, I thought, smiling.
There she was in front of me through the parted crowd, standing sideways. I heard myself growling low in my throat at the sight, and wondered why I was not crossing the room to grab her. Instead, I took a deep breath, a sip of the surprisingly good whisky, and counted my blessings: The two thighs whose skin I could see between the garter and the dress, the two asscheeks whose curves stretched the bottom of the dress behind her, the pussy barely hidden between her thighs and of course, the two breasts being lovingly held by a great bra. Seven blessings, or was that seven sins?
When Scarlett saw me, she finished her conversation and walked towards me. Stealing a large gulp of my whisky, she leaned close to my ear and said, "I'm just about ready to drop dead from boredom, sighing, yet clearly rubbing her breasts against my arm. "I'm really sorry about this John. Did you have some fun at least?"
"Well," I said, turning so that my mouth was near her ear because of all the music, "what would you say if I told you that Karianne flirted with me?"
I don't know why I said that. Scarlett wasn't the jealous type, and she had no reason to think I'd ever cheat on her, but what was the point? Scarlett's reaction surprised me. Not the first time it had happened, and probably wouldn't be the last.
"What? Oh the little slut!" she said. Her words were hard, but since she was laughing as she said them, I was startled and looked at her. "Oh John, don't worry about it. After the show where you met her last month, she told me that she thought you were extremely hot."
"Say again?" I asked, flabbergasted. "When?"
"While you were away, maybe to the bathroom?" Scarlett laughed again. "Don't worry. Karianne is a tease, but I don't think she'd try to do anything more than flirt." As she paused, I shook my head and drank more whisky. "That is, unless you want her to."
I nearly had to spit my drink out when I heard Scarlett say that, which was exactly what she wanted me to do, but I didn't because the whisky was too good! Yet as I tried to drink it without coughing, I looked at my girlfriend, who was properly stunned. She grinned, then leaned close again. "John, if you put your hand up my dress and caress my pussy, I'll tell you a secret, but keep your mouth shut." Damn that woman! She was going to be the death of me! After I slipped my free hand down between our bodies, and pulled her dress up slightly, I felt her warm pussy.
Gently, with the back of my fingers, I began caressing her, and she started to whisper into my ear. "John, let me make something perfectly clear. I'm really not into open relationships, and I do want you all for myself like a greedy little bitch." She knew I liked it when she talked like this. The first time I called her a bitch during sex, I stopped and apologized, just to hear her laugh and reply, "I am your little bitch, John." We laughed and then fucked most of the night away. In any case, that was neither here nor there. She resumed, "But Karianne is beautiful, she's a wild girl in bed and she tastes heavenly." Scarlett had told me that she'd had a few bisexual experiences, but up to now, the information I had was pretty vague. All of a sudden my mind was conjuring images of the two of them having sex. "Yes, Karianne and I spent a few nights together while we were both single. It was wonderful! She isn't the first woman I've had sex with, but she sure is the best, but most importantly for the topic at hand," Scarlett said, "she knows how not to mix sex and love."
Looking right into Scarlett's eyes, feeling her pussy becoming hotter and wetter against my fingers, I asked, "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"
"What do you think I'm saying, Professor?" Scarlett asked, in the high-pitched voice she used when she called me professor.
"You'd let me... sleep with her?" I responded, questioningly.
"Sleep? No, silly," she laughed, "I'd invite her to our bed so we could both fuck her." Lucky for me, I had chosen not to drink more whisky during the conversation. I coughed nonetheless and felt Scarlett's hand brushing against my cock. "Ooh," she said, "you're already hard! Shall I invite her right now?"
Laughing out loud, I pulled my hand from Scarlett's moist pussy and turned around, facing the bar to hide my erection. Staring at the most beautiful and sexy woman I had ever seen in my life, I grinned, telling her again that she was going to kill me. "That may be," she said, leaning in close for a kiss. "but not before I've ridden your cock and your heart so hard that you'll die a deeply happy man."
"When are you going to stop surprising me?" I asked, still stunned.
"It's very simple, lover; only when you have ridden me and my heart very hard for a very long time..." A pause, a smile and, "Wanna get out of here?"
"I thought you'd never ask!" I said, relieved.
Before leaving, we did say goodbye to our hostess. Karianne was busy with people, and in some strange way I felt grateful that Scarlett couldn't extend to her some sort of intimate invitation so soon. She did kiss my cheek a bit more wetly than was necessary, but nothing more.
In the car, before starting the engine, I looked at Scarlett and did my best not to stare at her stocking covered legs. Sitting in a deep car seat, her dress was forced up, and I knew that if I leaned forward against the wheel I'd be able to see her pussy. Specifically not doing that, I asked Scarlett, "Were you serious in there?"
"Yes, but then again, remember I said that I didn't believe in open relationships," she paused, thinking about the possible confusion and contradiction. Those few months with me had forced her to be more careful about how she explained her ideas. "I wouldn't want you or me to feel like we could fuck anybody any time. That wouldn't work at all, but if we both want and plan it, why not? As far as Karianne goes, I know her quite well, and if anything like this ever was to happen, it would have to be as clearcut as possible. A nice evening of pleasure with nothing more in the balance."
"Hmm, you think that's possible?" I asked.
"Yes, if you're careful enough. If you had asked me about a threesome with some of the bimbos at the party, I would have made a scene, emptying your whisky on your head!" she finished, smiling prettily.
"But isn't that what you yourself proposed to me?" I asked, befuddled. I realized at that moment that, as wild as Scarlett could be in bed, we had never ever talked about a threesome.
"Yes, and no. I can't say that I would be 100% unafraid if we ever gave Karianne that sort of call, but are we limited to doing only the things that make us feel 100% safe?"
She was referring to a discussion about fear, free will, and haunted houses that we had a few weeks ago. "Of course not Scarlett, but there's the quantity of risk, and the nature of the risk. Even a 1% chance of dying is much worse than a 75% chance of getting punched in the face!"
"Ha! I know that, but confronting your fears is also part of what makes life worth living! Do you think I was utterly unafraid when I met you at that first car show three months ago? I decided to come to that event dressed provocatively, a woman alone in a sea of men, most of them uncouth and probably dangerous if met in a dark alley. I knew you were a special case, being a philosophy professor, and car lover at the same time, but have you ever thought about what I felt when I came to see you? My mere presence, and clothing was an admission of defeat in the face of your arguments, and lust." she said, smiling. "I was facing my fears, utterly vulnerable."
She stopped talking, then grinned, taking my hand. Even though that day must have been very stressful for her at first, it had ended being an amazing moment for the both of us. She had been utterly vulnerable at the end of the day when she gave me her throat to fuck, but at that point it had become something very different. I started the car, that same 1968 Charger, and we smiled when we heard the rumble that had been responsible for our meeting in the first place.
It was clear that we were going to talk about this threesome business later. I now knew Scarlett enough to know she liked to make dramatic statements that later had to be specified. As such, I didn't know if I could seriously begin to fantasize about Karianne in our bed or not. It was clear, though, that I had to find out.
During the weeks that followed, I expected to have more discussions about a threeway with Karianne. After all, it was a delicate subject, and Scarlett had opened it in a very confident fashion. Sadly, it didn't really happen. I broached the subject a few times, but every time Scarlett would engage the conversation only to turn away from it rather quickly. Strangely enough, the one time we talked about Karianne for more than five minutes was during sex. I was on my back, and she was riding me gently when suddenly she asked me, "Close your eyes John and Imagine that I'm Karianne. What would you do now?" My initial reaction was to laugh, and push myself harder into her. When I heard her quick laugh I opened my eyes, but she placed her hand on them, blinding me again. "I'm serious. What would you do?"
"Well, I'd start by looking for you my love."
"Oh, sweet man! Okay, imagine that I'm kneeling behind her as she's fucking you, caressing her all over." she said, slowing her rhythm on my cock.
"I'd put my hands on her thighs and..."
Scarlett stopped me by saying, "Do it."
So I did. I tried my best to imagine that Scarlett's round thighs were Karianne's long and lean ones. I'm sure that the feeling would be very different, but I felt a thrill nonetheless. Sliding upwards until I reached her thighs, I moved both my hands inwards toward her pussy. "I'd slide right up to here, and check if she shaves her pussy like you do."
"Hmmm..." Scarlett moaned as I touched her mound, labia and clit. "Nope, she doesn't. She always leaves a strip of hair above her lips. Rather wide actually, but trimmed close to her skin. What next?"



"I'd prop myself up on..." and I stopped myself, doing it instead of saying it. After placing both our pillows under my head, I reached around her hip, and felt her ass before squeezing it hard. When I pushed deeper, and touched her anus, I said: "I'd watch how she'd react to this caress."
Scarlett laughed again, grinding herself harder against me. "Ooh, I don't know what she'd do. Good question! I do know what I'd do..."
"And what's that?" I asked, kneading her ass with both my hands, a womanly ass rounder and fleshier than Karianne's.
"I'd ask you to get the lube!" Scarlett laughed, then allowed me to pull her to me, squashing her large breasts against my chest.
Later, in roughly the same position, but with my cock lodged deep inside her ass, Scarlett leaned forward again, pressing her breasts against my face. In this heavenly bath of soft flesh, large aureolas and nipples, I grinned and said, "No matter how open-minded Karianne may be with that amazing ass of hers, she won't ever be able to give that to a man!" I said, punctuating my "that" by squeezing both her breasts around my entire face.
"Indeed, but I'm guessing that her legs and ass will make up for it." she replied.
"Nope. No way in hell! Legs are nice and all, but this, this, this... By all the gods in heaven!"
Scarlett laughed as she let me enjoy her breasts. Then she rose up, lifting her legs until she was squatting rather than kneeling over me. When she placed her hands on my chest and lifted her ass a little, I knew what I had to do. Rather than let her dictate the rhythm, this little variation on the cowgirl position allowed me all the control, and boy did I use and abuse it! I fucked Scarlett's ass like there was no tomorrow, enjoying yet one more of the many sexual delights this girl had to offer. I was holding her with my hands under her ass, but my eyes were glued to her breasts. Breasts that shook with my every rapid stroke. When my climax hit, I knew I could have died a happy man. Fortunately, I didn't, and was able to enjoy a lot more of her after a quick shower.
A month went by after that strange conversation and fantasy, and the subject remained barely explored. I tried to talk about it with her, but not just to encourage her to invite Karianne to join us in our bed. I really was fascinated with her open mindedness, but she didn't want to elaborate any further. As I fell asleep on one ordinary weekday, I hoped that I would, at least, dream about it! For a brief moment in the middle of the night, I thought that my dream had woken me. As it turned out, I had indeed been dreaming about that threesome, but it quickly became clear that it wasn't the dream that had woken me. It looked like I was about to discover another facet of the amazing woman who had taken me.
What woke me up was the very clear and distinct sensation of being securely tied down. When I opened my eyes, I saw Scarlett standing next to me, tying my left wrist to the bed post. My right hand was already secured to the other one. Barely awake, in near darkness, I could see that she was wearing a very peculiar outfit? Not sure that outfit was the right word, but from what I could see, it was only a series of leather straps, and strings, black against her pale skin. With the few seconds I had, I could see that it was tight, probably painfully so. Her breasts were both severely constrained, but barely hidden, jutting forward, squeezed hard by the leather. The sight was both eerie, and powerfully erotic.
Mesmerized as I was, I didn't even realize that Scarlett had been preparing to slip a blindfold over my eyes. Everything simply turned black. I laughed when she did it, but I couldn't deny that I was afraid. When she grabbed my ankle, and I felt the manacle closing around it, I pulled my leg back reflexively. "Bring that foot here, slave." she commanded. I was surprised by her words and the tone of her voice. I brought my foot back down.
During sex, Scarlett usually loved to be dominated in bed, or in the bathroom, or in my car, or just about anywhere else she can think of. Our first meeting, and that dreadful haunted house had taught me that very well, but a few times she had spoken about how she also liked to dominate. The intense, and very obvious, pleasure she had when I dominated her had made me doubt those words. Clearly, I was mistaken.
Soon enough all of my limbs were firmly secured, manacles at my feet, and straps at my hands, and I couldn't see a thing. All I could hear was the few creaks of the floor, and the sound she was making. The near silence stretched, and although it probably only last two minutes, it felt much longer than that. Through a very small gap in the blindfold, I learned that she opened the light once, then closed it. Imagining her outfit in full light, the way it transformed her breasts, made me hard and I felt my cock growing. Then again, the uncertainty and edge of fear I was feeling was warring with my lust.
I jumped when I felt her fingers on my thigh, even though her touch was a very delicate caress, but that wasn't her skin.
Was she wearing latex gloves? Hmm, that didn't bode well. Breaking the silence, she said, "Now my love, you need to be taught a lesson. You're talking about Karianne way too much, even talking about fucking her! How dare you talk about that to me, you're adoring girlfriend!" Even though her words were hard, and so was her tone, that little "adoring" at the end told me she was playing. Yet, playing or not, I was tied down to the bed, and completely at her mercy.
When I felt her breath on my cock, despite my trepidation, my lust gained the upper hand and blood surged into my cock. I heard a very brief laugh as my cock twitched upward. Inexorably I felt it move upwards, sliding over my thigh, and rotating all the way up against my belly. I arched myself upwards when her fingers traced the entire length of my penis, from my ballsack all the way to the very sensitive tip.
Gently, Scarlett then grabbed my balls in her hand, squeezing them carefully. It was very enjoyable, but it was a very clear message that if I didn't behave... I was planning on behaving. Suddenly, I felt her getting up on the bed, with a foot on either side of my hips. She then told me: "If you raise yourself, even just an inch, I'll squeeze something harder the next time!" With that, I felt her very naked, and very wet pussy touching the underside of my cock. On all fours above me, Scarlett began rubbing herself up and down my shaft, spreading her girl cum all over me. I could feel her labia opening and closing depending on the pressure, and once she even moved beyond my glans, letting those lips spread around the most sensitive part of my cock. I was in no position to suddenly thrust upwards and fill her, but even if I had been, I think I would have managed to restrain myself. I was not, after all, an eighteen year old boy!
Arching herself, she pressed her clit against my skin, and was now rubbing it harder against me. I could hear her moans, faint though they may have been as she tried to contain them. Without warning, she stopped and pulled herself up, then off of the bed completely. "That's good John, very good," she whispered. With that, I felt her fingers on my balls again, then a very quick lick of her tongue.
Moving off of the bed again, she walked closer to my head, and said: "Now, a harder test. I'm going to lean above you, and offer you one of my nipples. At first, the only thing you're allowed to do is try not to move. If you succeed, I may allow you to lick it."
"But I want to worship you and caress it," I said, unwisely.
"Who said you could talk?" she replied quickly, before grabbing my balls more firmly in her hand. I froze, the feelings just on the edge of painful. My mind was functioning enough that I knew no answer was the best answer. I felt her kneeling right next to me as she said: "Good. That's good. You're learning, professor." I could hear her voice coming from just above my head. "Okay now, don't you dare move!"
When I felt her very hard nipple against my lips, I willed myself not to move, and I succeeded. Even when she forced her nipple between my lips, I didn't budge. Even when her now wet nipple was sliding left and right on my lips, I didn't open my mouth. "That's good again, professor." She loved to call me that, especially during sex. Probably a fetish of hers. "Now, you can open your mouth, but you can only touch me with your tongue. If you close your lips around my flesh, well, it won't be pleasant for you."
Mouth wide open, I thrust my tongue out as far as it could go, and eventually felt her nipple. I was still in the same mindset as before, and was more or less certain I could have succeeded in restraining my natural urges, but I chose not to. When I raised my head, and closed my mouth on her entire nipple, she took a sharp breath and pulled back. "Oooohh, you're going to get it now!" I tried not to smile, but I did lick my lips, enjoying the sensations that were lingering. I was also very curious as to what her outfit was doing to her breasts, as her nipples felt distinctly different.
Repeating her warning, she moved off the bed, and I heard her go to the small cabinet. Even under the blindfold, my eyes opened wide as I clearly heard the sound of many strands of leather being whipped. I froze again when she placed the whip on my legs, and moved slowly upwards until it caressed my cock, which was, of course, still very hard. I startled when I felt her hand grabbing my cock roughly, pulling it straight up. "Wouldn't want to damage the goods," Scarlett said, an edge in her voice.
I cried out in surprise, not in pain, when her first strike hit my stomach. I knew she wasn't really planning on hurting me, but when her second strike was much harder, I winced. "Hmm, still talking?" I wanted to reply that I hadn't strictly spoken, but decided to keep silent again. Five strikes later and she was done. Her whip had certainly stung, but no more than that. Kneeling again near my head, she repeated her instruction, and this time I behaved. When she pulled away from my tongue, I was hoping that she would let me really suck her breast; she did.
This time, my limit was that I was not to bury my face between her breasts. I wasn't planning on it, and in any case, she didn't lean in far enough to let me do it. Instead, I wanted to use this opportunity to discover more about the leather straps around her breasts, but as I closed my mouth on her nipple, and only her nipple, as she was too far to reach higher, I didn't even manage to touch any leather. Her nipples felt different, harder and smaller. Her leather straps must have been quite tight. "That's a good boy," Scarlett said as she moved off.
A low moan was all I could hear when her gloved hand grabbed my cock again. When I felt the bed move again, it took me a few moments to figure out how she had positioned herself, but it became clear that she was in a 69 right above me, with her feet on my arms, and her arms against my hips. I could imagine her pussy and ass right above my head, and her breasts hovering over my belly. From just above my cock I heard her say, "I'm now going to enjoy your cock, slave. If you move in any way during my feast, you're going to dearly regret it. Remember, if you disobey me once again, it'll be your third strike!"
When her lips and tongue assaulted my cock, it was clear that she was doing everything she could to make me move. This time I was really determined to resist, and tried my best to enjoy her. Scarlett was an excellent cock sucker, one of the best I had ever had, and that's not even considering her amazing ability to deep throat. She was usually very creative and this time was no exception. In fact, she was doing everything different, and it was working; working very well.
In a matter of seconds I was fighting the urge to push myself upward, and impale her mouth and throat. Even bound as I was, I knew I could raise my head to reach her pussy, and push up inside her mouth at the same time. My mind was flooded with this image, and despite her storm of new oral creativity, I managed to resist. For a while. I could indulge my ego by saying that my willpower lasted for many long minutes, yet in fact, with the combination of new sensations in her mouth and my intense desire, I probably only lasted two.
It all went wrong very fast. First of all, judging by the position of her thighs on my sides, I thought that she wasn't all that far above me, but she was, and my open mouth didn't reach anything. Secondly, she wasn't ready for my thrust, and I hit the back of her throat too fast. She gagged, and pulled back, jumping down from the bed very quickly. The silence stretched, and I dared say: "I'm sorry." Scarlett shushed me quickly. In the silence I began worrying. She was very good with her throat, but maybe I had hurt her.
When I heard the swish of the whip again, I felt relieved, and afraid at the same time. If she was playing it meant that she was okay, but if she was playing, it meant that I was in for it. "Oh mister, you're in so much trouble. I'm sure you didn't particularly enjoy the whip, but what you didn't know about this whip is that the handle has a very peculiar shape; wanna touch?"
When the fingers of my bound hand closed on the handle, I discovered the unmistakeable shape of a penis. My mind suddenly flashed to a brief discussion we had during a slow anal fuck a couple of weeks ago. After awakening in the middle of the night, I had been spooning her, and had trouble getting the correct angle to penetrate her. When she moaned, clearly in some pain, I knew I had missed her pussy. Half sleeping, she had reached for the bottle of lube, and had allowed me to fuck her ass. Soon we had found a slow rhythm, and Scarlett had asked: "Ever had a cock or dildo in your ass?" When I replied that I hadn't, she added: "We'll have to remedy that soon." I had laughed, hearing her saying that in a light, sleepy tone.
Tonight though, with this strange dildo in my hand, I knew what my punishment would be. I was afraid, but to my surprise I was rock hard again. When I felt her lubed finger teasing my anus, I took a few deep breaths. "Relax John." she said, laughter barely contained in her voice. "It's not all that bad, and this is a small dildo. One day we should buy one of those cloning kits for your cock. I'll be able to play with you while you're away on trips, and perhaps once you'll get to know what having your cock inside your ass feels like."
As she was talking, I could hear her voice changing subtly, and heard the wet sounds of a dildo being pushed in and out of a very wet pussy. When the noises stopped, I knew it was going to be my turn. In the end, it turned out to be more strange than painful. Scarlett broke me in slowly, allowing me to get used to the size. It wasn't, after all, that big, and as much as I could have tried to deny it, I knew my cock was fully erect, pulsating with each of her thrusts. When she suddenly took my cock in her mouth, I was surprised. Judging by the effect of her weight on the mattress, I'd thought that she was sitting right next to my hip. Scarlett was flexible, but not that much. Soon though I forgot about trying to figure out her position and simply enjoyed the amazing sensations.
Way before I could reach an orgasm, she pulled herself off of my cock, and pulled the dildo completely out. After standing up she said: "Ready for your gift?" Not knowing if I could talk or not, I remained silent. Out of nowhere she grabbed my cock again with her hand, and slipped an elastic loop all the way to the base of my cock; some kind of cock ring. She moaned as she flicked a harder nub on the ring. I suddenly learned that there was a cord attached to the ring as she pulled on it, forcing my cock to stand straight up. A second later she attached that cord to one of the manacles on my feet. "That should work perfectly!" Then, after a pause, she added, "Ok, time to get rid of these."
Judging by the sound, she was removing her outfit, or at least part of it. I heard what sounded like a couple of leather belts falling to the floor. Then, taking me completely by surprise, I felt her breasts overwhelming my face. They were both free from their restraints, and their full, very generous flesh were all over my face. I could lick, bite, and suck all of them at will. This storm floored me after so much parsimony, and I lost contact with reality for a minute or two. At one point, I felt her turning around over me, while still giving my mouth full access to her mammaries. When her bald pussy touched my fingers, I pushed two of them inside of her, and closed my hand, cupping her mound, and squeezing her clit in the process. She moaned loudly, pressing her breasts harder against me.
In this maelstrom I thought she would release me so that we could finally properly fuck. Boy was I wrong, and never before had I been so happy to be wrong. "Ready for your gift John?" I dared to reply this time, saying, "God yes!"
At the same instant, I felt a pussy engulfing my cock in a single, deliciously long penetration. My fingers were still inside Scarlett's pussy, quite a few feet away from my cock. My mind blanked for a moment, during which time Scarlett moved away from my hand, and ended up sitting right against my face. After rubbing her pussy directly against my mouth a few times, she rose and reached down to remove my blindfold. In a very brief flash, I saw Karianne, fully naked, and just as fully impaled on my cock slowly pushing herself up with those amazing legs of hers.
My mind was reeling as I realized that the different nipples, oral skills, and missed deepthroat attempt were explained because it had been Karianne, and not Scarlett above me. Scarlett must have been moving around to talk, placing her head close to Karianne's, and then when she pushed her handle inside me, who was...? My mind was suddenly electroshocked by Karianne's second drive down around my cock. The whole of my ability to focus my attention was being urged, compulsively, to the slick motions of that pussy.
I'd been with Scarlett for a few months now, and had spent more than a year fully celibate before that. Now, taking me by surprise, a new pussy was being offered to me, and penetrated by my cock. I barely noticed the sound of the two women kissing as I pushed upwards, meeting her flesh, her sex, her dripping wet pussy, the same pussy she had flashed to me a month ago. I could have killed to free my hands, and grab her slim hips, forcing her harder against me, pushing my cock a few fractions of an inch deeper.
Yet I couldn't complain. As my mind began to reassert its presence, I knew that I was being blessed above and beyond my wildest dreams. Not only a threesome, but a threesome with two of the sexiest women I currently knew. Not even only that, but one of them, my girlfriend, had invited me to live with her! Now, instead of the frustrating attempts at roughly eating her pussy, I did my best to hit all of her sweet spots. She was so gifted, and generous with her mouth and throat that during the last few weeks I wanted to learn as much as I could about how she liked to be eaten; and so I did. Now, within seconds, I could feel that it was working, and quickly enough I heard her moaning right into Karianne's mouth.
Scarlett was a woman who enjoyed rough oral sex, both as a giver and as a receiver. If, with other women, I would have begun with gentle strokes of their outer lips to gradually zero in on their clits, and eventually inside of thier pussy, this would not work with Scarlett. Then again, with other women, I would not be having a threesome either. Instead, going with the flow of her own intensity, I opened my mouth wide, and took her entire pussy inside. As my tongue pushed hard inside, I felt a rush of heat and girl cum flowing over me. When I pressed my lower lip hard against her clit, using my chin to increase the pressure, she moaned and cried out, breaking the kiss. Feeling her legs clamp down against me, I knew she was already on the verge. It wasn't only because of my talents, this whole threesome thing was clearly driving her lust and pleasure hard.



Keeping my lip pressed against her clit, I allowed her to decide the exact pressure she wanted by moving up and down. When she pressed even harder, I flipped my lip inside and pressed my chin directly against her clit. Wet as she was, her flesh was gliding against my skin. Pretty soon she was bucking above me, shaking me, and the entire bed in the process. Moaning and crying out loud, Scarlett laughed as she was climaxing. Staying on my chin and mouth as long as she could, Scarlett enjoyed every last drop of her climax before moving off.
When she finally moved off, I was suddenly face to face with Karianne. Looking right into my eyes, she bent forward, putting her hands on my chest, allowing her to ride me harder, and faster. Her small breasts were quite beautiful, but my eyes soon dropped to her taut stomach, and to her legs. Standing, I remember her as looking like a lean mare, restless and always moving. Crouching above me, she now looked like a long legged feline. While I couldn't touch those legs yet, my eyes feasted on them, watching the long muscles driving her movements. Looking at the slightly darker patch of hair between her legs, I was stunned again by the delicious pussy that was riding me. Looking up once more into her eyes under the wild mane of long dark hair, our gazes locked as I tried to match her speed.
So focused had I been on the fierce and beautiful woman on top of me, that I never saw Scarlett's blindfold coming back. I'm pretty sure I screamed in frustration, but somehow Scarlett managed to turn my frustration into even higher levels of desire. As I felt her kneeling between my opened legs, Karianne slowed down. She slowed down considerably in fact, until she lifted herself off of my cock. I cried out loud in frustration, only to hear both women laughing.
Soon though, I was safely nestled inside a pussy again, probably Scarlett's. I say probably because while her pussy was wet, it hadn't been properly lubricated by a good fucking. Also, while pussies can and do differ, it's rather subtle. Blindfolded, tied to a bed, and unable to really move, I couldn't calmly focus on the small differences, and I didn't care.
When she popped off my cock again, I felt another pussy impaling itself, only for a stroke or two. After that, there was another switch. I had no idea how they were positioned to pull this feat off, but I couldn't have cared less.
At one point, I felt one of them jumping down from the bed after pulling away from me. I didn't know who it was. As the other one mounted me again, I felt some degree of overindulgent frustration. How could one be frustrated while being fucked by two gorgeous women? Then I felt a tongue on the base of my cock. Another delight, unlooked for. After a while, the tongue disappeared, kissing the ass that was just above it.
Then I heard Scarlett moan gently and say, "Hmmm, John, you can't believe how delicious that ass is." In my mind's eye, the respective positions of both of them were clarified. It meant that Scarlett had her face nearly buried against Karianne's mind-boggling ass. I groaned, and even growled in response, knowing that she was still in control, still teasing me even though the surprise was over. When I heard her making very loud kissing and sucking sounds on Karianne's ass, I laughed; she was really going at it hard! Forgetting all about the instructions and threats, I said, "You damned lucky little bitch!"
Curiously enough, it was Karianne who reacted. "Scarlett! You let him talk to you like that?" It was clear that she was not completely serious, but was surprised nonetheless.
Scarlett replied: "Oh my dear, you wouldn't believe the names he's called me in the past, when I properly motivate him, of course!"
Both girls laughed, and I began to realize that Karianne probably knew about Scarlett's sexual proclivities. "Well if my lover called me a bitch, I'd teach him, or her, a damned hard lesson!" Karianne replied.
"Hmm, I find it a lot more fun when I force him to teach me a lesson instead!" Scarlett said, giggling.
Both of them laughed, as if I wasn't even there despite the fact that I kept on fucking Karianne's decidedly delicious pussy. I had been following their discussion only with one ear, trying at the same time to enjoy her flesh. When they stopped laughing I said, "Yeah, just wait until I get out of these restraints!"
Scarlett laughed again and asked, "What are you going to do to me? You're going to punish me for bringing this gorgeous woman into your bed?"
"You have no idea!" I said, having no idea myself!
"Like what?" she asked, still playfully kissing and enjoying Karianne's ass.
Suddenly it hit me, "I'm going to tie you both to the bed, on all fours, your faces pressed against the bed as I fuck your pussies in turn like the bitches you are!"
Once again Karianne was clearly surprised, and after a sharp intake of breath she said, "Scarlett! You were serious about letting him talk like that?"
The long silence that followed her question confirmed that Scarlett liked my idea, really liked it. Into that silence I dared even more: "Not only will she let me, she'll even help me strap you to the bed before letting me strap her!"
Karianne laughed out loud, a strange laughter that conveyed both incredulity and excitement. Scarlett still hadn't replied, and suddenly I heard her whisper something to her friend: "Remember our safe word?"
"Sure I do, but..."
Karianne stopped talking when she heard the sound of my first manacle unlocking. Before she could react, my other foot was free. Pushing up hard and deep inside of her, I managed to distracted her long enough so that Scarlett was able to release one of my hands. As soon as it became free, that hand flew to the dancer's hip, and kept her firmly against me. When my second hand finally allowed me to grab Karianne's hips, I fucked her hard and fast. The surprised dancer began laughing nervously as she bent forward, abandoning herself to my cock. Soon her laughter turned into moans of pleasure.
I could have remained in this position for a long while, but when I saw Scarlett's nod, I immediately grabbed Karianne's shoulders, and pulled her down onto me. A second later, I had rolled over her, and pulled out of her sweet pussy. With Scarlett's help, I turned her over on her belly, and forced both her hands up near the headboard.
Two loud clicks later, and she was securely tied around one of the bedposts. It had happened so fast that she hadn't time to react at all. She was laughing again as we forced her into position; knees under her, ass way up in the air with her face against the mattress, and arms stretched all the way to the bedpost.
Of course she could have moved at any time. Scarlett and I were not going to strap her down like a turkey, but suddenly it looked like I was wrong again! Scarlett grinned, looking at her friend this way, and said: "Well, this was supposed to be for you, but it's good either way." Reaching down, she grabbed a long strap of leather, and in a matter of a minute or two, managed to tie Karianne into a totally submissive position. It was exactly the same position, but now the dancer couldn't move at all. The strap looped from the back of her right knee, under her right shoulder, above and around her neck, down under her left shoulder, and back to her other knee. Scarlett then looped the strap around Karianne's knees, tightening it so that her thighs were locked against each other. Finally, she pulled the strap all the way back to the end of the bed, securing it there.
Staring at this beautiful nymph strapped to our bed, I was amazed both at her stunning beauty, and Scarlett's handiwork. Karianne couldn't have looked more like a gift than right now. Turning to look at Scarlett, I took a few moments to look at the leather set-up she had on herself. I know that she had removed the top part that was restraining her breasts, but she still had a complex set of straps around her waist, hips, ass and legs. The deep contrast between the black leather, and her pale skin enhanced her curves, the swell of her thighs and hips. Except for her breasts, Scarlett wasn't a particularly curvy woman, but next to Karianne's tight and lean limbs, Scarlett looked like an explosion of curves. "You're both just going to stand there gawking at me?" Karianne moaned, her mouth pressed against the bed.
Turning around to look at her, feeling my heart giving a hard beat as I looked at her ass, I said, "Karianne, do you realize that most men would pay to see you like this?"
"Oh Gods... The shame!" she replied.
"The shame?" said Scarlett, seemingly genuinely surprised. "John's right, my friend, you are gorgeous, and I'm truly tempted to just stare at you for a while. In fact...," she paused, and went to the cabinet where most of her toys were. When she came back, she had a very beautiful butt-plug, essentially a butt-plug jewel. It was a very large fake ruby on a small plug. "Let me add the cherry on top," Scarlett said, grinning, "I've been wanting to see this on you for ages Karianne." After spitting on it, she gently pushed it inside Karianne's ass.
"What are you doing Scarlett?" the dancer asked, as she moaned, clearly taken by surprise.
"Oh don't worry," Scarlett replied. Then, turning to me, she added. "And you, mister with the big cock that enjoys anal sex, don't get your hopes too high. Karianne's ass is still virgin, and I'm pretty sure she wants to keep it that way."
"Yes I do!" Karianne replied hastily, halfway between a laugh and a nervous titter.
When Scarlett removed her hand, I could see the beautiful jewel between the absolutely flawless cheeks of the dancer's ass. Reaching up to the wall I flicked the lights on, and Karianne groaned again. Lying down next to her, a few inches away from her face, I looked at her and said: "You little tease! This is nothing, but fair revenge for when you flashed me that ass of yours at your party. I'm now going to take your pussy, take it until you shout your climax so hard the neighbors are going to call the cops, and all the while, I'm going to stare at your perfect little ass pushing against that jewel."
She didn't answer, but I'm pretty sure she smiled before I moved away. As I knelt behind her, Scarlett positioned herself next to Karianne's side, partly facing me. With both her hands on her friend's ass, she squeezed, and opened them for me. Moving closer, I grabbed my cock, and forced it downward until I was lined up with Karianne's pussy. She couldn't move at all, but as I touched her labia with my cock, she trembled and moaned. After dropping a large dollop of spit on my cock, Scarlett looked up at me and nodded.
Pushing inside Karianne's pussy again was utter delight. The first time had been great, but I had been too overwhelmed to truly enjoy it. Now I was taking my time, trying to feel the sensations that accompanied every inch of travel. As Scarlett massaged, and mauled her ass, I could feel the effects of her movements inside of Karianne's fuckhole. Soon Scarlett was beginning to tease, and play with my cock as well, and I had to close my eyes. A perfect ass, a red jewel between them, my girlfriend's breasts right in front of me, and her hands urging me to fuck another woman; I was not going to last all that long with all of that to feast upon.
Scarlett broke me out of my trance by saying: "It's my turn now!" She was kneeling beside Karianne, in exactly the same submissive position. For a moment my mind rebelled, not believing what my now open eyes were seeing. Two of the most beautiful women I knew were there, kneeling in front of me, fully willing to let me play with them. Pulling my cock out of one pussy, I moved to my right, and plunged right into another; I was in heaven! Looking at Karianne's ass while she managed to move and twist it very slightly, I knew I was going to fuck her again soon. Putting my hand on her ass, I pressed on the plug hard, grinning as she moaned in surprise.
It should have felt lewd, and vile, and insulting for both women, being used one after the other. It should have, but it clearly wasn't. They were enjoying this as much as I was, moaning, and laughing, and even whispering to each other as I fucked them in turn. At one point, remembering that I still had the cock ring, and it's cord around the base of my cock, Scarlett rose from her position, and asked me to pause. Grabbing a firm hold of the ring, she wrapped the cord rather tightly around my cock seven, or eight times. The sight was almost comical; my cock was being squeezed at its base and the rest of the length looked like an overfilled balloon.
When I plunged back into Karianne, it didn't feel all that different at first. Soon though, the sensations changed. It was hard to understand, but the tension, constricted blood flow, and altered shape all made a difference. Scarlett moved behind me, hugging me, squashing her large breasts against my back and slipped her hand down to my cock. She remained there, her fingers playing around the ring, my balls, my shaft, her friend's buttplug and ass, simply enjoying the moment.
Eventually though, I had to stop and remove the ring, it was becoming too tight. Right after I also released Karianne from her bondage. I knew I couldn't fuck for much longer before exploding. I had been riding a very long plateau of pleasure, and even with a pause I was close to cumming. The mood for domination and bondage was dispelled. Instead, we were only three people sharing a extremely good time on a bed. I asked Scarlett to lay on her back on the mountain of pillows, and Karianne to lay between her legs. She didn't need any more direction. Standing there, looking down at the magnificent tableau, I did take a small pause.
Soon enough I couldn't resist the dancer's upturned ass. My entire being was pushing to fuck her again, but I needed to do something first. Kneeling down behind her, I grabbed both her hips and buried my face between her ass and legs. I think I heard her laugh as I did. Regardless, I feasted on her as if my life depended on it. I had no idea if or when I would have this opportunity again, so I gave all I had.
At first the bright red jewel of a butt plug was fun and I willfully pushed against it with my nose. But very soon it became more of a bother and I pulled it out. Karianne moaned in surprise, but otherwise didn't move or complain. The next time I dove in, I went deeper, opening my mouth wide and tasting her pussy from her large labia to her tight depths. While she kept a fuzzy bush above her labia, the labia themselves and the area under them were completely shaven. Given how smooth her skin was, it was clear that she had prepared for this evening. After nestling between her asscheeks for a long, delicious while, I came back up for air and walked up, on all fours, until my cock was above her pussy.
I was tempted to aim my cock at her asshole. A lot actually, more than I would reveal to her during the congenial breakfast tomorrow, but I didn't. When she pushed her ass upwards, opening her thighs just slightly, my cock found her wet labia again, and I pushed in until I couldn't go any deeper. Karianne was a tall woman, but I was a tall man, so I leaned forward and above her until my head was right above hers. When she felt and saw me leaning my head down even more next to hers, she grinned and moved slightly to her left. Gently at first, I began to kiss Scarlett's inner thigh.
Pretty soon we were taking turns on Scarlett's pussy, and even attempted to eat her at the same time. Alas, the position didn't lend to that wonderful idea itself very well, as it would have required me to pull out of Karianne's pussy which I was not about to do. Instead, I moved away from my girlfriend's pussy and let Karianne have free reign. It worked very well. Scarlett was the first of us to climax, and she would tell us later that the sight was almost as intoxicating as Karianne's tongue. Her now familiar crescendo made me smile as soon as I heard it, and the rhythm of her moans and cries made her impending pleasure obvious. Locking both her hands around Karianne's head, Scarlett seemed to be holding on for dear life as many waves of pleasure hit her.
As soon as she climaxed, she pulled away and turned around. After asking Karianne to raise herself up, she slid under her, head first. Through all of this, on a plateau of pleasure, I followed Karianne's lead, not knowing what Scarlett had in mind. When I felt her tongue on my balls, I grinned and slowed down. Every time I bottomed out inside Karianne's narrow hole, I felt Scarlett's tongue and lips teasing my balls. When I opened my eyes, I saw that Karianne's head was lowered between my girlfriend's legs. She was eating her again.
The sight of these two beauties eating each other was all I needed. Scarlett laughed as she heard me moaning my climax, but my senses all but shut down as a deep explosion rocked my body. There was definitely pain mixed in the intense pleasure, as my climax was too strong. I had never been in a threesome before, and my mind hadn't had enough time to process it all. I felt somewhat like a man waking up to discover that he'd been drugged, and now had to make sense of the world. My world barely made sense right now, except for the fact that I was pumping sperm into the willing pussy of a woman whose tongue had just given my own girlfriend a world shattering orgasm.
I was not about to slow down, despite the fading sensations of my climax, but I didn't know how long I could hold out for Karianne. Luckily, Scarlett knew exactly what to do. Moving slightly back out, Scarlett guided her tongue from my balls to Karianne's clit.
Not surprisingly, it didn't take long for that to have the desired effect. Soon I felt a distinct change in temperature in Karianne's body, and felt her powerful muscles beginning to squeeze my cock more strongly. I still had enough blood in my cock to hold on until the dancer froze, took a sharp breath and climaxed very loudly. In that crazy moment, I thought to myself that she should try to become a singer. I was laughing as Karianne's body began to rock all over the place, and soon I couldn't contain her. When I moved off, Karianne curled into a near-fetal position. Seconds later she buried her face between Scarlett's offered breasts.
After that I dropped on my side next to Scarlett, and enjoyed the sight of the two gorgeous, but very different, women as they both slowly glided back down to reality. As it turned out, I had been the only threesome virgin of the group, but was the most comfortable in the post surprise and post climax moment. When I came back up the stairs with two large glasses of water, both women were staring at me, ghostly smiles on their faces. Not self conscious at all, I remained there, naked with a cock filled with some remaining extra blood. Both of them looked at me up and down, until they slowly reached to grab their glasses. "So, lover?" asked Scarlett, " Do you accept this as my apology for the haunted house?"
"Hmm, that was a marvellous gift, but I confess that I have another idea for that revenge." I replied. I closed the light before joining them on the bed, pressing myself between their warm bodies.
"What?" Scarlett asked, genuinely surprised.
"Well yes, that was a very good surprise, but you enjoyed it far too much!" I said, laughing softly.
Karianne joined in the laughter as she heard me, then said, "Oh my dear Scarlett, I think you were right when you said that you had found the man who could challenge you!"
"Shhhh!" Scarlett said, trying to stop her friend from saying anything more. "He's not supposed to know that!"
At this point we were all laughing. Only the prospect of trying to sleep in a drenched bed prevented Scarlett from emptying her glass on either of our heads. In the end we didn't sleep much, but instead dozed lightly until the sun reminded us that the world was still turning outside of this room. We did fuck again, a lot more slowly, and a lot more gently. If last night's sex had been intense and primal, this morning felt more like friends enjoying a playful moment together. I was not invited to Karianne's ass, but she watched in fascination as I took Scarlett's. Maybe next time? There's always a next time!



        

  
    Breaking Clichés Ch. 04
  
  Breaking Clichés Ch. 04

        Scarlett discovers the Bird, a very special restaurant.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/breaking-cliches-ch-04

Title: Breaking Clichés Ch. 04

Author: MrIllusion

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Scarlett discovers the Bird, a very special restaurant.

Tags: hermaphrodite, henna, exhibitionism, tattoo, big breasts, restaurant, public sex, voyeurism, scarlett, teasing

Series: Breaking Clichés


Note: This story, like most of the Breaking Clichés stories, is slightly edgier than my other stories. This one veers more towards the exhibitionism & voyeurism side rather than the light domination & bondage of the previous stories.
*****
"Wanna choose what I wear so that I can place you in a state of deep need just before I leave for class?" said Scarlett, waking me up. It was probably very late, as I knew that her only morning class began at 10 o'clock this semester. As I looked at her, naked and backlit from the only window in the room, she seemed to glow. It took me a few moments before I was coherent enough to nod. Sitting up in the bed, I asked her to show me a few bras I might like. After a few bras, all of which were remarkable, I was awakened enough to pay attention. I settled on a very fine white bra that looked like a collection of large snowflakes. It wasn't very good at supporting the weight of Scarlett's massive breasts, but she had given me the power to choose.
Once she had it on, she reached down to her drawer to get the matching panties. "Who said you were going to wear panties?" I asked groggily.
Scarlett grinned. "Want me to make Fernand turn bright red again?"
I grinned, remembering the time she had worn a short skirt with no panties, and had chosen to sit in the front row... "No, I have something else in mind. Find the pair of strange jeans that you have. The blue ones with white lingerie."
"These?" she asked a minute later.
"Yep. Put these on."
I didn't know who she had found to make these jeans. Scarlett was very good at modifying her clothes, but this was amazing. The pants had begun their life as a regular pair of blue jeans, but had since then been extensively modified. More than half of the original material ha been cut out, and intricate white lace put there instead. With the additional white lace roses sown on the remain jeans, the effect was stunning. As she stood, turning this way and that, letting me admire her, I said "There you go. All ready for school."
"Haha! Very funny!"
"Ok then. Wear the red shirt I love so much."
When she slipped it on, the result was magnificent. The shirt itself was rather simply cut, but the material was heavy and supple, hugging Scarlett's curves very closely. "Gods you're gorgeous. Remind me again why I'm not going to force you into my bed and fuck you again?"
"Now why would I do that?" she teased, walking towards the bed. Suddenly, she looked at her watch and said "Oh my! Look at the time! I have to run!"
I let myself fall on the bed before shouting "Little tease! Little bitchy tease!"
I heard her laughing as she walked to the door, shouting a "I love you." before going out. I grinned despite my frustration and my erection. I thought about the first time we had shared that precious "I love you", a few weeks after our first meeting. I remember being so nervous with my other girlfriends before saying it for the first time. Yet with Scarlett, it had felt so natural, so normal... We were eating with at a nice restaurant and as we waited for our deserts, we stared at each other for a long moment, and I simply said it. She grinned, kissed me long and said that she loved me as well. Simple as that, no surprise, no stress. I was smiling as I went down the stairs to eat a late breakfast.
Much later that day, I learned something knew about myself. Despite the fact that I had always liked henna art, especially on beautiful women, I never would have thought that I would be willing to watch the process for hours. Yet I was now completely fascinated by the demonstration in front of me. Scarlett was lying on her back on a massage table, completely naked, but the woman working on her body wasn't a massage therapist.
Instead the woman was an acquaintance of Scarlett's that, while not being exactly a close friend, had nonetheless agreed to a very big and rather intimate project. For the past three hours, that woman had been applying very complex, very dense and stunningly beautiful henna designs and patterns on Scarlett's body. All of Scarlett's body.
She had set her table and various implements in our living room, and the bright light from the sun was streaming right on Scarlett's body. Like a mentally retarded patient I found myself staring at the bar of shadow the window was throwing on her thigh, watching as it slowly crept downward to her knee, sending the henna paste in and out of the light. I knew just enough about psychology to know that I was in a sort of wakened trance, both aware and not aware of the world around me. Later, thinking back on this morning, I would be properly fascinated by the entire experience. I had drunk and feasted on Scarlett's beauty before, but never in such a contemplative fashion.
I had no idea what it was going to cost, and even though Scarlett had refused my offer to help pay for it, I would gladly have paid hundreds of dollars just to watch the whole process. The woman was a real artist, and she had taken a good twenty minutes just staring at Scarlett's body before applying the very first line. At first I thought that she was just a lesbian obsessed by my girlfriend's body. But as the lines bloomed and I saw just how well the designs fit with Scarlett's curves, I understood that she had been planning the entire thing in her head.
She had begun around Scarlett's leg tattoo, a fully black design consisting of an anklet, from which a chain rose, looping around her calf until it bloomed into black roses on her thigh. From this base, the henna art had itself bloomed down to her toes and then up her leg, around her waist and back down the other leg. Next, the woman had applied her dark lines directly over Scarlett's flawlessly shaven mound, and even down to her lips. The artist then began her upwards journey again, tracing mesmerizing patterns on my girlfriend's smooth belly, from her pubis to her navel and all around her waist, then up to her breasts.
The woman paused again as she looked at the task ahead. That was quite usual for most people. I'm not ashamed to say that her breasts were the first thing I noticed about Scarlett when I met her. In fact, it was my unconscious mind that did. Since then, I had seen the remarkable combination of that summer red dress and black Simone Perele Amour full cup bra a few times. Every time I did it took my breath away and reminded me of our first meeting. Me and Scarlett's I mean, not just me and her breasts.
Then again, meeting such explosive breasts for the first time was rather memorable. Very large, out of proportion to the rest of her body, they had captured my eyes and had drawn me to the woman behind them. Would I now be blessed with her in my life if she had decided to wear a more conservative attire that day? Grinning, I dismissed the idea; Scarlett never dressed conservatively. And for good reason...
Depending on what bra she was wearing, her breasts sometimes looked like fakes, looked like she had implants. But she didn't. In any case, when you took the time to really look at them, they certainly were big enough to be implants, but they didn't have the usual fake shape. By and large, most slender women with big implants ended up with breasts that seem to be bolted on. But despite her small frame, Scarlett's large breasts looked organic. Wide, large and thrusting forward, certainly, but they blended and moulded quite naturally on her torso.
By now, most of the work had been done with Scarlett lying on her back on the table. For some of the work on her breasts, the woman asked her to stand up to see how her breasts would fall and move. Her breasts didn't fall all that much, but they did move around as if possessed. The woman didn't make a single unprofessional comment about Scarlett's breasts, but I had seen a few unguarded expressions. I din't think she really was a lesbian, but at the same time, Scarlett's breasts would surprise and affect most people.
A few minutes later and Scarlett was back on the table as the woman worked on the top of her chest, her arms and shoulders, her neck and even parts of her face. The result was already stunningly beautiful, and I'm sure that when the process was going to be all done, it would be uniquely magnificent. After taking a deep breath and releasing it, the woman said that she would be taking a break before doing Scarlett's back.
As she took her pause in the backyard, sipping a creamy whisky, Scarlett stood up cautiously and looked up at me expectantly. She grinned as she saw my face, and slowly turned around. It took all my willpower not to bend her over and fuck her right on the table, and when she realized that I was just about ready to do that, her eyes widened and she caressed the front of my pants, feeling my erection.
Whispering, as the door between us and the artist was only a screen door, Scarlett said, "You have no idea how wet I am... I hope she didn't see it." Looking around and making sure that the woman was still outside, Scarlett leaned in and said, "Let's make a deal. I'll turn around, you'll push your cock all the way inside me once and pull out. If you can do that without pushing back in, I'll let you do anything you want with me once the henna paste has been removed..."
I groaned and turned her around. Scarlett bent forward over the table, pushing her ass towards me. Unzipping my jeans, I pulled my cock out and spat on its tip. Grabbing one of Scarlett's ass with one hand, careful not to touch the paste on her hip, I guided my cock against her pussy and pushed in. When I saw her buttocks spreading against my upper thighs, I groaned again, trying to control myself. The woman could walk back in at any second. As I pulled out, I was sure I would fail and fuck her again, but I didn't. As I put my cock back inside my pants, I began, "Oh yes little girl, tonight you're—"
But I stopped as the woman returned, seemingly unaware of our little stunt. Since Scarlett couldn't lay back on the table because of all the paste she had on her body, she would have to finish this standing up. After tying her long dark hair in a tight bun, Scarlett patiently waited until the woman was finally all done. All in all, it took about five hours of work and quite a few bottles of paste. We paid and thanked her, and when I returned to the living room, Scarlett had her arms up in the air and was turning around, letting me see her in all her henna glory.
And it was glorious. Nearly everything was made using the traditional black henna paste, but before finishing, the artist added many flourishes in a pure white paste. As she was working, she told us that it made some purists angry, but she believed that the contrast added to the overall effect. I agreed. It was stunning. To top it all, she glued about thirty small gems on Scarlett's body. Not real gems, of course, but still made of glass and not plastic. Most of them were red, but a few were dark green and blue. As Scarlett turned around, I was speechless. She looked like a goddess.
We had the rest of the day to relax at home, letting the paste on as long as possible. What we hadn't thought about was that she would have to remain completely naked all day long. Despite what would happen much later that night, I would always remember that day as sheer torture and sheer pleasure at the same time. Now that Scarlett had paste all over her body, and I really mean all over, we couldn't touch each other, let alone fuck!
On the one hand it was fun to watch her trying to remain standing and not sit, yet seeing her moving around all the time made her body that much more desirable. Standing still, Scarlett's body was stunning. Moving, she became a wonder of nature that I couldn't tear my eyes from.
About midway through the afternoon, as I watched her tattooed body as she moved in and out of the sunlight, a memory suddenly flashed in my head. One of the patterns on her back, a very intricate rose made up mostly of small birds, reminded me of a very similar tattoo. It took me a while to figure out where and when I had seen it, but then it popped; the Bird. That crazy, barely believable restaurant. I was pretty sure that one of the girls there had a similar tattoo... But all of a sudden the girl was forgotten, and I knew how I was going to get my real revenge on Scarlett for that dreadful, years-of-life-robbing night in the haunted house.
A while ago, Scarlett tricked me into going into this supposed haunted house after watching a horror movie at the cinema. Obviously, the house wasn't really haunted, but it had been rigged to look that way. After seeing what looked like a desiccated corpse in the long abandoned bedroom, I opened the door only to see it rise up from the bed. There had been a rope and simply pulley system attached to the door. But in the seconds before my rational mind made sense of this, my entire being had been blown to bits by an overdoes of terror.
It had been, of course, Scarlett's plan all along. Not to scare me per se, but to make sure I would enter a stage of near rage and fuck her into submission. I had, and she had enjoyed it thoroughly. A couple of weeks later, by way of an apology for the years of life I would never get back, she had invited one of her friends to our bed for my very first threesome. It had been amazing, and in fact it made up for the scare quite nicely. In fact, Scarlett's presence in my life was worth more than one of those scares. I hadn't told her that, of course. Instead, I told her that I had another plan in mind. It had been a lie at the time, but now I knew what I wanted; I was going to bring her to the Bird.
While Scarlett was outside the house in the rather private backyard, I made the call to the restaurant as soon as they opened for reservations and got one! I was lucky, given that it was Friday. I was also exceptionally lucky that they had kept my name on file. About four years ago one of my girlfriends, this one much older than me, had brought me there as a sort of experiment. She was a psychology professor and had wanted me to see that place at least once. It had been a singular experience, and it had made me realize that such places did exist in the real world. As a sociology major, Scarlett was going to be floored.
When she came back inside, she was curious about the grin on my face. I said, cryptically, "Do you mind if a lot of strangers we'll probably never meet again think I'm your sugar daddy?"
"What?" she replied, a lopsided smile on her lips, "You mean you're not?"
"Haha! You could make more money as a barmaid than I do at college!" I laughed, an old joke. "I'm serious; would you mind?"
"Complete strangers? Hmmm." she paused, thinking about it, looking glorious and sexy, naked and tattooed in front of me. "I think you'd be hard pressed to think of something I wouldn't do for you in front of strangers... Or do to you."
As she said that she moved closer to me and it was obvious that she wanted to have sex right now, despite the fact that we couldn't. Calling all my willpower, I stopped her. When my only explanation was that I had made dinner reservations at a restaurant, she was surprised, and suspicious. In the end, Scarlett liked surprises and eating out, so she stopped asking questions.
Later, with most of the paste already fallen off, I enjoyed the distinct pleasure of removing what was left with a damp cloth. The effect was magnificent. We then went up to her room (or was it now our room?) and I proceeded to select her clothes for the night.
I took my sweet time, making her stand up, turn around and making her put on a few things only to ask her to remove them. I also made her play with her hair, watching how different styles fit with some of her outfits. Soon I had a very hard erection and Scarlett teased me again, tempting me to join her on the bed. When she fell on her back, opening her legs, I closed my eyes and turned around. This had to stop! In the end I chose a Prima Donna Couture balconet bra, all in black lace, knowing that it was slightly see through. Over that she would wear a very fine, form-fitting black camisole, and above that, yet a another one. This one was very different though: it was very loose, utterly translucent with a gold tint and it went all the way down to the middle of her thighs.
Below, I chose a nice black satin thong under one of my favorite skirts; a very long and very opened black skirt which threatened to reveal everything when she moved. On either side, the skirt was cut almost all the way up, but thick laces of fin cloth were criss-crossed most of the way down, keeping it more modest. A bit. I asked her to make sure that the lacing wasn't too tight. The skirt would part with each of her steps, revealing most of her nude thighs in the process.
I grinned thinking about what a gust of wind would do... Even standing still, with the laces loosened up, we could see a lot of her thigh. Scarlett's real leg tattoo would be in display, but with the henna all over both her legs, the effect of the parting skirt was just amazing.
Before leaving, I rummaged in her extensive jewelry collection and found what at first looked like a very long necklace made of silver. Scarlett told me that it was actually a piece of arm jewelry. It was tied just above her bicep, highlighting her slightly toned body, and snaked around her arms many times before being tied around itself a few inches above her wrist. It was the perfect last touch.
Hopping in my car, we took a quick detour to my own home so that I could get the finest clothes I had. It wasn't super fancy, nothing I had was, but it would do for tonight. Back in the car again, we drove out and took the interstate. Scarlett looked at me, more intrigued than ever. "We have about an hour drive in front of us..." I could see that she was trying to figure out where I was taking her. She spent the next twenty minutes trying to tease the truth about our evening, and failed. She liked surprises, but she was also very curious and loved solving puzzles. She just had no chance of solving that one.
Later we pulled up to the restaurant, which wasn't announced at all. All we could see was a large industrial building. When I pulled up to the entrance, I nodded to the drab-looking doorman, he nodded back and indicated that I could enter the underground parking lot. I was a bit surprised and pleased; when I was here last time, the valet had directed us to the regular parking, outside behind the building. Apparently, a black '68 Charger opened a few doors!
The garage was really dark, with nothing out of the ordinary. Scarlett couldn't discover much by looking at the parking lot, but she did discover the one significant thing. "Hmm, sugar daddy indeed... While your car is by far the nicest one here, it's not the most expensive. Not by a long shot! Where are we?"
"You'll know soon enough." I replied tersely.
After parking the car we walked to the door and we both noticed that if it weren't for the luxury cars, the garage would look very rundown and dirty. All part of the look, I guessed.
Beyond the large metal door we found another world altogether. A deep red carpet, thick and lush, was only the first of an explosion of details that assaulted our senses after the bleak garage. The walls were covered with old and intricate wallpaper, and they were lined with actual oil lamps to light the long corridor. At the other end stood a young man and young woman. As we approached, the woman, about Scarlett's age, stepped forward with a dazzling smile. But her smile was not the only thing that was dazzling. Her incredibly tight, form fitting dress left nothing to the imagination.
She welcomed us gracefully, asking us if we had been here before and taking my identification. When she learned that it was Scarlett's first time, she grinned and bided her to enjoy herself. Scarlett's eyes, already wide, indicated that she was truly surprised when the woman added, "And you, sir, enjoy your escort."



"Oh I will, don't worry!" I replied with a knowing smile, taking my identification back from her immaculately manicured hand.
"One last thing," the perfect girl said. "Please leave your phones or any other cameras you may have with us."
We complied, but I could see that the request really surprised Scarlett. Then, from a box on the table I took a couple of minimalist but elegant masks. When I offered one to Scarlett she was surprised again, but took it nonetheless. We both put them on before crossing the entrance. I knew she wanted to ask me a million question, but somehow managed to refrain.
Once inside the restaurant proper, we were assaulted by a barrage of experiences. First of all it smelled delicious. The cooks here were very famous, even if some would rather keep their presence here private. Then was the sight. From our first point of view we couldn't see the entire room, but what little we could really took Scarlett by surprise. As she took in the extraordinarily luxurious setting, she turned to me, grabbed my arm and whispered, "Where the fuck are we?"
"We're at The Bird, my dear." I said, knowing that it wouldn't mean anything to her.
I was wrong. "What, it's here?" she replied quickly, pulling me with her deeper into the restaurant. Clearly she knew what The Bird was.
Stopping her and pulling her back to me before she could turn the last corner out of the large entry hall, I said, "What? You know this place?"
"Well, I know of it. It's a legend in the department. Some of our professors claim to have been here before, but they're very tight lipped about it, even when drunk at parties. Most of the students think that they're lying, and some of us even think... well, thought, that this place didn't even exist... How the fuck did you manage to get us here?"
I was floored by her explanation, and mumbled the answer to her question. "Well, old girlfriend was a..." then I stopped myself. I was not about to tell her that she was a professor in the department next to Scarlett's! "Anyway, she managed to get us a table and invited me mostly to observe."
She barely listened to my answer. Instead, she was pulling me into the restaurant proper, and tried to take it all in. It was absolutely magnificent, from the floor to the ceilings, from wall to wall, from the tables to the cutlery, from the music to the aromas... Everything was just about perfect. After all it ought to be: I knew the evening was going to cost at least 500$, and that's only if we didn't overindulge on the wine.
But despite the amazing decor and ambiance, what truly separated The Bird from other restaurants was the people. Roughly half of the waiters were women and the other half men, but to say that this restaurant was aware of gender equality and such issues was missing the point. The waiters, of either sex, were barely dressed at all. And while they were flawless as waiters, they had clearly been chosen for other criteria as well. The last time I was here, my date told me that these waiters made something close to a thousand dollars a night, mostly in tips. It didn't make all the ethical dilemmas disappear, but it did explain why The Bird never lacked staff.
And this place truly was a hotspot for ethical dilemmas. I remembered that while overt sexual contacts were not allowed with the staff, subtle touches and caresses were more than tolerated. The most experienced waiters became masters at the art of eliciting such touches and then larger tips in the process. How many of the "couples" here were actually couples was a very good question. I was curious to ask Scarlett about it, but right now she was still trying to see and learn about everything. We were led to our table, pretty much in the center of the restaurant.
As I wasn't an important client, we had not been assigned one of the more intimate tables near the walls. Looking around, I could see that many such tables had walls to isolate them, and even translucent curtains that could close. I was pretty sure they also had access to, well, more open-minded waiters and waitresses.
Sitting down in front of Scarlett, who I thought was easily the most beautiful women here, I wondered what my presence here said about me. In three days I would teach a class about ethics and how we could build a more enlightened society! When I laughed, Scarlett looked at me. She was grinning from ear to ear, thrilled to be here. "That is amazing!" she said, a bit breathless. I only smiled. When our waitress came by to explain the menu and shows for the evening, I was at a loss for a moment.
The girl was extraordinary. Very delicate, about 5'3", with mouth watering breasts and a neckline cut so low that both sides didn't even connect. Instead, it showed her skin from her neck all the way down to her waist. I was also pretty sure that it that girl didn't shave her pussy, that we would see the top of her bush... I got all that from a very brief glance. I was at a loss because, despite what most people here must be thinking, Scarlett wasn't an escort or a prostitute, she really was my girlfriend. I simply couldn't stare at the waitress like most patrons would.
In fact, the poor girl seemed genuinely surprised that I didn't, actually, stare at her. It looked like she was used to a slight pause before being able to start her speech, and she stumbled on a few words in her haste to fill the uneasy silence. From beneath her mask, Scarlett winked at me and smiled.
Once the waitress was gone, I said, "Glad you like my choice of restaurant, my dear. But know this; we're here as punishment for the haunted house!"
Scarlett was briefly surprised, but she took it in stride, asking, "Oh, so that's what you had in mind for your revenge... But I'm not sure I understand. I really like being here... All my friends are going to be jealous!"
"I know." I replied. "But I'm planning on making a few of the people here jealous as well."
"Oh..." was her only reply. She then looked around the room again and noticed that some of the patrons were already in some stage of undress, and the evening was yet young. "I see." was all she added, with a small smile on her lips.
"Glad that you do. By the end of the evening, I intend on making all the women he jealous, and all the men envious!" I said, smiling.
Scarlett's hesitant expression surprised me, but not so much as her words did. "You really think so? Some of the women here are absolutely stunning, and could make jaws drop anywhere they please..."
"I know, even if I don't have the leisure to gawk at them myself!" I said, raising my glass to her. "But trust me, they will be jealous..."
Scarlett smiled, but for the first time since I met her, she didn't seem as confident about her body and beauty as usual. I have been lucky enough to be with a few very beautiful women in my life, and it became clear that they didn't know just how beautiful they were, nor how powerful that beauty was. I had thought that Scarlett was fully aware of it, but this little hesitation made me doubt. In any case, I was going to prove that I was right.
Contrary to other restaurants, there was only one specific hour for reservations. And you couldn't be in a hurry, as all the tables would be served pretty much at the same time. They did that to punctuate the evening with a few shows. The first three were really nothing more than elaborate and fancy stripteases. They called them delightful pauses, but even though they were exquisitely designed and executed by stunning women and men, it was still a strip show. The last one was something more special. The only time I was here, the two models actually had sex on stage. It looked more like something from the X-Art studio than some vulgar peep-show, but it was still quite raw. I had to admit that I was looking forward to tonight's exhibition like a adolescent boy.
After our entree, I asked Scarlett to remove her black tank top. Ready for it, she smiled and shook her head slightly. Playfully acting like an offended virgin, she said, "Pervert..." before sighing and looking around. "You want me to do it here?"
"But of course... Women all know how to remove bras under their clothing... How hard can a tank top be?" I replied, grinning.
Despite the fact that I had spent the entire day looking at her naked, I did feel a thrill seeing her undressing in front of these people. When she was done, the top thrown under the table, I was grinning like a fool. The henna had been obvious before, but now, visible under the fine gold cloth of the remaining camisole, it was screamingly obvious. The black lace of her bra against the black and white background of her tattooed skin was remarkable. And, of course, people began to really take notice of her.
"So Scarlett, I think I'm going to start getting my revenge for that haunted house incident..." I paused a bit, and Scarlett looked at me directly, an unreadable expression on her face. "I'd really like a glass of whatever alcohol they serve at the bar. Would you mind getting me some?"
She smiled and shook her head again, but got up and walked to the bar. I grinned, watching her beautiful body from the back and front as she came back. As I expected, I wasn't the only one watching her progress; most men's heads turned to follow her.
Scarlett was grinning as she came back, giving me a glass of whisky. We spent the next few minutes drinking it silently, taking in even more of the wonders of this place. I could see, in her face, the war going on between her intellect and her sexuality. She wanted to see, learn and understand as much as possible about this place, but then again the increasingly obvious sexual atmosphere was also affecting her.
"Take your bra off..." A simple, whispered command as our whisky was running low. Scarlett looked at me again, and I could see that the sexual side was beginning to win. This time she stood up and took her bra off from underneath the flimsy camisole. When she was done, she made a little show of trying to find a place to put it, twisting around to and fro. Most of the men took immediate notice of this wild creature, her amazing breasts and the insane henna patterns all over her body. They could now see the rings of rubies around her nipples, attracting even more stares.
Scarlett grinned as she sat down, looking around at the men. Then, after a while, she looked at me and said, "Why are they all openly gawking at me? Is that a Bird thing?"
"Yep..." I said, confirming her theory. "There's an extremely simple rule here. People can stare at what others decide to show. Even before you were taking sociology classes, you must have been aware that women can show just as much leg, ass, belly or cleavage they care to in our world, but men can't openly look at what's exposed." She nodded. "Here this crazy unwritten rule has been overturned."
"Oh, I see. And what if the woman didn't herself choose to show what she's showing?"
"Hmm, good point. You're saying that you've been coerced into this near topless state?" I said, drinking the last sip of my whisky. When she nodded, thinking she had scored a point, I quickly came back. In a lower voice, leaning forward, I said, "You think that's me dominating you?"
I clearly saw her reaction, her eyes opening wide and her lower jaw dropping slightly. After taking a deep breath, she got up and walked to the bar again, bringing me back another whisky just in time for the entree and the first show. Watching her walking towards me, knowing that she was sexually excited, got me excited as well. The dance of her large tattooed breasts under that barely-there camisole, in full view of everybody here, was wonderful.
As the lights dimmed everywhere, music began. In the middle of the very large room, the lights increased on the stage and a magnificent woman got out on stage and began dancing and stripping. It was a very nice show, but I was already hard, my mind already locked into the woman in front of me. We all applauded when the woman was done, but when Scarlett placed her naked foot between my legs and against my hard cock, I forgot all about the stripper. Scarlett asked, "Oooh... Is that for her?"
Instead of replying, I looked at her straight in her eyes and took a deep breath, grabbing the edge of the table strongly. She could now see what I was feeling, and as I squeezed her leg between mine, she had her answer.
After the soup and another striptease, I looked at Scarlett and asked her to remove her skirt and other shoe. And, to my great surprise, she hesitated. "Scarlett, you're absolutely gorgeous and most of the men here would rather watch you strip than watch the women on stage..."
"Pfff... You're a flatterer, Professor... You're only saying that because I'm your girlfriend, because we fuck and because I wake you up with my breasts every other morning..."
We laughed together, but it was clear that she really was nervous. "Scarlett... While I do enjoy all these things, I assure you that my belief is noble and pure!" She laughed again, used to hearing me say this when poking fun at rationalist arguments. "But I'm serious. Wanna bet?"
"Bet? You're going to do a survey?" Scarlett asked, curious despite the quip.
"Nope. What about this. Remove your skirt and shoe, and go get us a some wine. When you come back, look around the room, and I'll bet you that every man here will be looking at you."
"All of them?" she asked, sure that she would win. "And what will you do if you lose?"
"Anything you want." I said, confidently.
"Hmmm..." she thought about it. "And in the unlikely even that you do win?"
"We'll go to La vie en rose, buy you a new bra and fuck in the booth." La vie en rose was her favorite lingerie shop, with mostly high end items.
"You know we can't do that!" Scarlett laughed. She was right as the booths there were in the middle of the shop, and had curtains instead of doors.
Instead of replying, I leaned back against my chair and looked at her. With my head I indicated the bar and smiled. Shaking her head, she got up, saying, "Anything I want?" I nodded. Scarlett smiled and walked to the bar nearly naked. All she had on was the translucent camisole and her black satin thong. My heart skipped a beat as I watched her walking in the crowded restaurant. From the back, she was very nearly naked.
I was planning on clearing my throat loudly, or dropping a knife on the table to get the attention of the people here, but soon I realized that it was not necessary. Even before she got to the bar, people were noticing and telling each other. When Scarlett turned around and began walking back, she paused for a moment and looked around. She quickly realized that I had been right. She sighed, looked at me and smiled.
It took her maybe ten seconds to walk back to our table, but those ten seconds were amazing. Deciding that I had been right and seeing all the men looking at her, she did a little shrug and embraced the odd circumstances. Standing very straight, pushing her chest forward with her head held high, she walked very proudly. She did her little trick of moving her breasts side to side using very slight body movements, and the effect was stunning.
My only explanation for that impressive move where her breasts moved and jiggled a lot despite very small body movements was their sheer weight. They must weigh several pounds each, still firm and high because of her youth. It didn't take them much to come alive, and Scarlett obviously knew exactly what she needed to do. I was transfixed, and so were everybody else.
She was flushed as she sat down, looking at me with a large grin. She had lost, clearly, but she had also won something in the process. She stared at me for a long while, as I sat mesmerized by her tattooed body, almost naked breasts, the henna on her neck and face and the small black mask. "So," she asked lightly, tasting the excellent wine, "when are we going to La vie en rose?" I grinned then laughed with her.
The main course finally arrived; I'm not one for long, drawn out dinners. I was famished. I was tempted to ask Scarlett to remove her thong, as some of the others guests already had, but I refrained. During the meal, Scarlett explored many ideas and hypothesis about this place and the presence of stripteases, but what fascinated her more were the nearly naked waiters and guests. Some of whom, actually, really were naked by now.
Her hardest question, was "Shouldn't I be profoundly shocked and enraged about this obviously sexist place?" Then again, she had already seen many male waiters and guests in various states of undress, and they seemed to be the recipients of just as many abnormal touches, gentle slaps and pinches as the female waitresses and guests.
Scarlett added, "Still... Even if it isn't necessarily sexist, surely it was morally abhorrent! It's one thing to err on the side of exhibitionism if one wants to... But to be paid for it, and touched? Isn't that something else?" I had no ready-made answer for her. From our point of view, none of the waiters seemed to be here against their will, and most of them positively seemed to enjoy it. On the other hand, if we sat them down, individually, with psychologists and asked them hard questions, it's a given that some of them will think their job was immoral.
In the midst of this intense discussion where neither of us tried to defend a specific position, we were interrupted by our waitress and an unexpected offer. Scarlett and I shared a quick look before nodding at the same time, more curious than ever. It seemed that we have been selected for a special, more private show. Last time I'd been here, I hadn't even known about more private shows. My guess is that Scarlett's little parade had attracted the attention of the managers. We had no idea what the private show was, but the waitress specifically asked us if we were both open minded about sexuality in semi-public settings. We were. Fifteen minutes later, our waitress would come and fetch us.
After she left, Scarlett asked me about my darkest fantasies... "John my love, we have fifteen minutes to talk about something very important... What is you deepest, darkest sexual fantasy?"
"Seriously?"
"Sure, why not? And what better place than here to ask about this?"
"Ok... I assume you're going to tell me yours afterwards?"
"Of course!" she was smiling like a minx. A naughty minx.
"Darkest in the sense of violent, or most secret?" I asked.
"Either."
"Let me think..." In fact, I didn't need to think about it all that long. Just wasn't sure if I really wanted to share that. "Here goes." I said after a deep breath. "I'm not sure it's one l I actually want to live, but... Remember when we watched that porn flick from Blacked? Where that tiny blonde girl was possessed by that huge black guy?"
"Of course! It was excellent!" which did nothing to dampen her devilish smile.
"Well, obviously I'd like to dream about being able to do the same and be that big."
"You're not small John!" Scarlett to my rescue. This time I was the one smiling when her mischievous smile turned into an expression of concern.
"I know, but I'm far from being that big. In any case, that's not my fantasy. The deepest fantasy, which I've never told anyone, is that sometimes, and I mean sometimes... Also, I want to repeat that I'm not sure that I'd want to do it in real life."
"I know, I know! Stop teasing me!" she said, laughing.
"Well, sometimes I think about being manhandled myself by such a huge man and cock."
Scarlett's eyes opened wider: she had been expecting something else. "Oh my dear... That, I would never have guessed." Scarlett was looking at me, and it was clear that her assessment of me had subtly changed. She added, once more in control and with her little smile "Well, I do have strap-on dildos, you know..."



"But until you strap them on a big man, I'm not sure that..."
With that we were both laughing. But I was aware that time was going by and I wanted to hear her own deepest fantasy. "So, how about you?"
"My deepest fantasy? Which one?" she winked at me. "You have to choose: either I tell you my deepest in the sense of most secret, or my darkest in the sense of most sinister..."
"Just one?" I asked, very curious about both.
"Yep, just one... You'll have to earn the other secret." she added mysteriously.
"Ok, tell me your darkest one."
"Hmmm, I was sure you'd pick the other one. Two unexpected things from you in two minutes! Nice! Old men can still surprise!"
"So funny..." I drawled. "Now talk!"
"Do you remember the haunted house?"
"How could I forget! I lost a few years of life there, but realized one of my fantasies a few minutes afterwards."
"You know I enjoy being taken?"
"Obviously."
"Well, sometimes I fantasize about being raped... Not just by my lover, however pissed he was at me for scaring him half to death. And not only by one guy. I'm thinking two or three. Sometimes I think that in this absolutely worst situation in the world, completely powerless to prevent them from ravaging me in my every holes, I'd have a series of mind-blowing orgasm... Am I crazy?" she asked me, with what looked like genuine concern in her eyes.
Uncertain about where Scarlett would lead the conversation, I said "Only if you wander around dark alleys trying to get yourself truly raped!"
"No, of course not... I understand that from your point of view, being taken by a huge black guy with a huge cock is something scary. But for me, being taken by a big strong man is just another fantasy. My guess is that nobody thinks that my own darkest fantasy is just another fantasy."
"It is intense, yes... But I am not all that surprised Scarlett. As a fantasy it does fit with you. Not that you like being assaulted, but that in sex the domination-submission schema is very important for you. What if Karianne put one of your strap-ons on and we both jump you in a dark corner of the campus?"
Scarlett's eyes changed and brightened. "Oooh, I'd really like that! But it's not the same. As much as you both would try to play the role, I know you, I know your bodies, I know what you like and don't like... I know it you be a fun episode, but rape is something else..."
"And you'd like to live this?"
"No. Not a real rape, of course not..." she paused, and I was as sure as I could be that she was not dissembling and trying to hide a self-destructive streak. "But I don't know how I could ever come as close as possible to that fantasy without, like you said, wandering the dark alleys dressed sluttily."
I was about to say something else when our waitress came and told us that the show was about to begin. So, between the main meal and our deserts, we followed our waitress to a secluded room, the door for which I hadn't even noticed before. Inside, we were welcomed by a pair of new waiters, a woman and a man, and both were fully naked. And stunning.
My eyes focused on the woman first, a very tall black girl with a body that could only be described as flawless. Everything was perfectly proportioned, from her large breasts to her waist to hips ratio, to her fat to curves ratio... She was a delight in and of herself, and she was only the waitress! And the guy looked just about as perfect, with a tight, corded with muscles body and a very long cock. Either this guy was a shower or else he would be monstrously large when erect.
Neither Scarlett or I had expected this welcome, and we looked at each other, grinning, as they let us pass by. The room was a lot smaller than I anticipated, with six small tables suitable for couples. By the time the lights dimmed almost completely and the show began, there was a dozen people here.
When the small curtains parted and the woman walked in to the sound of a very old jazz tune, I knew something special was going to happen. I had no idea what it would be, but this clearly wasn't just another strip show. She was wearing a very long skirt, as opaque as the veil that covered her breasts was transparent. The woman was beautiful enough, but nowhere near the remarkable black woman at the door, or even the women who had done the stripteases earlier. Her breasts weren't exactly small, but they neither were they large or even particularly beautiful. Scarlett noticed all of that as well and looked at me, clearly perplexed. In fact, most of the female guests at the Bird were more beautiful than this special dancer.
Clearly we were missing something. Soon the veil covering her breasts was gone, as was the pins and leather cord that was holding her hair pinned up. Her dancing now followed the crescendo in the music, as the old jazz piece very nicely transformed into more of a world beat tune. The dancer was making her skirt and hair swish and whip left and right with increasing energy. As the rhythm increased even more, the base drum was beginning to take center stage, as the rest of the instruments faded out. In sync, the lights were turned lower and lower until we could barely see her silhouette.
When it was just about complete darkness, a very bright spotlight turned on from behind her. The effect was remarkable. The skirt, which had been opaque with normal lighting, was now wonderfully transparent. The lighting contrast was such that the dancer was now nothing more than a silhouette with a shadow of a skirt. The tune is still dominated by base drum sounds, but it's getting more complex now. But after a minute or so, Scarlett and I both forget about the music as we understand the dancer's secret.
With her feet spread wide apart, she was making her head, hair and arms twist in a very unusual pattern, mimicking a flame. When she began squatting, something impossible appeared between her legs. Our dancer was a hermaphrodite. Knowing the Bird's reputation, she was most likely a real one. I felt Scarlett squeezing my hand hard as she noticed it as well. The dancer and the music suddenly stopped, and we were all left in silence, staring at the silhouette of a remarkable hermaphrodite, her rather large penis and balls obvious in the contrasted light.
Very faintly, we were now hearing another tune beginning, this time with a distinctive celtic flavour. The dancer stood up from her revealing crouch and removed her skirt, throwing it off the stage. I was expecting the lights to be turned back on, revealing her fully, but that didn't happen. Instead, another woman joined her in the backlit stage. And even though we could see barely nothing beyond her silhouette, this woman was very clearly not a hermaphrodite.
Instead, she was both lithe and curvy at the same time. She was tall, very tall for a woman, with a tight belly and thighs, but with powerfully blooming breasts and a prominent round ass. Soon, as she moved and turned, it became clear that despite being naked, she was also disguised as a celtic warrior: many fine and long tresses, some feathers and other jewelry hanging from her locks, and some body painting all over her curves.
Without us realizing it, the first dancer had remained very still on the opposite end of the stage as we were trying to see as much of the celtic warrior as much as we could. Now she was walking back towards her, and was now wearing some sort of whole body jewelry, gold and silver chains and gems all over her body. I was expecting the lights to turn back on soon, but I was wrong. But despite the darkness, one thing was now obvious; the hermaphrodite had an erection. I heard Scarlett whisper, "Oh Gods..." before slipping one of her hands between her legs, under her panties.
I watched, completely mesmerized, as the two dancers began to merge in a new dance, a complicated pattern of twists and turns. The warrior was clearly in charge, leading the dance, but the hermaphrodite was clearly seizing every opportunity to touch her partner with her cock. At one point the hermaphrodite was hugging the celtic warrior from behind, her cock probably nestled between the other woman's ass cheeks, and she pushed her forward. Bent at the waist, the legs of the warrior were put in stark relief, as were her breasts, hanging below her. We couldn't see the hermaphrodite's cock, but my own was now rock hard. I wish I could pull it out and masturbate like Scarlett was doing.
Soon the celtic woman pulled away, only to turn around and very nearly jump on the hermaphrodite. Grabbing her fiercely in her arms, face to face this time, she then raised one of her legs high. Very high. Soon her calf was on the hermaphrodite's shoulder. That meant that her pussy was wide open, and that the hermaphrodite's cock could... And that's just what happened. With her free hand, the hermaphrodite guided her cock against the celtic woman's pussy, repositioned her legs slightly and pushed upwards.
The light flashed for a fraction of a second, and we all saw the penetration, as well as the explosion of body-painted colours on the warrior's body. In darkness again, total darkness with our unadjusted eyes, we could hear them fucking. Even above the music. My guess was that one of them carried a little microphone somewhere. Judging from the sounds, the celtic warrior was completely drenched. Gradually we were able to see them again. Soon the extremely long leg of the warrior slipped back down and she pulled away. Dropping on all fours, her remarkable ass pushed way up in the air, the celtic woman was offering an invitation the other one couldn't resist. Heck, I barely managed not to get up and fuck her myself.
The sight, even in stark backlighting, was unforgettable. The warrior had her arms well out of the way of her large breasts, allowing us to see them move under her, and she was perpendicular to the light, giving us the best view of the rest of her body. But the sight of the hermaphrodite fucking that amazing body was the key to this spectacle. She was kneeling, legs spread, hands on the body-painted hips, and she was fucking for all she was worth. Not only was the warrior's body being slammed with each penetration, but the hermaphrodite's breasts and long mane of red hair were being rocked at the same rhythm. The music itself, with perfect tempo, was getting more and more intense.
I was expecting this new crescendo to lead to the climax of these two wonderful women, but I was wrong. Their moans and cries were, it turned out, a lure. Suddenly, out of the corner of my eyes, I saw a new shape appearing on stage. And this time it was, without a doubt, a man. A male, actually. A huge male, very tall and large, with muscles covering his body from his calves to his powerful shoulders. He was also disguised as a celtic warrior, with body-painting and things sticking out of his hair. But to be honest, his very large and very hard erection grabbed my attention. It also grabbed Scarlett's, as she almost repeated herself, "Oh dear Lords in heaven..."
The man walked silently behind the two women, and stood there, watching them for a few seconds. When the crescendo suddenly stopped, reaching its apex, the man rushed the two women, pushing them to the floor. The first woman warrior was now laying fully against the floor, her legs straight, as the hermaphrodite was laying right above her, her legs extended as well. But they were still fucking. For a second or two, as the music changed to something still celtic but much more martial, we could see the outlines of the two women, fucking on the floor.
Yet now, the man standing right above them with his very long and erect cock, was an ominous promise. A promise, it turned out, soon to be realized. This time, as soon as he began lowering himself down, the lights flashed in rhythm whit the music. With a mind-bending stroboscope we all saw him kneel on the floor above the hermaphrodite, lean forward with one hand on her ass, push his cock down and aim it at her pussy. She slowed her fucking of the celtic warrior under her, but never stopped.
When the man moved forward, impaling the dancer, we heard her cry out. A sharp intake of breath, a moan, a cry and a scream as he just didn't stop. Once he was all the way inside her, he began fucking, fucking them both. It was remarkable just how different the atmosphere was. Right now, it was not three people fucking, or even not a man fucking a hermaphrodite and that hermaphrodite fucking a woman. It was a male fucking them both. It looked like he was fucking the hermaphrodite and using her to fuck the woman beneath. Raw power. The hermaphrodite's screams eventually turned back into moans, and the flashes of light stopped.
After a while, the celtic woman managed to slip out from under the two others. But the man surprised her with his speed, grabbing her wrist. He then pulled off from the hermaphrodite and stood up. The celtic woman had looked tall earlier, but now she seemed frail next to this monster of a man. Pulling her against him, her turned her around and held her from behind, much like the hermaphrodite had earlier. He pushed her forward, bent at the waist, also like earlier.
This time the celtic woman didn't manage to escape. The man guided his cock between her legs and pushed up. Her scream was very loud, and the penetration took a lot more time than the first one. It seemed likely that he was fucking her ass. A few flashes of light made that speculation more compelling.
Suddenly the hermaphrodite appeared, walking towards the couple. Bending down, she reached the celtic woman's face and grabbed her chin. Pulling it up until the woman was almost straight, she began kissing her, stifling the screams and moans. After fondling her amazing breasts for a while, the hermaphrodite reached down and grabbed both the woman's thighs. With the help of the man, she pulled them up until they were both wrapped around her waist.
The woman was now trapped between the two others, held up by the hermaphrodite's hands on her thighs and the man's long cock inside her ass. The hermaphrodite didn't wait any time and pushed her own cock up inside the woman's pussy. Perfectly time with the woman's new moan, as she broke the kiss and threw her head backwards, the music stopped and the lights turned on. And remained on.
It's remarkable how quickly the full lights brought us back from this magical moment into the very real and very explicit world. Seeing this celtic goddess with barely believable breasts being fuck by this barbarian of a man and this stunning hermaphrodite, a few feet in front of us, in a silence broken only by the sounds of their fucking... that was completely overwhelming. Next to me, Scarlett was still masturbating, despite the lights, but was clearly trying to keep a low profile.
On stage, they kept fucking for a few minutes until the man was clearly beginning to climax. He held on to the woman and the peculiar position, but his rhythm was breaking until, finally, he was the one who was screaming. The was pistoning his long cock in and out of the woman's ass slowly, his entire body shaking with pleasure. Eventually, despite all his muscles, he was shaking too badly and the trio broke apart. When he pulled out, his flagging cock dangled between his powerful legs, spent and dripping sperm.
The celtic woman was not on her knees, right in front of the hermaphrodite. Still covered in gold and silver chains, the hermaphrodite was pumping her own cock. Her entire body was tensing up and her climax was imminent. Had I been watching this on a screen, zooming in on the actual cock ejaculating on a woman's breasts, it would have looked quite ordinary. But it wasn't on a screen, and it wasn't a man's cock. She squirted a couple of jets of white cum on the stunning pair of celtic breasts, and then the warrior leaned in to suck the hermaphrodite cock in her mouth.
As the lights start to dim again, most of the audience started applauding. Looking at Scarlett in the dimming light, I saw that she was climaxing, right there on her chair, surrounded by many strangers. Her own very large and gravity-defying breasts were heaving under her pleasure, barely veiled by her golden camisole. As her orgasm faded out, she opened her eyes and looks at me, grinning widely. Still somewhat stunned by the whole thing, Scarlett and I both looked at each other and joined in.
Still grinning, with her eyes just slightly more opened than usual, Scarlett shook her head, barely believing what had just happened. The three performers on stage got up, smile at us and take a bow together. Most women in the room got up for a standing ovation, but while all the men are enthusiastically clapping and whistling, they choose to remain seated. I understand why.
At that moment, I felt Scarlett's hand right on my hard cock. Leaning in she whispered, through the loud noise of the applause, "I want you inside my pussy... Very soon. Take me to the back seat of your car right now!" There was nothing in the world I wanted more than to take her right there on the table. But there were limits, despite everything.
We walked back to our table and hailed our delicious waitress. With a lot of experience with post-private show urgency, she handled our bill very quickly and got a very generous tip. As we left, she winked at me, knowing what was about to happen. We grabbed Scarlett's discarded clothing and our cellphones on the way out and half walk, half ran to the car. Looking around in the garage, we quickly realized that quite a few people were leaving, probably for the same reason. I fumbled with the keys for a bit, looking around to see if we could, indeed, fuck right here in the garage. But, once again, Scarlett was way ahead of me.
When I managed to unlock and open the door, I saw her tong fly by, landing on my seat. Beside me, Scarlett was leaning against the rear fender, half bent over the trunk. "Take me right now. Put that cock inside me." Looking around quickly, she added, "I don't care who sees us. Just fuck me." She was wearing nothing but her sheer golden camisole, her henna paint and a look on her face that was as easy to understand as her last request.
Moving behind her, I unzipped my pants and finally freed my cock. It was so hard I could barely flex it! Bending downwards until I felt her warm and moist pussy lips, I grabbed her hips and pushed up. We both moaned out loud, and we both didn't care. Judging by her body's heat, by her moans, by her motions upon the car and the strength with which she pushed back against my every strokes, I already knew that she was very close to a second orgasm. I tried my best to find her rhythm and keep it, using long and regular deep strokes.
Soon she fully collapsed on the trunk and asked me to fuck her harder. I happily obliged, grinning then laughing as she started to cry out and shout her pleasure. Looking around again, I could see two couples who had stopped walking and were enjoying the extra show. One of them had been with us in the private room. They were, at most, twenty yards away from us.
As Scarlett rose up, her glorious breasts rising with her, she looked straight at them. Then, showing me that I hadn't yet found her limits, she lifted her arms and pointed at the couple. They grinned, a little embarrassed. When Scarlett turned her hand upwards and crooked her finger in a come over here invitation, their eyes opened wide in surprise. Like mine. The couple looked at each other, shrugged and walked over, a strange expression on their faces.
The woman was bolder and walked until she was right next to Scarlett and me. The man, a bit more reserved, stood behind her. They were in their fifties, but both looked good, especially the woman with her skin flushed with the thrill of the situation. Recently I had had my very first threesome, which in most ways is more extraordinary than this was. But seeing them both watching us fucking, so very close to us... that was amazing. "Can I... can I touch them?" asked the woman, her eyes so focused on Scarlett's breasts that she didn't have to specify.



Scarlett merely nodded and moaned as she felt this woman, a complete stranger, touching her breast through the merest of fabrics. As hot as Scarlett was, she told me later that she had felt the heat from the woman's hand. As I watched, mesmerized, the woman grabbed my girlfriend's breast more forcefully, squeezing its weight in her fingers, before hefting it upwards.
Behind his wife, the man leaned in as well and asked the same question. Scarlett turned her head to look at him, biting her lower lip between her teeth before saying "What are you waiting for?" Reaching around his wife, the man grabbed Scarlett's other breast. When he did, Scarlett threw her head back, pushing her breasts against the hands of those two strangers.
When one of Scarlett's moans stopped short in her throat and her body stiffened, my eyes opened in surprise; she was on the verge of another climax. And this time, so was I. Closing my eyes for a few seconds, gathering what little concentration I still had, I tried to wait for her. Her moans were now louder, much stronger, and the couple must has realized that she was going to cum. When I opened my eyes, I saw the woman leaning forward, kissing Scarlett on the cheek and whispering, "You are gorgeous, child. Thank you so much for this. Thank you for this blessing." Before kissing her again.
When Scarlett's hand reach behind and grabbed my hip, I got her message loud and clear. As I began pounding her, feeling my own climax rising fast, Scarlett reached up, grabbed the woman by the back of the neck and pulled her for a kiss. A real kiss; a tongue lashing and lip biting kind of kiss. And she also moaned her climax right into her mouth.
I felt my whole body going weak for a second before a great shiver shook me. The power of my climax surprised me, as I shook and shook, spending a ridiculous amount of sperm inside her. Scarlett finally broke the kiss, unable to hold it as she was ravaged by her third climax. As she rested on the trunk, Scarlett laughed, squeezing the woman's hand one last time. They both thanked us again before leaving. Slowly, gently, I pulled out of her pussy, hearing a large glob of cum falling to the ground. Scarlett laughed softly on the car.
My clothes were a ruined mess of sweat, rumpled all over. I removed my coat and only kept my pants and shirt. When Scarlett got up as well, she looked at me, with nothing on but her golden camisole. We both smiled at each other, in silence. My mind was utterly fried, unable to make sense of the show and this exhibitionist sex. Reaching inside the car, I threw her tong to her. As she struggled to keep her balance while putting it on, I asked, "Are you game to remain dressed like this until we get home?"
"Oh my love... After three climaxes in a row, you could ask me to strap myself on the hood of your Charger naked and I would." she said, grinning.
I realized that she was drunk more on the pleasure than on the alcohol. "Nah, I think that if I did strap you there, someone's going to grab you and run away before we get home. And I do want to sleep next to you tonight..."
She grinned, then looked at me for a second with a strange expression on her face. "You think we're going to sleep? I'm planning on getting at least six orgasms tonight."
I laughed as she said it, but couldn't quite decide if she was serious or not. "Really?" I asked, but got no reply.
Three hours later, in our shower, as I watched my cock pump in and out of her ass, and as her fingers pushed a sixth orgasm out of her body, I got my answer. She had given herself a fourth one in the car, masturbating as I drove, and I'd given her a fifth in the shower ten minutes ago, my mouth on her pussy. Oh, how life can sometimes be so very, very sweet.
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Scarlett woke up in her bed and laughed as she realized that she must have passed out after her last climax. She could feel her huge dildo between her legs, its tip still nestled against her wet pussy. "Damn! That was an intense orgasm!" she thought. After pushing it on the floor, she stretched luxuriously under the blankets. As her nipples slipped against the soft fabric, she remembered that her pussy wasn't the only thing she had abused this morning.
Pushing the blanket down and looking at her large breasts, she grinned: her nipples were a lot redder than their usual pink. Closing her eyes, she remembered having sucked on them so hard as she was driving that dildo in and out of her. "I don't think I've pushed John hard enough yet... He still hasn't sucked me this brutally." Scarlett thought, still grinning like a cat with cream on its whiskers.
As she twisted around, she felt another dildo, much smaller, still lodged deep inside her ass. After scooting down her bed, she sat up on its corner, opened her legs and made her pelvis rotate. The feelings were still delicious, even after three climaxes. Glancing at the dildo on the floor, she briefly considered reaching for it again. But the clock on the wall reminded her that she was going to be late for class if she didn't get up now.
So she did, keeping her butt-plug inside her as she climbed down the stairs, fully naked. In sync with the sway of her hips, her long dark hair whipped behind her with her every step. What she wouldn't give to have John's cock inside her right now. Leaning against the counter, her plugged ass still teasing her, she drank her orange juice while the sun hungrily caressed her skin.
Gently twisting against the counter, her legs crossed to enhance the feelings, she checked her emails. John had written to her during the night, and apparently he missed her just as much as she did. Scarlett grinned as she read the brief description of his fantasy, and felt her pussy becoming wet again. When John finished by saying that he had enjoyed teasing her with this email, she grinned, laughed and swore at the same time. If at first she had been able to manipulate him, to push all his buttons, he had certainly learned how to push hers during their many months together.
Switching to her calendar, she checked the dates again. Three days! Three days before he'd be back here. Scarlett sighed and thought that she would strap him to their bed for an entire week. "Their bed." It was a strange feeling, that. Walking slowly to the stairs, she could see the edge of that same bed. It was not just "her bed" anymore, nor was it "his bed".
It had been a long while since she had ever slept in a bed that belonged to two people. Technically this was still her place and her bed, but in her mind, it was theirs. With a gentle smile, regardless of the naughty plug that was still making her body buzz, Scarlett walked to the bathroom.
In the shower, she delicately removed the plug and shivered. She was still as sexually charged and frustrated as she had been this morning, three orgasms ago. "How the fuck am I supposed to survive the next three days!!" she thought, mauling her breasts and tweaking her nipples. In the past, Scarlett has had a lot of long stretches without sex. Once, when she'd been eighteen, she'd spent six entire months with nothing more than her fingers and toys. But that had been her choice! Now, she'd had sex just about everyday since she'd met John. And she had loved every damn one of those times.
Back in their room, Scarlett looked at herself in the mirror before selecting her clothes. 'What man wouldn't want this in his bed?" she asked out loud, her pretentiousness and cockiness more than equalled by the truth behind her question. The one single thing she'd like to change with her body was her height. "Just three more inches." she whispered. The rest, she really, really couldn't complain about. She had smooth legs that flared upwards into round hips and a small waist, delicate arms, a very pretty face and long silky hair to top it all off.
And her breasts. John had been, obviously, absolutely fascinated by them. Like all of her boyfriends and girlfriends. When John learned that most of her bras were around 34Fs, like one of his favourite Prima Donna Madison demi bra, he'd told her that he didn't even know they made bras on that extreme size. Scarlett told him that they even had bigger ones at 34G. When he doubted that women could have her slim figure and bigger breasts, she grinned and said, "Only with silicon, my dear... only with silicon." Actually, her own breasts were sometimes too much for her thinner bras. Some of her favourite lacy bras lasted no more than 15-20 days on her.
Letting her hand caress some of those, Scarlett was tempted to dress extremely sexily today. In the end she resisted the temptation, even if she way absolutely keyed up. She didn't have many unsexy clothes, but today she didn't go out of her way to select the worst offenders. "What good would that bring me?" she thought. Before going back down she looked at the box that contained her Halloween costume, and the void next to it where another box had been for the past month. It was now missing because John had brought it with him.
Not only was he gone for an entire week, not only was he going to miss the Halloween party here, but he was going to go to another Halloween party without her! And they'd had matching costumes: the Joker and Harley Quinn. Somehow she had managed John not to go with his favorite theme: vampires. Despite some bad movies and T.V. series that were ruining the genre, John really liked the vampire fantasy world. She really liked it too, but Scarlett knew that the party they were supposed to go to would be filled with vampires.
With the promise of making it up to him eventually, Scarlett had managed to convince John to go as the Joker and Harley Quinn. It hadn't been much of a hard sell anyway: John liked the Batman universe and, like all men, really, really liked Harley...
When Scarlett had seen his costume, she had helped to enhance the relatively crappy version he had bought. He, on the other hand, hadn't seen hers. It was going to be a surprise, a very sexy surprise. Now she frowned, wondering if his punishment was to never see her wear it. As she raced downstairs, pretty sure that she was going to be late for school, Scarlett shook her head in frustration: why punish him when it wasn't his fault?
Later that day on campus she met Karianne and her latest boyfriend. Judd was his name. Karianne was gushing, a wide smile on her face as she introduced him. Scarlett was polite and smiled at him, but knew she'd probably never see him again. The tall, lean and lithe Karianne had probably never spent more than a week without a boyfriend in her entire life. They were drawn to her like flies and since she hated to be single, she never took the time to really choose. An invitation, a date and a night. Sometimes two. At most.
Scarlett grinned as she listened to them talking; Karianne wasn't really that bad. Then again, Scarlett really didn't think that it was worth the effort to remember all the details of their rather sordid meeting. He was good looking enough, and didn't immediately look like a stupid frat boy. But that didn't mean much. In any case, she felt a bit let down when she learned that Karianne had invited him to the Halloween party. Both girls had decided to go as a somewhat matching pair: her as Harley Quinn and Karianne as Poison Ivy.
Seeing Karianne as Poison Ivy would have been an added surprise for John. Ever since the three of them had spent an entire night sharing a threesome and some bondage straps, Karianne and John had gradually become good friends.
The thought of spending the party with her old friend had helped to overcome the disappointment of not being with John. Now, not only was John not going to be there, but she was going to be the third wheel with Karianne and Judd, who was coming as Batman. Of course.
Finding an excuse to get away, Scarlett left the new couple in their frothy fizzle of happiness. During her class, she could barely manage to follow the professor. The class itself was interesting enough, but her mind was wandering. So was her hand. Twice in the last hour she had surprised herself and had had to pull her hand from between her legs surreptitiously. As far as she knew, nobody had noticed, but Scarlett knew she couldn't stay there.
Then again, what else was she going to do? The party was tomorrow, Friday night, and she had no idea how she was going to make it until John came back. Laughing at herself, out loud and drawing the attention of a couple of bored students, Scarlett shook her head. "Oh stop it! It's not that bad, naughty girl!" she thought.
It really wasn't. She was blowing this out of proportion. "Hmm, maybe if I managed to find my old blow up doll..." Grinning, she shook her head again and folded her books. The professor seemed a bit surprised to see her leave before the end of class, as she never did that, but Scarlett knew that she was not going to learn anything today. Sitting outside in the afternoon sun, she tried to think of a solution. Of course, the best solution would have been for her to go on the trip with John.
They had talked about it, but soon enough it was clear that it was not a good idea. Firstly, she would be missing an entire week of classes. Secondly, John had said, "I won't be able to do any work or to focus if I know you're right the in the audience, or backstage, not wearing panties..." Which was, of course, a good point. John had been selected to go there at the last minute to replace one of his older colleague. He didn't want anything to distract him as he needed to be at his best to impress the others. John was much older than her 24 years, but in the academic world, he was rather young at 40.
At first she tried to convince him to come back home on Friday night, so that they could be together for the party and the night. But because of his schedule that would mean that he wouldn't be back before 1 am, after having driven 5 hours... Not ideal. And he would miss the brunch on Saturday morning, one last chance to make contacts.
And suddenly the solution hit her. Why couldn't she join him tomorrow night? She didn't even classes on Friday, and since the conferences would be over, she couldn't distract him anymore. "Well, she thought, I could certainly distract him, but it wouldn't be a problem then..." Grinning, she got up and hurried home. On her way, she received a text from Karianne: she needed help with her costume. Sitting on the bus, Scarlett laughed as her road trip idea became even better. A couple of texts later and everything was set. As soon as Karianne's class was over tomorrow morning, she, Judd and Scarlett would skip town and head for the mountains where John was. They were going to surprise him at the Halloween party.
After slipping her phone back into her purse, Scarlett allowed herself to play and tease with a freshman sitting across her on the bus. A short skirt, the sun on her thighs and a mind overwhelmed with sex... When she winked at him before getting out, it was all she could do to stop from laughing. His face was all red and he would remember this bus ride for a long time!
After dinner Karianne came over and they worked on her costume for about an hour. As they worked, Scarlett confided to her friend about how badly she missed John. It didn't take long for Karianne to figure out that what she was really missing. "Do you miss him, or do you miss his..."
Both girls laughed as Scarlett replied, "Gods yes! I miss his cock!"
"Well, he does have a very nice one!" added Karianne, remembering their threesome a while back. "Did you break any dildos last night?"
"No, but not for lack of trying Karianne... I'm actually a bit sore still."
"Well, don't touch them tonight," the tall black-haired girl added, "you'll want to save your strength for tomorrow night!"
"I don't know if it's such a good idea... If I don't climax tonight, I might eat him alive at the party!" Scarlett said, sighing.
"If that's the case, I think I have a suggestion." said Karianne before moving a bit closer to her friend. "You know, a tongue is a lot more gentle that a dildo. And I really miss your pussy Scarlett."
Scarlett smiled and turned around to hug her friend. After kissing her neck once, she whispered, "I'd really like that love... But, and you'll probably be surprised, I'm not sure if I can."
"What?" Karianne replied, more shocked than surprised. "But we've had sex lots of times together! I even fucked John! I can still remember his big cock stretching my pussy! You can't be serious!"
"I know, I know... But he was there... I don't know if it makes a difference for him."
"Oh come on!" Karianne grabbed her friend's hips and pulled her hard against her. "I want to eat you until you beg me to stop! I want to feel those creamy thighs of yours clamping down around my head as I push one climax after another out of your body!"
"Stop it" Scarlett cried, laughing as she pulled away from her friend.
"Well, only one way to find out!" said Karianne, looking as serious as she could in the moment.
"Which is?" Scarlett asked, a bit worried.
"It's simple: ask him!"
"What? You mean call him?"
"Why not? Or text him?"
"And ask him if his girlfriend can have sex with another woman?" Scarlett laughed, realizing just how crazy the idea was.
"Why not? I've had sex with him already! Now, give me your phone!"
A few minutes later, Scarlett was sitting on a chair next to Karianne as her friend was texting with John. Scarlett realized that being very open-minded about sex was a lot easier when in light relationships, or fuck-friends. With John, hey both knew they had something a lot more important that that... How would their sex life evolve? Would it remain classically monogamous? Scarlett didn't want that, but...
When Karianne laughed, Scarlett pushed her thoughts aside and tried to read the conversation. Karianne was pretending to be her. Their ten minute conversation turned out to be extraordinarily fun, even though Scarlett had to censor one or two of Karianne's craziest messages. Karianne made it very clear that *she* was extremely horny, and in deep sexual need. In the end, John was perfectly OK with the idea of her sleeping with her friend. When Karianne asked him if it was only OK with girls they'd had a threesome with, there was a long pause before John's reply. Both girls were laughing uncontrollably, but John's response ended up being rather on the safe side, "Let's talk about this when I get home."
Before Scarlett could censor one last message, Karianne asked him if he'd consider having a threesome with another man. Sitting next to her friend, Scarlett froze, her mouth opened, as they waited for John's answer. Once again a long pause. Scarlett said, "Are you crazy Karianne?" But her friend was smiling, waiting for the reply. When it came, it took them both by surprise. "Gods, you must be really really horny to ask me this over texts! Well, here goes: I've never had anything remotely like sex with another man, but you know I've had a few fantasies... That enough for tonight? What's up with you?"
The girls stared at the screen for a minute before Karianne wrote a reply and wished him a good night. Once the session was over, Karianne looked at her friend, "Well, well, well... Your John sure is full of surprises!"
"Oh shut up!" was Scarlett reply. "You keep that to yourself, alright? Otherwise, you're never going to feel my tongue on your pussy again!" Before Karianne could reply, Scarlett added, "Now, what was that you were saying about eating me until I begged you to stop?"
Forgetting about John's secret, Karianne got up and pulled Scarlett up as well. "Go up to your bed and undress. I don't want to see a single item of clothing on you when I get up there." When Scarlett seemed surprised that her friend was not coming up with her, Karianne added, "I'm going to give you the ride of your life, and I need to stretch my lips and jaws." Scarlett groaned and felt her legs going weak.
Two minutes later Scarlett saw her friend, as naked as she was, climbing up. The first thing she saw was the ponytail Karianne had made. Scarlett smiled, remembering the first time she had seen Karianne naked, before their first night together: Scarlett had asked her friend not to tie her hair up, but she'd replied by saying that it was a lot easier to eat a pussy with your hair tied. Just below that ponytail, Karianne's face appeared as she climbed up the stairs. While Scarlett had seen her friend's face many times, the expression it now had was breathtaking: it was obvious she was going to make good on her promise of eating her until she begged.
Then her light neck, delicate shoulders and smallish breasts became visible. As her very slim waist and hips came up, Scarlett's eyes were drawn to that thin strip of hair Karianne always kept above her lips. Most of the times, Scarlett wasn't particularly interested in thin women like Karianne. But somehow, perhaps because of her training as a classical and traditional dancer, Karianne had a way of moving that made her lean body really sensuous.
As her friend finally placed her foot on the floor and pushed herself up, Scarlett's eyes roamed all over Karianne's legs. Long, very lean but clearly very strong, these were Karianne's best assets. Especially if you included her ass. As Karianne turned to walk to the foot of the bed, Scarlett got a nice glimpse at the small but still bubble shaped ass that fascinated men and women alike.
Karianne then kneeled at the base of the bed, looking up at Scarlett over the smooth curves and valleys of her thighs, hips and belly, and between the two generous mounds of her breasts. Scarlett knew that she was already dripping wet, but when she felt her friend's hands on her feet, then calves, she shivered in anticipation. Karianne and her weren't exactly regular lovers, especially when one of them had a boyfriend. But right now Scarlett would have promised her friend anything just to feel her tongue on her pussy. The thrill she felt when that tongue started on the top of her foot was a very nice release, but not, not at all, what she wanted.
Sitting upwards, Scarlett grabbed Karianne's ponytail and pulled her towards herself. "Eat me... Eat me now, I want that tongue of yours to plough my pussy right now!" In less than a second, Scarlett's thighs were wide opened and Karianne's laughter was cut as Scarlett pulled her hard against her pussy. Still holding on to Karianne's ponytail, Scarlett threw her head back and moaned, groaned and screamed her pleasure. Very soon, barely believing it herself, Scarlett felt the sparks of her pleasure already smoking, already starting to burn.
Karianne remembered exactly how Scarlett liked to be licked and sucked. At first, her friend kept her tongue very wide, pushing down hard and doing slow circles across her clit. Wrapping her arms under and around Scarlett's thighs, Karianne reached her her pussy from above and gently opened her labia. Fully uncovered, Scarlett's clit was now feeling the full torrent of feelings as Karianne's tongue kept that familiar pattern.
Letting go her the ponytail, Scarlett let herself fall back down on the bed, her pelvis thrusting up and down against Karianne's mouth. Gradually, her moans synced up with her thrusts and her thighs closed around her lover's face. When her pleasure finally bloomed, she squeezed her thighs hard, arched her back and cried out in very, very sweet release. She was riding the wave as it crested all over her, once more guiding Karianne with her hand, until she shuddered and pulled away.



But Karianne wasn't done. Not by a long shot. She knew she couldn't simply keep grinding Scarlett's clit, but as she released her pressure she moved down. Despite Scarlett's strength, Karianne forced her head slightly sideways. Very careful of where her upper lip was, Karianne opened her mouth and began teasing Scarlett's hole. It was burning hot and drenched in her saliva as well as Scarlett's juices. Instead of letting Scarlett come down from that first climax, Karianne tried her best to rekindle it in another place. Lightly darting the tip of her tongue in and out, she was also focused on Scarlett's body and moans.
As soon as Scarlett released her thighs, Karianne brought her hands back down and this time opened the lower part of Scarlett's pussy. Suddenly, the tightly squeezed hole was released and she could use the tip of her tongue to rim it gently. Karianne knew that every time she would lick the uppermost part of Scarlett's hole, she would also graze her friend's clit. And every time she did, Scarlett shuddered. Yet, knowing her friend's special proclivities as well, she knew that every time she licked the lowest part of her hole, she would graze the very sensitive skin between her pussy and asshole. And every time she did, Scarlett shuddered. But that was for later.
Realizing that Scarlett's breathing was slowing down too much, Karianne intensified her caresses and turned her head upright again. As her tongue kept turning and darting, her upper lip was now back on Scarlett's clit. Gentle at first, but harder and harder as her saliva made everything wet. Soon she was pushing her tongue harder and deeper into Scarlett's delicious pussy. Then she pressed her upper lip harder against her clit and began rotating her head from left to right.
Her mouth opened as wide as it would go, Karianne was now eating her friend's pussy for all she was worth. Moving up and down, feeling the smooth shaven skin above and teasing Scarlett's asshole below, Karianne knew that another climax was growing inside that amazing body.
And she was ready for it. She was very nearly sure that Scarlett hadn't realized that she had kept one of her hands behind her as she was climbing the stairs. She had kept it there as she had grabbed one of her friend's dildos in the bathroom. It was now safely on the floor, right next to the bed. If she timed her moves perfectly, she knew she would kill Scarlett with an overdose of pleasure. Putting the first part of her plan in motion, she began by pushing Scarlett's thighs outwards and upwards. She then pushed her tongue a lot lower, moving it directly on Scarlett's asshole. She had never done that in her entire life, but after seeing Scarlett enjoy John's cock up there last time, it had fascinated Karianne.
Scarlett's reaction was instantaneous and Karianne grinned as much as she could in her current position. Scarlett's moan the next time she touched her asshole was a double confirmation: she really liked that and was close to another climax. Pushing harder with her lip and darting her tongue downwards more and more often, Karianne felt her friend's body becoming hotter and her moans getting a lot louder.
Praying that her timing was right, Karianne pulled away and knelt upright in the bed. Before her friend could make sense of what was happening, Karianne grabbed her thighs and forced her to turn around on her belly. After reaching down and grabbing the slick dildo, Karianne lay back down between her friend's legs, her face inches from Scarlett's round ass.
As fast as she could do it carefully, Karianne guided the seven inches dildo to Scarlett's lips and pushed it all the way in. Scarlett screamed in surprise and pleasure, but her breath caught in her throat as she felt Karianne's face burying itself between her asscheeks and her tongue starting to properly ream her asshole. The climax that had remained in limbo for a couple of seconds suddenly roared back. Karianne, despite the very naughty thrill of reaming someone for the first time, felt Scarlett's body tensing in perfect silence. When she pulled the dildo out and back in, all the while flicking her tongue all over Scarlett's asshole, she felt her friend going over the top. The very high top.
When Scarlett began bucking wildly, Karianne released the dildo and placed both her hands on her friend's soft, round ass, hanging on as best she could. "What the fuck Karianne!" screamed Scarlett, "What the fuck! I'm going to die!" Karianne laughed for a few seconds, thrilled that her plan worked. She was also floored by the wicked sensations she was having: her first ream job was eye-opening. She loved feeling her friend's smooth, generous buttocks against her cheeks, and despite her apprehension, the naughty pleasure of licking Scarlett's ass more than made up for the fact that the idea was weird at best. When Scarlett raised her ass higher, it allowed Karianne to dive deeper, moving up and down.
At some point the dildo was pushed out and Karianne could suddenly go a lot lower. Alternating between her friend's ass and her pussy, Karianne knew she was driving Scarlett into a frenzy. Laughing, moaning and crying out loud, Scarlett was milking her climax for all it was worth, but now it had to stop. As she felt Karianne following her, never letting go, Scarlett laughed harder and began begging her friend to stop. Eventually, they both collapsed on the bed, covered in sweat, exhausted but laughing as well.
An hour later, after Scarlett returned her friend's favour and ate her out until she climaxed, Karianne left. She hadn't wanted a mind-blowing climax herself, as her boyfriend was waiting for her. "I'll make it up to you next time, love..." was Scarlett's last comment. Back up to her room, Scarlett dropped down gracelessly in her bed and fell asleep, contended for the first time since John left.
Fourteen hours later, Karianne, her boyfriend Judd and Scarlett were in her car, driving towards the mountains to surprise John. The trunk of her car was packed with the stuff, most important of which were their Halloween costumes. Harley Quinn, Poison Ivy and Batman were driving down the road to meet up with the Joker. It was going to be a fun night! A fun evening too, but most especially a fun night. The plan was simple: Karianne and Judd would have their room, and she'd sleep in John's room. Actually, Scarlett wasn't planning on sleeping at all.
Before leaving, she had taken a very thorough shower: she wanted to be as clean as possible for the evening and night with John. Every single hair below her neck had been plucked, waxed or shaved. As much as she liked John's relatively hairy body, she really enjoyed having a flawlessly smooth skin. Sometimes she teased Karianne about it, encouraging her to shave the strip above her pussy. It hadn't worked yet, but she was hopeful.
Three hours into the five hour drive, Karianne and her boyfriend were getting restless. And what did new lovers did when they were restless? They kissed. And kissed some more. At first, Karianne had been sitting in front with Scarlett, but after their first rest stop she had joined Judd in the back. Now Scarlett could hear them trying to devour each other. Suddenly, hearing Karianne moaning, she looked in the rear-view mirror and it was obvious that they were not simply kissing. Karianne was straddling Judd and Scarlett could see his hands under Karianne's shirt. She sighed, then smiled. Despite the glorious release of Karianne's mouth yesterday, Scarlett still needed a real cock inside her. Barring that, a man manhandling her like Judd was doing with Karianne would be great as well.
When Karianne moaned a second time, Scarlett said: "Cut it out you two, you're distracting me... I'm driving here, you know?" Her tone was light, and her words were utterly ignored. Fifteen minutes later, she heard Judd whisper, "You can't be serious!" then Karianne laughing. Scarlett couldn't hear what her friend replied, as she whispered directly into his ear, but she knew something naughty was brewing. Suddenly she heard the sound of a zipper being opened. Scarlett laughed out loud and said: "You guys can't be serious!!"
As a reply, all Scarlett heard was Karianne's very loud moan, followed by. "Oh my God that feels good!"
After which, Judd added in a nervous laughter, "You said you were going to be quiet!"
"I just couldn't, your cock's just too good!"
"No, no, no, no!" Scarlett screamed and laughed at the same time. "Karianne, you know what I'm—" and then she stopped, not sure she wanted to share this with Judd.
Karianne didn't reply for a while, and this peculiar moment dragged on for long minutes. It was a very strange silence, broken only by their moans and the noise of the engine. But as the minutes passed, Scarlett could feel her pussy, cleanly shaven as it was, getting wetter and wetter. Part of her wanted to stop and join them, but she didn't know Judd all that well, and she was pretty sure that John wouldn't like that. Besides, she wanted her pussy all clean for him. At one point, she said: "Come on guys... Cut it out or be quiet about it."
Karianne stopped riding her man and pulled off completely. Scarlett was really surprised, but then she realized that Karianne was only changing position. Turning around completely, she was now sitting on Judd's cock again. Karianne leaned forward, partway over Scarlett's seat, and then caressed her friend's shoulder with her hand. "Now now... You'll be with John in a couple of hours. You can hold on, can't you?" Karianne's voice was a sweet mixture of pleasure and laughter.
As Scarlett thought about how to reply, she felt her friend's hand sliding down from her shoulder, sneaking under her tank top and even under her bra. A few seconds later, Karianne's hand was fully opened around her generous flesh, massaging it and squeezing her nipple. Taking a deep breath to clear her mind, Scarlett whispered, "Karianne, you know how badly I need to be fucked right now! I'm going to devour John as it is, but if you guys don't stop—"
At this moment Judd, probably overwhelmed by his new girlfriend's open-mindedness, said, "Lucky man!" just loud enough so that both girls heard it.
Karianne, surprised, turned her head around and said, ""Hey! I'm right here, your cock inside me, and you say you want to fuck my best friend?"
But as she kept fucking him, he replied rather calmly, "Nah, that's not what I said. And in any case, don't you think I don't know that one of your hands is caressing your best friend's amazing breasts?" he said, emphasizing the words "best friend". Before either girl could react, to the revelation and the brazen compliment, he pressed on. "Or that I didn't figured out what you did with your best friend last night? When you jumped on me and fucked me as your face smelled like pussy?"
Everybody laughed and Scarlett was impressed by Judd's ability to roll smoothly with the wild ride Karianne was taking him on. With a playful tone, Karianne, who hadn't released her hold on Scarlett's breast at all, said, "Well, well, well... Mr. Cool here takes all of this in stride. OK then. I have a challenge for you: without stopping me from fucking you, you need to control yourself and not climax for two minutes as I describe my friend's amazing breasts."
Judd laughed, then grabbed Karianne's hips, holding her steady. "What happens if I lose?"
"Hmmm. You get to be my slave for the next week. You have to do everything I say."
"Ok. And what if I win?" Judd was still quite calm, and Scarlett suddenly realized that his own sexual history must be significantly broader than most guys his age.
After a few seconds, Karianne said, "Well, obviously, I get to be your slave for the week."
"And," added Scarlett, knowing that her mind was intoxicated with sex, "I leave the door to the bathroom slightly opened as I change into my costume tonight..."
"Damn!" was Judd's only answer.
"Ready?"
"Go!"
As soon as Karianne resumed her movements, Scarlett knew that Judd had little chances of winning: she was riding him very hard. But as her friend began waxing lyrical about her breasts, Scarlett laughed: she could have promised him a night-long fucking session, and it wouldn't have mattered. "What I have in my hands, dear lover, is one of the most wonderful breasts on the face of the earth. What was it, Scarlett, what do they fill? 34F bras? Right? Judd, you have no idea how soft and creamy they feel, how hot and firm and thrusting and proud... You do know that I've sucked on them before, right? Can you imagine this? My mouth locked on one of those nipples? Pale pink, a large aureola and thrusting nipple... So hard in my mouth, slick with my saliva. Damn that was good! And then I licked their underside, taking my time to cross the very long route from one side all the way to the other side."
Judd was already moaning a lot louder than he had been. His hands were pressed against the seat and his eyes were closed. And it hadn't even been 30 seconds. Karianne was merciless, "Can you imagine how good your cock would feel locked between them, covered with both her saliva and mine? How long could you last, looking down at them, at her face, and then at mine behind her, as I held her breasts squeezed tight all around your cock?"
"Damn it woman! You're going to make me go crazy!" Judd said, in his voice none of the calm and control he had earlier.
Scarlett was grinning in front, but she had to admit that Karianne's precise images and story was making her blood boil. That and her hand, which kept on mauling and caressing her breasts. Karianne wasn't done, though, "What if I told you that every time your cock would pop up and out of her breasts, I would lean down to lick your glans? How long would you last?"
Not long at all, it seems. Through a last groan, Judd finally moaned and cried out and it was clear that he was climaxing. Both girls laughed and Karianne kept fucking him until he pulled her in one last time, his cock probably too sensitive. Pulling her hand out of Scarlett's bra, Karianne reached for the box of tissues. A few minutes later, as they both finished cleaning themselves off, Karianne said, "So, my little slave, did you learn a lesson here?"
"Ha! Yes. More than one actually. First, you were very serious when you told me you were not jealous. Second, very courageous or self-confident. It takes a lot of courage to drive your own boyfriend crazy with such a ridiculously beautiful pair of breasts. Few women would be so confident, even one as beautiful as you."
"Hahaha! Now you think of complimenting me!" Karianne laughed.
"I'm serious Kar... When I saw you dancing three weeks ago, I knew I would do anything I had to to get to know you. You're stunningly beautiful and an astonishing person to be with: very sweet and funny, always seeing the best in people and I've had more interesting conversations with you in two weeks than with some of my friends in a year! I've enjoyed every second I spent with you so far." He paused, even though his tone indicated that he was not finished. Both girls, Scarlett knew, were quite stunned by his words. "Still..., gorgeous and sexy as you are on the stage or right now in this car, doing what you just did takes... balls!"
They all laughed at his choice of expression, but Scarlett could see that Karianne had been really touched by his words. As they stared at each other, Scarlett said, "Well Judd. That was quite the speech! I think you've managed to convince Karianne not to abuse you for the next week."
"I don't care. She can do what she wants with me..." was his reply, still looking right into Karianne's eyes.
"Hmmm..." Scarlett grinned. "A word of warning: don't underestimate her imagination nor how crazy her plans can become..."
Again they laughed, and Karianne leaned in for a kiss. A long kiss. Still grinning, Scarlett was really pleased to finally meet one of Karianne's boyfriend that was an interesting person. Laughing, she said to them, "Now now! Don't start again, or this time I'll go crazy!" They both laughed, and as Karianne leaned over the seat to kiss her on the cheek, Scarlett knew that this week-end was going to be even better than she had planned.
At the hotel, given that Scarlett really wanted to surprise John, the trio had a mission impossible moment. She had shown Judd a picture of John and had asked him to scout ahead as they walked from the car to the front desk, then to their room. They made it without being seen, with Karianne and Scarlett giggling as they closed the door behind them. Scarlett didn't have access to John's room yet, so they all had to get ready in her friend's room. It was already around 7pm, and they were pretty sure that the party was already under way.
Glad that Judd had failed his challenge, Scarlett went in the bathroom first with her costume box and closed the door behind her. A minute later the door popped back open without a knock, and for a second Scarlett believed that Judd had decided to claim his prize anyway. Instead, Karianne walked in, closing the door behind her. Whispering, she said, "Judd hasn't said a word, but I'm pretty sure he's pissed at having lost his challenge."
"Well, if losing means filling your deliciously tight pussy with his cum, I'm sure he'll get over it!" Scarlett laughed.
"I know, but I got an idea. Here, put this on." Karianne said, giving her one of her tank tops.
Scarlett looked at it and said, "Karianne... We're not exactly twins. I've seen you wearing this, and it's skin tight on you. Your bras are what, 32? I'm somewhat large than this... Regardless of my breasts, this will squeeze me like a shrinkwrapped piece of meat!"
Karianne laughed. "Yes, a very tasty piece of meat. Trust me, put it on!"
Sighing, Scarlett removed her own top and bra, and slipped into Karianne's tiny top. Looking at herself in the mirror, she laughed. "Come on Kar, if anything my breasts look even better all squashed like this, and I look like a slut!"
"Ha! Don't worry, nobody will see you dressed like this." she said, pulling her iPhone out.
"What? You want to take a picture of me like this?"
"Nope, even better; a movie." Answered Karianne. "Oh will you calm down! Here's what I want you to do..."
Scarlett went along when Karianne told her that her face was not going to be on the video, and grinned as she understood what her friend wanted. Standing in front of her, Karianne focused on Scarlett's breasts and asked her to slowly pull her top up. Eventually the underside of her breasts appeared, then more of them, they full width and Scarlett stopped juste before her nipples were about to pop out.
Scarlett was smiling as she pulled the top back down, looking at Karianne's face. Clearly, her idea had worked. "Wow!" was Karianne's only comment. After having looked at the video herself, Scarlett agreed that it was quite sexy. "Mind if I show this to Judd as a consolation prize?"
"Ha! I'd guessed as much... What's in it for me?" Scarlett asked.
"Hmm, what about my mouth on your pussy again?"
"Done!"
"Perfect. Oh wait!" Karianne said, turning her camera on again. "Let me shoot you again, and this time in slow-motion. And, of course, this one is only for me."
Grinning and shaking her head, Scarlett agreed. She knew she was still pretty high on lust, and that all these games would only make her even crazier when she'd get John back into his room. The first part of the movie was identical, but as she prepared to stop below her nipples, Karianne asked her pull the top completely off. As she did, she felt her large breasts pushing free of the top and falling down, before bouncing up again. When they fell a second time, Scarlett pushed herself up on the balls of her feet, giving her breasts enough energy to bounce a second time. "Oh my Gods!" came Karianne's whispered voice.



Both girls laughed as they watched Scarlett's breasts bouncing up and down in slow motion. "Damn, that's pretty nice if I say so myself! Here Kar, take my phone and I'll make a video for John..." After the repeated the performance, Scarlett made Karianne swear to keep the second video just for her.
Now alone in the bathroom, she locked the door and opened her box with a grin. "John's mind is going to crack when he sees me in this!" she thought. One of the most surprising quirks of John's personality, aside from the fact that he liked and drove old american muscle cars, was his fascination for the Batman universe. A couple of months ago, when Scarlett learned that he found the Harley Quinn character just OK, but found her appearance amazing, her Halloween plan had begun to develop.
And now it was about to fully bloom. Stripping down completely, Scarlett reached for the costume's bra. Well, what remained of the original bra. She had bought it about a year ago in a sex shop, knowing that it wouldn't last long. When the threads finally tore apart, she removed them and tried to salvage the rest. With a bit of work, she transformed what had already been a very sexy bra into one that was, frankly, indecent. It was now little more than a wire running under her breasts and some padding on the exterior sides to push them slightly together and up.
Looking at herself in the mirror, her breasts almost looked fake. As firm and youthful as they were, flesh was flesh and their sheer weight dictated the way they fell. Now, with this barely-there bra, they really looked like they were being pushed up and outwards unnaturally. Perfect for a cartoon character!
When she slipped her spandex top over her head and around her breasts, the effect was breathtaking. Usually, Scarlett enjoyed having low necklines for the simple reason that she liked to show her breasts off. But for the top of her costume, she had chosen one of Harley's simplest costume: the black and red skin tight suit. The movie version had been nice, but the black and red spandex... hard to beat! And it really was skin tight, from her waist to her neck. Moving around, jumping a bit and making her breasts shake, Scarlett actually hesitated. "Can I really go out dressed like this?" Biting her lower lip, she thought about it. With a grin, she nodded at herself in the mirror.
In any case, she was going to wear a mask, she was never going to see the people she'd meet tonight again, it was Halloween, and she was burning up with lust. John and Karianne had already had a lot more than a good look at her breasts, and Scarlett realized that she was quite comfortable with Judd seeing her like this.
Reaching down into the box, she pulled the white necklace, then she decided to leave it off. "Less authentic, but a lot sexier without this big thing covering me." she thought. She then pulled her hose out. They were simple and perfect for the costume: rings of black and red all the way up. Scarlett hadn't tried to do a perfect replica of one of Harley Quinn's specific costumes. A bit of mix and match had made the job a lot easier. She slipped the fine hose up her legs and around her round ass. No panties, obviously.
Over the hose, she added a very short and flaring leather skirt, black and red. If she moved or turned too fast, it was probably going to let a few observers see her ass. She didn't care much and in any case, she thought, laughing at herself, "Most people will be staring at my breasts. Haha! I'm really drunk on lust!" Scarlett then painted her face as best she could, considering that she would have a mask anyway.
A couple of weeks ago, she thought about dyeing her hair, but she really hated the sticky feel of temporary dies. Instead she pulled a wig from the box and attached it firmly on her own, carefully bunned-up hair. As she had very long hair, the fit wasn't perfect, but more than good enough. She twisted her head left to right and was rather pleased with the results: both long and colourful pigtails were spot on!
After putting on her mask, she looked down into the box for the last piece. It had taken some work, but she succeeded in finding a working pair of old-school roller skates, which she had died red and black. Scarlett hadn't roller skated for a long while, and had never tried the old-school version. She was glad to discover, from the few moves she could do in here, that it wasn't all that bad.
In fact, as she rolled into the room, she felt really at ease. When she looked up from her skates, she laughed at the sight of Karianne and her boyfriend. Karianne was grinning, clearly stunned by her costume. "Wow! That's a great costume girl!" Sitting next to her, Judd was quite simply staring at her breasts. The same comment, "Wow!" clearly had a different meaning. Scarlett remembered that he had just seen her video minutes ago.
Making her breasts jiggle from side to side a bit, she was pleased to see his mouth open slightly. Karianne, finally noticing Judd, gave him a playful slap upside the head. Then again, after having teased him in the car and with the gift of the video, she couldn't really be angry about it.
As Karianne disappeared in the bathroom to get dressed, Scarlett was left alone with Judd. Little did she know that those twenty or so minutes would have a dramatic impact later in the evening. Nothing remarkable happened, just friendly conversations as he changed into his own costume. He hesitated when he realized that he had to strip down to his briefs, but after a quick look at Scarlett, just shrugged and dropped his pants.
Scarlett, looking briefly at the prominent bulge, thought that he was still sporting a semi-erection, that its size made Karianne just as lucky as she was, and that Judd didn't mind showing it to her. He glanced at her just as he was pulling his bat-pants on, a bit flustered, his face a bit flushed, but not remotely as shy as he should have been. Again, Scarlett was impressed by his poise.
In her experience, she'd only seen such composure in much older men. Like John, who was much older than Judd. Despite all that she had thrown at him during their first meeting, all the overwhelming sexual looks, moves, invitations and innuendos, even after she briefly made him believe that he had taken her without her consent, he had kept his head. Or rather, he had succeeded at keeping control even though she had pushed him into a state of angry lust he had never felt before.
Not looking at Judd anymore, lost in sweet memories, she remembered how he had taken her roughly on the hood of his car. He had taken her pussy, her mouth, her throat, her breasts... And soon after that first day, her ass as well. It was not that he had been able to resist her, but he had managed to remain himself through everything she had thrown at him. And that, of course, had made her fall madly in love with him. She still remembered just how shocked she had been, after the really wild sex they had shared, which could have been a delicious one-time thing, when he had asked her "I want to learn how to give you our first kiss."
When Judd asked her why she was grinning, eyes lost somewhere, Scarlett snapped out of her trance and looked at him. "Sorry! I was thinking about John"
"Ha! Really! I envy the guy... I think I have a pretty good idea what he's going to be doing tonight..." Judd replied, smiling.
"Well," Scarlett said, glancing at the bathroom, "I have a good feeling you won't have much time to be envious, my friend."
Right at this moment, Karianne got out of the bathroom fully dressed and asked, "He won't be envious of what?"
"Envious of the sex I'll be having with John tonight." replied Scarlett with a smile.
"What do you think, Judd?" Karianne asked.
Both girls laughed as they saw his face, his relaxed jaw. Even though Scarlett had seen Karianne in her costume last night, the full effect of the make up, the big red wig and the fake ivy all over her body was breathtaking. Essentially all she had on was a neck to toe hose, all green but very transparent. Sown into a pattern of a very sexy bikini were fake leaves, strategically placed. Finally, snaking around her legs, torso and arms were fake ivy. The red and green make-up, as well as the generous red wig were topping an already impressive costume.
Batman, nearly fully dressed himself, walked towards her and finally stood, staring at her slowly from head to toe. Scarlett knew that most women would be at least embarrassed by such a bold scrutiny, especially since Judd had spent the last few minutes staring at Scarlett's body, but Karianne was positively radiating. In a low voice, perhaps out of lust, perhaps out of roleplay, Judd said, in a very low voice, "Would you mind very much if I tore and ripped the costume off you tonight?"
"I would be heartbroken if you didn't." Was Karianne's reply, and Scarlett could see that Judd's words had stoked Karianne's passion even more.
Sitting on the bed, Scarlett knew that if she left them alone, they'd never even get to the party. With a strange smile, she also knew that if she got up and kissed Karianne right now, they'd have a threesome. Taking a deep breath and getting up, she grabbed both their arms and pulled them outside with her. As she skated towards the party, easily finding her balance, she suddenly remembered Karianne's last question for John during last night's text. About a threesome with another man.
Turning around and looking straight into her friend's eyes, she wondered if Karianne had planned this all along. She didn't quite dare ask her about it in front of Judd, and she couldn't see if Karianne's innocent face was a mask of not. She did take another look at him, a different kind of look. "Hmm... Could be interesting... Would John really be that open-minded?" she thought.
Scarlett took another deep breath and was ready to open the door to the great hall, where the costume party was happening. They could already hear the music. Just before pushing the door, she thought of something. Looking at Judd, she asked him if had chosen this costume to accompany Karianne, or if he really liked Batman. The latter. Grinning, Scarlett told them of her little plan.
When they entered the hall a couple of minutes later, Scarlett was rather surprised by the number of people there. Usually philosophy conferences were small affairs, but there must have been more than a hundred people here. Even better for her plan. She had shown John's picture to Judd once again, and both girls followed him as he entered. They kept to the shadows for a bit, giving Judd enough tim to find John. As she moved around, she grinned as she realized that there were lot, a fucking lot of vampires in the room.
It looked like John wasn't the only philosopher with a thing for vampires... Above the music, she suddenly heard Batman crying the Joker's name. The guy at the music was pretty quick, as he lowered the sound level almost immediately. Scarlett grinned when she heard John's voice replying loud and clear, "Oh no, not you! What do you want, gutter bat?"
"Is that the proper way to address your better, to address the man who will put you down?" was Judd's guttural reply.
"Put me down? You? With what army?"
Scarlett could see that Batman and the Joker were now facing each other in a growing ring of cleared space, right in the middle of the room. People were looking, amused at this little scene. John pressed on, swiftly taking the lead, "Hey Batman! Someone told me you sounded more like an owl than a bat!"
Not missing a beat, Judd replied, very loudly, "Who?"
People around them laughed a bit, either because they knew the joke or were drunker than they should! John kept going with a classic, "Knock! Knock!"
Everybody was expecting the equally classic "Who's there?" but Judd remained silent. "Knock! Knock!" again from the Joker, and again with no reply from Batman.
After the third time, Judd said: "Alfred, there's someone at the door!" thoroughly ruining whichever joke the Joker had in mind.
The crowd laughed more at this second joke though. John went at it again, "What's Batman's favourite part of a Joke?"
"Tell me it' not the "PUNCH" line?" was Judd's deadpan reply.
"Well, yes!"
That one got a mix of laughter and boos... But from her vantage point, the crowd still seemed to like the game.
Finally, Judd told one of his own, which was Scarlett's signal. "Stop it right there Joker, that was really, really bad. I got one joke for you. Listen carefully. When is Joker not plotting a murder?"
"Ha! That one's easy!" was John's quick reply, but Scarlett was pretty sure John had no idea. Slowly, carefully, she made her way through the crowd, asking people to remain quiet. "What do I do when I'm not plotting a murder? Hmmm. I'm, er... I'm riding my Harley! Hahahaha!"
Scarlett was actually impressed by John's impression of the Joker's maniacal laughter. But as he did, she parted the crowd and appeared in the circle around the two men. Most of the people she had brushed against hadn't taken a good look at her, but when she rolled free, in the light, just about everybody had a really good look at her. Given that about 95% of the crowd were males, there was a very audible collective gasp. A second later, most of them applauded this conclusion to the little scene. Applauded and whistled. Perhaps because of the costumes, perhaps because of the alcohol, but Scarlett heard a storm of whistles through the applause.
Her focus was on the Joker though. At first, she saw him throwing his head back and laughing at her appearance. He had obviously been having a great time with Batman, and now this last joke had turned out to be a very nice set-up. Very loudly, she said "Hey Puddin'!" After hearing her voice, and as she was skating all around the opened space, he finally took a good look at her, from her head to her skates. The laughter transformed into a smile, but his eyes flashed with lust. Then, seconds later, as he was looking at her breasts, swaying and bouncing as they were, his eyes suddenly popped wide open and he looked up at her masked face. Squinting for a little while, his mouth now opened, he finally recognized her.
As he did, completely out of character for John but perfect for the Joker, he opened his arms wide and shouted his maniacal laughter again. Walking towards her, he said, very loudly, "Come here, lover!" When she did, he wrapped her in his arms and lifted her, making her turn with him. Finally Scarlett had him in her arms and she leaned down for a kiss. The crowd applauded again, and laughter broke out when he slipped his hands from her thighs to her ass. She could now feel his fingers dangerously close to her pussy and asshole, but most of her attention was directed at their mouths, lips and tongues. That kiss, their first in a week, felt like a damn breaking apart, releasing huge stores of pent-up pressure.
Scarlett had no idea how long they remained this way, locked into this very passionate and very sexually charged kiss. When they finally broke it, most of the cleared space had disappeared, gobbled up by the crowd again. A few of them slapped the Joker on the back, congratulating him for this little show. Some of the guys were clearly his friends or close colleagues, and Scarlett tried to keep up with all the names of those John presented. She was still glued to his side, nestled comfortably in the crook of his arm. It was very strange to see him with his awesome Joker make-up. But oh so sweet.
A few minutes later Karianne and Judd appeared, and John hugged them both, laughing with the Batman again, realizing that this had all been set-up. We all drifted to the bar to share a drink, and ended up on a small balcony. Later, Scarlett and Karianne left the boys together to get new drinks. As they came back, they saw Judd leaning in closer to John, grinning as he told him something. When he stopped, John looked at him quickly, then at his coming girlfriend. He then grinned slowly. "Hmm... what has he said to him?" wondered Scarlett.
A few minutes later, Scarlett was alone with John for the first time. Karianne had gone back inside because of the chill of the autumn night, bringing Judd with her. Scarlett leaned close to John's ear and whispered, "Puddin', you remember our little talk about me not wearing panties? Well, I'm don't have any on right now. And I didn't even put a single pair in my bag for the week-end." She was thrilled by his wordless reply, a very low growl as he grabbed her and held her very tight against him. The night was chilly indeed, but Scarlett was boiling up.
Raising herself on the front wheels of her skates, she added, "If you're game to rip my hose apart right here, I'll let you do whatever you want with me."
John looked at her, lust even more clear in his eyes. But after a deep breath, he replied, "I'm pretty sure I could do whatever I want with you regardless... Batman told me about how badly you needed me. Maybe I should tease you tonight." Scarlett hissed, mentally cursing Judd and looking at John with fire in her eyes. "Oh... Quiet down my little Harley. I intend to ride you all night long. Did you know that I've had an erection since I recognized you earlier?"
Scarlett was a bit surprised; it had been at least 20 minutes. Reaching down, she let her hand slide over his crotch, grinning when she found the big lump she had fantasized so much about the pas few days. "Hmm, that feels delicious. What, pray tell, do you intend to do with that, Puddin'?"
"Well, if you'd please reach behind you and close the little blind, I'd really like to shove that hard cock all the way down your throat."
Scarlett's heart jumped. Without even bothering to consider how probable it was that someone would come out despite the blind, nor with verifying if people could see them from the ground in the darkness, she turned around and closed the curtains.
Turning back around, she fell to her knees and swatted John's hands away from his pants. With a deftness and a speed that rivalled any possible record time, she undid his belt, his button and his zipper, pushing his pants and boxers down. She gasped as she saw his cock, opening her mouth already. As she grabbed it with her hands, she shivered: the length, the girth, the so very faint curve to the left and the great bulbous head... Without waiting any more time, she rose up and engulfed it. Just a regular blowjob at first: two, then three then four inches, coating it's every last area and recess with her saliva. Already taking deep breaths, she pulled out and spat right at the veiny underside. Using her fingers to spread that saliva all over his length, she looked up at him. "Hold on..." she whispered just before pulling his cock down towards her and taking his entire length inside her body.
As she felt his glans reaching the back of her throat, she found the correct angle and relaxed her muscles. She had discovered that she really enjoyed deepthroating many years ago. Her first experience hadn't been all that great, and the jerk that had tried it without warning had been quickly dealt with. For all she knew, he was still cursing himself for that mistake. But when she tried it again with a more interesting lover, she had discovered yet another fetish for her collection.
Now, years of practice later, it was easy for her to do it. John was just big enough to please her pussy and fit in her ass, and as it turned out, his girth was perfect for this as well. Strangely enough, she'd discovered that a penis that was too thin was harder to deepthroat.
Handling her gag reflex, Scarlett pushed herself up until her nose was pressed against his pubes. Both of her hands were now on his ass, guiding his movements. She felt his own hands on her head, but knew that he wouldn't try to push her too hard. But she had taught him to really take her, even in this delicate position. During the months since their first time, with her head upside down and her back on the hood of the Charger, they had found a balance of roughness and safety.



Nevertheless, even if Scarlett usually liked it rougher than John, tonight he was already pushing her to her limits. As he pushed and pulled her head, driving all of his seven inches in and out of her mouth, she felt right at the crux where excitement, pain and fear mixed. As they both knew very well, it was one of the ways for Scarlett to reach the pinnacle of pleasure. John felt like a man possessed. As his fingers grabbed the strings of her mask and pulled her harder against him, she felt her own body responding: she was pretty sure her hose was drenched between her legs already.
Deepthroating was always a memorable experience, even with lots of practice. Even if she knew herself a profound and convinced feminist, Scarlett couldn't deny that having John dominate her was one of the best thrills in her young life. She felt like a hole, felt as if her mouth and throat were meant to be for his pleasure, his sexual abuse. Of course, he was only abusing her body on her tacit and willing invitation, and would shrivel in shame and pain if he ever caused her real pain. It had happened on a few times, and his contrite and apologetic reaction had only made her want to try more dangerous stuff afterwards.
What some women saw as the ultimate humiliation, Scarlett saw as an act of utter trust. She would fight with everything she had if someone tried to do it to her without her consent. Yet, letting John molesting her throat gave her extremely intense pleasure. If the wind opened the blinds and the entire room saw her on her knees, her entire body rocked by John's hold on her head, his cock fucking her mouth and the deluge of saliva on her chin, she wouldn't mind. She was his creature, his slave tonight.
When Scarlett felt his climax approaching, she even stopped trying to be quiet about it. Deepthroating was usually a noisy affair, and John had confided that the sounds turned him on immensely. The sounds, let's be honest about it, of a woman suffocating on saliva and a large cock being rammed way to deep inside her mouth. When he pulled out slightly longer than before, she knew he was really close. When he pushed back in, she relaxed her mouth as much as possible, took a deep breath and let him have her. When she felt his body contract with pleasure, she even pulled him harder inside her.
His sperm flooded her mouth even as some of it went right down to her stomach. Scarlett actually didn't like the slightly acrid taste of sperm, but she loved the idea of having her lover's sperm in her mouth, her face, her breasts or any other damn part of her body. Right now, she would have liked to let him pull out and spray her face, but a tiny spark of caution reminded her that she had to walk back in the room afterwards. So she took it all in, swallowing when she could, engulfing it as it came out when she couldn't.
Finally, when the sensations were just too intense, John had to pull out. When he collapsed on the baluster, Scarlett looked at him, grinning. After a few very deep breaths, he looked back at her, his uncertainty obvious on his face. It was the same every time: he was always slightly afraid of having hurt her. She had told him countless times that she would stop him if he ever did, but he always had to look at her to be sure. That's why she was grinning right now. He laughed, hugging her again. Looking at her face, he added, "Well, I think I blotched your make-up. And I'm not sorry at all." laughing again.
"Good!" was Scarlett's quick reply. "Cause I'm going to mess yours up as well, Puddin'." She turned around, placed her ass against the balustrade and pulled her hose down below her knees. "Suck me, eat me, put your tongue as hard and as deep inside me as you can. Kneel lover. I'm sure I'll take even less time than you to cum."
Grinning himself, his Joker make-up transforming his entire face, John knelt down at her altar. When she finally felt his mouth on her pussy, she closed her eyes in pleasure. Karianne was good. She was extremely good in fact, as well as being a woman. But John was her lover, the lover that drove her to better herself, that pushed her to her limits physically, mentally and emotionally. She was his body, mind and soul, and he was now kneeling in front of her, giving her the pleasure she had craved for so long. Throwing her head back she grabbed his head and abandoned herself.
As she came, hearing the Joker laughing at the speed of her climax, she raised one of her legs and placed it around his back, pulling him in closer. She felt her body being rocked as if from the outside, but the heat and deep well-being was blossoming from her own pussy. Opening her eyes wide as her climax struck her, she saw that the blinds were still closed, and that she wouldn't have stopped even if the pope himself was standing there, looking at her and shaking his head. She knew she couldn't contain all of her moans, and only managed to transform what would have been a very explicit sexual cry into a loud woop like college guys like to shout. It didn't fit with the crowd here, but as most people here were professors, nobody came running.
Like John before her, she finally had to push him away, allowing him no more than the tip of his tongue on her clit as she came back from her crazy climax. Eventually, she pulled him up and wrapped her arms around him again. "I want a lot more than that, though..." she whispered, still not in control of her breathing. "Hmm hmm..." the Joker agreed.
Looking at each other in the dim light, they saw that their make-ups were definitively fucked. With his hat on, and the fact that he didn't have extremely large breasts on a silver platter, John managed to enter the room again without being noticed too much. He found Karianne and asked her to go to her room and get the make up kit. A few minutes later, Karianne and Judd emerged on the balcony and immediately understood what had happened. They all laughed together and spent a uniquely intimate moment as Karianne redid their make up as best she could. "A lot of saliva on your faces... I wonder..." she said, barely containing her laughter.
As she was repainting Scarlett's chin in white, Judd cleared his throat and looked at John. "White balls?"
Even though he was surprised by the cheeky comment from a guy he barely knew, John didn't miss a beat, "Ya. White pubes above as well..." he said casually, smiling but not even looking at Judd.
Karianne exploded in laughter and Scarlett sighed, shaking her head.
"What will Judd think of me now?" she asked in mock disquiet.
"Nothing less than the fact that you're a sexual goddess!" was her friend's quick reply.
They were all laughing now, but Scarlett could see that Judd's eyes were opened just a little wider than usual. He was probably imagining her deepthroating John. When Karianne said that she was done and that they were both presentable, they all looked at each other and realized that none of them really wanted to remain at the party. All they wanted to do was fuck. Then again, Batman, the Joker and Harley were known and they knew that they'd have to stay a bit. Indeed they had. It ended up taking twenty minutes before they could leave without rudely ignoring John's friends' requests to meet Harley.
Scarlett knew that her nipples were nearly poking holes in her costume, and that most of John's friends were getting an eyeful. The sight itself seemed to be just as impressive as the fact that John's girlfriend was so fucking damn hot. Some of his friends eyes kept darting from her face, to her breasts, to John's face and on and on... Despite the fact that she wanted to drag him to bed, Scarlett enjoyed the attention nonetheless. As the four of them finally walked out the door, it had only made her hotter, and wetter.
When John unlocked his room and Scarlett walked in, she realized that there were two double beds in there. "Planning on having company tonight?"
"No no... Marius left this afternoon." was John's reply.
"What?" Came Karianne's voice from the corridor. There are two beds in there?" Her head suddenly appeared in the door and she looked around. "We'll get our stuff and be back in a minute!"
Scarlett, sitting on the bed ready to remove her costume, was initially surprised. Then again, she remembered that Karianne probably had plans of her own, which she had put in motion as she texted John on her behalf last night. She laughed out loud, imagining Judd's stunned face and probable argument as they walked away. Looking up, she saw that John was also taken aback by this development. A small smile on his face, he asked her: "Is this the reason why you asked me about a threesome with a guy last night?"
Grinning, Scarlett realized that John still had no idea that he had communicated with Karianne. "In a sense, yes. I'm guessing that's exactly what was happening last night."
"Guessing? What do you mean? And," a grin now, "Why are you still in that Harley Quinn costume, delicious as it may be?"
"You were actually texting with Karianne last night, my love. I was sitting right next to her, and I couldn't stop her from sending that last question."
John grinned. Looking at him, Scarlett knew that he was in just about the same state as the rest of their group: high spirits, pent-up lust and alcohol. "So, he asked, you really wanna have sex with him and me?"
"I hadn't planned on it at all, but he's decent looking and a likeable person, so... What do you think, Puddin'?" she trailed off, using Harley Quinn's pet name for the Joker one last time, not knowing how he'd react.
"Hmm. Interesting." John said, a thoughtful expression on his face. Absentmindedly, he said, "Why are you still dressed?"
Scarlett grinned. John hadn't exactly made his intentions clear yet, but this insistence on seeing her nude was a reply in itself. As she got up to remove her wig, she saw him closing the distance between them, his intent very clear. There was a power to his presence despite the fact that he was not an especially large man physically. His hands were suddenly on her hips and as soon as her wig was off, her top followed.
She felt a thrill shaking her body when she saw his expression as he looked at her breasts. Seconds later the bra was off and he pushed her on the bed, mesmerized for a moment as he watched her breasts bouncing around. Kneeling in front of her he removed her skates and roughly pulled the hose off her legs. Grabbing her hands he pulled her up and grabbed her hard, squeezing her against him.
Releasing her again, he began removing his own clothes just as the door was pushed open. Scarlett jumped under the covers of their bed, laughing: it was a bit silly, given the circumstances. Karianne laughed as well as she walked passed John, dropping their bags a the foot of their bed. As soon as she did, Judd turned the light off, plunging the room into total darkness. Seconds later, they all hear the sound of thin fabric being ripped apart, followed by Karianne's laughter. Then the sounds of very loud and wet kissing.
Scarlett heard John disrobing and finally felt him getting in the bed with her. Usually they both loved fooling around in long foreplay, but not tonight. They both ended up in their sides, face to face, with Scarlett's upper leg sliding up and above John's. Feeling John thrusting up, Scarlett finally felt his cock against her pussy and a second later he was buried to the hilt, stretching her pussy wide and deep. Even if she had wanted to stifle her moan, she couldn't have. Instead, she let it out and heard the laughter of the other couple, only a few feet away.
Eventually her mind cleared up again, and she fully realized what was happening. As John pushed against her and rolled her on her back, she grinned. As her arms and legs wrapped around his body and pulled him close and hard against and inside her, Scarlett couldn't help imagining Karianne and Judd. Turning her head, she couldn't discern anything more precise than rough movement: the room was really dark.
It was still a thrill, a thrill she had experienced only once before, years ago. Soon Karianne's moans and Judd's groans became as obvious as her own, and she felt more than heard John's soft laughter against her neck. He was penetrating her in slow and very deep strokes, crushing her pussy and entire pelvis with his own: he knew that she really, really enjoyed that.
When she felt him biting her neck and grabbing one of her breasts in his hand, Scarlett opened her mouth wide, knowing that he was not going to stop until she climaxed. As she realized that they would all hear and know who would orgasm first, Scarlett grinned, abandoning herself to John's body and will. Turning her head sideways again, she couldn't much more than before but her mind's eye burst into life.
She imagined her friend and new lover having sex and felt an added thrill. Soon the fantasies and images burst into her head, as she saw Karianne's beautiful breasts in her mouth, then her pussy and finally she imagined biting on that perfect ass of hers. She knew she her orgasm was growing fast.
Then, as she imagined sucking on Judd's cock while being fucked by John, two things became very clear. First, she was going to win the climax race. Second, she was going to have his cock inside her tonight. As she imagined his cock in her mouth again, then his mouth on her breasts, then his cock inside her pussy, she finally felt the first tremors of her orgasm quickly followed by an eruption of patiently waited for and well deserved pleasure.
The moment when her orgasm peaked and exploded was actually painful. She felt that initial blow as pain and pleasure mixed. She had no idea how loud she actually was, nor did she care. Her entire body froze; all she could care about was John's cock inside her, stretching both her pussy and pleasure.
After that peak, she became aware of her body again and squeezed her love and lover hard. Then she heard Karianne saying, "Damn you Scarlett! You won by mere seconds..." And then they all heard and smiled as the sounds of Karianne's own climax hit her. She seemed to have her head against the pillows, as her moans were somewhat muffled. As they heard her calming down, Scarlett pushed John on his back. Seconds later she had mounted him in one of his favourite positions, the cowgirl. In fact, given her breasts, she knew that it had been the favourite of nearly all her own boyfriends. Once, Karianne had said that her boyfriends preferred the doggy-style. As both girls understood why it was different, they had a good laugh.
But now, after impaling herself fully, Scarlett reached for the little night stand and fumbled for the lamp. As soon as she turned it on, she pulled back, sitting up above John's cock before arching herself backwards. When she placed her hands on his legs, she began riding him hard. That meant, of course, that her breasts were not only in obvious display, but that they were free to bounce all over the place.
Karianne, now laying on her side in front of Judd, said, "Well well... I see that my favourite little bitch still likes to flounce her breasts!" Everybody laughed, even Scarlett.
Sitting back up over John, Scarlett turned towards her friend and asked. "Yep. Shamelessly. Just like you chose a costume that was skintight with nothing hiding your legs and ass!"
They all laughed again, even Judd who looked like he was hypnotized by her breasts. It was very strange to be having sex and laughing like this. Her other experiences with sex between two couples had been profoundly different. Karianne, still grinning, got up and leaned forward towards her friend. She closed her eyes just before sucking one of Scarlett's breasts into her mouth. Scarlett now had one hand on John's belly and placed her other one around Karianne's head. Instead of riding John like a cowgirl, she was grinding her pussy against him in random rubbing patterns.
Looking up, she saw Judd standing behind Karianne, his cock in his hands. He was, understandably, still staring at her breasts. Scarlett unconsciously licked her lips at the sight of his cock, roughly the same size as John's. Judd's eyes shifted up to her own as he plunged his cock inside his girlfriend, and held them as he began fucking her.
And so the link was made, from Judd to his cock in Karianne, to her mouth around Scarlett's breasts and from her own pussy around John's cock. They had known this was coming, but now this first chain was confirming it. As Judd began fucking Karianne harder, she moaned and released Scarlett's nipple, unable to hold on any longer. Both her hands were now on the bed next to John. Scarlett's own hands were both her breasts. Her eyes still locked into Judd's, she began to massage them, squeezing them in her fingers, squashing them all around. She grinned as she saw his expression, his eyes darting hungrily between her breasts and her eyes. When he saw that John's hand was already fondling Karianne's breasts, Judd pulled out and said "Fuck it!"
Walking around his girlfriend and behind Scarlett, he finally kneeled on the bed next to John. Scarlett saw that the men shared a quick look, and then Judd finally gave in. As he leaned towards Scarlett's breasts, he caught one in his mouth and grabbed the other with his hand. His eyes were closed, but his moans made it obvious that he was thoroughly enjoying the release.
When Scarlett grabbed his cock and began pumping it, he opened his eyes in surprise. Just about at the same time, they all heard Karianne's moan as she sat over John's face, letting him eat her pussy. Looking at Judd, Scarlett saw a very strange expression flash on his face: dreaming about a stunning pair of breasts and feeling them in his mouth were two very distinct things. Devouring them as your own girlfriend's was being eaten by another man only added to the thrill.
After quite a few minutes of oral-mammary bliss, Judd got up on the bed. His hard cock was standing proudly up between the two girls. Smiling at each other over it, the girls leaned together and proceeded to give Judd his very first double blow-job. Holding both of their heads in his hands, Judd guided them both as one of his fantasies came true. He was shaking in pleasure as his cock plunged deep inside his girlfriend's mouth while being licked by this busty nymph of a girl's tongue every time Karianne pulled back.
Then he found Scarlett's mouth and felt Karianne licking his balls. After that, both girls placed their lips on either side of his cock and he slowly fucked them, trembling as they both flicked their tongues on his glans whenever they could.
At one point Karianne pulled away, looked up and asked her boyfriend, "Ever been deep-throated?" When Judd shook his head, his eyes wide and barely able to understand the question, Karianne laughed. Looking back at Scarlett, Judd saw her smile and beckon him with her fingers. Turning towards Scarlett, his feet now on either side of John's body, he looked down and saw his cock sliding into her mouth.
Feeling a thrill even more powerful than before, Judd's mouth fell open as he felt his cock hitting the back of Scarlett's mouth and then feeling it slip even deeper. When Scarlett's nose buried itself in his pubes, Judd thought that he was going to die. When she pulled back with a slight gargling noise, Scarlett looked up and said, "Take me."
Judd could barely believe what was happening. When she throated him again, grabbing his hips for leverage, Judd abandoned all caution and grabbed her head. Every time he pulled out and back in, the gargle noise excited him even more. Judd wanted to remain in this position until her died of old age, but he was taken by his climax after ten strokes. It was now his turn to laugh maniacally as he came, feeling his sperm shooting directly down Scarlett's throat.



Eventually he had to pull out, and he crashed down on the other bed, stunned, spent and exhausted. Free of his cock, Scarlett began riding John's cock again, bent forward to kiss Karianne at the same time. A minute later she was cumming herself, her arms high above her head as she glowed like a goddess, her breasts dancing freely. Judd was on his back on the bed, staring at her, awed by the sight.
John, under both girls, was trying his best to enjoy every single feeling he was drowned under while keeping his pleasure on a plateau, safe from a climax. Maybe Judd would be able to surge again, being in his very early twenties, but John preferred to stretch his own pleasure. When Scarlett came above and around him, it was his ultimate willpower test, but he passed. He briefly thought he was going to get a pause, but when Scarlett dismounted, Karianne jumped on the occasion and dove down on John's cock.
The 69 took away John's great access to Karianne's ass, which he'd been tickling with his tongue. On the other hand, it gave him free reign on her pussy and clit. Seconds into that 69, the two lovers began a race to climax. When he felt Karianne bucking above him, pulling away from his cock in the process, John grinned right into her pussy. Karianne groaned and screamed her pleasure, pushing herself hard against John's face. Afterwards, when she leaned back down and took John's cock back into her mouth to finish him, he surprised her by pushing her off.
Scarlett, who was now caressing and cajoling Judd's cock back to life on the other bed, saw John getting up, looking down at them. Until now, even though they've all had sex with each other's partners, the switched couples only had shared oral sex. Scarlett was about to make her move, but stopped herself as she looked into John's eyes. She knew he hadn't climaxed yet, and recognized his expression. He was, obviously, very keyed up. His glistening cock seemed rock hard, veins bulging all around. He looked at her hand on Judd's cock, and then the two men looked at each other for a few seconds. Loving it when he took charge, Scarlett felt a burst of pleasure in her belly when he ordered her, "Mount him."
Squatting above Judd, his nearly fully hard cock in her hand, she guided its head against her wet lips, then against her hole. It had been a very long time since she'd had a cock other than John's inside her. Before lowering herself upon it, she looked directly into John's eyes. As she felt this new cock enter her, stretch her labia, then muscles and reach almost to her cervix, she grinned and moaned.
She barely had time to fuck him a few strokes that John kneeled behind her, pushing her forward. Another pang of pleasure and anticipation coursed through her body as she guessed what John was going to do. As she felt his cock sliding against her asshole, she grinned, kissing Judd and letting her breasts mould themselves on his chest.
But suddenly, she was taken completely by surprise. So was Judd. As John was letting his cock slide up and down across her anus, spitting on it occasionally, he suddenly guided his cock lower. So much so that she felt him against her pussy lips. Her eyes opened wide and a memory popped into her mind.
About two months ago, as Scarlett already had a dildo inside her pussy, John was about to sodomize her at the same time. It was one of her favourite thrills. But that night they had attempted to do this in a peculiar position, and John's cock slipped and partially lodged itself next to the dildo, inside her. At first it had hurt, but a lot less than she would have believed. After a brief pause, Scarlett had whispered "Do it..." and John complied. In the past, Scarlett had experienced a cock in her pussy and one in her ass at the same time, but never this. The feeling had been wonderful. And now John wanted to do it with a real cock.
Surprised as well, Judd broke the kiss to look at John. John, patient behind her, asked them both, "Are you ready for this?" Looking at Judd, Scarlett could see that he was very surprised, but he grinned and nodded. Slowly, John pushed in, and felt his glans popping inside. It was the very first time he had touched another man's cock, and Scarlett would learn later that it had been a very intense moment for him.
Eventually, after having let her guide his speed with her hand on his hip, John was as deep as he would go. Scarlett could scarcely believe what was happening, the intensity of the feelings that were ravaging her. As both men began fucking her, sometimes in sync, sometimes sliding against each other in opposite directions, she felt herself descend into a sort of trance. In this timeless moment, she let herself be guided by Judd's hands on her thighs and John's on her hips. At one point, she moaned "What I'd give for a cock in my mouth right now..." she heard the three people around her laugh at her comment, but she didn't care.
She barely registered Karianne's hand slipping under her belly, but as soon as her smooth fingers reached her clit, Scarlett exploded. She broke out of her trance gradually, like a tune with a very low trebled beat that gradually becomes a lot clearer. And for one of the rare moments in her life, she was not exploding in one climax. It was more a chain reaction of pleasure and orgasms, cresting wave that kept on cresting.
She felt like a surfer riding the same unending climax, perfectly gaging her own movements on those of the two cocks ploughing into her. And, of course, Karianne's fingers on her clit. She moaned and cried out, and even shouted her pleasure at the top of her voice. Karianne was the only one in a position to grin, knowing that all the neighbours would have a funny story to tell about this night.
As she felt herself running out of endurance and her climaxes fading, she heard Judd grunting and bucking under her. Usually she liked the sensation of cum exploding inside her, but in the current situation she barely felt it. Surprising everybody, John suddenly pulled out. The feeling of her muscles relaxing and contracting at the same time, solely around Judd's nice cock, was phenomenal. As Judd was still making very slight and slow fucking motions, she slipped her arms under him and hugged him tight. Her head sideways on his shoulder, she grinned as she saw John shoving Karianne hard on the the other bed.
When Karianne fell on her back, she expected John to turn her around and fuck her either in doggy style or the speed bump. But he didn't. Instead he kneeled between and opened her thighs wide before moving into a very classic missionary position. Karianne, grinning as her arms wrapped around him, seemed perfectly at ease with this position. Then they began to kiss each other intensely.
Scarlett saw her friend's long legs high up in the air then wrapping themselves around John. She moaned through their kiss as John was grounding her pussy rather than pistonning in and out. He wanted her to cum before he did.
When Karianne did climax again, the kiss broke and she turned her head away from Scarlett and Judd. When that happened Scarlett, still feeling occasional thrills of pleasure from Judd's slowly deflating cock, saw John turning his head towards her. Looking straight into her eyes, he whispered, "I love you." Nearly broken by too much pleasure, spent as she lay upon Judd, Scarlett had believed that the night couldn't hold more surprises.
But John's simple phrase, after having made love with another woman in a unexpectedly intimate way, shook Scarlett. John had told her that he loved her many, many times in the past. But he must have known that making love with Karianne in this position, with a long kiss, would surprise her. Would John ever stop to surprise and challenge her?
Knowing she would have to think and talk about it later, Scarlett grinned as she heard John finally allowing himself to orgasm. He had one hand under Karianne's ass and was now pumping in and out of her pussy a lot harder. His head was buried in her neck as he exploded. Scarlett could see his entire body arching forward, trying to push itself even deeper into Karianne's pussy. Disentangling herself from Judd as his cock finally plopped out, they both sat in the bed, looking at John and Karianne drawing out their climaxes. At one point they heard Karianne whisper a loud "Yes!", seconds before John finally crashed, utterly spent.
The following evening, after a day of more explorations during which Karianne realized her fantasy of having two cocks inside her at the same time, Scarlett and John found themselves finally alone in John's Charger. During the long ride home, John finally explained to her what that "Yes!" had been about. As it turned out, just as Karianne was climaxing under him, John had slipped his hand under her ass and had pushed his finger inside her anus.
He had then whispered to her, "Regardless of what happens with Judd, promise me that you'll let me be the first to take your ass." And so she had. That explanation had led to a much longer discussion on what that sexual weekend meant for them. Eventually Scarlett managed to find the courage to ask him about the kiss and missionary position. John's answer and the ensuing discussion had filled most of the five hour ride.
Years later, Scarlett would remember that drive as a turning point in her life. She would remember being scared at first, wondering if John was actually falling in love with Karianne. The two of them had become really good friends after that first wild night when they shared a threesome. Yet until that point Scarlett had never even considered that John could fall in love with her. When she asked, his simple reply had shaken her. "But of course I love her..." When she asked him if he loved her as a friend or as a lover, John had smiled and taken her hand. And had begun explaining how he saw life and love.
Scarlett then discovered that what she had thought were very clear lines between lust, love, desire, friendship, sex and intimacy were not all that clear. In fact, John made her realize that even in her own past, things hadn't been always that simple. Some of the people she had brought to her bed had been there for simple physical pleasure, and other had been real lovers. But some others didn't fit in those simple categories. John also made her confront her own feelings for Karianne, whom she still considered nothing more than a good friend. That may have been the case in the past, but things had indeed changed during the last few months.
Scarlett would always remember that drive through the mountains and their glorious fall colours as the start of something new with John. She had brought him into her world of love, friendship and sex, of intense desire stoked by lingerie, sexy dresses, merciless teasing and everything else she had learned and mastered up to that point in her early twenties. And she knew without a doubt that she had made her older lover learn a lot of important things about all of this. John had grown as a man and a human being by being so confronted in such an intimate area of his life.
But now it was John's turn to invite her into his own world. He had shaken her young world since the day they had accidentally met at the campus library. And Scarlett would quickly realize that this long discussion had been a crucial moment in her life and their relationship. Even rattled as she was in the car, Scarlett knew that her world was being opened-up. She also knew that she wanted nothing more than to grab on to John's hand and discover it with him.
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I woke up slowly, not sure if I had heard my name or not, then saw my angel. Backlit by the morning sunlight, Scarlett was standing right in front of me, looking at herself in the mirror. Very softly, in the absolute quiet of the house, she asked me "Does this still fit me?" I closed my eyes for a moment and took a deep breath. First, coming from a woman, this was a dangerous question. Second, Scarlett is 24 years old and her body hadn't changed drastically since her adolescence.
Third, she looked like an angel glowing like spun gold un the summer sun. But through the haze of light and beauty, my mind managed to see that Scarlett was fully naked and shouldn't be glowing gold like this. Scarlett's hair was dark, so if she had covered most of her upper body with it, she wouldn't be glowing. Her skin was also very pale, very white. Why then was she...
I placed one hand behind my head and blinked a couple of times, trying to wake up properly. When my eyes finally did, I discerned a fine web of gold strings all over her body from her neck to her thighs. The webs turned out to be very fine gold chains that really glimmered in the sunlight. "So, does this still fit?" she asked again, a smile on her lips. Once again I waited patiently before answering. Of course it fit her. Like a glove actually.
Scarlett wasn't a tall or imposing woman in any way, but somehow she was made of curves from her neck to her knees. She had breasts that would render men speechless, or unable to debate properly in my case during our first meeting. They were disproportionally large for her small frame, and were still flaunting their size and weight as if gravity was beneath contempt. But her sexiness didn't stop there. Despite her large breasts, Scarlett had a small waist above nicely flaring hips and smooth, perfectly rounded thighs. Not big, just nice and feminine. All in all, she was absolutely stunning and even with proportionate breasts she would have turned heads. And she knew it, often using it to her advantage.
So, when she asked if her unique jewel still fit, it was either a trick question or she just wanted me to ogle her. During the past few months, I had learned that she really liked that. Not so long ago we had a henna artist come over and do her entire body. I spent essentially an entire day staring at her nude body as she was gradually transformed into an exotic creature.
I was now nearly fully awake, and my blood flow was starting to converge between my legs. Seeing Scarlett nude was usually enough to get me started, but the very fine jewel somehow made her seem even more glorious. As she let me stare at her body, even though she was talking to me, she explained that one of her old boyfriends had made it for her, using her precise measurements. Luckily for me now, she had been nineteen when he had done it and her breasts had pretty much stopped growing. As she kept talking I could see that the chain around her hips was significantly tighter than the others. It was not obvious, but I was pretty sure she knew about it. In any case, I didn't care much about the jewel itself and felt only luckier that her hips widened since then. It only made her even more desirable.
Delicately, during what turned out to be a long process, she removed it. As she explained, it was a multi part piece that he had done over the course of a year. Scarlett told me that he had been quite pissed about her breaking up with him a couple of months after it was finished. She had given the very pricey jewel back to him, and for months they didn't speak. Then one day, out of the blue, Scarlett received a small box containing the full jewel. A small note said "It's yours. If you wouldn't mind, I'd really like a picture of you wearing it." She sent him one, but they never became friends or lovers after that. And, to her relief, he had never published that picture anywhere public...
Once she was nude, my show wasn't done. First, she knelt on the bed, then crawled on all fours until she was above my face. Until her breasts were above my face. From time to time, I was blessed with such a breast bath, an offering of grace and lust. Breathing deep, I inhaled her scent, the clean scent of her body, and I opened my mouth to kiss her skin. Soon I was licking her bountiful curves until her aureola was in reach and I sucked her nipple in my mouth. My tongue began its playful assault and I felt her shivering above me. A very soft laugh escaped from her lips.
With my hands I guided her breasts together and licked my way from one to the other, and even pressed both her nipples together into one mouthful of lust. When I released them from my mouth and her breasts from my hands, I pushed my face up and squeezed her breasts against my cheeks, inhaling her scent once more. I could feel her skin all over my face, from right to my eyes all the way down to my chin.
My few days old beard was probably scratching her, but she didn't complain as I kept drowning myself between her globes. Hanging from above like this, they seemed even bigger than they were. Gravity didn't have much of an effect on them yet, but still, this position made them as ample as they could be. Turning my head from side to side, I kissed one then the other, squeezing each of them in my wide opened hands.
When she pulled away I closed my eyes momentarily, grinning like a fool and with a very stiff erection. A while back, Scarlett had made it clear that such breast baths were not always foreplay. If I were to try and pull her to me every time, she would stop doing it. Sadly, this morning was once such occasion. Then again, my show was still not over, so I mourned the absence of her pussy around my cock by watching her dress for the day.
Scarlett leaned forward into her closet, so that for a minute I could admire her creamy legs and ass from the side. When she pulled back out, she was holding a full regalia of lingerie. It was one she didn't wear often, but one I really liked. It was a set from Lise Charmel, the Exception Gitane model, with the bra, panties, garter and hose. The base of the set was black, with very nice dark red and black lace. What made it stand out was the generous accents of bright red roses on a field of vivid green leaves. The details were intricate and deeply profiled. This is a bra and panties that would be quite apparent under thin clothes. But with winter approaching, Scarlett wasn't about to choose that. Instead she chose a very nice blue skirt and a white lacy top. The lace on the top was very similar to that on the bra, so they would meld together. The final effect was very nice, but couldn't match up to the sight of my love in lingerie. She kissed me and said "Have a good day with your friends!", before going down the stairs and out of the house.
A few minutes, and a few tissues later, I walked downstairs and ate my breakfast. Looking at the clock, I knew I had about an hour left before having to go out myself and wait for my friends at the airport. Marcus and Noam would be arriving a bit after noon and would spend a few days here before leaving for their week-long seminar in the city, about a five hour drive away. They were both old friends back from when we were all students in college, and we'd managed to keep in touch despite the distance. They had moved to Australia a year after graduating and had remained there ever since. I hadn't seen them in the flesh since about ten years, and it would be a welcomed change from video calling.
I knew both were looking forward to these few days here before the seminar, but for Noam it would be a much needed break from his ordinary life. Two months ago his long-time girlfriend left him for another man and he's been angry and bitter ever since. Coming here, seeing new faces and spending time at the seminar would do him wonders. At the airport, I was surprised to see him in a great mood, laughing with Marcus. As I looked at them, I tried to discern if Noam was high or something. It didn't look that way, but it was strange.
Noam looked like an american footballer: not particularly tall, very broad shoulders and big arms, most of his hair gone and a slight beer belly. Never in a million years would people guess that he, like Marcus, was a very successful biologist running an entire wing of a research centre. Marcus could look more different. He was very tall, rather lean and thin, had almost midnight black skin and kept his hair long and braided.
I grinned when I remembered Scarlett's question when I first showed her his picture. "Oooh... He's good looking! Is it true what they say about black guys?"
"Scarlett! Isn't that racist?" I asked, feigning distress.
Scarlett grinned. "You know what I mean." she sighed. "So, is it true?"
"Yep. I've seen him in the showers many times back in college. And in his case the myth is true... He has two nipples."
Scarlett slapped my shoulders. "Oh come on! Don't tease me!"
"Haha! Sorry... Too easy. But yes, he is very well hung. I have no idea how big he gets when hard, but it must be quite something..."
"Hmmm, interesting." she said with a small smile.
"Should I be worried?" I asked.
"Never my love. Never."
I had no idea why I was so sure about her, knowing how voracious her sexual appetite was. But somehow I felt that she was telling me the truth. In any case, Marcus and Noam finally saw me and they rushed me for a big hug. The ride home was very very pleasant, and although we had talked quite a bit in the last few weeks, we still had a lot to talk about. We briefly touched on the subject of Noam's girlfriend, and I realized that Noam was now angry with women in general instead of just with his ex. In silence, I hoped that seeing Scarlett would go a long way to redeem womanhood. At that moment, I had no idea what was going to happen a few days later. Even if the signs were obvious even during the first evening together, it took me a while, and a discussion with Scarlett, to realize just how frustrated Noam was.
Even on the first evening I noticed some strange behaviour from him. Noam was obviously stunned by Scarlett's breasts and had trouble just maintaining a conversation. That wasn't a problem in itself: it happened to me when I first met her, so I couldn't hold that against him. But all through the evening I noticed that he often just happened to pass very close to her, or bump into her seemingly accidentally. When I talked to Scarlett about it in our bed, she shook her head.
"John, it's not the first time that a man tries to touch me accidentally." she said, emphasizing the last word.
"And it doesn't bother you?"
"Only a bit. And he's not so bad. Clearly he was deeply hurt by his ex and I don't think he can reconcile his frustration with women and his lust for me. As long as it doesn't go further, I don't really mind."
I was somewhat surprised by her attitude, but then again, I was pretty sure that Scarlett had had to learn to deal with touchy-feely men. We resisted the impulse to make love on that first night, knowing that while Noam was in our guest room, Marcus was on the couch, right next to the stairs. I woke up in the middle of the night with a raging erection, and even though I was pretty sure that Marcus was deeply asleep, I didn't wake Scarlett. For all I knew he was jet-lagged and wide awake.
The next morning, I wasn't treated to a special show like yesterday. That didn't mean that I didn't enjoy the sight of Scarlett dressing up. I think I could spend the rest of my life waking up to the sight of her dressing up and never grow tired or jaded. I didn't know, but I was more than ready to test my hypothesis. I had to work all day, and Scarlett had two classes, so Noam and Marcus would be spending the day on their own. They had my car, not my Charger obviously, and they were planning on exploring the town.
Scarlett joined me for lunch and as we ate, she touched my knee under the table. When my hadn't reached hers, she gave me what turned out to be her panties. I grinned, used to that little game, but still thrilled every time she did it. I had noticed the short skirt she'd chosen today, and now knew that her naked thighs would lead to her equally naked pussy. Sadly, I was going to disappoint her. "I can't Scarlett. I have a meeting in fifteen minutes."
"That's plenty of time!" she grinned, a dangerous look in her eyes.
"Fuck! I nearly woke you up last night, right after my cock woke itself up!"
"Oh! You should have! Damn it! I was planning on taking the edge off now so that we'll be able to sleep tonight! As things stand, we'll be forced to..."
"Bad Scarlett! Down! Down girl!" I laughed. "Noam's supposed to sleep on the couch tonight... Are you sure you want to do it right above him?"
"Bah... I'm sure if he heard us he'd only masturbate. I caught him playing with my bras this morning... He was in the bathroom and when I entered after he left, three of my bras were on top of the dirty laundry."
"Damn... Poor guy. Are you angry?"
"Nah. But he really needs help. Or to find a girl for him, and not a prostitute!"
"I know... But what's the point of introducing a girl from here?"
There wasn't an easy solution, and not much we could do. I was both sad and a little bit angry with Noam. Once again I couldn't fault him for playing with Scarlett's bras: they were works of art and held the world's most beautiful breasts all day long. Then again, it was still a bit strange. Maybe I could talk with him tonight?
Dinner time wasn't an ideal time to do it, but Noam sort of forced my hand. At one point the three guys were sitting at the table and Scarlett brought the platter of sloppy joe potatoes. When she leaned above the table to put it down, I noticed that her cleavage became quite apparent. She had a low cut shirt, she usually had, and so her shirt and breasts simply went along with gravity. When Noam said "My Gods they're so big!", we all froze. I looked at Marcus really quickly and saw that he was shaking his head slightly. Before anyone could react or talk, Noam added "I've never seen such big potatoes! Great! They look delicious and I'm really hungry!"
Again he could have meant her breasts, but he was giving us another explanation. And the potatoes were indeed quite big. Scarlett and I had been surprised by their size when we had bought them. Still, most women would have felt humiliated by such a crude compliment. Scarlett certainly wasn't pleased, but she didn't look offended either. When Noam served himself and dug in hungrily, it relaxed the somewhat tense atmosphere. There was a significant silence, but eventually Marcus talked about their day together. Noam went on as if nothing happened, and at this point I genuinely didn't know how conscious he was about his rudeness. Maybe he was feeling so depressed that he was unawares of the feelings of the people around him.
Scarlett, my bright Scarlett, recovered pretty quickly and we spent a decent evening together. In fact, Marcus turned out to be a very good storyteller and he regaled us with stories of his life in Sidney. Noam joined in as well, talking and laughing as if nothing special had happened. Very strange. Noam had never been the sharpest tool in the shed, but I couldn't believe he had done that accidentally, not seeing the double meaning or our reaction to it. He wasn't that bad, or at least had never been.
Alone with Scarlett in our bed later that night, whispering because Noam was close by on the couch, I once more asked Scarlett if she wanted me to talk to him. She said no. He was bad, he was rude, but he hadn't done anything worse than a bad joke. She reminded me that she believed that people were getting much too sensitive about everything these days. It was the theme of one of her classes last semester, and through it she'd grown a lot more aware of this problem.
"In any case," she added, smiling, "they are fucking big!"
"Oh! Stop it!" I said, troubled but amused at the same time. "Noticing them and talking about them are two very different things."
"Of course... And you certainly noticed them at the rally, didn't you?"
She was talking about our first meeting, where I had met her breasts in her little red dress. Since then she had learn just how hard it was to distract me when I'm in full argumentative mode, and had realized just how shocked I must have been by the sight of her breasts on that day. From time to time, she puts that dress with that bra when she wants an edge to win a debate with me.
"Of course I did!" I said, squeezing her naked breasts in my hands under the blanket. "But I was not about to say it out loud!"
"Of course not, and that's one of the many reasons why I'm naked in your arms instead of being on the couch with a man like him."
"He's not that bad. Or at least he wasn't that bad before."
"I believe you. Then again, you have to get a grip on yourself when things like this happen. It's shitty, but what are you going to do, mop around and fondle young girls for the rest of your life?"
"Pffff! You're not so young anymore, girl! In fact you're lucky that a rich old man like me found you before your charms faded away for good..."
"Oh no you didn't!" was her immediate reply as she began tickling me and wrestling with me under the blankets.
Minutes later I was holding her tight in a spooning position and my cock firmly hilted itself within her smooth and wet sheath. We both knew Noam was right beneath us, but right now we didn't care. We remained as quiet as possible, but I soon came to believe that he would hear us regardless of our efforts. Scarlett and I lived in a very old house and the floor our bed was on was nothing but thick boards with large beams for support. There wasn't an actual ceiling above Noam, just 2 inches of very old pine. And, again, we didn't care. He had acted like a pig earlier and we didn't feel like being extremely delicate about his presence downstairs.
I was spooning Scarlett, and decided to take things slower. I pulled completely out and felt myself gliding between her tightly closed thighs. I then pushed back in, all the way to the depths of her pussy. And again... From time to time my head slipped past her sweet hole and slid against her clit and then further against her perfectly smooth mound. Years ago Scarlett had decided that she preferred the fully shaven look, and had spent months shaving herself many times a week.
Then, frustrated by this task, she had begun a long wax treatment and was now pretty much free of hair. She still had to wax herself a few times a year, but by now her skin felt perfectly silky. Well lubricated by her own juices, her large lips and mound were a delight of their own. I could have remained in this blissful position for years and years... Smooth thighs, hot pussy, silky lips and mounds, back and forth...
But then I got an idea. I had no idea if it was going to work, but I took a chance. "My Gods they're so big!" I said, trying to imitate Noam's voice as best I could all the while grabbing her breasts forcefully. When Scarlett laughed, I knew we were in for a bit of roleplay.
"Aren't you ashamed of touching me like this?" she asked, whispering. "I'm your old friend's girlfriend! Soon to be fiancee!" Scarlett said, shocking me.
I had been convinced that she was against that institution, but now... "Bullshit!" I replied quickly, still roleplaying Noam. "John told me he was never going to wed years ago." It was a lie, but it fit the story and it was the best I could come up with after that comment.
"Oh, but that was before he met me. I have him wrapped all around my little finger!"



I laughed, then replied "But now it seems that you don't mind my grabbing your breasts all that much, little girl. And I want you around my cock. And it's not little!" During that discussion I was still pushing between her thighs are against her mound, but not inside her. Now I angled myself correctly and pushed back in her pussy.
"Noam! Stop it!" She moaned. "John's going to be here any minute and he'll kick you out of the house!"
"Nah... I'm much bigger than him. I think I'm just going to take you until you cum around my cock. If you tell John I'm just going to tell him just how wet and willing you were..."
And I pushed her on her belly, climbing above her. With my hands still under her, mauling her breasts hard like she enjoyed, I began fucking her harder. When I felt her sliding her hands under herself, I knew she was going to give herself a climax. "I knew you wanted me... I could see you looking at me, letting me touch your ass or brush your breasts. You're nothing but a damned tease and you're going to get it now..."
"Take me Noam... Give me to good fucking I deserve!"
And I gave it to her. Soon she was groaning louder, and I felt her climax blooming. As she came, our little reluctance roleplay reminded me that Scarlett had a rape fantasy. Her darkest fantasy she called it. Now, Scarlett loved to be dominated in bed, and liked to dominate as well. But being raped was one of the things that scared her the most and yet made her pussy tingle at the same time. She had confessed that fantasy to me only recently, afraid of how I might judge her.
Luckily for her I knew what a fantasy really was, and wasn't about to treat her like a slut or suggest that she walk in dark alleys dressed like a whore. She even reminded me that our first meeting had had an element of reluctance, or at least she had made me believe that I had bee raping her. I still had nightmares about that even though the rest of the day had been wonderful. Scarlett had a strange sense of humour...
Yet, back when she had opened about her rape fantasy, I suggested that we could try to roleplay it, she surprisingly declined. "It won't work with you... I've managed to spur you into rougher sex from time to time, but faking a rape? Not gonna happen. You're too sweet and love me too much..." She was probably right. But now, with Noam and Marcus here, maybe we could...
Was I even making sense, or was it just the fact that my mind was filled with pleasure and lust? Was I really thinking about asking Marcus and Noam to rape Scarlett? Well, not exactly. They would know it would be a roleplay, they'd have a safe word... Was I really figuring it out?
"Enjoying the little reluctance roleplay?"
"Hmmm, hmmm..." she moaned, still climaxing.
"Wanna go harder? Want Noam and Marcus to rape you?"
It's funny how little moments can define much bigger things. When I asked that, Scarlett moaned louder and pushed herself against my cock, but only for a fraction of a second. She then twisted and turned around to look at me. "What?"
"You heard me... I remember your darkest fantasy. Want me to ask them?"
"Stop it... It's your cock talking. Cum first then we'll talk." she told me.
"Nope. I don't think we'll ever get a better occasion than this. You're really going to turn it down? I remember how much you enjoyed having two cocks inside you with the Joker and Batman." I whispered in her ear, remembering the foursome we'd had with Karianne and her boyfriend last Halloween.
"You're serious?" Scarlett asked, breathless and stunned as she looked at me. In the ensuing silence, she turned back against the bed and grabbed the last moments of her climax in silence. Then "You're really serious?"
"Why not? I think I have a good chance of helping you fill all your fantasies. Eventually. But this one... this one I can't."
"And you want Noam to fuck me? After how he behaved?"
"Isn't that perfect? Doesn't it fit?" I asked. And it did.
"What about Marcus? He doesn't strike me as the misogynistic bastard type."
"He's not... But he's a warm blooded man. Given the chance to fuck you, do you really think he'd say no?"
"Hmmm. Shut up and fuck me, we'll talk about that afterwards."
Surprising the both of us, Scarlett came again before I could climax. When I did, my mind was filled with images of the two of them abusing my love. Part of me was horrified, but whenever I imagined her face during that time, I couldn't help but picture her mouth wide opened in raw pleasure. When I came, it was my mouth that was wide open in silent pleasure, as to not wake Noam below us. Lying on our backs side to side, we talked about it some more. It was clear that it could work. And that it would. Scarlett was excited, nervous and afraid all at the same time. And she kissed me again, looking at me with wonder in her eyes. Later, much later, on the night when I would actually propose to her, she would tell me that that decision of letting her live her darkest fantasy had, in the strangest way imaginable, shown her once again how much I loved her.
The following morning, as I was watching her dress again, she looked at me with a wicked smile. Neither of us had anything planned for the morning, and so we stayed in bed much later than usual. Were already alone in the house, Noam and Marcus gone for the day. Scarlett was back up from her after sex shower, her hair still wet. I had remained in bed, lazily awaiting her return. During our fun, we hadn't mentioned the rape fantasy or Noam at all. Still flawlessly naked in front of my, she straightened up and shot me that smile.
"In the shower, it hit me that you have a dark fantasy yourself. And it's a lot more appropriately named than mine..."
"Oh no... No, no, no. that's not going to happen." I replied quickly.
"Are you sure? I remember just how intensely you climaxed when we watched that Blacked porn clip with the tiny blonde babysitter." Scarlett was now grinning.
Scarlett and I don't watch porn together very often, but when we do we try to choose porn scenes and actors that are very different from us. The clip Scarlett was talking about was one from blacked.com, a site that matches large and muscular black men with big cocks with tiny girls, usually small-chested and blonde. The contrast between the two stars was extreme and very pleasing, and the contrast between them and us was just as pronounced.
That time, as I was climaxing, I said that sometimes I wished I could be taken by such a large man and cock, taken as intensely as that blonde girl was. Scarlett had been surprised and had remembered that comment. But I tried to stop her from going any further.
"Yes I came hard. And yes I enjoyed that clip. But unlike you, I want some of my fantasies to remain fantasies... Besides, as much as I'm sure Marcus would want to fuck you given the green light, I'm sure he wouldn't want to fuck me. For any reason whatsoever!"
"You never know until you ask!" Scarlett said. "And what's with this idea of not living your fantasies? Why not?"
"Well, I don't want my anus to explode for one thing!" We both laughed, then I added "I'm not an 18 year old flexible young girl, like that girl in the clip you know..."
"You're not?" Scarlett was laughing again. "And here I was thinking that I was in a lesbian relationship!"
Thankfully she dropped the subject and focused her attention back to her lingerie. Which was fine with me. That night, when we went to bed, knowing that tomorrow evening Scarlett would get raped by my two old friends, there was a strange silence in the room. We were holding hands under the blankets, but we were not in the mood for sex. Well, we were, but not together, not as usual. Nor were we in the mood to talk. We were both thinking about the next day and what it would bring. Right now, I wasn't sure if we had made the good decision. Despite what Scarlett believed, I didn't think that every fantasy was meant to be lived. Before sleep took us, Scarlett turned towards me, kissed me passionately and whispered "I love you John... Don't worry about it. You worry too much!" And so the dice was cast.
***
When John left on that fateful morning, leaving me alone with Noam and Marcus, I was feeling very strange. I knew nothing was going to happen before the evening, but I was nervous anyway. I was afraid that Noam would go overboard with comments or accidental touches. In fact, the opposite happened. We exchanged a few looks throughout the morning, and the three of us talked a bit. It was extremely awkward. We all knew what was going to happen, and it was surreal for everybody. But we played along, making small talk until the guys had to leave for the afternoon. So I was alone for the afternoon until my three men would return for dinner. My three men, two of which would rape me tonight. We had a safe word, kangaroo, which John had chosen and was both ridiculously cliché and weirdly funny. He thought that if I had to use it, the cliché would help.
I thought John was being overly protective. I was really nervous, but not particularly afraid. I didn't know these two men really well at all, but after spending a few days with them, neither of them stroke me as the truly violent type. Noam was just frustrated with life, and Marcus was actually very sweet. In fact, I couldn't wait to see him naked and get his supposedly big cock all over and inside me. I wondered if he's going to be too big for my ass?
Alone in the living room, I laughed out loud, wondering what John would think if he knew what was going on in my mind. I got up and spent the next hour or so in the bathroom to shower and pamper myself. I resisted the impulse to masturbate in the shower like I loved so much, as I wanted to keep as much of my sexual energy as I could before dinnertime. Years of waxing and a few laser treatments had left the lower part of my body, everything from my neck down, just about hairless, but I made sure that every last rogue hair was gone. Looking at myself in the full length mirror, gleaming with water, I grinned. Was I really going to get raped tonight? Damn! Just the thought made my pussy throb.
After the shower, I got up and knelt before my lingerie closet. If I was going to get raped, may as well go all in. I briefly considered going full tease with no underwear whatsoever. A short skirt and a loose tank top that would make my breasts stand out like Uluru, that huge red mountain that seemed to have popped out from nowhere in Australia. Yep, that would be just about right. Me going braless with a loose tank top means that people would see my breasts from miles around. But as exciting as that nearly nude possibility would be tempting for other girls, I liked lingerie way too much so I was not about to miss this occasion. Besides, I had decided long ago that if I was going to go lingerie less, it was only because I had decided to go completely naked.
Instead, I rummaged around for twenty minutes before finding something that was perfect. It was a rather old, hand-made piece I had built for a party years ago. The most popular comment I had received was that it was completely ridiculous. And it was. And it was also perfect. John learned early on that I like bondage, and I really do. But one of bondage's problems was that it wasn't possible to be public about it. Well, not truly public like being tied up naked in a park, but the sort of strange private-public thing that was possible with lingerie. One of the reasons I love lingerie so much, besides seeing my lovers' eyes and expressions when they see me wearing nothing else, is the fact that I can go everywhere with it. Walking around the campus, or a mall or the movies with an extremely sexy set of lingerie nobody can see is exhilarating. Sadly, one couldn't do that with bondage.
Or so most people believed. When one of my most loved bras tore apart at the seams years ago, I decided to salvage and transform what was left of it. I played around with a few ideas until I pretty much invented microbondage. Not the type of microbondage where people wrap their fingers of feet with tiny rope. I wanted something else. I stripped the bra to its bare essentials and attached 6 long leather ropes on the underwire. Two near the center, two next to my armpits and two in the middle. Real ropes, real leather.
I got up and tried it on, glad and a bit surprised that it still fit. It was a size 32 bra, and while the original cups wouldn't fit me now, I managed to hook it on the outermost hooks. It was very tight, but that was perfect for that bra. I played around with the cords a bit, but knew I would have ample time to devise a final design. I was not going to spend the next two hours tightly wrapped in leather cords!
Reaching a bit deeper into the box from which I had pulled my contraption, I found the matching panties. These I had bought, because my attempts to make a similar pair of panties with real leather had only produced extremely uncomfortable results. When I found this pair at a sex shop, I bought it immediately. It matched the top perfectly, with dark elastic bands all over the place. Originally it had a crotch, but I tore it off. Having bought it a size too small, it squeezed my belly, hips, thighs and ass pretty firmly. I knew I was not going to be able to wear those for any significant length of time either, so I left them there on my bed.
Over these, I chose a black dress, rather form fitting and very elastic. If either men got a bit more rough, the dress would only stretch instead of tearing. It would, of course, make the microbondage lingerie absolutely obvious, as it would hug the deep indentations the tight leather and elastic would make on my skin. Then again, I thought, smiling, the way I was going to wrap my breasts would make them so obvious that the men probably won't even notice the dress...
I spent the rest of the afternoon fully nude, enjoying the rare Fall sun through the windows. And then I got ready. I took my time and enjoyed every minute of this exhilarating yet nerve-wracking experience. I was about to live one of my deepest fantasies, one I honestly didn't think I ever would. I began with the panties, knowing that they would be easy to put on and would be necessary for the leather cords later on. Then, while putting the bra itself on was rather easy, the leather cords were another matter entirely. I played around with a few ideas and ended up with something that was, in my humble opinion, breathtaking.
The middle pair, starting right below my unsupported breasts, were crisscrossed all the way down my belly until I tied a knot around the panties. My stomach was pretty flat already, but the tension forced my waist to appear even small than it was. The innermost pair of leather cords were guided upwards between my breasts, twice around my neck, before snaking down my arms. They went nearly all the way down and I knotted them around themselves about four inches above my wrists.
The final pair, the ones attached the furthest back, were wrapped around my breasts, forcing them outwards. It briefly reminded me of the effect the bra I had used for Harley Quinn costume created. But the similarities faded with each loop. When I wrapped the cords up and around the necklace I had created with the others, then pulled upwards, I laughed. My breasts were pulled upwards and squeezed forwards so much that it was comical. There's only so far you can go before pushing your breasts forwards and upwards became ridiculous. I was going for ridiculously sexy, not ridiculously absurd! Eventually I found an equilibrium.
Looking at myself in the mirror, I realized that soon I would have to modify the panties. Not only were the cords pulling it upwards quite a bit, but it was obvious now that I needed leather cords around my legs. For next time! John was not going to see me like this today, at least not naked, but I would have to make it up to him. As sexually shameless as I looked right now, I was struck again by how flabbergasted I had been, yesterday, when he accepted this crazy idea. I don't think any of my previous lovers would have. At least not the ones who had real feelings for me. I knew it gnawed at him, yet he accepted. As I slipped my black dress over my head and the rest of my tightly laced body, I smiled, then grinned, looking forward to this amazing gift of his.
Moving around the house with my microbondage setup was wonderfully delightful. I felt every curve of my upper body being squeezed by the cords. It made me wonder if some women didn't actually enjoy the otherwise very punitive corsets that they were forced to wear in past generations. Of course, I would never ask such a question to my colleagues in social studies, nor was I unawares that such objects were part of painfully misogynist societies. But right now, maybe it was because I was burning with anticipated lust, my mind was forging many possible roleplays, for me and John, where my one corset could work very well...
When they all arrived, together as Marcus and Noam had spent the afternoon with John, they pretty much all stared at me for a few seconds. I knew the microbondage and sleek black dress looked hot, but didn't know just how much until they gaped. It only made me hotter. Noam headed for the shower as soon as he stopped looking at me, and Marcus and John sat with me to talk about their day. When Noam got out, Marcus followed him with his own shower. Soon after that, with the four of us in the kitchen, an awkward silence settled on us. John finally broke it by saying that he had to leave for an unexpected dinner with colleagues. When he hugged and kissed me before leaving, I was sure he was going to say something like "Are you sure about this?", but he didn't. I'm convinced it took him a ridiculous amount of willpower not to do so, but he succeeded.
When I walked back to the kitchen, both men were looking at me, their lust obvious. They had dressed lightly after their shower, and right now they were just sitting at the table, not talking. It was rather comical, this strange pause, neither of them knowing what to do. Noam got an idea and opened a bottle of wine. And, fifteen minutes later, another one. I had no intention of letting either of them get drunk, so after the second bottle was opened I got up and walked to the cupboard to get new glasses. We didn't need new glasses, but when I reached up on tiptoes to try and get the glasses, Marcus saw the opportunity and got up to help me. When he pressed himself against me, I felt his cock in my lower back, already quite hard. "There you go." he said, taking three new glasses from the top shelf.
"Hmmm. Thanks for... thanks for that." I replied, using a low voice.
I went back to the table and poured them each a new glass, carefully bending over, offering them an unmistakable view of my cleavage. Looking up, I saw that both men were staring and not even trying to hide it. "Like what you see boys?" I asked, not knowing if they were going to take the bait.
"Damn... You've been doing that on purpose since we got here, no?" that was Noam, quick to follow my lead.
"What?" I said, feigning outrage. "No! I was just trying, very politely, to make you see how rude you both were..."
"Right..." that was Marcus. "So you dressed like this, knowing that your lover was leaving for the night, for..."
"Because I like that outfit and dress as I please..." I was playing the part of a dumb feminist.
"Bullshit!" from Noam. "You're nothing but a tease! I don't know how John puts up with you. If you were my woman, I'd teach you to behave properly!"
"What the fuck! Who do you think you are, talking to me like that?" I was nervous, excited and faking my anger came easy.
"Nah, he's right." Marcus joined in. "I mean, you can wear whatever you want, but if you dress like a goddess of beauty and sex, men are going to react to that. Come on..."



"I don't care how other men react. It's your job to control yourselves..."
"Control ourselves my ass!" Noam said, putting both his hands on the table, on the verge of getting up. He then paused and said, slowly, "Kangaroo?"
And there we were. Marcus was also looking at me, waiting for my answer. I nodded to them both, realizing just how stressed and anxious I was. And how wet! Fuck! I was already wet! I turned back from the table and went to the sink. There, my back to them, I said "Yes, you should control yourselves... We're not animals that—" And so it began. Noam was right behind me and gave me a very nice slap on my ass. When I turned to face him, my mouth opened in silent outrage, he reach behind me and grabbed my ass with a fully opened hand.
I pushed him back, hard, and he stumbled. "Noam..." said Marcus. "Calm down man... It's not because she's a tease that—"
"I'm not a tease!" I said, shouting it. "What the fuck is wrong with you two!"
"Sure you are!" Marcus continued, clearly angry now. "We can see that you're all wrapped up in leather cords, your huge breasts pushed forward, your nipples engorged and visible because you don't have a bra, your panties only serve to accentuate your delicious ass and hips, you chose a dress that barely covers your pussy, you reached up to a high shelf and leaned over to show us your breasts." By the time he finished, he was up and his fucking huge erection was clearly visible under his gym shorts. "And now you're going to get a fucking lesson."
With that, they both converged on me and before I could even properly react, Marcus had ripped my dress open and had pushed it around my waist. My breasts jiggled and heaved into view as the fabric was torn away, confirming just about everything Marcus had said. I had been a tease, a very bad tease, and I was going to get it now. My heartbeat was racing, I was suddenly covered in a fine sheet of sweat from my scalp to my feet, and I missed a few moments before I could react. And so I was held very firmly by Noam, now behind me, as he pulled my arms backwards. Marcus, having now pushed de remnants of my dress to the floor, was gawking open-mouthed at my nearly naked body.
Noam slipped one of his arms behind both of min and held me with one hand. With his now freed hand, he grabbed and mauled my breasts, mouthing a series of curses that were his version of compliments. I had planned to give a fight, still did, but it became obvious very quickly that Noam alone could overpower me easily. Of course, I wasn't going to strike them in the nuts like I would try in a real rape, but Noam was a lot stronger than he looked. And as Marcus stripped down completely, which meant only his shorts and shirt, two more things became obvious. First, he was also going to be a lot stronger than me. He was very muscular and probably worked out regularly. Second, his cock was as big as John promised. Shit! Probably around ten inches. And thick! I was going to get destroyed. And that was when I felt my first pang of real fear.
The second one was when I felt Noam's cock against my ass. He had taken a pause on my breasts and had pushed his own pants down. It didn't look like he was going to wait. But he did, only pushing it between her legs and pumping slowly. She had imagined being able to resist and to twist and pull away. Not fucking possible. Noam's grip was like steel. Marcus began to untie the leather around her breasts. "Let's see those wonders without this getup. And... there we go. Shit!"
He was shocked again as my freed breasts didn't fall down and didn't pancake against my chest. Clearly, he had never seen breasts like mine. "I see now why John chose you! Fucking Christ! These are breasts worthy of my cock." As he finished, he spat a big wad of saliva on his cock, spread it around the head and pushed his cock between my breasts. "Spit on it, bitch!" I was surprised to see that it was Marcus who was taking the lead, but he was good. Very good. I spat on his cock and then felt him close my breasts around it.
Never before had I had such a huge cock between my breasts. Or anywhere else for that matter. It was surreal. Like my big dildo, only hot and alive and guided by my rapist. "Push her down a bit." he said to Noam, who complied. And then we hit the right position and he began fucking my breasts. Hard. And fast. So damn long, so damned big! I was so focused on that monster cock between my breasts that I didn't even feel Noam's cock searching for my hole until he plunged all the way inside me. I screamed out loud in surprise and pain, but couldn't quite contain a moan. I was being ravaged, used like a living sex toy, but shit, I really liked it. "Hear that Marcus, she likes my cock!" They both laughed and fucked me harder.
I was indeed enjoying this, but as their hold on me relaxed, I pushed back against Noam, forward with my head against Marcus and tried to stand up. It worked. They both popped out of me. Then Noam resumed his steel grip and I was forced back down. "Bitch... Still doesn't know her place." Marcus said, before slapping me. Not too hard, but it still stung. "Noam, put her on the chair here, sideways." I was forced to kneel on the chair, and both men returned to their initial position. I spat again on Marcus' cock and felt Noam's against, and suddenly, inside my pussy.
As they fucked me, I tried to move sideways again but Noam held me firm. Painfully in fact. "Stop it! Or else he's going to slap you again. Harder this time!" So I stopped. But soon Marcus said "John told us you liked to deepthroat... I'm betting you won't be able to deepthroat me. For a moment I panicked, afraid again. Part of my mind knew that I had deepthroated my huge dildo in the past as practice, but that was an inert dildo in my hands.
When Marcus pulled away from my breasts, his cock already dripping with my saliva, I didn't know if I would be able. He let me take a deep breath and pushed himself inside me. Fucking hell! How can a cock be so big! I opened my mouth as wide as I could, and almost immediately felt him against the back of my mouth. Then deeper. "Shit!" he shouted as a couple of inches pushed deeper than he had probably ever been inside a woman's mouth. My stomach heaved in reflex, but I controlled it. Marcus pulled out and looked at me, concern clear in his eyes. "Bastard!" I shouted, and he smiled. We were still in the game. Letting me take a breath again, he pushed himself deep inside me again. Probably fascinated, Noam slowed down but kept fucking me.
About a minute and another breath later, with my eyes closed in concentration, I was shocked to feel his pubic hairs against my nose. With his hands on my head, he slowly began fucking my face. "This is not possible! Fucking yes! You're a fucking dream, slut!" I was being taken by this huge cock in my throat and by Noam's cock in my pussy. Two hands on my head, two more on my hips. I was a toy, I was their toy.
And I was climaxing. Despite the cock in my throat, they both noticed it when I came. Marcus pulled out, letting me breathe normally, then laughed as I came and came. Noam didn't stop and rocked my entire body harder now that I was free from Marcus. When I quieted down, Noam said "See... shameless slut coming through a rape. Such a bitch." And then Marcus was pushing his cock down my throat again. When Noam paused then pulled out, I thought we were going to change position. But then I felt him spitting on my ass, then pushing his wet thumb in my anus, so that meant... "John told us you also liked anal... Is that true?"
I didn't say a word, but soon felt his cock's head popping inside me. Pain shout through my lower body, but it was more than compensated by the pleasure. I had been taken by two men at the same time, but never this hard, never this violent. I felt him pull in and out, probably spitting with every stroke. Soon he was fully inside me, timing his penetration with Marcus. I felt like an object, a mindless sex toy, and I loved every single second of it. Minutes later, Noam pulled out and said "I want that throat of hers... Never done that in my life. Can you hold her down while I go and wash up?"
After pulling out from my throat, Marcus pulled me down from the chair, very hard and very fast, and I crashed on the floor. He squatted above me and pretty much sat on my back. As I heard the shower running, Marcus was playing with my ass, all the while looking at staring at it. "You're just perfect! From any angle! If Noam hadn't just fucked your ass I would have liked it. Shit you're so beautiful!" I didn't reply, didn't quite know how, in this situation. In any case, Noam got back and soon I found myself on my back on the table. Noam pulled me towards him until my head fell backwards, right in front of his cock.
In a matter of seconds I had him inside my throat and he didn't waste time fucking me. I heard Marcus saying something, but didn't quite hear. But then I felt him lifting my legs up and depositing his huge cock on my dripping pussy. "Ready for this, little girl?" Plainly I couldn't reply and he wasn't going to wait for one in any case. I felt his huge cock head splitting my lips open then his massive girth stretching my inner muscles. And he pushed, and pushed, and got deeper and deeper. The last inch or two were very painful, but when I felt his thighs on the back on mine, I knew I had taken all of him.
"Dear Gods in heaven!" Marcus again. "This slut is unbelievable! Think we could take her back to Australia and chain her in our basement?"
"Sure! Damn! This is my first deepthroat and it's amazing!"
They talked and laughed again, treating me like a fuck toy. Suddenly Marcus pulled out and slid his cock lower until it pressed against my ass. Shit. I wasn't sure this was going to be possible. When he pushed in slightly, I became sure it wouldn't. I moaned and cry as much as I could with Noam's cock in my throat, then pushed him away to cry "Too big, please stop! Stop!" But he didn't. Suddenly his head pushed in and my sphincter squeezed around it's thick base. Way too big! I jerked away and he popped out. I screamed again for him to stop and he didn't. I was seconds away from using the safe word, but didn't want everything to stop. So I said "Wallaby?" And they both froze immediately. Satisfied, I kept going "You're too big, I'm going to split apart..."
"Fuck that!" Marcus growled. "She's just too tight, it's going to hurt me.
"Not me!" Noam laughed. "I want her ass again."
"Pull her down." Marcus said, lying on the floor, on his back.
By now I wasn't resisting all that much, and while the intensity didn't drop, the roleplay was beginning to falter. I had no idea how to rekindle it. When I tried to escape Noam grabbed me and forced me on Marcus in cowgirl, but you can't really rape someone in that position. As I felt Marcus' giant cock destroying my pussy again I cried out in pain, then I felt Noam pushing me forward and guiding his cock against my asshole again. He didn't feel small, no cock felt small in your ass, but it was definitely better than Marcus. Moments later they were both pistonning in and out of my ass and pussy, using me once again. Noam grabbed both my arms for a while, forcing my back in an uncomfortable position, but soon let me go to grab both of my breasts. He was really going at it hard, enjoying my ass for all it was worth.
Just as I was accepting the fact that the rape roleplay was coming to an end and this was just a regular, but fun, threesome, the door slammed open and John appeared, roaring his anger "What the hell is this? What the fuck are you doing! Fuck you Scarlett, you're such a slut!" He was throwing his suitcase and suit all over the place as he talked, smashing his fist on the table. "You told me you didn't want Noam. You told me I had nothing to fear! And now the first time I leave you alone, you fuck both of them? Shitty woman!"
I was floored, completely shocked. And judging by Marcus and Noam's reactions, so were they. There was just enough roleplay in his screams to let me know he was playing, but I had never seen him so angry before. The first thing that came to my mind was "Help me John! They're raping me!"
"Raping you? They're not even holding you! Your hands are on Marcus' muscular chest, and I heard you moaning and enjoying their cocks. Slut! This is nothing more than what you deserve."
"Sorry John..." That was Noam, quicker than I thought he'd be. "We forced ourselves a bit, but when she saw Marcus' cock, she melted and her juices started to flow down her thighs..."
"I thought you loved me, Scarlett..." John said, and genuinely looked broken. "I thought we had something good. But as soon as I leave you seduce my two friends until you have ten inches of black cock in your pussy and white guy's cock buried up your ass. You're nothing but a fucking slut."
With that he walked towards me, pulled out his erect cock from his pants, straddled Marcus' prone body and forced his cock into my mouth. And that, besides the fantasy, was a very rare first for me. I had never been fucked by three men at the same time. I placed my hands on John's upper thighs as he forced himself deep, the third man to fuck my throat in a matter of minutes. His hands were on my head and when he felt me relax he pushed himself until my nose was squashed against his pubes. If a part of me had been sad to see him arrive, fearing that he would put an end to this, I was now completely ecstatic. I never thought John would have it in him to do this, to be so ruthless and angry, even in roleplay. But there he was, fucking my face like the slut I was pretending to be. And it was not over.
"How's her ass Noam? As good as can be?" he asked his friend.
"Fuck man, this is a goddess you got here."
"Ya... Well, she's my toy now. Either that or I'm going to destroy any chance she'd had of graduating. As a professor, I have friends that could simply decide to expel her."
"What?" Marcus, from below. "You could do that?"
"Of course... So if that little slut doesn't obey my every sexual command from now on, she's done and will spend the rest of her life scrubbing floors or flipping burgers."
Again, I was floored. John seemed to catch that the worst rapes are not just physical, but psychological as well. Threatening to destroy my chances of graduating and ever getting my dream job was worse than abusing my body. But then again, he made sure that I knew he was roleplaying: I had never refused any of his sexual wishes. As he pushed himself deep down inside me again, I felt another climax growing, cresting and crashing all over me.
I'd never had three cocks inside me, nor had I ever been raped. And while this rape was roleplay, the three cocks were very real. I had wished this last Halloween, while two cocks were plowing inside me, and now I was living it. And it was more than enough to throw me into orgasm once more.
I think I blanked out for a while, letting the men both posses and hold me up, ravaging my body, taking their pleasures with no reserve, no limits. I was pure pleasure for a long while, unawares of the details and seconds passing by. I had never had an orgasm like that. I felt like my own body was distinct from me even though I was overwhelmed with its pleasure. I felt like raw bliss, nothing more, nothing less. I think I shouted every time John pulled out of my mouth, but I felt a lot more like a rag doll being bounced around then a girl moaning, crying out in utter pleasure.
"Let's change this up." John's voice snapped me out of my trance. "Hold her tight and wait for me. While I go and fetch real rope, why don't you strip her of this small bondage stuff?"
Again I let myself being manhandled, not even wanting to feign resistance. I was way too happy. When John came back down with real bondage rope, I turned around on all fours and let him bind my wrists to the old air vent on the floor. He then bound my thighs and ankles. Before taking me again, John looked at me and was worried for a moment. But I winked at him and he gave me a little nod. I don't even remember how much time they took taking my pussy and mouth and ass, each in turn.
John told me later that I had climaxed quite a few more times during that time, but I was in another place. All I felt were three men and their raw male sexuality being poured upon and inside me. They were not violent anymore, just stretching their pleasures before, ultimately, spending it all inside me. John and Noam came in my ass and Marcus came in my throat, that much I remember. All I remember from the end was that I was grinning like a cat with its whiskers covered in cream. When John untied the bondage, I crawled into his lap and purred. I felt like I was deeply stoned, living an amazing trip of unadulterated ecstasy.
Euphoria was the best term. I was lost in euphoria, having had two deep fantasies realized at the same time. And the best part was that John had been there for both, even though I never thought he could pull it off. Later that night, still clinging to John like a drowsy koala, I couldn't stop from thanking him. I knew he had been worried for a while, seeing my peculiar facial expressions, but I was pretty sure he was alright now. After Noam and Marcus were gone, John would tell me more about the discussion that had led to the rape fantasy, and it turned out that Noam had been the one needing more convincing.
In any case, I had been the one overwhelmed with climaxes, and I knew I had to find a way to make it up to John. Soon. Maybe he wasn't ready to ask Marcus to fuck him, but I'm sure I'll be able to find something that he truly likes and that I hadn't given him yet. Awake at three am and totally lucid for the first time since they had bound me to the floor, I was grinning, lying next to him. I did say that I wanted him to propose to me, hadn't I?
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"Is your passport in order?" Scarlett asked me one cold winter morning, out of the blue, just before leaving for campus. I looked at her, surprised, but she disappeared immediately after seeing my nod and I couldn't ask why. I was still under her spell anyway, having spent the last ten minutes watching her dress. This morning she had woken me up by humming a nice little tune as she dressed, right in front of her large closet. On this lightly cloudy February morning, the light shining on her was very white and very diffuse. Scarlett's skin was always rather pale, but this morning she looked otherworldly. Her lingerie, though, was very real, and extremely hot.
The bra and panties were both easy to describe: very nice, very bright red lace, with few more details. Most of Scarlett's lingerie was more intricate, but the simplicity of this one worked very well. It was a Bluebella Lucia set. The bra, instead of being reinforced horizontally, had a couple of very firm ribs running from the bottom to the top of each cup. The strap was delicate and split in two, attaching itself to the cup on the outer side of the bra. Simple and delicious. I grinned when I saw Scarlett put the matching garter belt, transforming her into a white and blood red creature. I took a deep breath and sighed, grateful for these morning rituals...
Once alone, I took my time to wake up, as I didn't have any class to teach this morning. It tried, and failed, to discover why she would ask me that. I travelled quite a bit for work and had to had a valid passport at all times. Scarlett knew that, but felt that she had to make sure. Why? I was puzzled, a bit intrigued. A few months ago, last Fall, I had helped her realize one of her darkest and deepest fantasy. Scarlett had a vivid sexual imagination, and had had a life that allowed her to live most of them. One of her fascinations was the domination aspect of sex, something I had never really explored before meeting her. One of the last remaining fantasies she hadn't lived was to be raped. Ideally by more than one man. When two of my friends, who now lived in Australia, came to visit, I thought it would be an ideal opportunity.
And it was. It was even strangely fun for me. Ever since meeting her, Scarlett has challenged me to push myself ever further sexually, especially when it came to domination. Participating in her fake rape was the most dominating thing I had ever done. I don't remember how many times she came that night, being faked raped by three men, and neither does she. She spent the following days thanking me non-stop, becoming more grateful as the reality of it sank it. She even promised that she would find a way to make it up to me. I had been surprised, because I thought that she knew she was more than I could ever have imagined in bed. She was an expert cock sucker, actually enjoyed it and even enjoyed deepthroating me; she liked anal even more than I did; she was voraciously sexually awakened; had invited a girl in our bed; had invited a couple in our bed... What the fuck more can a man ask for?
I told her all this, and she shook her head. She was determined to find something as great for me as that faked rape had been for her. Domination wasn't going to be my own thrill, so she had to find something else, something she wasn't already giving me. This question about the passport was probably related to that. Then again, I couldn't see why. I had no fetish or fantasy about exotic women or locations, and already travelled enough for my own tastes. When I left for the campus, I hadn't a clue what she was up to.
When I came back home that evening, she was waiting for me wearing nothing but her lingerie. I learned early on in our relationship that Scarlett is most comfortable in the nude, and often, when I came back home, I would find her fully nude. This, of course, was a gift in itself, but it didn't mean anything special. It was just Scarlett being Scarlett. I also learned that when she decided to wear nothing but lingerie, it meant she wanted to have sex. And tonight was no exception to the rule. I wasn't complaining, but Scarlett was in a particularly high and bright mood. Her smiles and grins were brilliant, her energy breathtaking. More often than not Scarlett took the lead in bed. Or wherever else we happened to have sex. Again, tonight wasn't an exception, but this time she wasn't playing at domination.
She was just extremely happy and wanted to share that happiness with me through her pussy, her mouth, her breasts, her ass... I was overwhelmed by sex, by pleasure and by her love. When we took a last shower at 1 o'clock, in the middle of the night, I had to physically pull her up when she went on her knees to try and revive my cock again. As she realized that her knees were shaking as she stood up, we both laughed and decided to stop it for the night. I was wrong. At around 3 o'clock, Scarlett woke me again, this time with a smooth breast bath. Instincts took over and I grabbed her, sucking and kissing her breasts before fucking them and cumming in her mouth. Spent once again, I asked her "What's up with you?"
"What? Can't a girl show her love?"
"You sure can, as often as you want!" I said, chuckling. "But something's up with you. What happened today?"
"Nothing." was her very short reply.
"Yeah, right... Either let me sleep or tell me!" I asked, pretty sure it wouldn't work.
"Good night my love... But, I can't promise you that I won't wake you again. I'm confident there's enough lube remaining in my ass that you could fuck it by surprise... If ever you feel like it..."
I groaned, then laughed with her. I didn't fuck her ass a second time in the night, but could resist in the morning. I woke up before her and found her sleeping on her side, her back to me. As soon as I spooned her my cock found its way between her cheeks, then kissed her pussy before slipping an inch higher. She cried as she waked, then laughed as I pushed myself in. "You were right... enough lube!" We were both laughing after that as I fucked her ass. I only had ten minutes, and in any case I was still sore from last night. But, regardless of that, I was not going to pass an invitation to her ass. Gods she was marvellous... My sweet, lovely and loving girlfriend; my little anal slut. Months ago, after a long anal session, she had told me this "Did you know I was your little anal slut? Yours, all yours, anytime you want it..." I had laughed.
In the shower a few minutes later, alone this time, I tried again to discover what her secret was. It was obvious now that something had happened yesterday, but I still couldn't figure it out. The next few weeks went by without incident, nor any insights into what she had planned. There was something, but I never managed to make her talk, or hear her slip. The first clue arrived early in March, where she told me to make preparations for an extended Easter break. "You're going to use a couple of sick days..." It wasn't that simple, but I managed to reorganized my schedule around that. But try as I might, I couldn't make her tell me what was going on. This year my birthday was very close to Easter, but she assured me that it wasn't that. "Well, it's partly your birthday gift, but more than that as well..." Again I wondered if there was any link between this secret project and her wanting to thank me for the faked rape. Maybe? Probably, in fact. Damn! I would not have made a good detective!
At the start of the last week before Easter week-end, she told me to pack a bag with clothes for a 5 day trip to a warm climate. Not tropical, no need for bathing suits, just warm. Ok, south of here, but north of Mexico. Not that much of a clue. Thursday morning, my first "sick day" before the long week-end, we left the house and headed for the airport. Scarlett was practically bubbling with pleasure and excitement. "I can't wait to see your face!"
"What? When?" I asked, trying one last time to get information.
"When you'll open your eyes!"
"My eyes are not opened?"
"Nope. And you'll even get a blindfold before the day is out!" Scarlett added, grinning like a schoolgirl.
The flight was uneventful, and even though the thought of fucking in the bathroom was intriguing, it's a lot less sexy and a lot more private than what we see in movies. We refrained, and I marshalled all my patience. During the flight, the pilot said that we were going to San Fransisco. Scarlett was pissed about that, but sadly for me it wasn't a meaningful clue. I had a friend there, but it was impossible that this whole secret trip was only to see him. What else was in San Fransisco? A lot of things, but nothing that fit, or warranted this set-up.
Once we left the airport, we found a cab and drove out. When Scarlett pulled her blindfold out, I shook my head, telling her that I didn't know the city at all. I had been here only once, for work, and had stayed in the hotel. "Not important." was her reply as she tied the blindfold carefully. It was a good blindfold, a S&M blindfold: I couldn't even see down my nose. Nada. About ten minutes later the car stopped, and Scarlett helped me out, guiding me into a building. We took three flights of stairs down, and my only useful sense told me that this place was humid and slightly mouldy. When we finally stopped walking, Scarlett guided me to a rough bunk bed and asked me to lie down inside. I could detect that there were other people in the room, but nothing more. "John, please remain here for a while yet. Don't move, and don't try to peek. Do you trust me?" she asked, her hands on my chest.
"Of course, but—"
"Shhhh. Trust me now. And trust me when I say that if you move and try to find out anything before I come back, you're going to be very angry with yourself."
"With myself? What the heck?"
Scarlett didn't reply. Instead she kissed me, kissed me very warmly and wetly. Then "Maximum thirty minutes... Try to meditate my love."
And she left. For the first few minutes I barely breathed, trying my best to know if I was alone or not. I was pretty sure that I was. Thirty minutes is a long time to spend completely alone in a silent room with a blindfold on. At first I tried to think of other things. For instance, I was currently writing a short essay on the mind and matter relationship. I was trying for something fresh and new; I was hoping that i would provoke my colleagues into some sort of reaction. Knock them out of their comfortable stupor. For a few minutes, I even succeeded in evaluating my stance and ideas. Then I heard a small sound through the wall. It felt like my ears turned like a cat's, straining to get any sort of information. Then, nothing. Thankfully it didn't sound like a rat in my own room.
Finally I took a deep breath and simply decided to wait. I tried to meditate, and almost fell asleep. Being in alone in an unknown room, with a blindfold and strangers around you was a stressful situation. But knowing that Scarlett had arranged all of it made the ordeal easier. Eventually, finally, someone opened the door. "Scarlett?" No answer. Suddenly, a man's voice:
"Place your hands on your chest." I did, a bit ashamed that I was now breathing fast like a nervous hare. Then I heard a lid closing over me, and my ears told me that I was in a box. My heart started beating even faster. Through the lid, the man said. "Take deep breaths. In two minutes, try to be patient, you can remove your blindfold and open the box.
These were some of the longest minutes of my life. I removed the blindfold immediately, and opened my eyes to utter darkness. Not even a line of light from outside. Slowly, I touched the box around me, and it felt like ordinary wood. If I hadn't been in such a peculiar state, I knew I would have guessed what was happening. As things were, I was nothing more than that nervous hare, anxious to open the box. Trying my best to gage if the two minutes were up, I finally pushed the box open.
The coffin, actually. A wooden coffin. In front of me were three vampires. The most realistic vampires I had ever seen. Even in my current nervous state, it didn't even cross my mind that they could be actual vampires. But as I stared at them, taking in all the little details, they looked incredibly realistic. The older woman, probably in her fifties, looked stunning, wearing a full black and red corset, holding her generous breasts, above which was a series of laces in the shape of a pentagram. The top laces wrapped around her neck. She had long black hair with a silver pendant above her forehead. Below, a long black skirt completed the effect. But her yes, like that of the other two vampires, were stunning. My best guess is that there was a black light close by, as their dark red or purple eyes had a real glow to them. It was completely eerie.
Next to that woman there was a tall black man, roughly my age. He was wearing two strips of leather across his other naked chest, showing his very powerful build. A short cape and leather pants completed the outfit. On his head, he had an explosion of dreads, some were his natural deep black and others coloured blood red. He had purple eyes and an amazing effect to his skin, making him look dead. Sitting next to them was a slight girl, really young in fact, probably younger than my Scarlett. She was essentially topless, with a Harley Quinn style top unbuttoned, showing her small yet sexy breasts. Her nipples were painted bright red, like her hair and lips. She wore tight fitting leather pants, highlighting her lean legs.
Without moving, the man spoke in a deep voice "Yesterday night, you got stabbed in an alley, and died. One of us, though," he said, looking behind him at the back of the room, "decided to save you." His front canines were very long, abnormally so. But his lips didn't seem deformed by a mouth piece. He kept talking "You have now awoken as a vampire. But, and this is very important, you're not one of us yet. You'll have to earn your place. Since she's the one who turned you, she'll be your guide into our world." After a pause, he looked at me directly and said "Remember, you're nothing to us now, and have to work your way to our good graces. Otherwise, we'll kill you again, permanently this time. We leave you with Lily here, who will make you presentable. Your sire, Revena, will be here shortly.
The two older vampires then left me alone with the young, topless vampire. As she was getting ready, opening a large wooden box full of what must be make-up, I tried to wrap my head around what was happening. Scarlett had obviously arranged all of this, but she couldn't have organized it all herself. Nor created everything from scratch. This must be one of the vampire real-life role-playing game. I had no idea they had one in San Francisco, but judging by what little I had seen so far, it was a very good one.
Lily proceeded to undress me down to my boxers and gave me a costume, which was rather plain compared to the others I had seen. An initiate costume, I guessed. Once dressed, she then applied make up over my face, neck, hands and forearms. After that was my hair and the stunning contact lenses. I had never worn lenses before, but it wasn't all that bad. The final touch were a pair of canines, which Lily had to select carefully for me, before gluing them on. She whispered "Chew carefully for a few hours, but after that they should stay on for many days."
Suddenly, from the other room, I heard Scarlett's voice "His he ready?"
"Yeah, pretty much... Are you sure about him? He seems like a fool... Smiling all the time even though nothing's funny." Lily replied.
"I'm not sure. He seemed decent last night, tasted really good, but maybe he's not cut out for this."
As she finished, she walked in. Seeing Lily's breasts had aroused me somewhat, but when I saw Scarlett enter the room in full vampire mode, I was floored. And soon erect. She had a similar corset to the other woman, mostly red with some black accents. Her very large breasts overflowed from that corset, which was obviously a size too small. The effect was mesmerizing. Attached to that corset were a pair of loose shoulder pieces above, and a full-length skirt below. The skirt wrapped around her waist, but left the front completely opened, allowing me to see her black lacy panties and black stay-ups. And, obviously, the top of her smooth, creamy-white thighs. She was wearing very high-heeled shoes, glossy black. Her face was paler than usual, with glowing red lips and equally glowing red eyes. She was stunningly beautiful, taking my breath away. I knew my jaw was opened, and I wanted to say a thousand things to her, but I remained mute.
"Oh well..." said Lily, "I think the vampire magic didn't work on his brain... He can't talk."
"No problem... Some men are better when they keep their mouths shut."
Lily grinned and turned around, then did a double take, whispering "Shit!" Looking back at me, she said "You're a fucking lucky bastard. I'm half tempted to become a faerie so I could whoop her ass and fuck her."
And that was all it took. "I know." I whispered back. "Scar— Revena, I'm so glad—"
"Shut up." she cut me off, a very serious expression on her face. "I already regret turning you, so don't make this more unpleasant than it already is. I have to guide you through your initiation and then you're on your own. Hopefully you'll fail and die."
My jaw hadn't closed yet, and I was stunned by her roleplay. Most of our roleplay thus far had been sexual, but this was something else. She really looked pissed off. When she left, I briefly thanked Lily and got up. She interrupted me "Wait a sec. Here, let me put this... There. This pin is very important, never take it off. If you see other people with one, they're in our world. If you meet someone dressed as a vampire but without a pin, they're just a crazy person, not one of us. Got it?"
"Yep."
Outside my birthing room, Scarlett remained fully in character, refusing to speak to me. All she did say was "Stop touching me! I know your desires are already heightened as a new vampire, but keep your paws off me or else you're going to die a second time and not wake up." Despite the rejection, I was thrilled beyond words. I loved everything vampire, one of my secret fetishes, and it was the first time I would combine this with sex. And what a first time! Wow!
About five minutes later, we came to a new, larger room. Still underground, obviously. There was about fifteen vampires in the room, all wearing costumes, make-up, contacts, fake nail-claws and wigs. It was amazingly realistic. In the centre of the room, there were four other young vampires, like me. Once again, the big black man was there, commanding attention. "Go in." was all Scarlett said. About ten minutes later, us five pups forbidden to talk, the big vampire began talking. He was Karma, one of the most important vampires in this region. For the first part of his speech, he explained the rules of this vampire world.
They were pretty simple. There were 5 levels of power in the world, green (which I was), yellow, red (which Scarlett was, for some reason), blue and white. In a fight, your level determined how many points of damage you did, and you had a pool of health points equal to 5 times your level. Fighting was strictly hand to hand, intending to touch, not hurt. He showed us how to activate the gem in our pins, which glowed. Once beaten, we were not really dead, only really damaged and needed to get back to our lairs. Only level 4 and 5 vampires and faeries could permanently kill a player, but that was relatively rare. After a brief pause, he smiled and said "Now, about sex after a victory..." A few of the other vampires laughed and hooted. "Once you beat an opponent, faerie or vampire, they will decide if they turn their gem off or not. If they turn it off, it means no. And we're not kidding about this. If you try to have sex with a fallen foe that turned his or her light off, it's attempted rape. It won't go well for you. Then again, if they leave it on, it's your choice." More whoops from the vamps.



The next hour or so was spent practicing fights. I'd had a few bouts of real-life D&D combat before, with foam weapons. Hand to hand was an altogether different sort of fight. I was proud to discover that I was the best among the recruits. As I was watching the other fights, I tried asking a few questions from the 2nd level vampires. Few answers. I did learn that most vampire girls were lesbians and most faeries men were gay. Most, not all.
After my practice fights, one of the second level vampires, a very good looking girl I had been talking to, clearly not a lesbian, said she wanted to fight me. My first reaction was a grin: the girl was very sexy, and I couldn't deny having stolen a few glances at her cleavage as we talked. And her costume was remarkable. Her character was obviously turned in the twenties, with a flaring short skirt over full length fishnet hose, tight corset with a long feather boa and a very large feather mounted on a delicate head band. She had hair and make-up to match.
When she cried her challenge out loud, the others made a space for us, and roughly half the people here were looking at us. I was already warmed up, eve sweaty, and this was probably going to be my biggest challenge. She had twice as many hp as I had and hit twice as hard: there was a huge proportional difference between levels 1 and 2. And I lost, by a small margin. I glanced at Scarlett, and she was shaking her head, clearly disappointed. I remembered to turn off my light, which earned me both boos and laughter from the crowd. And more disappointment by Alice, the vampire, who had just beaten me. She then smiled at me and said "Another time, perhaps... When your sire is not around."
"Bah!" Scarlett said. "If you want him he's yours. I don't fuck young pups."
"But, he turned his light off!" she replied.
Looking at me, Scarlett said "Turn it back on, pup. I wanna see what you're made of!"
Once more the crowd reacted, this time with laughter and oohs. As soon as I turned the light back on, Alice grabbed me by the collar and pulled me towards a hidden corner. As she pushed me against a wall, I saw Scarlett about 20 feet away, grinning. When she saw me looking at her, her expression changed and she became the serious Revena again. She was leaning against the doorframe, her arms and legs crossed, looking at Alice undressing me.
I didn't have much clothing, but Alice nonetheless had me naked in a matter of seconds. To her delight, I was already hard by the time she had. I didn't know if this, sex with complete strangers, was normal for her, but it certainly wasn't for me. Until now, Scarlett had been the girl with whom I'd gone from being strangers to sex in the least amount of time. Alice was walking all over that record. But regardless, it was turning me on enormously. What I really wanted to do was fuck Scarlett, but seeing her leaning against the wall and looking at me would have to be enough for now.
Alice was now looking at me from head to toe, and I would soon discover that there was usually an element of domination during post victory sex. Humiliation even. She grabbed my cock with her hand, squeezed it hard and smiled. I was sure that if I reached for her, she would turn me down, but I tried anyway. When I lifted my hands towards her breasts, she swatted it away. "Learn your manners, young vampire. You're in my control now. I can't compel you yet, but you're beaten." I grinned, unable to resist. "Oh, you like that? Kneel down, then."
So I did. Standing very close to me, Alice began to slowly remove her skirt. The laces seemed complicated, but gradually, turning around teasingly, she unsnapped it and it fell to the ground. I'm normally not a huge fan of full length hose, I much prefer stay-ups, but faced with Alice's hips and her panty-clad ass and pussy, I had to admit that I was turned on. Really turned on. I leaned forward, trying to reach her flesh, mere inches away from me. She stopped me again. "Soon, beaten man. Soon. But first, you have to remove the hose." I proceeded to pull it down gently, making sure not to touch her panties. I was sorely tempted to get up, grab her and fuck her against the wall, but I resisted, sticking to my role.
Soon I found myself kneeling fully in front of her, untying her elaborately laced shoes. They were fancy, but not too much: she had fought me while wearing them, after all. Eventually she was naked from her panties down. "Kiss it." she said softly. Without looking up, I smiled and shook my head. I had never been a fan of feet, but could see that it fit the situation. I grabbed her foot, pulled it up slightly and bent down even more to kiss her foot. After I did, I began planting more kisses higher up, but she stopped me when I reached her calf. "Soon... You're doing good so far. Just be patient."
Eventually I undressed her completely and enjoyed the moment, captivated by the intricateness of her costume. But her body captivated me more. She had a barely shaven bush, had probably removed only the hair on her thighs. Either it was her own preference, or she was keeping it that was to be as much in character as she could. Her breasts, decent C cups, were crowned with extremely pale pink aureolas. I didn't know if she had coloured them somehow, but the effect was stunning. They were very small, yet had prominent nipples. I was looking forward to devouring them. She had put her large feather back on after the fight, and had kept her boa all through the undressing process. She as using it to tease me, hiding and unveiling her breasts as I looked at them. Now, as I was standing in front of her as naked as she was, she lay the boa around my neck and grabbed my cock. I was still rock hard, with an unobstructed view of her breasts, but the feminine boa around my neck made it clear that I was the submissive one. "You want them? Wanna suck on them?" As I leaned forward, she stopped me. "Wait! Hungry, aren't you? I'm half of a mind to make you wait... Instead, you can kiss and suck them, but you can only touch me with your mouth. No hands, nothing."
Until that moment, I had never realized that I each and every time I had sucked on a girl or woman's breasts, I had always touched and grabbed them. At first I thought her request was just silly domination stuff, but as I kneeled down and began kissing her breasts, it felt enjoyably different. After tracing a circle with my tongue around her left aureola, I leaned in further and sucked it entirely in my mouth. I gently bit on her flesh, holding it firmly in my mouth as my tongue still played with her engorged nipple. The fact that the sole contact between us was her breast was peculiar, and I knew I would have to try that with Scarlett. Later. Right now I wanted nothing more than to ravish that girl, but refrained from doing so. I moved onto her other nipple, widening the circle of my caresses to her entire breast. I moaned when I felt her pressing her two breasts on either side of my face. When I shook my head from side to side, I heard her laughing softly. Her breasts were very delicious, and even though I was spoiled with Scarlett's massive breasts, I found that I was extremely aroused as I feasted on Alice's. I knew my cock was still rock hard.
When I straightened up, standing very close to her and looking down into her eyes, she didn't even budge. I was breathing hard, ready to grab and fuck her, but she wasn't impressed. "Quiet down, loser." She tsk, shaking her head from side to side. Throwing a glance at Scarlett, Alice added "Young vampires these days... They think they're entitled to everything." I didn't look at Scarlett, but kept my eyes locked on her. I was breathing hard, and moved closer to her, ready to pounce on her like a panther. She could see it, and despite her cool attitude, I could see that it was having an effect on her. She cleared her throat nervously before saying "Now, you're going to pick me up and bring me to that table, but if you let your cock touch my pussy in the process, I'm going to whip your ass again."
I grabbed her sideways, like a child, and lifted her into my arms. When I sat her on the table, she opened her thighs. When I moved between them she stopped me with a hand on my chest, but very weakly, uttering a half-whispered moan in the process. I was sure that if I were to guide my cock against her pussy right now, she wouldn't be able to resist. She was as ready as I was to fuck, I could see it in her body language and her expression. Despite her act. But I stopped again. My cock was painfully hard, inches away from her pussy. "Make me ready for you first." she whispered, in a shaky voice.
Grinning like a wolf, I kneeled down again and caressed her pussy with my fingers a few times. It had been years since I had been with a woman with a full bush. Scarlett was shaven perfectly smooth and the only other girl I was intimate with, Karianne, kept her closely trimmed. When Alice lay down on her back and really opened herself to me, I dove in. I was planning on going gently, but when I felt both her hands on my head, pulling me against her, I instantly knew she was already more than ready, her lips drenched. It felt peculiar to feel a full bush on my face again, even though it should be the most natural thing in the world. I felt her hair tickle me and get caught in my few days-old beard, but I didn't really mind. Alice tasted really good and I was extremely aroused.
Soon, though, I needed more. I stood up and even though she was surprised by my move, she didn't say anything. As I grabbed my cock and aimed it down towards her, I could see her eyes darting between my own and my cock. Using her arms to raise herself slightly, she eventually stared at my cock as I teased and tickled her pussy. Before long my cock was all wet, coated with a glistening mix of her juices and my saliva. I pushed my cock from the top of her hole all the way until my balls pressed against her lips, making sure to press it down against her clit. Alice grinned, then soon let her head fall backwards as I pleased her more.
When, partly by accident, my cock head slipped inside her slightly, maybe one inch, Alice's head popped back up and she looked at me. She was now grinning, her eyes half closed, and said "Take me, I wanna feel that cock inside me." I pushed in, maybe another inch, but stopped. Her eyes opened in surprise, but I wanted to tease her. In this position she couldn't really move, couldn't impose her will. I pulled out completely, hearing the wet pop of my cock as I did. I pushed against her clit once more, up and down. Alice laughed, letting herself fall down on the table. Her breasts bounced against her chest, then swayed for a few seconds as she took another breath. She definitely had very fine breasts, firm and round, and I was half tempted to bend forward and suck on them again.
But while I was teasing Alice, I was also teasing myself. I wanted my cock inside her as much as she did. Turning my head around, I looked at Scarlett, still leaning against the wall, watching the show. She grinned, winked and thrust her own hips forward, urging me on. She then walked towards us and ended up standing right beside me. Alice saw her and giggled: she must have guessed that Scarlett was my girlfriend in real life. I didn't feel like giggling. Instead I pushed my cock back inside her pussy and pushed in. Half-way in, then a pull back to lubricate my shaft, and finally all the way inside her.
Alice moaned out loudly, her hands reaching for my arms as she gripped me tightly. Scarlett reached for Alice's breast and she traced the underside of her breasts lightly. Then, with a smile, she looked at me and said "Pup, enjoy her and come find me. Karma said that we had a mission. But make sure she remembers you for a long time first!" With that she turned around and walked away.
I was still deep inside Alice when she said "Girlfriend?"
"Hmm hmm." I nodded.
"Lucky bastard!"
I laughed as I heard her, the second time today I was reminded of my luck. But as Alice's muscles squeezed hard around my cock, my mind focused back on her. She slipped her legs up between my arms and placed her calves on my shoulders. This new position allowed two things: first I felt her sweet ass on my thighs, and second I was able to penetrate her an inch deeper in this new position. "Fuck you're big!" she moaned. All my life I was never able to determine if girls and women said that because it was true or because they wanted to make us feel good. I still didn't know, and I didn't care.
I gripped her thighs just above her hips and began fucking her properly. Alice's breasts began dancing again, her pale aureolas moving about in hypnotizing circles. Alice turned her head sideways slightly and opened her mouth wide in a silent cry. "Harder... harder..." she moaned as I happily obliged. Shortly her entire body was being shaken as my cock pistoned into her. Usually I like to change positions often, but she felt so damn good around my cock like this that I just kept on plowing her. I eventually realized that she was rubbing her thighs together, putting rhythmic pressure on her clit. When I felt her hands on either side of my arms, pushing them against her thighs, I got the message and squeezed.
Alice's moans suddenly got a lot louder. As the combination of deep hard thrusts and that extra pressure on her clit pushed her higher and higher, I felt my own climax burgeoning. I felt like a well-oiled machine as our movements synced up, and as sweat rose from our skin. My thighs felt hot, and soon slightly painful as I kept trying to answer her calls of "harder..." that kept coming on. Eventually the whole table began moving as I fucked her hard, making her entire body jerk on the wood.
When I saw a few drops of my sweat fall from my chin onto her already sparkling belly, I felt Alice's body contort around my cock and against my arms. I slipped my hands deeper around and between her thighs, pressing my pinkies hard against her lips. That was all she needed. Once, a long time ago, I'd had a screamer girlfriend. Or so I thought. Until now. When Alice screamed her orgasm, it took me by utter surprise and I nearly froze. I was pretty sure the entire neighbourhood would hear her scream. Then a second, and a third... My ears were ringing, I was laughing but I never stopped plowing her. The first scream pushed my climax back down and I ended up fucking her harder still as she climaxed.
When I felt my climax finally surging, Alice was trashing on the table, moaning and groaning incoherently. She was drenched with our sweat, her hair plastered on the table top and her arms above her head. My eyes were fixed on her decidedly wonderful breasts as I came and came, emptying myself into her. Gradually, my intense pleasure became tinged with pain, and I knew my legs were already shaking. I held on as long as I could before collapsing on the floor, laughing and moaning. Now sitting on the table, Alice looked at me and said "I knew you'd be a great fuck. Damn that was good!" I couldn't reply yet, but she took my grin as a compliment. She then jumped down from the table and helped me up. After a nice, wet hug, she kissed me a long time before adding "I hope you two are staying here a while. I wouldn't mind fucking your girlfriend before you leave..."
"That can probably be arranged..." I replied with a naughty smile.
Alice and I dressed back up again, and I helped her into her complicated corset. We walked back to the main room and were surprised with a round of applause from the remaining vampires. Alice bowed gracefully, grinning. She must be used to her screams being heard by others, and obviously didn't care.
Scarlett looked at me and winked again before resuming her Revena character. I saw that she had been talking to Karma. She came to me, with her hard, pissed-off expression on her face once more, and grabbed my hand. "We have a small mission. Come with me." And so I followed. Part of me expected her to bring me to some room and fuck me, but she didn't. And in any case, her plan would have been foiled.
Two blocks away from from the initiation building, we saw a group of three faeries. One guy and two girls, all greens. They looked rather stunning, all glitter and barely any clothing. I had to say that the two girls were sexy as hell, but on the other hand I felt pretty lucky to be a vamp right now: I really couldn't see myself in the definitely feminine faerie costume the guy was wearing.
They were obviously here one some sort of initiation mission, as they looked very nervous. We couldn't hide our gems for any reason, so getting the jump on them was difficult. Somehow we managed, and we dispatched them very quickly. I got 3 points of dmg, and killed one, while Scarlett got 4 points while dispatching the others. They all turned off their lights, but one of the girls hesitated, looking at Scarlett. When they fled, Scarlett screamed "Go back to your nests! You still have birthing fluids all over your pretty wings!" We both laughed at that, and for a brief moment Scarlett looked at me out of character. But as I was about to talk, she blinked and fell back into her Revena persona.
Looking at the ground, I found a parchment. Probably not an accident; the faeries had likely been instructed to drop it in case of a defeat. Scarlett read it, frowned and said we had to go back to Karma. When he read the parchment in turn, he grinned, saying that we had intercepted a very nice bit of info. Part of my mind knew that this was all orchestrated. But it felt so damned real! Karma was really good in his role. So was Scarlett, clearly. Gradually, I felt my mind releasing its critical bias and forgot about the real world. Karma was really proud of us and asked us to get this message to the coven leader. He asked if he wanted us to call a cab, implying that some cab drivers were in the game. "No need," said Scarlett, "we have a car."
"We do?" I asked, surprised.
"Shut up, pup." she said, before making a call I wasn't allowed to listen to.
I was still grinning as we went back out and, curiously, Scarlett hailed a cab. We saw no pin on the driver, and he looked strangely at us for a while. I smiled at him, showing him my fake teeth. He then snorted and turned around, obviously used to seeing this in the neighbourhood. We had a twenty minute ride to do, and I was wondering what what going on, as Karma said that it was only a ten minute ride. We arrived at a big apartment complex, and Scarlett asked the driver to leave us near the garage door. She knocked on the huge steel door and it opened a few seconds later.
Inside, the first thing I saw was a deep red 1969 Dodge Charger. I knew that Charger, with it's black hood and bands on the back. And a second later I saw Alex, my friend from the Charger board. On his lapel, he had a vampire pin, but with no gem. Scarlett went to him, moving her hand in his face and telling him to give me the keys to the car. He now had an empty expression on his face, staring at her. He got the keys from his pocket, but seemed to resist. Scarlett then leaned in and kissed him. And real kiss, tongue and all. After that, he threw the keys to me. Stunned, and grinning, I realized that Scarlett had just put compulsion on him. Scarlett quickly got in the car and closed the door. As I smiled at Alex, walking to the driver side, he grinned, winked and said "You fucking lucky bastard!" Third time today! I laughed as I heartedly agreed.
"Talk to you later, mate!" I said, before getting in his glorious Charger.
"Take care of her!" Alex said, still grinning.
"Don't worry, I'll return her without a scratch or dent!"
"I was talking about your girl!"
We were all laughing as we left, the deep rumble of his 440 resonating the garage. Now this was more like it! I was finally in control of something, was finally in my natural element. Scarlett guided me, using her cellphone's GPS. When we reached a rather deserted street, I asked Scarlett if I could go out of character for a minute. At first she didn't answer and kept looking ahead with her no-nonsense expression on her face. Then she broke, grinned and said "Yes!" I stopped the car in the middle of the street and suddenly Scarlett was sitting upon me, her thighs on either side of me. And we were kissing. Passionately. I kept trying to thank her through the kissing, and soon my hands found her ass and squeezed her hard. "Hmmm, are you trying to tell me something?"



"Fuck! I wanna fuck you right here! You're the best girlfriend in the world! This is amazing!"
Scarlett was laughing, giggling like a little girl. "You have no idea how hard it was to kept this whole thing secret! I wanted to tell you, but it would have ruined the surprise!"
I reached under her, letting my fingers tickle her asshole through her panties, but she stopped me "Not now, love. I have a plan for that too, and it's coming up."
"I'm coming up right now!" I replied.
"I know, I can feel your shifter between my legs. You have no idea how wet I am!"
"Stop! It you don't want me to fuck you, shut up about that!" I said, laughing.
"Oh no... Don't get me wrong, young pup! I want to fuck you so bad! I want to sit my ass on your face and force you to eat my ass, I want to feel your cock down my throat as you dominate me, I want to feel you shoot your sperm down my throat and then all over my face and breasts. Don't ever say that I don't want you to fuck me! Just wait a bit, it'll be even better!"
"Even better than all that?" I asked, unable to think of what would.
"Oh yes. Believe me."
"Well, it may be a good idea to postpone that deepthroating business until you remove your teeth!"
"Crap! you're right! Well, I'm sure we'll think of something."
A pause, and a deep breath. After that, Scarlett explained her side of the story and her preparations. Alex had been easy to convince, with a facetime strip show and the promise of a kiss. As for the game itself, she paid for the biggest offer, with all the bells and whistles, including this quick visit to the coven. It should have cost her 3000$ for the both of us, but when she received the bill, they only charged her 1000$, telling her that the near-naked pictures she had sent had made her valuable. Especially if she agreed to a sexy but non-nude photoshoot for publicity. She had. We were in the equinox game, but Scarlett had no idea what it meant. It was a surprise. In fact, from this point on, she had no idea what was going to happen and was in the game with me. "So, wanna get to the coven?" she asked.
So we went. In Alex's really nice Charger. We'll have to find time to talk face to face before I get back home, but later. Now, I had a coven leader to meet. We found the underground headquarters easily even though it was an abandoned factory. As we walked deeper in, it was clear that the vampires who lived here had invested time and money to make it look very realistic. Many small touches here and there, and a stunning main room. It was 100% cliché, yet 100% perfect. Black and red velvet all over the place, old furniture, old lamps and even oil lamps, medieval music playing in the background and lots of stunning vampires. Men and women, girls and boys, with a few very old people still playing in this world.
They were weary at first, with two new and unknown vampires coming over. But when we identified ourselves, Scarlett giving them a series of secret codes, they relaxed. I was to learn, later, that one of Scarlett's ring wasn't an ordinary accessory. It was the symbol that indicated to the level 4 and 5 vamps that she had paid for the full package. It was why we were allowed to see our coven leader so fast, and why, soon after, we'd be sent to meet the top coven leader from the most powerful coven.
As Scarlett and the coven leader talked, I realized that I was barely following the conversation. Part of me wanted to dive into this world and follow the clues and give my best to further our quest. But simply being in this world was enough for me, and I found myself focusing on the people, the costumes, the decor and of course on Revena, the sexiest vampire. Scarlett, on the other hand, was engrossed in the quest. She was really excited as we said our farewells, and jumped in my arms as soon as we turned the corner. As she wrapped her legs around my waist, I pushed her against the wall. We kissed very intensely, and I knew that we were not going to be able to wait much longer before having sex.
Suddenly Scarlett broke the kiss with a gasp and grinned. She went back in the room and asked if there were any snacks around. I saw a couple of vampire grinning, then one of them indicated a room. Turning back to me, Scarlett said "In five minute, we'll be able to eat!" Which was nice because I was, in fact, pretty hungry. But that's not what I really wanted. Judging by the flush I could see even through Scarlett's make-up, it wasn't what she wanted either. We spent those five minutes kissing, and it became obvious that I would not be able to eat anything. For me, sexual excitation and hunger didn't mix. Then one of the vampires came out said "Your snack is ready in room 3. It's an all you can eat buffet!"
"Great! Thanks!" was Scarlett's reply.
At her invitation, I opened the door and was pleasantly surprised. Very pleasantly surprised. There was food in the room alright, vampire food. On the bed, there was a very naked and very scared girl. A sexy one at that. Scarlett would explain to me later that this was a way to get a free week-end pass for the game. You spend an evening being food for a vampire or two, and you got a free week-end as a level 1 vampire. The all you can eat bit was that anal was allowed, giving the prey a 2 week-end pass. But for now, Scarlett only said "Food!" and jumped on the poor girl with her fangs bared.
The girl went from scared to terrified in an instant, playing her part really, really well. She fought Scarlett with what seemed all her might, all the while letting the supposedly much stronger vampire dominate her. It was a very sexy sight: Scarlett in full vampire mode wrestling with a naked girl. Pretty girl too. Very pretty. With an ass I'd like to smack, and fuck. She was relatively small, smaller than both me and Scarlett, with a petite body to match. Scarlett's fuller, more voluptuous body was a sharp contrast. The girl's skin was also really tanned, another contrast to Scarlett's pale, refusing-to-tan skin.
I joined in the fun, helping Scarlett to control the girl. We played with her, trying to convince her that we could drink blood without killing her, telling her that we would wipe her memory and release her once we were done. It quieted her a bit, but when Scarlett went for her throat, she screamed again, fighting us. Scarlett stood up right next to the girl and said, in an angry voice "Now stop fighting us, or things are going to get really ugly." That seemed to reach her, and she quieted. I was kneeling on her right, and Scarlett kneeled on her other side. She then pushed her head towards me, exposing her neck.
When she finally bit her neck, Scarlett made a biting sound and I saw a surge of blood flowing on the girl's neck and breasts. My eyes opened wide in surprise and my heart skipped a beat. Then, thankfully, I saw Scarlett throwing a small empty bag on the floor with her hand. The girl was shaking, terrified. When Scarlett lifted her head, her lower face was covered with blood and I was struck again at the realism. Grinning, I dove in myself. I didn't have a bag of blood, but I played my part as well as I could. I also placed my hand on the girl's belly as I sucked her neck. Low on her belly. "Hmmm." That was Scarlett, above me. "Looks like you're hungry for something else... Looks like we're going to keep this one alive for a while yet!"
When she heard that, the girl spasmed and tried to get away from under me. "Ok, that does it!" Scarlett cried, before grabbing the girl's chin in her hand. "Look into my eyes! Now! There, there... everything's alright, yes? You're just here with two sexy strangers, and you feel, for the first time in your life, like a threesome would be a good idea... Yes?" The girl nodded and quieted down. Her face was expressionless, her eyes lost and mouth partly open. She also looked stunning, with fake blood all over her neck, shoulder, arm and chest. "Now, undress my little pup here... Seems like he wants to have you before we kill you."
And so this complete stranger began to undress me. But as soon as my pants were down and my erect cock visible, she grabbed it and began sucking me. Clearly, she had been ready and willing for sex with vampires. Scarlett laughed a bit before kneeling behind the girl. Beyond the sight of my cock in her mouth, I could see Scarlett's hands sliding around the girl's belly and diving on her pussy. She moaned against my cock as Scarlett's expert fingers began working their magic.
I could barely believe what I was living. I'd been in threesomes before, but it had been with a good friend of Scarlett, a girl I'd met, seen and talked with very often. This was completely different. I didn't even know her name! We had dominated her with vampire compulsion and she was now sucking my cock, enjoying Scarlett's fingers. While she was doing it, Scarlett bit into her neck again, this time on the other side, quirting more fake blood. Scarlett made sure to spread it over her face, and the girl was now pretty much covered in blood. Her blowjob was really good, but I wanted more. "Get on your knees, girl." I said.
But as she began to comply, Scarlett bumped in, looking at me "You're not in control here, pup. I'm your sire." She grabbed me by the throat and pushed me until I slammed against the wall. Now, looking at the girl, she said "Get on all fours, but for me."
Scarlett positioned the girl so that her knees were close to the edge of the bed and then she asked her to lean down until her face was against the bed. From my vantage point, the small, upturned ass was quite appealing. As she was waiting there, Scarlett got up and removed her top, then her panties. I didn't even have the time to really appreciate the intricate lingerie she had on. I would do so later. All she had left were her high heels and stay-ups. She then kneeled behind the girl and dove in between her cheeks, eating her pussy. Given that Scarlett was on all fours as well, I had two very nice asses in front of me: the girls tiny one and Scarlett's fuller one. The sight was breathtaking, and I knew I wouldn't be able to remain there long. When Scarlett began moving her ass from side to side, I walked forward, my cock aiming at her pussy. When she heard me, she turned around, her face covered with a mix of blood, saliva and pussy juice and said "Who said you could come here?"
"I did."
"But I'm your sire, you have to obey me!"
I had been dominated earlier with Alice, and now Scarlett was going to get the recoil. Plus, I knew she would like that a lot more than the vampire roleplay. "Sire my ass!" I said very loudly. "Vampire rank is one thing, presence is another. You may have sired me, but I'm the one in charge now. Suck that girl's pussy and relax yours, I'm going to take it."
Scarlett tried to reply, but by that time I was kneeling behind her. I grabbed her head, forced it around and pushed her face back into that girl's lovely pussy. Hard. Scarlett may have been in the sire role because she organized all of this, but I knew what she liked. After a few seconds, holding her head with one hand, I guided my cock with the other. As I finally penetrated her, she moaned and groaned right into the girl's ass and pussy. Damn it felt good to be inside her once more. Having new experiences with new girls was wonderful, but fucking Scarlett had been the best thing ever since I met her. Fully inside her now, I reached for her chin with my free hand, and grabbed a fistful of hair with the other. When I pulled her towards me roughly, I asked "Who's in charge now?"
"I am, bastard!" she croaked, but I could see that she was liking it. She always said that she had to prod me until I dominated her. Didn't have to tonight. Right now, regardless of our respective levels, she was mine.
"Oh really?" I replied, pulling her up against me roughly. As I did, the girl turned around slightly, sitting on her hip to watch us, her eyes wide opened. Looking at her, I said "Get back on your knees, you're next!" Holding Scarlett with one hand, I grabbed her massive breast with the other and squeezed it hard. After thrusting inside her as deep as I could in this position, I asked again "Who's in charge, vampire bitch?"
"I am!" she cried again, pushing me off her. As she turned around, she whispered very clearly, "Slap me."
I was taken aback: we had done some rough play like this many times before, but never a slap. I paused for just a second, a question in my eyes. As she was moving towards me, she nodded, again very clearly. And so I slapped her. Not really hard, but enough to sting. She then fell to her knees in front of me, her head down. "Look at me!" I said, very harshly. When she did, my worries dissipated: roleplay or not, Scarlett was enjoying every second of it. She was grinning. Shaking my head, trying not to smile, I said "Suck my balls now, pup. You're mine." And so she did. My cock was rock hard and I had to admit, at least to myself, that the slap had felt extraordinarily good. I enjoyed her tongue on my balls only slightly more than the slap. It was insane!
After a while, I asked her to get on the bed. "Her upper body's yours, do with it as you please." I then kneeled behind the thin girl, aimed my cock at her pussy and touched her lips. It was crazy, fucking a girl I didn't know at all for the second time today! Yet this girl, like Alice, was willing. Looking down, I stared as my cock slipped in, inch after inch, into that girl's pussy. She was as tight as her slight frame suggested, and I had to pull out and back in a few times, spitting on my cock, before I hilted myself. She moaned as I did, then cried as I pushed all the way against her. Her very narrow hips made my cock look larger, which was an added bonus as I fucked her.
Looking up, I saw Scarlett leaning towards the girl's ear. "Don't worry, unknown girl who decided to play the vampire game." She said, making it clear that she wasn't in character. "He only treated me like this because I like it." The girl turned to look at her, then grinned. "Now," Scarlett added, in character, "lift your head a bit, because you're going to eat my pussy."
As Scarlett positioned her pussy under the girls face, our snack turned around and whispered to me "Treat me like you treated her!" For a moment I was stunned, and Scarlett laughed again.
Seizing the moment, the girl rose away from Scarlett and pushed off of me. Very quickly, Scarlett got in character again and said "Will I have to compel you again?"
But I was faster. "Compulsion is overrated."
The girl had run to the door, only to find it locked. As she was fumbling with the handle, I grabbed her. I placed one hand on her throat and the other directly against her pussy, squeezing both relatively hard. She cried out in pain. I whispered in her ear "Anytime you want me to stop, you say werewolf. Got it?" She nodded, or tried as much as she was able with my hand on her throat. "See, Revena? Who needs compulsion when you can simply handle things?" I released her pussy and pushed her hard against the cold metal door. She shivered and cried out again. Much taller than her, I pulled her head up, forcing her on her toes. Bending down, I guided my cock between her legs again, finding her pussy's warmth. I pushed myself inside her once again before squashing her against the door even more. I then said "Think you can outrun us? Think you can get away from me?" The girl only moaned incoherently.
I released her throat and placed both my hands under her armpits, my thumbs on her back and fingers above her small breasts. I lifted her up in the air until my legs straightened and pushed her against the door again. She reached backwards with her arms, grabbing my own as leverage. I wasn't a particularly strong man, but she was really short and tiny. And I wanted to fuck her badly. And I did. It wasn't the best position, not by a long shot, but it was wonderfully erotic nonetheless. "Who do you belong to?" I asked her.
"You".
"Are you going to try and flee again?"
"No."
"Why?"
"Because I'm yours. And I want you to fuck me."
"Good girl."
I released her, fucking her a few times more after her feet had touched the ground. I then grabbed her arm and threw her on the bed rather roughly. I looked at her carefully, watching for any signs that she may had changed her mind. Nothing. I then walked to the bed and let myself fall onto it between the two girls. Looking up at them, sitting next to me on either side, I could barely believe my luck. "Now I want my pretentious sire to empale herself on my cock, and you, little snack, you're to sit on my face. I wanna taste that pussy of yours." And so they did. It was amazing. A few seconds later I felt Scarlett's drenched pussy enveloping me fully in one single penetration and watched her grinning until the girls' ass covered my face.
I could hear them both kissing and sucking each other's breasts above, sitting face to face upon me. But I quickly lost track of them. I had only two goals: eat this girl's pussy until she came all the while not cumming myself. I had to be really careful with my fangs, but it turned out not to be a major hindrance. The girl tasted really good, and had a really nice pussy, compact like she was. She also had a very sensitive clit. I'm not sure I would have made her cum by penetration alone, earlier. But in a matter of minutes it was obvious that she was going to explode all over me. When I heard her moaning out louder suddenly, probably Scarlett sucking on her breast, I pushed my lower lip on her clit and ground her. Soon I had to grab her hips to stabilize her and less than a minute later she was crying out.  
Eventually she pulled herself off and fell on the bed, spasming, grinning and laughing next to us. Scarlett said "I want what she had!" as she popped of my cock, turned around and sat on my face. Hard. I grinned and proceeded to give her what I had given the innocent girl. Then Scarlett groaned "Shit! I can't suck you with these fangs!" She tried to get up, probably to resume her previous position, but I wasn't letting go. I did my best again, but this time it was a pussy I knew very well. I teased her ass with my tongue a few times, then focused on her clit, but also her hole. Scarlett's pussy was sensitive, as any other girl, but she really, really liked to feel a tongue deep inside her pussy. So I obliged, switching to her clit when I felt her tensing up. She pushed herself down against my face, much harder then the girl, and soon reach an orgasm of her own.
Just like the girl before her, she eventually pulled away from my tongue, shaking and grinning. Both girls were sprawled next to teach other, and I looked at them, feeling really good. I had made two girls cum in less than ten minutes. "Shit!" the girl said. "I didn't even expect to cum at all doing this snack thing. And now—"
But Scarlett rolled over her and stopped her "Ooooh, that's bad, breaking character. A snack cannot break character... You're done little missy. You die now!" she cried. And so Scarlett dove at her neck again, faking a very powerful bite. Soon the girl was dead, unmoving with her eyes closed.
I groaned. "Who gave you permission, woman?" I asked, my voice low and rough again. "I wasn't done..."
"Well, lover, have you ever had a dead girl before?"
I paused, because I hadn't even thought of that. I looked at the girl, and lifted her arm, only to let it fall like dead weight on the bed. My cock was still rock hard, glistening with Scarlett's juices. I wanted a pussy and an anus, and here was a golden opportunity to try this weird roleplay. Scarlett and I have done quite a few roleplays, but never this creepy one. But, given that we were vampires, it felt less freaky. And a whole lot more exciting. I bent forward and took one of the dead girl's nipple in my mouth and bit. Nothing. No reaction whatsoever.



I moved down and tickled her belly with my tongue; same result. I then spread her legs opened, and even though I knew she was faking and I could see her breathing shallowly, it was really thrilling. Her pussy had been exquisite, and I was looking forward to mounting her again. As I knelt between her splayed open thighs it felt both very normal, the missionary position, and very crazy, the necrophilia fetish. As I lay down and made my cock touch her pussy, I looked up. When I saw her face again, twisted sideways with her mouth open, I felt a thrill deep inside my belly. "You're really going to do this, pup?" Revena asked, clearly in character. "You're really going to fuck a dead girl?"
"Why not?" I replied, feigning nonchalance.
"Well, it's rape. We just killed her, she can't decide."
"Yeah, precisely, she's dead. Can't complain either..."
Somehow this brief exchange made the thing even more real. Leaning sideways above her dead body, I slipped my cock against and then inside her pussy. She didn't move, didn't budge, didn't make a sound. Nor did she accommodate for my angle, so I had to push her left leg further away from me. Then I pushed up above her and began fucking her. It really felt profoundly strange, to fuck this dead weight, utterly still under me. I channeled my inner and roleplay vampire, looking at the blood on her body, and let myself go. Staring into her dead eyes though, was too much. I grinned, then closed my eyes.
When I opened them again, Scarlett was laying down right next to the dead girl, face down. Her ass was pushed upwards, and she was moving it from side to side. That was a move I recognized. She wanted anal. And suddenly I remembered that our little snack was an all you can eat. I looked at Scarlett and whispered "Wait a sec..." before pulling out of the girl's pussy. I turned her around on her belly, which was harder than I would have thought. But once it was done, I straddled her thighs and spat on her ass, aiming my glob of spit on her anus. She didn't move. Even when my thumb began massaging my lube against her asshole, she maintained her role of the dead girl. When Scarlett saw me, she grinned, then moved closer to spit on my cock.
And so, with a lot of lube, I proceeded to assfuck the body of a dead girl, covered with her own blood. All roleplay, yet definitively mind-bogglingly realistic. When I felt my glans penetrating her sphincter and popping in, I grinned. Obviously the girl could stop us at any time, and I had even given her an additional safeword earlier. She didn't squeak. I spat again on my cock near her asshole, and pushed in deeper. Scarlett, right next to my ear now, whispered "Do you realize that she's probably never been assfucked in her life? You're taking her anal cherry even though she's dead."
"Gods yes... And it feels extraordinary!"
It did! As I watched my cock penetrating slowly, an inch at a time before pulling back slightly and adding spit, I was shaking. For the first time in my life I was truly living my vampire fantasy because and with the most amazing girl in the world, my lover. Not only that, but we were partners on this unfolding quest, have killed our first faeries, have just compelled our first human girl and were now fucking her dead body. It was too much, it was awesome. And as I bottomed out inside her, I felt a powerful surge of love for the woman beside me. "Fuck her..." she whispered. I pulled out slowly, making sure there was enough lube, and pushed myself all the way back down. Reaching under her body, I grabbed both her small breasts and began plowing faster. Leaning my mouth against her ear, I whispered "The merest sound from you and I'll slow down." Nothing, no reaction. I could hear her breathing, harder now, but everything she could control, she did.
Soon I was fucking her harder, although always keeping in mind that assfucking always requires a gentler touch. I could feel my orgasm building slowly, and I was looking forward to filling her ass with my cum. It was not to be. My sire, next to me, finally said "It's my turn now, pup. Give me that cock, and don't be too gently about it. I pulled out of the girl's ass slowly, and moved away from her. Not too far though. Scarlett was on all fours next to the girl, and as I positioned myself behind her, she leaned forward towards her neck. Looking down, I could see that Scarlett had already been playing with her ass; it was already wet with her saliva.
Doing my bidding, I pointed my cock towards a second ass, and pushed myself in. Much quicker. Scarlett and I had a long history of anal sex, had even done it on our first date, so I knew that if she asked me not to be too gentle, it meant that she was ready. We were going to test that. After popping her sphincter, I reached down and grabbed a fistful of her hair, pulling her mouth away from the girl's neck. "You'll be able to feed on my command, and on my command only." She looked at me, fury in her eyes. And it was then that I pushed in, much faster and rougher than a few minutes ago. Scarlett cried and even screamed as I bottomed out.
And then moaned. "Shit! I've been waiting for this for days now! Fuck my ass, lover!"
One hand on her hip, the other in her hair, I rammed my cock up her ass just like I knew she loved. I spat again, feeling the slight resistance disappearing as I sped up. I released Scarlett's hair and my eyes opened in astonishment as she faked one lat bite fest against the girl's neck. With both my hands on her hips, I pulled hard on her sweet body, driving the both of us towards a climax. Scarlett had cum a few times from anal alone in the past, but I could now see that one of her hands was disappearing beneath her. Just as I thought that I would climax first, she surprised me with a lightning fast climax. We both came roughly at the same time. As I emptied myself deep inside her ass, I felt her twitching, knowing just how much she enjoyed that. It was crazy how much this girl loved sex in all its forms.
My body was sending me signals that I should stop, but I didn't want to. I was crying out myself as I finally had to stop, losing the inescapable sensitivity of a post-climax cock. I remained inside her ass though, absolutely unmoving for a while, before resuming a few very slow penetrations.
Eventually I had to pull out and crashed on the bed next to the two girls. Scarlett and I were both breathing hard, holding hands. The girl was silent, and I grinned "Hey strange girl we barely know, you can stop playing dead..."
"Really?" she piped, looking up with a grin.
"Yeah. That was amazing! Thanks a lot!" I said.
"Indeed." Added Scarlett. "Don't worry about what I said before killing you. I was just playing. You were amazing!"
"Thanks! I was so nervous, and it turned out really fun! Thanks for the climax! You guys were great!" she said, crawling over both us, hugging us awkwardly.
Later, Scarlett and I managed to find a shower to clean ourselves up, careful not not mess up our make-up too much. One of the make-up artists offered to do some retouching before we left. As we got back in the Charger, I took a deep breath, still thrilled about the whole thing. We were heading for the biggest Coven, and apparently we would be allowed to meet the biggest, baddest vampire of the city. I turned towards Scarlett and said "I love you. Thank you so much for this!"
"I love you as well, my little vampire."
========================
And now, dear readers that have made it this far in this series, a question. I have ideas for a second part of this vampire roleplaying story, but I haven't decided on the narrative type. I deliberately chose to keep the questing side very light to focus on the erotica. I could that again in the second part, that's option #1: more of the same. Option #2 is to make more room for the quest and intrigues. Option #3 would be to turn this into a full vampire experience, as if the characters (including John, the narrator) were convinced that everything was real. Let me know what you prefer! It will take some time before the final story makes it to the site (think months), but if there are enough comments and "votes" for one of the options, I'll do it!
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Helga was finally alone. All alone. Her parents were gone for the evening and Helga knew they'd be back pretty late. Sean, her brother, was also gone, on another date with his new girlfriend. He would probably be back even later. She had a good three hours to herself, and she intended to make every minute count. She locked all the doors, closed most of the blinds on the first floor and went to the sweets cabinet in the kitchen. She grinned as she grabbed one bar of chocolate and a handful of Lindt balls.
You see, Helga really, really loved her chocolate nights. It was her own very private ritual, but she could only enjoy such nights when she was alone. Helga loved chocolate, but it wasn't only for the delicious taste or unctuous texture in her mouth. Chocolate was Helga's most intense aphrodisiac, and for years now every bite of the dark stuff had a powerful sexual impact on her.
She knew it wasn't a chemical thing, despite the claims many chocolate makers made. Helga had simply associated chocolate into her masturbation sessions. In fact, she couldn't even remember the last time she hadn't masturbated without taking at least a bite of chocolate in the process. Now, years later, the association was deep. Granted, Helga could and actually did masturbate when the other members of her family were in the house. All one had to do was bring a piece, or two or three, of chocolate in your room, lock the door and enjoy yourself quietly. But her ritual nights, when she was alone, were something else.
She lay her small hoard of chocolate on her nightstand and headed for the bathroom. One did not start a ritual unprepared. In the bathroom, with the door carelessly left opened, Helga stripped down. Looking at herself in the mirror, she grinned. "So many boys who don't know what they're missing!" she thought, and laughed at her cheekiness. Helga wasn't really that bold, and she still missed Jake, her first and only real boyfriend. It had been eight months now, and while few things had really been good between them, sex had. Oh my gods! He had been the one to truly open her to her own sexuality, and she had many, many amazing memories of nights, mornings and afternoons with him.
Helga looked down at her breasts in the mirror and grabbed them both. Her hands couldn't fully handle her flesh, and as she squeezed them, she saw them bulge upwards, firm and heavy. As she released them, they bounced once or twice before settling down. Raising herself on the balls of her feet before letting her heels come back down, she saw her breasts bounce again, dancing as lively as young fawns.
In the past year, they had grown significantly. Throughout her adolescence, Helga had feared that she would be like her mother, with small, if nice, breasts. Her mother's bras were 32B, and she'd worn a few a couple of years ago. But since then, Helga had been forced to buy quite a few more bras, most of them 34D. Despite the close band size, the jump in cup size was very significant. She gave her breasts a few more squeezes, knowing she was already getting aroused. Of course, when you're a girl with many lesbian fantasies, it helped to play with your own body...
Wetting her two index fingers in her mouth, she tickled her nipples, feeling their early and eager hardness. She liked that her aureolas were rather small, as it made her breasts look even larger by contrast. Her nipples were pointing proudly upwards, and ever so slightly outwards. Helga squeezed her breasts together and was pretty sure that she could now tittyfuck a cock. Eight months ago, with Jake, she hadn't been able. Of course, even when they'd been smaller, Helga knew she'd nonetheless had really beautiful breasts, and she had played Jake's cock like a musical instrument with them. But now, her breasts were amazing. This wasn't narcissism; on the net Helga had stumbled upon a nude model with whom she shared a first name, and, clearly, with whom she shared a remarkable pair of breasts.
Thinking about that model, Helga's thought briefly turned to her choice of movie for the night. In the past couple of weeks, she had amassed quite a collection of— But no. Not too fast. She had ample time to think about that later. Shaking her head, she stopped staring at her breasts and looked lower. She had a very flat and smooth tummy, and her waist flared into decent hips for her age.
Between those hips, Helga saw that her pussy needed a shave. Her breasts hadn't been the only things that had grown in the past year. Her bush, which at first had been sparse and delicate, now had to be trimmed. Not shaven entirely, Helga loved the sight of her dark hairs, but she didn't like it when her pussy looked like an unkept garden.
Twisting around, Helga looked at her ass, and thanked the Gods that she was nineteen. She didn't know how long she would be able to keep that ass, but damned if she was not going to enjoy it. As with her breasts and bush, her buttocks had filled in quite nicely, and the thin young girl she had been transformed into a ripe young woman, with curves in the right places.
Sure she wasn't as curvy as Rachel, one of her best friends, but Helga rather preferred her own body. Guys might very well gawk at Rachel's bountiful 36E breasts, but Helga knew that the fact that Rachel was slightly overweight explained part of that lusciousness. Her own body was lean and athletic, so her breasts were all flesh. This, at least, she got from her mother, and Helga knew that if she went to the gym a couple of times a week, her muscles would begin to show through her skin. She didn't want that. Instead, the teenager thought that her body was perfect as it was.
In the shower, Helga laughed out loud as she pressed her soap covered fingers against her pussy: she was quite aroused now. She couldn't refrain from thinking about a clip she had listened to yesterday, where Mia and Adria played with their strap-ons... What she wouldn't have given to be in Mia's place! Shit Adria was hot, with amazing breasts, lovely face and she seemed to be enjoying herself so much in these videos...
Helga closed her eyes and focused, knowing that she really didn't want to cut herself shaving tonight. She carefully shaved her legs from ankle to bikini line, then trimmed her bush until nothing but a short, black line was left above her lips. She finally shaved lower still and behind, between her cheeks. It was troublesome, especially given that nobody was going to enjoy it but herself, but it was part of the ritual. Every time she shaved her ass, she thought back to the few times Jake and her had tried anal, and it gave her shivers. And a grin. "Soon..." she thought, "I will need a cock or a dildo up my ass very soon..."
When she came out of the shower, she dried herself and then lathered up, applying her favorite skin cream all over her body. All over. Her thighs, ass, pussy, tummy and breasts received extra attention. After squeezing and pulling her nipples upwards, she released them and watched her breasts bounce down in the mirror. Helga took a shaky breath. She was hot and ready. In her room, she placed her laptop on her desk and angled the screen just right. As she busied herself with the last preparations, she started the only video she had of her namesake. It wasn't a nude video, but seeing a girl who looked so much like her in erotic settings turned her on.
While keeping a careless eye on the screen, Helga dimmed the lights and closed the drapes. She hesitated with the window, but decided to leave it open because of the heat. The drape would forestall any unlikely voyeur. All she had to do was turn the volume down. She then pulled the sheets off of her bed and piled three or four pillows against the wall. Before lying down herself, she squatted in front of her computer and browsed her porn video collection. After a minute, she found a folder she had called "Personal". She grinned and opened it. She double-clicked on the only file in it, made it play in full screen and jumped on her bed.
As she reached for her first Lindt piece, she suddenly remembered the gift she had bought for herself and had hidden last week. Pausing the very taboo video, she went to her wardrobe and reached all the way back between two boxes. Smiling, she brought her gift on the bed and opened it. It was a dark chocolate dildo. She knew she couldn't safely push it inside of her pussy, but the thought of pushing it as deep as it would go inside her mouth had titillated her all week long. Looking at the bottom drawer of her dresser where her regular, sweetly penetrable dildo lay hidden, she decided against it for tonight. Her fingers would be enough.
Two minutes later Helga was lying on her back with her legs opened. One of her hands was guiding a Lindt ball into her mouth and the fingers from her other hand were sliding all over her outer and inner folds, spreading her glistening juices. Her eyes were glued to the screen and her heart was beating faster than usual. A few weeks ago, after having discovered a porn video sharing forum with strange stuff, she had found an incest section.
At first she had been appalled and embarrassed, but she couldn't stop herself. She barely noticed that she spent the next hour browsing it, her fingers dancing inside her panties. Finally, she couldn't resist downloading a video where two sisters were finally abandoning themselves to the lustful feelings that consumed them.
So now, her upper body propped up on the pillows, one hand on her breasts, chocolate in her mouth and fingers in her pussy, Helga was captivated by the movie. Of course the girls weren't really sisters. Of course the lighting, setting, camera work and acting were horrible. But strangely, it added to the effect. Helga didn't have any sisters, but the video had whipped her mind up into a frenzy of lustful obsession. She was realizing that not only did she like the video, she loved the idea of seeing sisters fucking.
After her third Lindt ball, Helga reached blindly for her chocolate dildo, not wanting to move her eyes from the screen for one second. Playing with a dildo in front of such a movie wasn't the best fit, but Helga wasn't a lesbian. She had come to terms with the fact that she was most likely a bisexual a long time ago, and had learned from Jake that most guys wouldn't be bothered by that. Quite the opposite in fact.
The hand that had been against, around and in her pussy was now thoroughly drenched, and she plunged two of her fingers very deep inside herself as her dildo touched her other lips. She kissed it, licked it, sucked it hard between her lips, and even bit it very gently. As much as she liked her new toy, she was fascinated by the movie. Never before had she watched an incest movie, and even though she didn't have a sister (she was now regretting it more and more), it was turning her on a lot more than she had anticipated.
After sticking the dildo deeper in her mouth, she held it there by sucking on it while she crawled forward on her bed. Reaching for her laptop, she pulled it on the foot of her bed, wanting to see the action up close. Instead of leaning back against her pillows, she positioned herself on all fours, her head a couple of feet away from the screen. Having the thick chocolate cock inside her mouth was nice, but she wanted to play with it as well. So she leaned downwards until its base touched her mattress. Releasing her suction, she leaned downward even more and took more of its length inside her. She groaned when she felt it reaching the back of her throat.
In this strange position, her ass upturned and offering her glistening pussy to an empty room, Helga smiled around the black shaft. Part of her wished for Jake to still be her boyfriend, as he would kneel behind her and fuck her hard. Instead, she cleared her mind and focused on the movie. The two sisters were now kissing and petting each other heavily, and when one of them began eating the other one's pussy, Helga moaned. Reaching upward, the young blonde onscreen grabbed both of her sister's breasts in her hands as she devoured her pussy. Helga was propped on her elbows, and she realized that she could massage her own breasts since the dildo was hanging freely.
When her hands grasped as much flesh as she could, she closed her eyes and moaned again. She loved how her breasts felt much bigger in this position, gravity helping them gain girth and weight. If her hands hadn't been able to wrap around their full breadth while standing upright, they didn't have a chance now. Sure Helga didn't have large hands, but still, the overflowing effect was quite a turn on. Playing with herself, giving her pussy a little pause as she didn't want to cum too quickly, Helga revelled in her own flesh. She didn't know if all non-straight people enjoyed masturbating while letting their hands roam all over their bodies as much as she did. But now, with her rather large breasts overflowing her hands, Helga felt wonderful.
She also felt her climax approaching even though she was only stimulating her breasts. Her mind was on fire, and she'd learned a long time ago that the most important key to climaxing was her mind. When she swallowed a large glob of chocolate and saliva, feeling the thrill of the sweet sugary stuff going down her throat, Helga knew she was not going to be able to stretch her pleasure much longer. Biting the top of the dildo off and chewing a large chunk of chocolate, she threw herself back against her pillows and opened her legs on either side of the computer.
Both her hands were now on her clit, one of them playing with her large lips and pussy hole, while the other worked on her clit. Looking down at the screen where the sisters were 69'ing each other, Helga used her arms to squeeze her breasts together. Still chewing on the chocolate, she grinned as she saw that if she squeezed hard enough, her breasts would hide the screen from her.
In the end, she played with that, squeezing her breasts only to release them to watch the screen for a few moments. But as she swallowed the last lump of chocolate, she felt her body twitching, and her clit burning. She began to buck on her bed, her mouth opened in a silent scream as her chocolate climax ravaged her. Helga managed to contain most of her moans, but one or two escaped through the opened window. She didn't care. At all.
She was overwhelmed by the effect the incest movie had had on her, and the magnitude of her climax took her by surprise. She was covered in sweat, breathing hard as she drew and teased every last ounce of sweet pleasure from her pussy. She could hear her fingers' wet sounds as they plunged in and out of her pussy while her other hand drive her clit to insane levels of pleasure. "Fuck that was good!" she whispered as she finally relaxed every muscle in her body. Despite being single and in dire need of actual sex, Helga was having the time of her life on her bed.
Her brother Sean, on the other hand, wasn't. Not at all. He had gone on his eight date with Sarah. Sarah was his relatively new girlfriend, they'd been officially together since nearly three months now. During her senior year, Sarah had been the hottest girl at school. When she had accepted to go on a first date with him, Sean had been floored. He knew and felt that he was really falling for her and from what he could gather, either directly from her but also from her friends, she was deeply in love with him as well. Sarah wasn't Sean's first girlfriend, but she certainly was his first serious relationship.
There was only one problem: it was now very clear that she was not going to be the one to take his virginity. Unless, of course, he waited for his wedding night. It was making Sean pretty angry. Sarah had had a reputation as a very sexually opened girl in school, but one of the first things she said to him during the date was that it wasn't true. She even admitted to him that she was a virgin.
At first, Sean had been pleased. While he really wanted to have sex with her, he didn't fancy being with a slut. Add to that the fact that he didn't have to worry about telling her that he was also a virgin. Their mutual relief had turned a tense first date into a very enjoyable evening. Extremely enjoyable. Sean hadn't slept at all during the night following that date, his eighteen year old mind exploring fantasies of his future life with Sarah. What had surprised him the most was that the vast majority of these fantasies were not even sexual.
But now, three months later, sex had completely taken over. He was dreaming and daydreaming about fucking her in all sorts of positions from dawn to dawn. Everyday. He had tried to be patient, tried to understand her, cajole her, and push her over the edge more than once. They had explored much of their bodies over the last few weeks, and three nights ago he had seen her fully naked for the first time. She had jerked him off until he came a few times, and he had returned the favour with relish.
But that was going to be it. No sex, either oral, vaginal or anal. Sarah wanted to save herself for her wedding night. Fuck! Sean loved her, but he didn't have any plan for an early wedding, nor did Sarah. She had made it clear for him that she was ready to go steady with him, and part of him wanted that very dearly. Yet tonight, sitting on the patio behind his house, looking at his painfully hard cock, Sean didn't know if he would be able to wait. Before walking in the backyard, Sean had disabled the automatic lighting system. He needed to be alone and in the darkness to think.
A few minutes later though, something broke the silence. A moan. He had come home much earlier than expected tonight, feigning stomach trouble about an hour after Sarah had made her position (so to speak) on sex cristal clear. Back home, standing at the front door, he paused, unwilling to face his sister. She would ask, innocently, how his date had gone, and Sean didn't yet have an answer. So instead he had gone in the backyard to sit, relax and think. Now he had heard a moan and he got up to walk towards her room's window, sure that she had hurt herself. When he heard a second moan, he recognized that subtle shift in tone at the end, and knew that Helga wasn't hurt.
Sean grinned, and walked right up to her window silently. It was opened, but the drapes were closed. He could now hear her breathing hard, and guessed that she was coming down from a climax. His already hard cock twitched at the thought of Helga, naked, sprawled on her bed, her legs wide opened, pumping her fingers in and out of her pussy. It wasn't the first time Sean had fantasized about his sister, especially since she had bloomed into an extremely sexy creature these past few months.
But it was the first time he had been so close to her like this. Pulling his cock out from his pants, he began masturbating, right there next to her window. The backyard was surrounded by fences and thick bushes, so he wasn't afraid of being caught. He heard one last moan, almost a groan, as she finished off. Sean felt his heart thumping hard in his chest, and soon his balls were boiling over. Extremely careful to remain quiet, he exploded against the bricks, spending his pent-up seed like a water fountain.
As he quieted down, he finally heard the very faint sounds from Helga's porn video. It then suddenly stopped, and Helga turned her light off. Silently, he moved away from the window and went back to his chair. He was still feeling bad about Sarah, but that unexpected pleasure, naughty though it had been, had taken the edge off his frustration.
Stretching on the chair, then looking at his still hard cock against his belly, Sean grinned. All of his friends were lusting after his sister, and he could barely fake not being interested. Helga was stunningly sexy. Strangely enough, the incest taboo made it so that he couldn't tell if she was beautiful. But sexy? Shit! That was plain as day. As he relaxed once again, Sean realized that Helga probably seized the nights she was alone in the house to watch porn.



What wouldn't Sean give to be able to see his sister masturbating. Wow! Hearing her had triggered an extremely fast climax, so he couldn't imagine what seeing her would do to him. Was that possible? The summer heat had prompted her to leave the window open, but there were no reasons to leave the drapes opened. Shaking his head, he was still smiling. Next time, even though he wouldn't be able to hear her, he would try to catch her sooner and hear her sweet moans longer...
Three weeks went by for the siblings. While Helga didn't think about that night too often, Sean had nothing else on his mind. He must have masturbated about it and Helga in various scenarios at least once a day since. Finally, during supper on a Friday evening, their parents announced that they would be going away for a late party. Helga merely said "That's nice, enjoy yourselves." with a bored-teenager voice, hiding her small blip of possible pleasure. When Sean added that he also had a date with Sarah, Helga played her role of the-only-single-person-in-the-house very well. Inside, though, she was ecstatic. Not about being single, of course, but because she would have the house to herself once again.
Sean had no such date, of course. He wondered if he would have actually cancelled it if did have one. Helga spent the following hour reading one of her favorite books, "Sailing to Sarantium" until her parents left, mildly excited. Sean, on the other hand, was positively restless. His mind was working overtime, fantasizing about what was going to happen. When their parents finally left at eight, Sean went to the bathroom and went through his usual routine. Half an hour later he wished his sister a nice evening, which earned him a frown, and left. He meant it, though. He really meant it.
It was already pretty dark outside, and Sean was confident that Helga wasn't going to come out anyway. When he heard her lock the front and back doors, he grinned, knowing that the show was about to happen. It did, but took a while! Almost a full hour in the bathroom, and while he was listening to any sound form Helga (as well as imagining her nude in the bath), he didn't hear anything remotely sexual in nature. That soon changed when she finally went to her room.
Again the blinds were pulled, but the opened window would let him enjoy the sounds. He had brought a patio chair right under her window, and settled in to enjoy himself. He was already half hard when he heard the first few sounds from her porn video. It wasn't loud, and Helga turned the volume way down as soon as it began, but Sean was pretty sure he heard "Welcome to our world of taboo..." something or other. Taboo? Was Helga into kinky stuff? Damn! As wild as Sean's fantasies had been, he had never thought that Helga would be into taboo videos!
Try as he might though, he couldn't make out the dialog. A man and a woman, so nothing like an orgy, but Sean couldn't figure it out. And then he heard her moan. While he'd been focused on the sound from the video, his cock had softened quite a bit. But when he heard her sister moan and cry "Shit..." it filled with hot blood in seconds. Sean knew that he could make himself cum in a minute or two, but he wanted to stretch this out. Pumping his cock slowly, he closed his eyes and enjoyed a long series of soft moans from her sister.
It became clear to him that Helga was in no hurry herself, taking a few breaks or at least slowing down. At one point, maybe half an hour later, Sean realized that he had never masturbated so long in his life. It was remarkably pleasurable, keeping himself on a plateau of pleasure, edging his climax until he heard his sister's. He was pretty sure that she was pumping a dildo in and out of her pussy, judging by the regular slurping sounds he could detect.
Suddenly, he noticed that Helga turned the volume up a bit. Pulling his hand away from his cock, he sat up straighter and tried to hear. At long last he managed to hear a few words, he was shocked. The girl very clearly said "Oh daddy... take me harder... harder daddy!" What the fuck? Helga was listening to incest porn? Standing up, he leaned against the wall to hear more. His hand went back to his cock instinctively and knew that it wasn't the time to stretch things anymore.
Imagining Helga with their actual dad really didn't work for Sean, but when he pictured his sister on all fours, naked, with a pony tail above each ear and being ploughed by an imaginary dad, Sean's entire body started to convulse. He only heard bits of sentences "hairless pussy", "such a big cock daddy", "your mother can't know about this..." and so on, but he was overwhelmed by fantasies and intense pleasure.
He barely heard Helga's very real moans, and only realized that they had climaxed pretty much at the same time afterwards. When he felt his balls clench, he kept pumping furiously, driving himself to one of his most powerful climaxes in a long while. Very long while. He nearly laughed out loud as he came and came, counting roughly eight large spurts of cum as he kept pumping. His free hand was holding on to the wall, clenched tightly between two bricks.
Even when spent, Sean was fascinated by the sound of Helga's longer lasting climax. He could also hear the sound her dildo slowing down but still pumping. He was breathing very hard and knew he had to move away from her window. In the throws of her climax, Helga would probably have missed her name if he had said it out loud, but she would notice his breathing soon. Just before leaving though, he heard Helga whisper that she was in dire need of a cock. "Shit I need a cock... At this point, I think I'll say yes to the next guy who offers a six incher or bigger. Any guy..."
Sean grinned, almost laughed. Well, at least he fit the bill, having measured himself quite often! He walked to the patio and left after rearranging his pants. If he stayed there and Helga decided to make a late night fire, she would catch him. He moved the chair away from her window and left to take a long walk. After an hour or so, he came back to the house and saw that all the lights were out. He made his way to his room silently, already looking forward to the next such night.
He couldn't believe that he had spied on his sister masturbating to incest porn! Shit! That was so intense! Without surprise, he saw that his cock was growing again and he masturbated one last time before falling asleep. This time imagining Helga on her knees in front of him, moaning "big brother". That was more than enough for him, and minutes later he came a second time.
The next morning, Helga woke up smiling. Last night's chocolate ritual had been awesome! Her assortment of chocolate, from milk to dark varieties, had been great. She had played with it as well, making it melt in her mouth before placing a piece of it on both of nipples. As she watched the movie, this time a daughter with her father, Helga had been careful not to move her breasts too much to let the chocolate harden somewhat on her skin. It hadn't worked all that well, and this morning, as Helga stretched luxuriously in her bed, she wondered if melted chocolate would be too hot to pour on her skin.
Now up, she grabbed the remaining two small pieces of chocolate from her nightstand and let them melt in her mouth before swallowing it. She cold hear her parents up and about, and sullenly rummaged her lingerie drawer for panties. With one pair in her hand, a very small thong, Helga looked at herself in the mirror. Grabbing her breasts in her hands, enjoying the feeling of the smooth fabric on her skin, Helga wanted to remain naked.
As she slipped the thong on, she tried to imagine what her parents would say and do if she walked in the kitchen topless. She thought that it wouldn't create a scene, as her parents had been quite liberal with their own nudity until a couple of years ago. Then again, she thought, squeezing her breasts once more, her father wouldn't be able to ignore her breasts. And that father-daughter fantasy was still fresh in her mind...
As she reached for a bra, Helga grinned; she was becoming a narcissist and knew that her mind was biased by her incest videos. She was sure that her father would kill himself before joining her in the shower like the guy in the video had done. Helga shook her head when she felt the tingle in her pussy at the thought. "Stop it!" she whispered before laughing out loud. "He's my father for Gods' sake! This sort of shit only happens in porn videos!"
Helga knew she should masturbate before coming out of her room. Instead, she decided to try something. She placed the bra back in its drawer and grabbed a tank top. It was quite decent, not cut too low around the cleavage nor under the arms, with no side boobs opportunities. It was also decently long, coming down a third of the way down her thighs.
Looking at herself again in the mirror, Helga turned around, trying to see if it was nonetheless too sexy. Borderline. As she walked out of her room, she took a deep breath and felt a momentary spasm of trepidation. It had been a long while since she hadn't worn a bra in her parent's presence. Then again, her mind was still filled with incest images, the tank top was rubbing her nipples the right way and she felt lust overflowing inside her, her pussy already tingling.
She said hello to her parents before opening the fridge, hiding herself with the door. She grinned, both excited and guilty. She took a deep breath, grabbed the orange juice and walked to the table. She couldn't detect anything so far, from either of them. But when she tilted her head backwards to drain her glass, she saw her father stealing a glance at her breasts. When her pussy tingled again, Helga was somewhat confused.
Yesterday, even during the most intense moments of masturbation, she hadn't been able to picture her dad in her mind as she watched the girl being fucked in the shower. But this morning, seeing him glance at her breasts, she definitely could imagine him... imagine him pulling her up in his arms and taking her to the bathroom, his hard cock—
She nearly choked on her juice at the thought, and realized two things: first, her parents were now both staring at her and second, her nipples were now rock hard and most likely poking through the thin fabric. What the fuck had she thought, coming out of her room like this? At this exact moment, her brother Sean walked into the kitchen. Unlike his father, Sean's reaction to her bra-less tank top wasn't subtle. His eyes widened as he looked at her breasts, and he even stopped walking to look at her. Their parents didn't notice as they were looking at her, making sure she was alright.
Helga coughed a few times, knowing and feeling that it made her breasts bounce and move around. She waved them off, trying to use her glass to hide herself as much as possible. Glancing at Sean, she knew it wasn't working. And right then, she noticed that some of the juice had spilled down her throat and was now spreading in her tank top. Helga used that as an excuse and got up. Got up much too quickly.
She felt her breasts positively dancing in front of her family, and what she had decided to ignore earlier was placed in the cruel light of day: her tank top wasn't cut indecently, but the fabric itself was thin. Very thin. Way too thin. She suddenly felt naked, and for some reason, she didn't feel sexy or lustful. Instead she felt ashamed for her incestuous thoughts as she fled to her room.
Sean's heart was still pounding hard. When he had seen Helga coughing out some orange juice, he had been stunned at the sight of her breasts. He had seen her in bikinis quite a few times, but this was different. Somehow a lot more intimate. Then she had gotten up and walked quickly to her room, underscoring the fact that she wasn't wearing a bra. He himself had had to walk to the table rather quickly, not trusting his boxers with his growing erection. As he ate his breakfast, he calmed down and saw that his parents had also noticed Helga's lack of a bra. They didn't say anything, but he could see them looking at each other meaningfully.
He remained at the table for a while after they for work, wondering if Helga was going to come out of her room. As he was clearing the table, ready to go out, Helga walked in the kitchen, a humourless expression on her face. She was now fully dressed, with a shirt and skirt. And a bra. As she sat at the table, she looked at him, slightly angry, and said "Don't say a word!" Sean paused, realizing that what he had seen as extremely sexy, she had lived as embarrassing. He paused, standing there and looking at her.
She then said with the angry edge still in her voice "What? What do you want?"
Very softly, he said "I wasn't about to say anything, but if I had, it would have been to say that you're absolutely gorgeous, sis. That's all." He saw that it had taken her by surprise, but he didn't leave her time to reply. He got out and went on his morning run.
Now ironically all alone in the house, Helga was left speechless at the table. Part of her wanted to reply to his brother that he was mixing lewd and gorgeous. But then his expression and tone of voice had been different. Why had he said something like this? Somehow, as strange at it was, it made Helga feel better. After eating a couple of toasts she fixed herself a cup of jaco, a barely sweetened hot cocoa. She then went in the backyard, enjoying the sun on her skin.
The more she thought about what her brother had said, the better she felt. It must have require some courage to say this to his sister. Helga was now feeling much better, and the lust that had suddenly vanished earlier was now returning. Usually, her chocolate nights didn't leave her still wanting more on the following morning. Today though, she was brimming with sexual energy. Fuck! She had even come out of her room braless with a thin tank top in front of her parents. And brother! But now, Helga didn't feel embarrassed. Instead she felt happy, a large grin on her face under the glorious morning sun.
As she lazily walked around the yard, looking at the flowers her mother worked long hours to maintain, she came near to her room's window. As she looked at the flowers, she saw a stain on the brick wall. Looking closer, she wondered what it was. Some sort of clear goo. A few minutes later, her cup empty, she grabbed the hose and was ready to wash it off. And suddenly it hit her: that was sperm! Right under her window. Right after the night she had masturbated.
At first, Helga panicked, imagining all sorts of strangers coming around to look at her. A man had jerked off right next to her opened window! But then she remembered the lights her father had installed last summer. They would have turned on automatically if anyone had walked across their yard. Yet, there it was, what she easily recognized as cum, right under her window.
And then it hit her, only two males knew how to turn the lights off. Her brother and father. Yet both had been away last night. Given that she had woken up to the sound of her parents coming home last night, together and very late, it only left Sean... Hadn't he been on a date with his perfect girlfriend? Maybe he had come home early? And then he had heard her moaning? Shit!
Instead of feeling embarrassed again, Helga laughed out loud. Really? Sneaking around and trying to catch her masturbating? She pictured him leaning against the wall and jerking off to her. She laughed again, but had to acknowledge that it was flattering. Just like his comment earlier. Sitting in a lawn chair, she thought about her brother more and more. Maybe she would try and find an incest video with brother and sister? Judging by the intensity of the spasm she felt in her pussy, she knew that it was a good idea.
A while later, still lounging in a recliner patio chair, she saw him come home from his run. She was now wearing her smallest bikini, and she saw that he had removed his shirt during the run. Helga had certainly noticed her brother's body before; everybody did. Sean was a bit obsessed about it, running daily and going to the gym almost as often. And it showed. Usually, she felt pride in his accomplishment, and somehow knew that he was hot. But now, thinking about him jerking at her window, seeing him covered in sweat under the sun, it wasn't pride that she felt. She resisted the urge to slip one hand down her bikini, but she felt another spasm in her pussy nonetheless.
When he saw her, he grinned, then came to her. They talked a bit, and she thanked him for his compliment earlier. Looking at her with a smile, he asked "Why were you so upset when you went to your room?"
Helga paused, frowned as she looked at him. "Like you don't know..." she finally said.
"Really, I don't!" he replied, looking sincere.
"Bah, never mind."
"Ok then... I'll go and take a shower." as he walked away. But just as he was about to open the door, he added "Whatever you did this morning, if you, er... wanna do it again, well... I'd like that."
Hearing this, Helga's eyes widened and her mouth opened in surprise. He knew! He knew she hadn't worn a bra! Oh the little bastard! But he had disappeared inside and she couldn't say anything. Helga wasn't really angry. In fact, she was smiling as she thought about her brother. Twenty minutes later he came back out and casually began watering the plants around the house, something he never did. Helga resisted the urge to laugh out loud. Sean had clearly remembered about leaving his cum on the wall and was trying to unobtrusively clean it up.
Just as he was spraying water against the bricks under her window, Helga said "My, my... Aren't you helpful today?"
"Yeah, so?" he replied, looking as if nothing was up.
He was good, Helga thought. Really good. But she wanted to push him. "Why are you watering the plants? It's hot, but very humid... They don't need much."
"I know, just wanted to be useful."
"Is that why you're here outside, to be useful?" she asked, resisting the urge to smile.
"Yep. Why else?" he replied.
"Nothing... Just wondering. Careful there brother, you're spraying all your water against the bricks." Helga said before getting up, not looking at him. Just a tease, she thought to herself. Let him wonder if she knew or not.
Later, Sean invited his sister to the public pool, and to his surprise she said yes. And so began two weeks that would eventually transform their relationship. The siblings became a lot closer, both psychologically with confidences and physically with workouts together, massages and even a few hugs. Once, during a massage, Sean couldn't manage to control his erection. Helga was wearing her bikini and had untied her top, lying face down on her bed. That much Sean could control. Barely.
But when their discussion turned to sex, he lost it. Nothing explicit, but they were now skirting themes and subjects they hadn't ever talked about before. Sean learned that Helga didn't simply love chocolate. She confided that it was the world's most powerful aphrodisiac. Sean thought that strange, but was glad that she had shared it with her. But as she described what it felt like in her mouth, or melted on her burning hot, sweaty body... Sean lost control. At first, Sean had managed to hide his growing erection. But now it was rock hard, and he knew he had to move because it was painful.
Then Helga turned her head at the same time that he was readjusting his position on the floor. Helga had been talking, and she suddenly stopped. Then, "Oh... I'm sorry... I didn't."
"Shit... I'm the one who should be sorry sis... I'm sorry. I think I'll just—"
"No, stop..." Helga replied. After taking a deeper breath, looking at Sean, she added "I'm absolutely gorgeous, remember?" laughing softly.



"What?" Sean replied, completely stunned.
"Don't worry about it Sean. We were talking about sex and so... But I thought that Sarah would drain your sexual energy dry..."
Sean paused, then sighed. "No. Not really. Quite the contrary in fact."
Helga couldn't really turn around fully, but she asked "What? She's a cock tease?"
"Not really. She... Fuck." Another sigh. "She wants to save herself for her wedding night."
"What?" Shocked, Helga turned around a bit too far and one of her breasts popped form under her. Quickly she lay back down and replaced her breast, then continued "You can't be serious!"
"Sadly, yes. I even talked about it with two of her previous boyfriends. Everybody knew that they had boasted about the great sex they'd had with her. But when I talked about it with them, one on one, they said that it was all lies."
"Oh the damned little prude..." Helga replied. Then, without thinking, she said "So every time you come back from your dates, you're... er... well..."
"Yeah. Exactly. I really love her, but it's not easy. Not sure how long I'll be able to keep this up." Helga laughed and said "Looks like you can keep it up for a long time, bro!"
Sean realized how his last few words sounded. "Oh! Cut it out sis!" he said, before playfully slap her ass. "Shit! I'm sorry! Argh!" Sean laughed as he let himself fall backwards on the floor.
That had been two days ago, on a Wednesday evening. Then Friday at breakfast, finally, they both learned that their parents would be gone for most of the week-end. Later that morning Helga overheard Sean and Sarah on speakerphone, setting a date for the night. They went out almost every Friday night. Afterwards, while Sean was gone for his run, Helga locked herself in her room and scoured the darker net for brother-sister videos.
She was naked on her bed, working her laptop and her pussy furiously. Every time the screen turned black, she could see her breasts in the reflection. Even if she hadn't watched a full video, by the time she finally found one that seemed good, she had to masturbate. And for the first time, she explored this brother fantasy fully. When her entire body arched backwards as she climaxed, she grinned and laughed, looking forward to her chocolate night. Only nine hours away!
As Sean was a couple of blocks away from finishing his run, he was getting nervous. He was thinking back to that fateful morning when he had said to his sister that she was absolutely gorgeous. Why the fuck had he said that? Maybe because she had looked so depressed? In any case, it had triggered something. He couldn't believe how much closer his sister and him had become.
Three weeks ago he could never have imagined that she would let him give her a topless massage. Nor ever confiding to her that he was still a virgin! Hadn't he even slapped her wonderful ass? In any case he was thoroughly enjoying these changes, to the point that he had mixed feelings about his date tonight. He wanted to see Sarah, but he also had a deep urge to stand next to Helga's window tonight. Would he feign being sick again?
When came in the house, he saw Helga walking out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around herself. She smiled and winked at him before disappearing in her room. He jumped in the shower himself and tried to control his erection. The sight of Helga's legs had had quite an effect on him. Little did he know that was in for a treat. When he got out of the bathroom, with a towel wrapped around his waist, he stopped dead in his tracks. In the kitchen, he sees Helga standing in front of the refrigerator. She's sideways to him, one hand holding the door open.
A couple of weeks ago, he had brazenly invited her to go braless again, like she had done on that memorable morning. Now, two weeks later, she had. Shit! She had an extremely short black and red checkered skirt that barely covered the apple of her buttocks, black leather cuffs with pink lace and her legendary Mavrin t-shirt. Well, what was left of it anyway. It had begun its life as a grey t-shirt, but Helga had modified it greatly. It was now profoundly low cut, most of the sleeves were gone and so was the bottom part.
Sean realized that he hadn't seen Helga wear that shirt for a while, and he now understood why: When Helga first bought it, she'd had rather small breasts. It wasn't the case anymore. While the cut shirt had been sexy but still decent before, it was now positively lewd now. In fact, though it still covered her breasts, the shirt hung quite a few inches from her chest, with nowhere near enough material. And, clearly, Helga wasn't wearing a bra. After letting him look for a long while, pretending to search for something the fridge, Helga said
"Forgot where you were going, brother?"
"Er, yeah.. something like that." he replied, unsure of her mood, he began to move again. But Helga cut him off.
"No need to hurry... I'm not done here so you can't pass anyway." she said, a little smile on her lips.
She then leaned forward, which had many consequences. First, he saw more and more of her legs and hip as the skirt rode upwards, and eventually he saw most of the curve of her ass as she was bent nearly 90 degrees. He even saw her red thong disappearing between her cheeks. Second, he could see the bottom of her breasts as the shirt pulled away due to gravity. Fuck! They were so big on her small frame! He could see them swinging pendulously under her with her every move. And third,
Helga had placed her head behind the fridge door, which meant that he could stare at her openly. And he did. Wow! A couple of weeks ago, she had been ashamed of her little braless stunt, and now she was doing it on purpose for him. Because that what it was: a conscious decision to give him a show. And he was taking it all in, barely able to believe that it was all real.
A few minutes later, Helga stood back up and closed the door. Turning to face him, slowly looking from his face down to his torso, abdomen and smiling as she stared at the tent his cock made in the towel. "You can close your mouth, brother..." she said, a wicked grin on her face. He did. "This was a little thank you for these last couple of weeks." she added. "Glad to see that it was appreciated."
Sean grinned as he watched her wink, turn around and walk away, a sensual swing to her hips. When he saw her grab a piece of chocolate from a box she had left open, he remembered the gift he had bought for her. He went back tot he bathroom and grabbed the bag. As he crossed the living room to go to his room, Helga and him looked at each other. She was sitting on the couch, reclining comfortably with her legs crossed and her Mavrin shirt barely covering her breasts, popping small pieces of chocolate into her mouth. Once again, she stared at his cock for a few seconds.
Sean, quite nervous now, pushed his door closed and closed his eyes. He didn't think that Helga knew it, but he was fully aware of what Mavrin meant. He was a Russian glamour photographer. He was pretty sure, on the other hand, that their parents didn't know who Mavrin meant! As he was about to remove the towel, he noticed that the door hadn't closed completely. Putting the chocolates on his desk, he went to his closet and opened the door wide, hoping that the geometry would be right.
And it was. If he positioned the door just right, he could see Helga in the reflection. Throwing any last reserve he might have had to the wind, he loosed his towel and let it fall to the floor. His very hard cock surged upwards, finally released. In the mirror, he could see that Helga had noticed him and his cock. Her eyes were locked onto it. Reaching down to his balls, he grabbed them and tried to remove some leftover water form the shower. Of course, that made his cock move up and down.
In the mirror, he could see Helga playing with a large piece of chocolate, holding it in her finger as she licked it. Sean then grabbed his cock in his fist and held it against his belly to dry his balls properly. He pumped his cock a few times before releasing it. He then took his sweet time before finally putting a pair of clean sweatpants on. Evidently, they were no match for his hard cock, and he had to push his cock sideways just below the elastic band. Looking at himself in the mirror, he grinned and refrained from laughing. He had a pretty large cock and it was now almost as obvious as if he came out of his room naked.
He saw that Helga was still looking at him, at his hard pecs, defined six-pack and shamelessly at his hard cock. Sean sat next to Helga on the couch and pretended to watch whatever she had put on the TV. Neither of them were really looking at it. Instead, they were constantly stealing glances, getting more and more aroused. At one point, Helga stretched her arms above her head, pulling what little material there was upwards with them. When she lowered her arms, the material had clung to her nipples and had left the underside of her breasts completely uncovered.
Sean just stared at them, relishing every visible square inches of her smooth skin, threateningly close to her aureolas. But Helga's nipples were quite high, and he guessed that she could pull her shirt up an inch or two higher before he would see the delicate pink skin. After two minutes of flagrant staring, he saw that Helga was now grinning.
Sean turned slightly on the couch, making his hard cock even more obvious, and finally said "Helga..." when she looked at him, he continued "Thank you so very much for this. I don't know if it's going to help me or not with my abstinence problem, but thank you. I'm sure Mavrin would be glad to take pictures of you..." Helga's eyes widened slightly at this comment, but she kept smiling. Sean took a deep breath and added "You're magnificent, utterly sexy, easily the sexiest girl I know, and any guy will be lucky to have you. Don't worry about finding a boyfriend, they'll come to you. Thank you sis." and with that he leaned forward, placed his hand on her thigh and kissed her cheek.
When Sean said what he said and placed his hand on her thigh, Helga almost felt electric shocks. She had enjoyed every minute of the last few weeks as her brother and her were getting closer. Even the sexy or sexual teasing had been fun. Quite a lot of fun, actually. When she had seen him naked with a huge erection in his room, as she was eating chocolate, the tingle in her pussy had transformed into a full sexual awakening. She had felt her pussy becoming wetter and wetter as they looked at each other on the couch. When he put his hand on her thigh and kissed her cheek, something clicked. She had to find more brother-sister videos.
As the afternoon waned, Sean left early for his date with Sarah, but not before giving her a box of very high-end chocolates. She was still wearing her Mavrin shirt and short skirt, and she gave him a huge hug. Huge and long. Pretty much like Sean's cock, Helga thought with a grin as she held onto him hard. Judging by what she had seen earlier, Sean was much bigger than Jake had been... She was pretty sure he was enjoying the feeling of her firm breasts on his chest, just like she was enjoying his hard tummy and hardening cock against her thigh.
When he left, Helga stood on the porch, barely dressed with a fully drenched pussy. But she couldn't run to her room and masturbate, as her parents would arrive pretty soon. Looking at the clock, she had twenty minutes, maybe less. She grabbed her biggest dildo, ironically about the size of Sean's cock, and took a shower. If her parents arrived too soon, they wouldn't notice a thing and wouldn't expect her to come out of her room to greet them.
After attaching the dildo to the ceramic wall, Helga poured a generous amount of lube on it and quickly impaled herself, crying Sean's name in the process. She shivered and felt her legs tremble as she pushed herself hard upon the cock, feeling it's girth stretching her almost painfully. She had never used that particular dildo first, preferring her smaller ones to get ready. Right now though, she was more than ready.
As she was fucking herself silly, she cried her brother's name again and again. Even though she was keeping an ear out for her parents, she knew that if she heard Sean come back in, she would keep moaning his name out loud. That realization shocked her, showering sparks of pleasure all over her body. Having fun with him, seeing him naked, teasing her own body, that was one thing. But strangely enough she had never really thought of actually fucking him.
Until now. Holding the wall with one hand and the metal bar from the soap shelf with the other, she drove herself hard, pummelling the wall with her ass as the big dildo reached the depths of her pussy. Soon she realized that she probably wouldn't hear anyone opening the door, or even a lightening strike for that matter. Helga didn't stop. She didn't care. The pope could come in for all she cared; all she wanted to do was fuck her big brother's big cock until she came and collapsed on the floor.
Luckily for her, nobody arrived before her cries filled nearly the entire house. And she did collapse, collapse into a quivering, shaking mess of orgasm and laughter. As she got up on all fours in the bath, she looked up and saw the thick, heavy silicon cock staring at her. Tilting her head backwards, she opened her mouth and took as much of it as she could inside her. Closing her eyes, she once more saw Sean in her mind and sucked the cock as it it were her brother's.
Unwilling to stop, she pulled the dildo off of the wall and planted it on the bath's edge. Squatting above it, one leg in and one leg out of the bath, Helga mounted her dildo once again and rode it until she came once more. "I could get used to this girth..." she thought, grinning as her second climax ravaged her. "Shit! I could get addicted to this girth!" she added, wondering why she seldom used this particular dildo.
She heard her parents coming in as she was drying herself. Two hours later they left for the week-end, and Helga had the house to herself. Finally. Despite her two very intense climaxes, she had been frothing at the bit during dinner. Unable to do nothing, she had gone to her room and fished her little plug from her hidden box. Very quickly, with nothing but a glob of saliva as lube, she had slipped it in her ass before going back to the table.
Now alone, with all drapes closed and doors locked, she turned most of the lights down and wandered completely naked in the house. Well, naked except for her little plug. She would need something bigger for her pussy soon, but for now, she enjoyed this heightened state of arousal.
As usual, Helga spent a lot of time in the bathroom, taking another shower mainly to shave herself, from her ankles to her hips, and from her mound to her ass. She kept her little strip of hair above her lips, but once again shaved everything else off. Cleanly off. When she had to pull her plug out to shave her asshole, she shivered, knowing that she would need something bigger for her ass as well. It had been a while since she had added anal fun in one of her rituals. Tonight would be it.
Once she was fully ready, she replaced her little plug and went out to prepare her chocolate. Sean hadn't skimped on his gift. Chocolate from Valrhona didn't come cheap, and weren't found anywhere. He had probably ordered them online. As she was preparing her plate, as well as making her own very dark chocolate melt slowly, she became aware that she was making her hips swivel left and right. Given that her legs were crossed tightly, it meant that her asscheeks were pressing against the little plug, sending shivers down her legs. Once her dark chocolate was melted, she added a generous amount of chocolate syrup to the soft chocolate. The first time she had tried to pour melted chocolate on her skin, she had quickly realized that it was way too hot. Adding artificial syrup made the heat very bearable.
She brought her plate of luxury chocolates to her room, lit a small candle and placed it in the chocolate fondue holder. From the kitchen, she then brought the hot pot with her chocolate mix in it. She then closed the door to her room, dimmed the lights and closed the drapes. Then, remembering her peeping brother, she pulled her drape opened just a bit. Maybe as a thank you for him leaving his door opened earlier. She then placed her laptop at the foot of her bed, getting ready for a long night. Smiling as she found her hidden folder and entered her password, she double clicked on the movie she had found. Lowering the volume, she then lay back against her pillows and got ready to enjoy the show.
Looking at her nightstand, she grinned. On it were two very different sets of objets. On one side were her assortments of chocolates, both hard and already melted. Then, next to them, were her few toys: the large, suction-cupped dildo featured prominently on the table, standing thick and long, but she had also brought two of her regular sized dildos, a bigger plug and a small vibrator. This was going to be a night to remember for a long time!
Sean was also having a great time with Sarah. Wildly different, of course, but still very enjoyable. But as the evening progressed, he had to admit that he was thinking about his sister more and more. And that, strangely enough, a significant part of his good mood had to do with her instead of his beautiful girlfriend. Luckily, he realized that the semi erotic encounters he'd had with Helga had taken some of the edge off.
On one hand it had heightened his desire, but on the other it had allowed him to live some of it with a real live girl. Fantasizing and masturbating about someone with whom you're not going to have actual sex for years was one thing. But with his sister, the fact that they were never going to have sex anyway meant that there was less frustration. It was very strange, ironic even, but it was good.
He thus spent a very enjoyable evening with Sarah and she seemed a little surprised not to see his sexual frustration as he kissed her good night earlier than usual. As he looked at her very nice ass walking towards her front door, Sean had a flash of his sister's ass in that short skirt. Much shorter than Sarah's, actually. With a bitter aftertaste, Sean realized that he had seen more of Helga's ass than Sarah's.
But as he drove away, his smile returned. Would Helga be in her room again, masturbating again? Sean parked his car a block away from his house, making sure that she wouldn't hear him. He disabled the automatic lighting system and sneaked quietly to her sister's window. What he saw and heard took his breath away.
As soon as the movie began, Helga knew she was ready for a few more climaxes despite her two very intense ones in the bathroom earlier. Shit! Sean had stoked her fires more than she had thought. When the young man appeared in the video, the one who would play the brother, she grinned: she had managed to find one who looked a bit like her brother. Now, with a haze of lust clouding her vision, the actor looked a lot like Sean.
Putting a squirt of lube on the fingers of her left hand, she then slipped them on her pussy. The surge of pleasure she felt almost surprised her. She couldn't stop picturing Sean's cock, gloriously hard as it had been earlier. The fact that it had been hard for her only added to the thrill. As she bit on a piece of the Valrhona chocolate, feeling another powerful tingle inside her, she knew that her impending orgasm was going to be very powerful.
Very soon though she slowed down, grabbed her bigger butt plug, lubed it and replaced the smaller one she had worn since dinner. The intense stretching feeling made her moan out loudly, arching her back in pleasure. As Helga felt it pop inside her, she repositioned herself on her pillows and focused her attention on the movie. The brother and sister were lounging around their pool, late at night, and the guy tried to dare his sister to skinny dip. When she removed her bikini top, Helga grinned, imagining herself doing the same with Sean.



Reaching blindly, she found her regular dildo but discarded it, grabbing her big dildo instead. As she felt it's massive head penetrating and stretching her delicate pussy, she cried out, moaning Sean's name in the process. "Shit! Just moaning his name felt good!" she thought. She began pistoning it in and out of her, enjoying its girth as much as she had earlier. Then, once again not wanting to drive herself too hard too fast, she buried it deep inside her and closed her legs together, trapping it there.
She lifted her upper body slightly, and reached for the warm, melted chocolate. Gently, afraid of the heat, she poured some on the back of her hand. Hmm, very hot, but not painfully so. She then propped herself slightly sideways and poured some of the mixture on her nipple. As it cooled slightly, Helga gave it shape, recreating a big nipple on top of the chocolate crown. The warmth over her nipple had already worked wonders inside her, but seeing the big nipple and chocolate aureola adde to the pleasure.
Pressing her thighs one against the other, making the dildo move, she waited until the chocolate became harder. A few minutes later she repeated the process on her other nipple. Getting up slowly, careful to keep the dildo inside her, she stood in front of her mirror and grinned. The chocolate aureolas were stuck to her own very hard nipples, and Helga was astonished with the results. Her natural aureolas were not very large, but the deep brown ones she now had were, and the effect was remarkable. She even managed to dance a bit, making her breasts and their stunning aureolas swing around. The last one she had made was still pretty warm and it only added to her pleasure.
Back on her bed, her eyes glued to the now naked siblings playing around in the pool, Helga pulled the cooler chocolate aureola off. Grinning, she turned it upside down and brought the fake nipple to her own lips. Closing her eyes, she imagined herself kissing and licking the sister's breasts as her fake brother was doing. Sure the girl's breasts were not as big as Helga's, but in her mind's eye, they were. And she was licking them. Soon she had eaten it all and repeated the process on the second one.
When the girl began sucking on her brother's cock, Helga's entire body writhed around her large dildo. And then she had to freeze, not moving at all, feeling her climax extremely close. She was fully aware that she could climax and keep enjoying this evening with more orgasms later, but somehow she wanted to stretch this one. "Fuck... Sean... I wanna suck your cock!" she said. Saying it out loud, loud enough for him to hear if he was indeed at her window, felt amazingly good. Sean was still with his date, as it wasn't that late, but still, Helga shivered at the thought.
That happened about a minute after Sean had arrived. Because it was indeed that late. When he had realized that her drapes were not fully closed, he thanked the Gods of luck that were rooting for him. In a storm he saw the chocolates on her nightstand, saw the dildos and the glistening butt-plug, saw the movie of a boy and girl naked in a pool, wondered if it was an incest video like the last one, realized that the boy looked a bit like him, saw his sister fully naked on her back, saw her glorious breasts heaving with each of her moans, saw her intertwined legs squeezing against each other, guessed that she had a dildo lodged deep inside her and then, the cherry on top, heard her moaning that she wanted to suck his cock.
He had already been hard in anticipation, but the surge of blood and pleasure he felt in his cock was mighty. And he couldn't really believe it. Teasing each other, showing more skin than was normal, sharing sexual confidences, were one thing. Actually having sex? Nah... It was just Helga's lust addled brain spouting barely coherent fantasies. A minute later, as the brother and sister on screen began fucking, Helga whispered again. "Sean... Give me your cock. I want your cock inside my pussy, inside my ass. I want to take your cock, coated with chocolate as I suck it in my mouth. I want to feel it hit the back of my throat, the back of my pussy and I want it as deep in my ass as I could, I want you to feel the curve in my colon as you take me entirely... I want to eat you, I want to devour your virginity, I want to make me your first lover, your first mouth, your first pussy, your first ass..."
If Helga's fantasy was driving her mad with lust, Sean was flabbergasted, open-mouthed with disbelief yet burning with desire. Somehow he had never thought that their recent teasings could go any further than that. It was just impossible. But now, when he imagined walking into her room naked, he knew that everything was possible. Everything. As he walked away from the window, he knew he was in an altered state. Not alcohol, not drugs. Pure lust. The fact that Helga was his sister, the absolute taboo, added to the pleasure instead of taking away from it.
He was going to lose his virginity with the most sexy, sexually aware and opened girl he knew. Not only was he going to lose his virginity in the strict sense, but unless Helga was just spouting nonsense, he was also going to discover what a mouth and even a fucking ass felt like! He opened the front door as silently as he could, undressed in the hall and followed his rock hard cock until he reached his sister's room. Her door, like the drapes, was not fully closed and he could still see her on her bed. Before he could think too much about it, he pushed the door opened.
In any other circumstances, Helga would have jumped in fright. Not now. Her fight or flight reflex was offline, overpowered by lust. Tonight, as she saw her naked brother standing in her doorway, his magnificent cock fully hard, she simply sat up in her bed. She felt her plug moving slightly deeper, her dildo pushing at least an inch deeper as she sat on it, but most importantly she was looking into her brother's eyes and saw the same fire that she felt inside.
She knew they were about to commit the single worst sin in the world, but she didn't care. All she wanted was her brother's cock inside her. His big cock. Shit that thing was long! She beckoned him closer with her finger and couldn't quite believe that she was seconds away from having— ...and there it was, her brother's big cock in her mouth.
Helga closed her eyes as she opened her mouth as wide as she could, letting him go deeper and deeper. Her wish fulfilled, the first one at least, she flet his hot flesh touching the top of her mouth before hitting the back of her throat. As she closed her lips around his thick shaft, she groaned, making her mouth vibrated around his cock. One of her hands was closed around the base of his shaft, nearly touching her lips, while the other was grabbing his hard asscheek. She expected him to grab her head, but remembered that he was a virgin. Sean was probably overwhelmed right now.
He was. Sean just couldn't believe what was happening. His sister, his extremely sexy sister Helga was sucking his cock. He was not imagining it this time, his very real cock was in her very real mouth. And he was already close to cumming. His masturbation outside had already pushed him to his plateau. When he heard Helga moaning his name and all the things she wanted to do with him, it had stoled his pleasure even more. Now, coming to grips with the fact that he was actually inside his sister's mouth, Sean knew he was going to cum.
Finally grabbing her head, he pushed himself deeper until her heard his sister making strangled gargling noises. Yet she wasn't pushing him back. Instead she began rotating her head from side to side, pressing her tongue hard against the underside of his cock at the same time. Helga was no shy, inexperienced virgin. Despite being on the last of the teenage years, she was really good, and Sean's first sexual experience was magnificent. He barely had time to moan a warning before his sperm exploded into his sister's mouth.
Helga wasn't about to pull him out of her mouth and let his first female-induced cum fall on the floor. She pulled back slightly and twirled her tongue around his head until she felt his hot cum in her mouth. She swallowed as fast as she could, licking and sucking but keeping her lips firmly sealed around his pole. As she swallowed her brother's sperm, she felt and almost heard a physical buzz in her head and between her legs. Could things get even naughtier? She was drinking her brother's cum and was on her verge of a climax herself.
Sean was beyond happy as he was consumed by the most intense pleasure of his young life. Little did he know that two even more intense experiences would rock his being even more that same night. A few minutes later, Helga having let him stay in or near her mouth as long as he wanted, Sean pulled out of Helga's mouth.
When she stood up, Helga felt her dildo slipping out of her pussy. They both looked at it, then laughed together before hugging. Nestled against his muscled chest, Helga felt his hard body pressed onto hers, felt her breasts squashed by his very lean tummy and his long cock half hard against her lower belly. "Are you sure about this, brother?" His only reply was laughter. Breaking the hug, she guided him on her bed, on his back. As he looked at her from her head to her knees, she could see that he was still boiling with lust.
His cock didn't fully go back to being flaccid, but it wasn't fully hard either. She grabbed her fallen dildo and replaced it on the nightstand. Who knew what she could do with it later... Grinning like a cat with cream on its whiskers, Helga walked on all fours above him. She reached for the bowl of melted chocolate and carefully poured a line from his balls to the tip of his cock, then upwards across his defined abs until she reached his remarkable pecs.
Letting it cool, she then poured two drops on her own nipples before replacing the bowl on its stand. Standing straight on her knees as she waited for her drops to cool, she made her breasts dance from side to side as Sean watched, hypnotized. Maybe a more experienced boy would have grabbed them lustfully, but for now, Sean was content to just watch. Soon she felt the the chocolate on her nipples was hard enough, and she dropped down on all fours again. Her head was now above his cock and she grinned as she saw the line of half-solid chocolate broken by his lengthening erection.
When Sean saw his sister leaning down and beginning to lick his cock once more, he momentarily closed his eyes. But then, propping himself on some of her pillows, he stared at her. She was eating the chocolate on his cock, slowly going upwards as she cleaned him. She was licking his cock from the base to its tips, leaving not a single trace of chocolate there. Then she move to his abs, which he kept tensed, highlighting his muscles even more. From time to time, he could see her chocolate nipples swinging under her large breasts, and soon he could feel his cock twitching upwards against and between them. Helga finished her feast on his pecs, using her hands to caress his body ass he was licking the last traces of chocolate.
Moving upwards still, she licked her way to his neck, then his cheek, then his lips and when their tongues finally met, they kissed like the two lovers they suddenly were, not like the brother and sister they have been all their lives. Sean didn't have much experience, but Helga's chocolate kiss was spectacular. As they kissed, he thrust his cock upwards and felt her pussy against him, all wet and hot. But his angle was bad and all he could do was press his underside against her slit. Suddenly, Helga moved upwards and her felt the tip of his cock touching her wet lips, but as soon as that happened, Helga moved higher and away from his cock.
Sean's frustration was short lived though, as he felt his face being smothered by his sister's breasts. Oh my Gods! His first two girlfriends had had little to no breasts, and while Sarah's breasts were very nice, they weren't nearly as amazing as Helga's. Squeezing those breasts against his cheeks, Sean opened his mouth and turned his head from side to side, kissing and licking the extraordinary flesh, both extra soft and firm at the same time. Helga moved suddenly and he felt the chocolate nipple in his mouth. Sucking it off Helga's flesh, he swallowed it and was finally able to suck on his sister's breast. They both moaned at the same time and a minute later they repeated the process on the other side.
After a while and more fun than he could have ever imagined between two breasts, Sean felt Helga's thigh against his hip. When he thrust his cock upwards, he touched Helga's pussy again. This time, Helga didn't move away. Instead, she reached down between their bodies and guided his cock up against her entrance.
Holding him firmly in her hand, she whispered. "Take your time, little brother... You'll be able to fuck me as hard and as often as you like later. Go slowly, enjoy this first penetration." Somehow he managed to do so. As wonderful as the sight of his sister slowly sitting up upon him, her beautiful face, stunning breasts, smooth belly, lean waist, lavish waist and rounded thighs were, he focused his entire attention to his cock and the pussy that was impaling itself upon him.
Sean was loosing his virginity in the proper sense, driving it deeper and deeper inside his sister's pussy and ultimately planting it, for safe keeping, against Helga's cervix. When he felt her sister bottoming out just as her lips were stretching wide and tight around the base of his cock, he looked up: Helga's eyes were closed tightly and her mouth opened wide in a silent scream. Sean knew he had a decently big cock, but now he guessed he was Helga's biggest cock yet. His hands on her hips and ass, he felt her shudder and tremble upon him, felt her fingers curling hard against his pecs, crushing his skin and muscles.
When Helga felt her brother thrusting upwards while pushing her hips downward, she cried out loud, half in pain, half in shocked pleasure. She had never felt such a big cock inside her, or more precisely such a long cock. Sean's cock was quite thick, but his length had taken her by surprise. Her head was now thrown back, her mouth still opened as she rose up all the way to the top and drove herself back down. And again, again, again... Helga was fucking her brother for all she was worth and soon she was standing on her feet, squatting over his cock for better penetration.
Sean was in another universe, overwhelmed by the sight and feelings his sister was flooding him with. He couldn't stop looking at her breasts as they rocked back and forth, at her opened and quivering thighs, at her shaven, forced opened pussy, at his own cock disappearing in a real live pussy, at Helga's hair as it glistened with sweat and whipped all over them; he was floored by the sound of Helga's moans and cries, by the wet slurping sounds of her pussy slamming against him and around his cock, by her half whispered comments on how big his cock was; he was also intoxicated by the smell of their sex, her juices and his sperm, the taste of her lips and tongue, her skin and sweat from her breasts and the chocolate that had been there; and of course by the completely overloading sensations of her body against his. He startled when she suddenly asked him: "Can you cum three times in a row?"
"I can cum as many times as you like sister..."
"Fill me then, I wanna feel your cum inside my pussy and then I'll take you in my ass. Shit you're big, but I want you everywhere. Feel like receiving the full trinity brother? Want to loose all your virginities tonight?"
Instead of replying, Sean pushed her sideways and mounted her in the missionary position. After pushing her legs way up, splaying her pussy as wide as it would go, he finally took some control and began pounding Helga as hard as she could. Most of the times he could feel his cock touching her depth, but he was just long enough not to hurt her. Or at the very least she wasn't complaining.
And it was now her turn to ogle him. He could now see her staring at him, her eyes roaming all over his large pecs, broad and big shoulders, bugling biceps and taut abs. As soon as he started pummelling her, Helga cried "Harder!" and he happily obliged. He had never been more proud or happy to have the strong, powerful body he now had. As Helga continued to moan for harder penetrations, her voice became weaker and weaker, sounding more like a barely coherent whisper as she was being tossed against the bed like a rag doll.
She began climaxing a few seconds before him, her body pulsating between spams of full body muscle tension and deep, core-deep relaxation. Helga had never been so ravaged, so thoroughly taken by a boy before. Her brother lacked experienced but had more than enough power to give her the raw sexual energy she hadn't even known she craved. Every time he pummelled her, her body shook hard enough that she felt her butt-plug being pushed around. She only just managed to breathe properly as her orgasm convulsed into life, bursting from her pussy before triggering other explosions from her inner thighs, ass and nipples. She was groaning like a wild ape when she felt Sean's ravishing rhythm break apart under his own climax.
When Helga talked about letting him fuck her ass, Sean had abandoned all and every attempt at understanding what was going on: forgotten about the fact that he was losing his virginity, forgotten about the fact that he was fucking his sister, forgotten about the fact that her belly was already full of his sperm, forgotten about the fact that he was cheating on his girlfriend in the most unthinkable way possible.
All he knew right now was that he was an animal in heat, fucking the sexiest, lewdest, mind-boggingly seductive girl in the world. His sister, sister who had just promised him her asshole. They were both covered in sweat, in each other sexual juices, and he was plowing her pussy like it belonged to him, like it was his own very private plaything. And it was turning her mad with pleasure, almost as mad as he was himself.
When he saw and felt her explode beneath him, it was more than he could handle and he felt his own body turning on. He had been holding and pushing her thighs down, but as he felt his climax breaking over like a powerful wave, he let himself fall against her. Slipping his hands under her shoulders, he grabbed her and fucked her as hard as he could. He cried out, almost shouted it seemed, as he was racked by his climax. Sean had experienced many intense orgasms by stretching out his masturbation sessions, but nothing came close to this. Soon he couldn't even keep his rhythm up: it was all he could do to just keep thrusting chaotically as he spent himself once again inside his sister.
Helga couldn't believe how good she felt being fucked both by her brother and by his large cock. At the same time Sean's climax crested, hers was beginning to wane. Despite the combined phenomenal effect of these two elements, Helga wasn't satisfied yet. She had spent too many months and too many chocolate nights alone, and she wanted it all. She had no idea if Sean was into anal sex, but she didn't care: she wanted his cock inside her ass. Seeing him crumble over her as he came a second time tonight, Helga smiled as she held him tight. As strange and alien as the idea of fucking her brother had seemed a few days ago, it felt like the best thing in the world right now. And she wasn't done. Too many months of abstinence.
As he gradually quieted down above her, Helga pushed him off her and onto his back. Looking at his large glistening cock with a renewed hunger, she lay over him, placing her breasts on either side of his wonderful shaft. It was still mostly hard, but she knew he would falter if she didn't act quickly. Sean was still groaning, eyes closed, as she trapped his cock between her generous mounds. When she began fucking him, moving her breasts up and down, Sean's head came up, his eyes opened and stared at his cock.



Seeing his open-mouthed expression, Helga almost laughed as she did everything she could to keep his erection alive. When Sean's hands replaced her on her breasts, holding them tightly around his cock, she could assume a better position and felt him beginning to thrust between her breasts. From time to time she moved lower to take his penis in her mouth, adding saliva and sucking him hard.
It was almost more than Sean could take. He hadn't even properly come down from his second orgasm tonight and already he was feeling the embers of a third gently glowing back to life. Helga had talked about a trinity, but fucking her breasts was a fourth virginity... But as he thought about the third again... Shit! Was he really going to fuck her ass? Would he actually penetrate Helga's sweet little ass? That didn't seem possible, despite everything. But when Helga pulled her breasts away from his cock and squatted above him, everything seemed suddenly possible.
With wonder in his eyes, he stared as Helga removed a large butt-plug he hadn't even seen! Spitting in her hand, she then grabbed his hard cock and pulled it upwards. It grazed her pussy but kept going until he could feel the tip of his penis against her asshole. He had watched porn videos, had read erotic stories, but nothing prepared him for the tight yet delicate sensations of an anus opening against his cock. The irrepressible spams her muscles did as they clamped around the base of his crown were remarkable.
Staring at his sister's most private parts, he saw her dripping pussy inches above his cock, and could see the edges of her asscheeks being pushed apart by his shaft. Hypnotized, not even fully conscious of everything that was going on, he stared, entranced, as his cock penetrated his sister's asshole. He heard her moans, dancing between pleasure and pain, but all he could see was his cock disappearing inch by inch inside his sister. About halfway down, Helga stopped, then pulled up slightly. She then reached for her bottle of lube and properly lubed his cock. When she moved back down, it was faster and deeper than before, eliciting sharp intakes of breaths and moans from the both of them.
Finally, when he saw her anus stretching around the slightly larger base of his cock, he looked up as Helga cried out. Loudly. Instead of stopping though, or even putting her knees on the bed, Helga pulled up before letting herself fall back down upon his sword. Sean had cum mere minutes before, for the second time in less than half an hour, but he was still hard as a fucking telephone pole.
And he felt like a fucking huge telephone pole to Helga. When his crown stretched her anus wide, she realized that she had never used her big dildo in her ass. Pain lanced through her thighs and into her abdomen, but the pleasure soon overwhelmed it. When she bottomed out, feeling his thighs against her ass, she opened her eyes and looked down, barely believing that she had taken all of him. Now, all she wanted to do was ride him into a series of orgasms. Unending orgasms. She didn't care if it hurt him, didn't care if he didn't like anal sex, didn't care about anything except riding this horse's cock all the way to a state of oblivious sexual stupor.
Contrary to Sean and most guys, Helga hadn't even felt her previous orgasm stop completely: the intense emotions and sensations had kept her in a very high plateau of pleasure. As soon as she began moving up and down on his cock, feeling his extraordinary size stretching her like never before, her rolling orgasm triggered again. Fuck! He wasn't a horse! Her brother felt like a fucking bull in her ass! As pleasure grew and grew into rarely explored levels, Helga whipped her head and hair around and grabbed her breasts hard. Sean's hands were under her thighs, helping her with balance and pushing her upwards as far as she could go.
When she opened her eyes and saw her dildo, she reached down to grab it. Pausing as little as she could, she planted it on Sean's lower belly, right next to his cock. Guiding it to her pussy, she then impaled herself on the two hard shafts at the same time. Memories of intense threesome porn videos flashing in her mind, she enjoyed the two cocks as much as she could. Leaning forward, she placed her knees on the bed on either side of Sean, and held on to the dildo with one hand. She then began to ride her brother again, feeling more alive and more pleasure than ever before. That double cock experience was what drove her over the edge. That, and a last bite of chocolate.
Sean, looking at his sister in awe, couldn't wrap his head around the rush of sensations that was battering him. Having his cock penetrate her perfect round little ass was amazing enough, but when he saw her fucking her own pussy with the dildo at the same time... He was still helping her pull up after each balls deep penetrations, and stared at the dildo and his cock as they appeared and disappeared.
When Helga leaned down one more time and grabbed a piece of chocolate, Sean saw her trembling after she bit into it. When she rubbed the remaining part against her clit, closed her eyes and just about stopped moving, consumed by her climax, Sean repositioned himself slightly and held her up as he fucked her from beneath. Fucked her hard, feeling his cock revelling in her deliciously ribbed ass and the dildo pressed against his skin as it fucked her pussy.
Tonight, both of them were riding waves of uninhibited pleasure, and Helga was consumed by the surge of her orgasm. She could barely control her body at that point, overran by too much pleasure and too much raw lust. Sean was crushed under the weight of his own desire, and seeing Helga impaling her asshole on his cock while riding her dildo was way, way too much for him.
All he could understand was the sheer amount of pleasure he was feeling, the experience too powerful to comprehend. He hadn't simply lost his virginity in a dark room under the blankets with a prude girl. Instead, he had been thrown as deep into pure lust and unbridled sex as one could imagine, and had been overwhelmed. As he realized that he was climaxing a third time so soon, the sensations more pain than pleasure this time, he closed his eyes and abandoned himself to his body.
Later, as they gradually woke up from their post-sex daze, Helga kissed her brother's pec, the one upon which her head had been resting since their climax. Sean, with his hand lazily on her sister's ass, squeezed it harder, eliciting laughter from Helga. She turned fully on her stomach and raised her head, looking at her brother. "I think I may have brought you too far too fast, little brother. Do you hate me?"
Sean, only recently having regained the power of speech, laughed. "All I had to do was bring you a box of chocolate? Shit... I should have done it sooner!
They both laughed and, very slowly, woke from their trance-like state. A bit later, sitting on Helga's bed, the siblings didn't even try to figure out what was going to happen with them, their lives and their other lovers. Instead, they spent the night awake, naked, sometimes kissing, talking a lot, but not having sex again. Not until morning came, at least.
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*
I don't think I've ever been more nervous in my entire life. I was standing right outside my sister's room, my heart pounding. It was about 5 in the morning, and everybody was sleeping. I knew my sister was a night owl and would probably be in a very deep sleep phase right now. My rational mind knew that. My rational mind knew that my chances of getting caught were essentially zero. But essentially zero and truly zero are two different things. If she caught me sneaking around in her room, I'd never hear the end of it. It's even possible that she'd tell my parents.
Groaning, I suddenly wondered if she'd tell our friends at school... What 18 year old guy needed his sister to tell everybody that he was a creep, spying on her as she slept... But no, she wouldn't. Despite being sister and brother, we got along OK. We were not really friends, nor did we share some special connection because we were twins. But we were not fighting all the time and even helped each other with school stuff. Recently, we'd even begun talking about relationships. No, I'm sure Jenna wouldn't talk about this at school. Then again, being sure and knowing something for a fact were two different things!
Taking a deep breath, I tried to calm myself. Tried my best, because after all not entering wasn't even a possibility. I had to do it, I had to go into my twin sister's room before she woke up. She and I were close, but I don't think she'd react well if she found what I left in her room... Another breath. At least, waking my parents wasn't really an issue as they were not there. And in case, even though their room was right next to my sister's, they were really heavy sleepers. "So is your sister!" my rational mind told me again. I, alone of my family, was a very early nightbird. Why was that? I was her twin for God's sake! How could I— I stopped and shook my head. I was procrastinating!
I finally grabbed the door handle, closed my eyes and took one last deep breath. As I began turning the knob, I was extremely careful as I knew it squeaked pretty badly. I think it took me five minutes to turn it fully open, but it didn't make all that much noise. After that, another 5 minutes to push the door open. Inside, utter darkness. Of course, I thought, the sun hadn't yet risen, and my sister had very thick blinds on her window. Shit. Would I be able to find it? I had a pretty good idea of where it was, but I couldn't really drop on all fours and feel around with my hand, could I? That would make too much noise. "But, but, but!" my mind said one last time, as if it had any chance of convincing my fear-filled mind, "you could say her name out loud and she wouldn't wake up!"
It was true. From time to time I'd had to wake her up, and it was borderline funny just how hard it was. I smiled, thinking about those memories. Then I thought back to the last time I had to wake her up. It was about two months ago, and she must have forgotten to put her alarm on. Mom asked me to wake her up or else she would be late. I knocked and called her name a few times, although I knew it wouldn't work. Entering her room as she was sleeping was always a bit stressful. What if she was naked, with the covers off? And while this possibility was scary because of the implications (I couldn't wake her up, couldn't walk back downstairs and tell my parents I had seen her nude...), it was also intoxicatingly erotic. But it had never happened.
Even on that last occasion, she hadn't been naked. But she might as well have been. Two months ago, after coming in, I had seen two pieces of lingerie on the floor. Two very small pieces of lingerie. Making sure Jenna was still asleep, I had knelt and looked at them. They were bright red, made from very fine lace and I'd guessing that they must have cost a fortune. Who was the lucky guy this month? Grinning, I got up and had looked up at my sister. While the comforter had been pushed on the floor, Jenna had still been completely covered by the blanket. Yet, the sight had been extraordinarily erotic nonetheless.
Clearly the blanket was very thin, and as she was sleeping she must have tucked it under her. Her body had been in obvious relief, and I felt a pang of desire. She was rather tall, with long lean legs, flat belly and great breasts. They had been unmistakeable then, even when squashed down by a taut blanket. It hadn't the first time I felt such forbidden desires while looking at my sister. As any hot-blooded brother was won't to do, I had tried to sneak peeks at her as she would change, come out of the shower, bend over, etc... But I hadn't had much luck. Truthfully, except for one very special moment, I'd only had as much luck as anybody else who'd seen her in a bikini.
But once, only once, I had gotten a gift. I had been lucky probably because it really happened by accident. I had dropped my spoon during dinner and had had to kneel on the floor to reach it under the table. Looking up, I'd seen my sister's legs right in front of me, and seen that she hadn't worn panties that day. Her legs had been demurely closed, but I saw a few golden hairs of her blonde bush. I'd quickly prayed, asking the Gods of luck to make her open her legs. No help. I'd also known that I couldn't stay there long, so I had to pull out. I still carry that memory preciously...
But as wonderful as seeing her bush had been that day, my sister's best asset were her breasts. Last summer, after a long fall, winter and spring of exponential mammary growth, her breasts were transformed. Jenna had been a late bloomer, frustrated by her small breasts most of her teenage years. Last year though, everything had changed. She went from using 32B cup bras to her current 34E cups. I wasn't guessing, as rummaging in her underwear drawer was one of my secret guilty pleasure.
In any case, I shook my head and focused on the present. Even if it had required a lot of shaking to waked her up that day (as my eyes had been glued to her moving breasts), I was afraid of waking her up now. In perfect silence in her room, where I wasn't supposed to be, looking for that specific object, I was afraid that my breathing would wake her up. No use for it, I had to get my thing back. I walked in and silently cursed that even my dark-adjusted eyes couldn't make sense of anything. I knew her room's layout, and slowly made my blind way around her bed.
Very slowly I knelt down, using my hands to feel around on the floor. Nothing. I knew I had to start again, more slowly this time, but my heart skipped a few beats every time the floor was creaked. If only I had a small light! Then it hit me: use your phone! But my phone was back in my room, in my jeans' pocket. Taking a slow but deep breath again, I got up and carefully walked out. Making sure to set my phone correctly in my room, I walked back to Jenna's room. As time was passing by I went in a bit faster. Kneeling on the other side of her bed, I was ready to turn the light on, knowing it was a big risk. Well, at least it wasn't as big a risk as letting Jenna find that thing in her room.
Shaking my head, before turning the light on, I tried again to understand why I had acted so foolishly. Last night, all alone in the house, I had indulged in one of my most intense fantasies. When Jenna's breasts bloomed last year, my fantasies of her had bloomed as well. I had never touched her, nor tried to manage an "accidental" contact. I wanted her badly, but I wasn't about to go full lecher on her either. In my mind, though, things were very different.
One of the best ways I had of satisfy these fantasies was what I had done last night. Grabbing my fleshlight and some lube (I had found Jenna's own bottle, but hadn't dared to use it yet...), I made my way to her room, then to her lingerie drawer and then to her bed. with some of her panties and bras on my chest and face, I used and abused my fleshlight in her bed, surrounded by her scent. I knew it was bad, it was really bad, but it was better than trying to fondle her or install hidden cameras... At least, that's what I told myself. I knew that if I ever got caught doing this I would be in really, really deep trouble.
And that's exactly what almost happened. My parents had been gone for the week-end, so no worries there. And Jenna had left on a date with her current boyfriend. The guy was pretty cool, and I enjoyed his presence when he came around. The only thing that bothered me was the fact that every time he shook my hand, my mind reminded me that that same hand had touched my sister's breasts, ass and pussy. In any case, he was a night owl like my sister and I had known that Jenna wouldn't be back until very late.
When I'd made my way to her bed, it had been only 9:30. I should have had hours in front of me. As it turned out, I did not have hours. When I'd heard the door being thrown open violently, I had just climaxed, my hand and belly sprinkled with cum. I had been grinning, relieved that none of my sperm had reached Jenna's lingerie. My fleshlight had been discarded on the floor, as I'd wanted to make sure that any sperm remaining in it wouldn't stain the blankets.
I'd jumped up in surprised, and barely registered my sister's swearing downstairs. I'd had to move really fast, and so I did. Jumping up I'd grabbed her lingerie, trying to keep them sperm-free, and pushed them in her drawer. They didn't end up exactly where they had been, but that drawer wasn't perfectly ordered in any case. Moving back to the bed, I'd made it as best as I could in 3 seconds. Now my biggest problem was that I'd been naked with cum on my chest. I'd walked outside her room and peaked around the corner of the wall leading to the stairs. When I'd seen Jenna walking briskly to the kitchen, I'd darted to the bathroom. I was safe. Safe, except for the fact that I had completely forgotten about the fleshlight.
After cleaning myself off, I walked downstairs and found my sister being both very sad and very angry. I'd sat next to her, rather awkwardly, and had asked what was wrong. Remarkably, the hour long discussion that had followed had brought us closer than ever before. She had told me that her boyfriend, now ex-boyfriend, had tried to convince her to let him come sleep here, knowing that our parents were away. He had been really insistent about it even though she had said no. Not that she hadn't wanted to, Jenna told me, but our father had been very explicit about this rule. The discussion turned into an argument and a fight. Things were really bad, but when he said that if she didn't let him come, he would break up, Jenna exploded and stormed out of the restaurant.
Thinking about all this, kneeling in my sleeping sister's room, I knew I was procrastinating again. Then again, I thought back on how surprised I had been to learn that she and her boyfriend had never had sex. They had fooled around quite a bit, and were on the verge of going all the way. Not anymore. In the very intimate atmosphere, I had dared to ask her if she was a virgin. She wasn't. She had had sex a few times with her last boyfriend, and while it had been interesting, it hadn't been really fun. Jenna had thought that with Carl it could have been a better "take two" attempt, as much fun as it was when she imagined when she masturbated. Jenna had paused and reddened, as if she had just realized she was talking to her brother and not one of her friends. I reddened as well, but we both smiled at each other.
So that's why I was feeling like a true creep right now. Not only was I in my sister's room, acting like a consummated stalker, but I had defiled her bed last night. Well, I smiled, that was rather overly dramatic. With one last deep breath, I turned my phone on. Seconds later I found my fleshlight, squeezed between her bed and her nightstand. She probably hadn't seen it. And then it hit me: of course she hadn't seen it! If she had, she would have exploded again and demanded explanations! As stressed as I was, I felt a deep wave of relief engulfing me. Why had I been so afraid that she could have seen it?
This adventure could have ended right there. I could have grabbed the fleshlight, turned the light off and walked back to my room. But life had something else planned for me. I considered the fact that turning my phone off would render me blind, my eyes not dark-adjusted anymore. So I got up with the phone on, and saw what I shouldn't have seen.
The faint glow of my phone illuminated my sister's body, which was partly covered by her blanket. Partly covered. She was lying on her belly, her head turned away from me and her arms under her pillow. The blanket was pulled sideways, covering all of her upper body, but precious little of her left buttock and both legs. My eyes focused on that buttock, and I felt them widening. Wandering down voraciously, they then slid to her hip and thighs, then calves and feet. Damn! Even her feet looked sexy!
I felt my stress and anxiety turning into desire, forbidden desire. The illicit access to what little skin her bikini bottom normally hid only added to the thrill. With a will of their own, my eyes were now back on her ass, on the perfectly rounded and smooth skin I had fantasized about for so long now... Granted, I would have given anything to see her on her back, to feast on her glorious breasts, but this was nothing short of a worthy gift. I realized that I had remained perfectly still since getting up, and took a slow and deep breath.
My first thoughts were of turning my phone off and leaving the room. Getting caught like this, my phone-camera in my hands, would have been even worse than for simply sneaking in. My seconds thoughts were of staying here for the entire night, watching her as she moved around, hopefully revealing even more of herself. Before being able to think any further, my erection made itself very obvious, painfully obvious actually, as it pushed hard against my boxers. I had to leave. But my body didn't want to. I was still frozen there, a deer in headlights. Eventually, my rational mind reasserted itself and reminded me of the hell I'd pay if I was caught here. Very carefully, I moved away and left the room, one last look at the glorious sight that was receding back into darkness.
Back in my room, my heart felt like it was head banging to power metal music, and I felt every beat in my cock. Grabbing my bottle of lube quickly, I began shaking my head, wondering why I hadn't leaned in closer in case I could have seen her pussy between her cheeks... Seconds later I was abusing my fleshlight again, regardless of the fact that it was still half-full of my sperm. I came in less than a minute. I headed to the bathroom to wash it and myself thoroughly, and still my heart was racing. What a wonderful accident, with no consequences! I would live with memories of this sight for a long time, feed it into my fantasies for months!
I was grinning like a maniac as I walked back into my room. But as I crossed her closed door again, another thought hit me: will this be nothing more than a one time deal? As I reached my room and locked the door behind me, my mind blossomed with myriad plans and ideas, many excuses if ever I was caught, websites that could inform me about the best low-light cameras, ways to convince her to always sleep naked and risk assessments of the possibility of actually touching her... As I saw the sun rising through my opened window, I was still grinning, thinking that I had stumbled by accident on a treasure trove...
After Jenna woke up at around 10, I greeted her a good morning. While we talked as she was eating, I tried to detect anything out of the ordinary. I was now pretty sure she hadn't seen the fleshlight, but I wanted to be as sure as possible. She was dressed as she usually dressed in the morning, with a long shirt, panties and some sort of sport's bra. Nothing out of the ordinary, but this morning I felt a lot more attuned to the curves and skin that was revealed. But I was suddenly extremely distracted. When she finished her last bite, she cleared her throat and asked me a very direct question, "So, little brother, now that you know a lot more about my sex life than before, are you still a virgin yourself?"
Before I could even process her question, or even consider responding to her long-running "little brother" running tease, I had to try and recompose my mind. For some reason, I never thought that my own sex life could be the subject of a discussion with her. Stupid, I know, but there it is... I coughed, trying to stretch time and think of a reply. Jenna laughed, making it clear that she had known how I'd react. "Oh you little..." I said, laughing with her. "You got me there!"
"What? You misunderstand me brother! I had a pretty good idea of how you'd react, but I was serious. I opened up yesterday, so, how about you?"
I shook my head, still smiling, and took a deep breath, realizing that I had taken an awful lot of deep breaths today. "Er, OK. Well, yes I am. Fooled around a bit with my last two girlfriends, but nothing really sexual. Not even oral, given or received..."
I was red faced when I finished, but she was still smiling at me very warmly. "See? That wasn't so difficult? We're brother and sister, twins even... Maybe we could help each other?"
"Help each other?" I asked, dubious.
"Yes. I'm sure you have a lot of questions about girls that you can't exactly ask Dad. And I know you can't get good answers from the net. Gods no! There's a huge desert between abstinence websites and porn. Maybe porn isn't as bad as some people make it out to be, but you have to know it's all show and not real life! Right?"
"Yeah, I knew that..." I said, what I'd call a grey lie. Quickly, I added "You want us to talk about this to each other? Right now?"
"Why not?" Jenna asked, seemingly perfectly at ease about her idea.
"Er... well... I'm not sure that it's..." A pause, a dose of forced courage, and then "Well I'm not sure it's such a good idea to talk about such things while I'm wearing nothing but my boxers."
Now I was red faced again, probably more then a minute ago. I was already feeling the slightly tingling sensations in my penis, felt a small trickle of blood flowing in. I knew that if I kept talking about sex with Jenna, most of her naked legs stretched out in display, I would have a real erection. An erection that would, as a matter of fact, be just as much in display as those legs. I was surprised to see puzzlement on Jenna's face. It took her a few moments to realize what I meant. "Oh!" was what she said when it clicked. "You mean that you'd get an —" All I could do was nod, and try to keep my smile from turning into a childish giggle. "Oh!" she said again. "But I thought guys only had erections when looking at girls they found hot." I groaned, completely trapped, looking away from her. And she said "Oh!" again.
I was more uncomfortable than a fish out of water. I hadn't said a single word in the last two minutes, but she had figured out something I would have killed to keep private. Why did I have to talk about boxers? "You see!" I said, my voice rising in stress, "I knew it wasn't a good idea!" And then I got up and left, hiding my growing erection with my body as I walked up the stairs.
In my room again, with emotions profoundly different from those a couple of hours ago, I dropped on my bed. I was feeling so bad that my erection was fizzling away fast. How the fuck did this happen? How the fuck did I accidentally tell my sister I found her hot? I could have replied that simply talking about sex could also cause erections. No need for hot girls. Heck, I've even gotten them while talking about sex with my male friends! And while one of them was gay, it was not my case. But the fact that didn't say that, and remained silent instead, Jenna understood it as an admission of guilt. The guilt, or sin perhaps, of having the hots for your own sister. And now she knew.



To my surprise, I heard her knock on my door. "Jenna, please leave me alone." I replied quickly. "I feel bad enough as it is. I'm really sorry..." To my greater surprise, she opened the door and walked in.
"Sorry? Why should you have to be sorry?"
"Well, I told you I thought you were hot. My own sister!" I said, still not looking up at her.
"Ryan. Look at me. You didn't say anything. I figured it out..." When she saw I was had nothing to add, she kept going. "One of the things you need to learn about girls is that we love compliments. And yes, that was a bit weird... But look. If you had been staring at my legs or breasts and said "Sister you're hot!", it would have been pretty bad... But that's not what happened. It was my fault. Bad sister!" she said with a grin. A very contagious grin. It nearly worked on me. "But you know what happened to me last night. Receiving a compliment from you was good timing, Ryan."
I looked at her, trying to be absolutely sure that she wasn't teasing me. "Are you serious? I understand that if I had only revealed that I found your really beautiful or fun to be around, that would have been OK. But that's—"
"Do you?" she asked, her grin turning a bit playful.
This time I grin, shaking my head. "Of course I do! But that's not the point. What I said, or rather what you learned on your own, was different. And, precisely because of what happened to you last night, wouldn't that bother you to learn about it?"
"You believe that I think you're like that jackass of an ex boyfriend?" she asked, clearly stunned.
"Well, why not? Wasn't his unspoken message exactly the same?"
"Yes, but that's not what bothered me, little brother. What bothered me was that he couldn't take no for an answer and tried to blackmail me." She sighed, looking at me. "Look, Ryan, I didn't exactly learn that you thought I was hot this morning, you know. It's been rather obvious for a long while now. But stop, don't look away. It's not a problem. Listen. The fact that you've had the hots for me for a long while yet never tried anything stupid like hugging me too long, give me playful slaps on the ass as we play basketball, or try to make lecherous grabs seem like accidents, well that says a lot about you."
In the following silence, I felt both good and bad. While it was true that I had resisted many of these ideas and urges, I did spent a few minutes staring at her naked ass only hours ago. Nevertheless, she was looking at me with her dazzling smile and I finally returned it. "Ok then..." I said. "But clearly we can't exchange these question in our underwear. Half my mind is forcing the other half not to look at your thighs and the hem of your shirt!" I finished, laughing. She laughed with me, but didn't try to rearrange her shirt. "How about we ask these questions via email?"
"Deal!" was her quick answer. She then got up and opened her arms for a hug.
"Are you kidding me? You just said... Jenna, I think you missed something important about me, you, talk of sex and boxers, Jenna..."
"No I didn't. Now get up now before it becomes impossible!"
And so I did. Jenna and I barely ever hugged each other, so this was kind of a first. I was instantly overwhelmed by the sensations. Her naked thighs on my naked thighs were the first sensation. But very soon her large breasts moulding themselves on my naked chest threatened to unmake me. A normal hug lasts one or two seconds. This one lasted for at least ten. By the time she released me, my erection had nowhere to hide, and my sister would have had to be mentally retarded not to notice it. But she didn't say a word. Walking out of my room, she said, over her shoulder, "I'll go first. Check your emails in five minutes.
Left alone in my room, stunned, I had a huge stupid grin on my face. What the fuck had just happened? There had been a very naughty but specific plan in my head involving early bird visits to my sister's room, but somehow it had all changed into this sex-ed email thing. Sitting down at my desk, firing up my emailing app, I waited. A few minutes later, I got her first email. "Can guys cum more than once?" I grinned at the directness of her question, and sent her a quick reply. "Most of the times, yes. But not always. If the first climax is very intense, it may be game over. Of course, I don't know how it feels to have an actual girl try to revive a spent cock, but I know that sometimes after I cum nothing seems arousing. Sometimes though, a quick climax only leaves me wanting more."
I was pretty nervous when I pressed "Send", but laughed when received her reply. "Thanks little brother. I'm waiting for your question!" Turning around on my chair, I asked her, out loud, "Right now?"
"Sure, why not?"
Turning back to my computer, I typed my first question, one that I've been wondering about for a while. "Do bras hurt?" A minute later, I got her reply: "Most of the time, no. But it depends on a lot of things, like what we do, what type of bra it is and, of course, the size of our breasts. I've never heard Karen complaining about that, for instance." Karen was one of her friends who had pretty small breasts. "When you have larger breasts, you need to buy good ones, otherwise it's going to hurt at the end of the day. For example, the one I've put one as I was waiting for your question is very nice and I know it won't bother me despite the fact that I, well, I have rather large breasts. :-) "
I grinned at her last sentence, and the smiley face. When I sent her a thanks, she asked, aloud from her room, "Can I ask another one?" I agreed, and seconds later got a ping. "Is flaccid size always proportional to erect size?" Smiling again, I wrote my reply. "It depends. Some cocks are growers, some are showers. Some of the guys I've seen in the showers after gym class look absolutely huge. But some of these cocks only get harder, not longer, when erect. Other guys have really small flaccid cocks that double or even triple their length when erect. So you can't really know." It felt really weird talking about this with my sister, especially since I could hear her dressing in her room right as I was writing this. But we were both curious, so I sent her my answer.
"Thanks for the clarification, Ryan." she said from her room. I have time for one last question before I have to leave.
So I sent her this one: "Are all girls bi-curious?" I heard her laughing as she read it, so I was a bit nervous as I waited for her reply. "I'm sure they're not all bi-curious. But I think that girls feel more free to explore with each other than guys do. Seeing two girls kissing is a lot more common on TV than seeing two guys kissing. And porn is filled with bisexual girls. At least bisexual girls on screen. I know of a lot of girls that have tried, but for most of them it's only exploration, not something that will end up defining the rest of their sex lives."
As I finished reading her reply, she came into my room and kissed my forehead, saying "See you later!" She had chosen a very tight shirt, and I could even resolve the lace of her bra underneath. I could also see that her nipples were very erect, which gave me an idea for my next question.
The rest of the day was pretty uneventful. Our parents came back late that evening, around 9 or 10, very pleased with their trip. Having risen very early this morning, even for my standards, I crashed early and found sleep almost immediately. When I woke up, a quick look at my clock told me that it was close to 5 o'clock again. I sighed, took a deep breath and tried to transform this groggy state of near wakefulness into real sleep again. Then memories came flooding back through the grog and my eyes shot wide open. I had a mission this morning!
I got up, grabbed my phone and put on my boxers. I then opened the door to my room and try to detect any sound whatsoever. There were none, of course. I was the only early bird in the family. Carefully, I walked out of my room and crossed the hall to my sister's room. Part of me felt bad for invading her privacy like this, but another part of me was as thrilled as I've ever been thrilled in my life before. We could indeed learn from each other, be it in the form of questions, or visions... I grinned, then turned her door handle very slowly.
Once more I made my way inside slowly, trying to find and memorize the spots where the floor creaked the most. Minutes later I was next to her bed again, and I turned my phone's light on. Less spectacular. Jenna was still lying on her belly, but was this time fully covered by her blanket and her face was turned towards me. Maybe she always slept on her belly? I thought about going on the other side, but she was really close to this side. I kneeled down next to her carefully, thankful of the thick rug on this side of the bed. I spent many minutes like this, trying to make out all the curves and shapes through the blanket. But at some point, I realized that her bikinis had given me a lot more skin to look at...
Could I dare lift the blanket? Of course I could. My heart was still pumping harder than usual, and I was very nearly trembling with excitement. I gently placed my phone on her nightstand, aiming it at her but not her face. Delicately, I lifted the blanket from her arm, trying to minimize any new contact with her skin. Eventually most of her arm was freed, and I could see her shoulder, part of her back and, of course, the side of her breast. I imagine that girls with smaller breasts, lying in such a position, would completely cover their breasts. Not Jenna. In front of me, inches away actually, was the generous side of my sister's right breast. Of course I couldn't see her nipple, but the soft, pliable flesh was right there. I leaned in, maybe four inches away, staring at those curves.
And smelling her skin. I had no smell fetish, but I had to admit that my sister's odour was very sweet that night. Pulling back, a huge grin on my face and a huge erection in my boxers, I looked downwards. A minute later I had pulled most of her her blanket up over her, exposing roughly half of her body to my small light. And hungry eyes. Once again I stared at her ass, round and full and, I knew because of all the swimming she did, firm.
My heart was racing as I feasted on her revealed silhouette. Kneeling right next to her, I pulled my cock out of my boxers and began caressing it slowly. Silently. If Jenna opened her eyes right now, I was a dead man. She was more open-minded about sex than I thought, but there were limits... A brother perving over her as she slept was way, way beyond that limit. By instinct, my free hand reached to her. Luckily, I managed to stop it in time. Then, as I was now truly pumping my cock, I wondered if I could pull it off. Could I touch her?
I knew my mind was being overloaded with sex right now. But on the other hand, I knew just how hard it was to wake her up. I dared. Slowly, I toucher her upper arm, inches away from her breast. Soft, warm, pliable... Delicious. This was so bad, and so good at the same time. I was very close to climaxing, and I knew I couldn't do it here. That would be a death sentence, as I knew how hard cum was to remove from clothing and blankets.
So I stopped and released my cock, leaving my hand on her arm. A few minutes later, my cock still rock hard but knowing I was not on the verge of climaxing, I removed my hand and let it hover just over Jenna's breast. And then, finally, I touched it. Sure it was just the side of her breast and I couldn't quite massage and maul it like I'd like. But I was in heaven. When my other hand grabbed my cock, I felt a surge of pleasure, and knew I had to leave. I replaced her blanket as slowly as I could, all the while my mind screamed that it wanted to reach orgasm. A minute later, alone in my own bed, my cock finally exploded into one of the best orgasms of my young life. I ended up with cum all over my belly, chest and even a few drops on my face. And one, I discovered a few hours later, on the wall behind my head. I laughed as I discovered it, then cleaned it carefully.
I was in a gloriously good mood the following morning, and my entire family asked me why that was. No reason, I said! It was now Monday, and they were all up by seven and a half. Jenna and I went to school, and I spent most of the day dreaming about my night. Once I even had to race to the bathroom and masturbate in a stall! When I met Jenna after school, as we were waiting for the bus, she grinned and said "What? No more questions?"
I laughed, having completely forgotten about the questions. Sitting in the bus side by side, which was highly unusual as we normally sat with our friends, she asked it again. "So, anything?"
"Actually, yes. I'll send it to you as soon as we get home."
"Oh come on little brother..." I grinned, realizing that I didn't mind that nickname anymore. "You're fully dressed now. Why don't you ask it now, it's not as if we have other things to do!"
I groaned, took a deep breath, and leaned in close to her. She was till wearing her very tight shirt, and I could see the curves of her breasts and the faint relief of of her bra's lace. Nonetheless, I asked her "Do girls' nipples really get hard when you're excited?"
Jenna grinned, then leaned against me, very close to my ear. In fact, she was so close that her breast was pushed against my arm. She whispered, "Yes they do. They actually can get painfully hard. That's why most girls I know love to have their nipples sucked on..."
I shook as Jenna went much deeper than I had thought, and pictured me sucking on her own nipples. But she wasn't done. "Of course, cold air can also make them hard, much like we get goosebumps for the same reason."
Looking quickly at her breasts, I could indeed see that her nipples were beginning to show. It hadn't been the case earlier. Noticing my glance, Jenna looked down. Giggling, she said, "Isn't it chilly here?" before laughing.
It wasn't. Not by a long shot. I grinned and laughed, knowing that she must be feeling exactly like I had yesterday, talking about boxers and erections. In fact, I was glad of my jeans and my packsack above it. Jenna leaned in again and said "My turn!" Placing her mouth very close to my ear this time, she said "Do all guys love anal?"
I nearly choked at her question, and a very clear image of a porn flick with a crazy anal scene popped into my mind. I groaned again, saying "I'm going to die... Or at least I'm going to hell...". Jenna laughed, knowing that none of us were really religious. I took a minute to think about it, then leaned in to try and answer her. "I think so... Most of the guys I know like it. In porn movies, at least. I think I only know two guys who've actually had sex. And none of them told me they had tried anal..."
"Hmmm, interesting... Most of my friends are afraid of it."
"Are you?" I asked, before I could really think about. Then, very quickly, I added, "Shit! I'm sorry Jenna... That's too personal, I'm sorry..."
"Well, it is quite a lot more personal. But I'm game to answer if you tell me what you think about it."
"Hmmm, OK."
"All I can say is that I'm really curious... I've never tried it, obviously, but I've done some... er, exploration... And I really liked it." Jenna's skin was really red, from her cleavage to the root of her hair. And her nipples were clearly very hard. But she had a small smile on her face, waiting for my own answer.
"Obviously I never tried it either, but I confess that it's one of the regular fantasies I explore with porn..."
"You watch porn?" she asked, faking surprise. I laughed with her, nodding. Then she added, "Often?"
"Er, yes..."
We laughed again together, and thankfully we were home and got out of the bus. Jenna laughed as she detected that my gait was somewhat different because of my hard-on. Throwing caution to the wind, I reached under my belt to rearrange my cock. She laughed even more. We spent a nice and uneventful dinner with our parents, then headed straight for our rooms. Two minutes later, I had sent Jenna a new question. "How often do girls masturbate?"
"Gosh, I don't know! Often?" she was teasing me because of my earlier answer. Then she added "I think it varies a lot. Some almost never do. You know Chloe? She told me last year that she had never done it. Ever. And some of my other friends, whose name I'll keep secret, do it more than once a day..."
"Wow! More than once a day! That's more than most guys!"
"Really? I though most guys masturbated whenever they had the chance!" was Jenna's quick reply.
"Nah... It ends up hurting!" I said, and seconds later I heard her laugh in her room.
"My turn!" she sent back. "What do guys love the most about bikinis?"
"Oh my Gods... How much time do you have?" I replied, laughing.
"No, I know you love them, but is there something specific, or a type of bikini? Do you prefer regular bikinis, string, with support up top, or just straight spandex, etc..."
"Jenna, you've thought about this a lot more than guys do! I guess for most guys, the more skin that is shown the better!"
I heard her sigh loudly in her room. "That's dumb Ryan!" she wrote back. "For example. If I got out of my room wearing my bikini, I guess you'd like that, right?"
"Er, of course..." I wrote back, not sure of where this was going.
"But if I came out wearing lingerie, would you like it more?"
Surprised by her question, I cried out "Are you serious? You don't know the answer to that?"
After she shushed me from her room, I replied, "Of course I'd like it more!"
"So then it's not just the amount of skin that's important..."
After reading her words, I stopped and thought about it. It would indeed be extremely different if she came out wearing only lingerie. As I was thinking about it, she popped another follow-up question. "Ok then, let's be more specific. What do *you* really like about bikinis? It can be something very specific..."
Once again we were on the side of personal questions... The thing is, I knew exactly what I liked about bikinis. "Well, since you ask, I really like when the bikini top doesn't go down all the way back to the girl's chest..."
Despite everything I still felt a bit of nervousness as I waited for her reply. I grinned when I read her reply. "Oh! You mean like my red top? When you can see a fine line of skin between the elastic and the chest?"
"Exactly!"
"You like that one? I was sure you preferred the black one..."
"Oh come on now, that's like asking a parent which of their children is there favourite!
I heard Jenna laughing out loud in her room. Then she wrote that she had to focus on her homework. So did I. But as I went to bed at 9:30, to the dismay of my parents, I was grinning, thinking about what wonders the next morning would bring.
Seven hours later I was up, and decided to refrain from putting my boxers on. It's not like it would alleviate the hell I'd get if ever I was caught. I was extraordinarily surprised and pleased by the way my relationship with my sister was growing, but I didn't even want to try and imagine a conversation in which I'd tell her about these nighttime visits...
This morning, naked right next to her, I was already hard and my blood pressure was sky-rocketing: Jenna was on her back, her head turned away from me. I could already see the mounds of her breasts under the blanket, and knew that in mere minutes I would get my very first glimpse of them. More than glimpse, I was planning on staring. Kneeling on the floor next to her, I gently and slowly removed the blanket, and managed to uncover one of her breasts. I was in awe, I was in heaven. Even on her back, her breast was breathtaking. Part of my mind knew that age would rob it from some of it's perkiness. But right now, it was a overwhelming sight. I was sitting there on the mat, staring at it as if my life depended on it.



And then my hand moved. And I didn't stop it. Seconds later, making sure that my hand wasn't cold and clammy, I delicately placed it on her breast. I was shaking, and knew I couldn't. Trying my very best to focus, I left my hand there but regained control of my breathing. Very gently, I squeezed her flesh and felt goosebumps rising all over my body. And hers. Even in the dim light I could see the tiny blonde hairs on her breast rising. And then, her nipple. In the space between my thumb and index, I saw her nipple growing. And growing! A minute later it was fully distended, rising clearly above the rest of her breasts, begging to be touched.
And so I did. Very gently, I touched her nipple with my fingers, squeezing it slightly. Now kneeling up, I was above her, playing with her nipple like someone afraid to make dominos fall. At some point I finally released it, in order to straighten my back and stretch the tensions away. Looking back at it, as hard as ever, I knew what I needed to do. Placing my hands carefully on the mattress, I leaned in. Leaned in and finally felt my lips close on my very first nipple. I almost fainted with pleasure, my blood pressure shooting wildly up. I knew I couldn't give in and really enjoy it, but I had to.. I had to! But I couldn't!
Somehow I managed to walk the fine line between teasing myself and waking Jenna up. As I pulled away, I could see my saliva glistening on her nipple. And then Jenna moved. I froze, my heart skipping quite a few beats. Luckily she didn't wake up, but simply moved in her sleep. Moved her legs. Apart. Quite a fair bit apart actually. And then, as mesmerizing as her breast and nipples were, my mind was focused on something else. Moving away from her side, I walked to the bottom of the bed. Carefully again, I pulled the blankets up. And up. And up until I revealed her pussy. Or, at least, her panties. I hadn't expected her panties, but it would still be pretty good.
Kneeling on the bed as carefully as was possible in my situation, I inched forward and leaned over her panties. And took a deep breath. My first whiff of pussy. Of an actual live pussy. It was intoxicating! I had smelled her panties once in a while, but this was something else. Very very gently, I kissed her panties right on top of her mound, just where I thought her clit was. Jenna moved again, making a small sound in her throat. I should have been scared off, but I was so excited that I didn't budge. In the ned, Jenna didn't move all that much, but I sat back on my feet and realized just how brazen I was. Looking at her nude body was something. Petting her, kneeling between her opened legs, smelling her pussy?
I pulled back, and stood there looking at her opened legs. I felt a low rumble at the back of my throat when my eyes focused on her pussy, and images of pulling them down filled my mind. Shaking my head, I knew I had to leave before I did something special. And so, led by my raging erection, I left her room silently and went to mine. Les than a minute later I was erupting again, covering my blankets with cum. Later, I was grinning like a fool as I was wiping the blankets with a damp towel, trying to clean my mess as much as possible.
Tuesday went by as usual, but while I was really looking forward to the bus ride home, Jenna was with her good friend and they sat together. She gave me a sad look as she saw me close by, but it would have been really weird for her to sit with me. We ate and spent a part of our evening with our parents, as they still wanted to show us more pictures from their trip. Jenna and I looked at each other and laughed a few times, both aware that we were indulging them. At around 9, we scampered to our rooms and I sent her the first question. "Are big cocks as much of a turn on for girls as big boobs are for guys?"
"Hmmm, You like big boobs? Hahaha! As for your question, I don't know. One of those friends who masturbate a lot told me that her boyfriend had a huge cock, something like 7 or 8 inches. I'm not sure I believe her, but in any case she says she loves it. I just don't know what most girls believe, Ryan. I'm sorry. Er, if I may ask, why do you care? ;-) "
I grinned as I read her last question, and tried to let a smiley face answer her own. "No reason... :p"
"You have a large cock?" was her cheeky reply. I paused after reading it, not replying instantly. Two minutes later I heard her say, "Come on, don't wuss out on me now!" from her room.
I finally wrote, "How do you define large?"
"Well, anything around 7 inches is pretty big."
"In that case, yes."
I heard Jenna laughing in her room, before she replied "Nice! And good to know... Now, my question! Do guys prefer girls who are shaven down there?"
"Hmmm, porn movies certainly seem to think so. But I'm not sure." I said. Then decided to plunge into the personal. "I prefer one long strip of hair above the pussy, trimmed short. And maybe a bit more hair on blonde girls than brunettes..."
"Wow Ryan, that was rather precise!"
"Hey, I do what I can to please!"
"Thanks for the answers little brother."
"No problem."
We spent the rest of the evening apart, and once again I went to bed early. I got up at around 4:30, which was very early even for me. I knew I'd be tired later today, but right now I was as awake as could be. Naked again, I creeped in my sister's room, taken by surprise by a lit lamp. It was a small desktop lamp, across the room from her bed, but it was till quite a bit brighter than my phone's light. Jenna must have fell asleep as she was reading, not bothering with the light. All the better for me! Jenna was on her back again, but this time both her breasts were already uncovered. Soon I was kneeling beside and above her, staring at her skin, her flesh, her nipples, her curves, her slow breathing... Bending forward, I grabbed one of her nipples in my mouth again, making my tongue twirl around it.
As soon as I did, Jenna moved, and I pulled away just barely quickly enough so that she didn't touch me. She turned on her side, her face just on the edge of the pillow and bed. Both of her breasts were mostly hidden by her arms and blanket, but as soon as I looked at her face, I saw that my cock was only inches away from her mouth. I grinned, not sure I was game to do it... But I knew I could kiss her. Kneeling way lower than before, I moved in slowly and kissed her lips. I had kissed a few girls before, but this was a first, a first kiss with my sister. Utter strangeness, utter delight.
As I kneeled back upwards, I knew I had to do it. Pushing my hips forward, I placed my glans less than an inch from her mouth. The sight was breathtaking. I began masturbating slowly, making sure not to touch her. Taking a pause, I relaxed a bit, taking deep breaths. One of her hands was just dangling over the bed, and I scooted down towards it. Slowly, I pushed my cock down under her hand, and let the natural upward tension do it's magic. For the first time in my life I felt a girl's touch on my cock. Sure, it wasn't a hand job, but the jolt I got from the feeling was still amazing.
Moving back up, I kneeled in front of her face again and brought my cock back next to her mouth. As I began masturbating again, I felt the tip of my cock touching her lips. I froze, convinced that she'd wake up. She didn't. Pushing it back once more, I left it there and enjoyed another stolen first: the first lips on my cock. Pulling back, I let a glob of my saliva drop on the glans and spread it all over. When I touched her lips again, the lubrication made everything a thousand time better. I was now rubbing the tip of my cock against my sweet sister's lips. By pushing just a bit more, I parted her lip and felt her teeth. When Jenna moved her arm back under the blankets, I pulled away, scared stiff. Well, stiffer.
Jenna then yawned. My eyes widened as I saw her mouth opening wide, even if I knew she was going to close it in seconds. I could force my cock in right now, but that would result in instantaneous wakefulness. And hell. So I resisted. On the other hand, I discovered with joy that the pillow prevented her from completely closing her mouth. When I pushed my cock back against her lips, I felt her jaw giving in. As it happened, I had a decently large cock, with erections somewhere between 6.5 and 7 inches. I moved sideways to get the best angle and decided to push in a bit further. At first it was peculiar. In one way it was utter delight and pleasure. But her teeth on my glans was rather unpleasant. Until I pushed through.
By some sort of reflex, Jenna closed her lips around my cock for a few seconds and began breathing through her nose. She even moved her tongue inside her mouth, just a bit until it was settled again. I stopped all movements, as the last thing I wanted was to cum in her mouth! Well, not the last thing I wanted, but I knew I couldn't do it. I was getting my first sleepy blowjob. I placed my hand on her head and began fucking her mouth with extreme slowness. I didn't go far, at most 3 inches. I didn't even think about the fact that her continued sleep was bizarre. I was in heaven. Then she closed her mouth around my shaft again, and pressed her tongue against the underside of my cock. She was still sleeping, and must be in some sort of erotic dream caused by my actions.
I was ready to die here, but knew I couldn't stay any longer. I gave three or four more pushes and pulled out. Looking at my cock, I saw that it was glistening with her saliva, and that every single vein on it was distended. It was pulsing with every heartbeat, and I knew I had come very close. Jenna moved again, turning on her back, with her left leg pulled up and sideways, making her knee poke from under the blanket. I stood there staring at her for a long while, waiting for my cock to return to a normal erection.
After that, I moved down the bed, standing at her feet. Gently, with more control now, I pulled the blankets away from her legs. I was pleasantly surprised by the fact that Jenna had gone to bed fully nude tonight. So once again I was treated to another first: my very first sight of a girl's pussy. Despite my overwhelming feelings of lust and appreciation, I found myself grinning. Jenna's pussy was trimmed exactly like I liked. She was blonde, and now had a nice trim of pussy hair right above her lips. Maybe it was a lucky coincidence, maybe it was a twins thing, or maybe she had shaven it according to my preferences...
I shook my head, knowing that that was impossible. But as I kneeled down on the bed, pushed one of her legs away and looked closer, I could clearly see that she had shaved herself very recently. In fact, it seemed extremely fresh: I couldn't see a single trace of a stubble. I grinned again, realizing that I didn't exactly have an unusual preference. I had a feeling that most girls who were not fully shaven were either completely untamed or had this strip... And so I kneeled down and leaned in very close. Again her scent filled my nose, but this time I was fascinated by the sight. It was not that I was learning anything new: porn had made sure that I knew what a pussy looked like. But this one was live, real, warm and even a bit wet. That dream must be good! It was also my sister's. Forbidden and illicit, so of course extraordinarily thrilling.
If placing my cock against her lips had been the obvious thing to do earlier, tasting her pussy was the obvious thing to do now... How could I do anything else? I leaned forward, craned my neck at a strange angle, and, very slowly, touched her pussy with my tongue. The contact was electrifying. As I pulled my tongue back in my mouth and tasted her, I was floored. Jenna tasted slightly spicy, very savoury and it reminded me of her specific odour. Very similar to the smell of her sweat, but different as well. I laughed as a strange thought crossed my mind: I was pretty sure I would have recognized her by taste!
Moving forward a bit more, I opened my mouth and began exploring more deeply. Jenna was definitely wet, and pretty soon I had her juices all over my lips and cheeks. I was trying my best to contain and slow down my movements, but an alarm was ringing at the back of my mind. How the fuck could she still be asleep? From all I'd learned, some of it from porn, admittedly, Jenna should be writhing in pleasure right now. But she was just there, sleeping. And breathing hard. As I paused to look up, seeing her breasts rising perkily upwards, I could see her eyes were still closed, her mouth slightly opened still.
Before I plunged back in, my alarm rang again, a lot louder now, but I just couldn't stop myself. Could a girl climax during sleep? Shit! I should have asked her that! My tongue was now deep inside her pussy, pushing the walls of her vagina open. Suddenly, another alarm surprised me: I was about to cum. Unconsciously, I had been rubbing my hard cock against her bed, and I was taken unawares by a developing climax. I pulled away from her and off form the bed, looking around in panic. No tissues, or socks anywhere in sight. Damn! I should have kept my boxers! I could try to contain it with my hand, but I was pretty sure I'd overflow.
The first thing I saw was a pair of her panties, probably the ones she'd had on today. I grabbed the flimsy pink fabric and wrapped it around the head of my cock. Just in time! I did my best at containing my cries and moans as I was ravaged by my climax. At that point I was standing right next to Jenna's bed, legs spread for balance. Once that last spasm of pleasure and ejaculation was done, I grinned, looking down at her panties. They were full. But as far as I could tell I had succeeded: I couldn't find a single drip anywhere.
I was now coming down from the lust phase, but as I looked at her slightly opened mouth, I knew I had to do something else. I dipped my pinky in the pool of my sperm and placed it just inside her lips. Rubbing my finger against her tongue, I smeared a tiny drop of my cum into her mouth. By reflex, she closed her mouth and swallowed. My cock hardened again at the sight. Then, Jenna stretched, pushing her hands down and squeezing her breasts together in the process. Looking down, she cupped one of her hands around her pussy for a second or two before relaxing into sleep again.
I couldn't believe it: I was rock hard again, ready to fuck so soon after a climax, and Jenna was right there, her legs opened, her pussy all wet and obviously in an aroused but sleeping state. Putting her soiled panties on the floor, I walked back to the foot of the bed, in awe of the sight before me. I kneeled on the bed again, inching forward between her legs. Suddenly, she reached down again to her pussy, masturbating right in front of me. She then whispered, "Oh Elliot..."
Elliot was one of her exes, maybe the one she'd had sex with. I was staring at her, mesmerized, as she kept masturbating harder and harder. At one point she pulled her knees up and kept on rubbing at her clit. I moved forward even more, and was eventually right above her pussy. If I opened my own legs, I would drop to her level. Which I did. I then pushed my cock down and felt it touching her very wet pussy, just below her fingers. Seconds later I felt my glans opening her lips and slipping inside her.
And here I was, with my cock finally inside a girl's pussy. All I wanted to do was push in completely, but I knew it would mean that I would instantly wake her up. I had about two inches of my cock inside her as she writhed around it, moaning louder now. She grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing it hard, and soon did the same with her pussy. Jenna then froze for a second, and arched her back upwards. As she crashed down, she was obviously having her climax.
And I knew that was when I had to pull out. By a miraculous effort of will, maybe because I had just orgasmed, I did pull out. Pulled out and stood up as I watched her body slowly wind itself down. I was still painfully hard, with my sister's pussy juices on my cock. I walked away as quickly as I could, closed the door behind me and was masturbating even before reaching my bed. I came again, not as profusely as the two previous nights, but still in utter delight. As I drifted to sleep, I counted my blessings: I had seen my glorious sister fully nude, I had kissed her, caressed her breasts, sucked her nipples, touched her ass, eaten her pussy, pushed my cock inside her mouth and now even inside her pussy. I fell asleep in a daze, grinning like a fool.
When I woke up about an hour later, I thought about all this again, and had to masturbate one more time. Then I thought about it all, and felt somewhat depressed... Sure I could try and do that again as many times as I wanted, but I couldn't go any further... I had been very lucky to trigger a sex dream and catch her masturbating in her sleep. How the fuck would I be able to put my cock inside her again?
The family breakfast was as normal as could be, and Jenna seemed to be in a good mood. Of course, I thought, after such a climax! She was dressed rather sexily this morning, with a very generous cleavage. I wondered if Mom would say anything, but she didn't. We rode together in the bus to school, and she suddenly leaned into me "Do you have any more questions?"
"Er, sure... You sure you wanna do this here? The morning bus is not as noisy as the afternoon one..." I looked around, and there were only 8 other people with us.
"Why not?" she asked, a strange expression on her face. "All we have to do is sit even closer together..." And so she did, scooting right up against me. "So? Shoot!"
"Hmmm. Do you watch porn?" I asked, not even realizing that I was asking a very personal question.
Jenna didn't react to that fact either. "Of course! Not all girls are innocent angels!" she replied into my ear, laughing.
"What's your favorite?" I asked, already excited, my cock getting harder.
"You first!" was her reply.
"Ok... Remember yesterday when you asked me about anal? Well, one of my favorite scene is about that. It's very short, and before you say anything I know it's impossible to do that without preparing beforehand... But still, I was floored. Two girls are talking in a club, sitting on barstools, wearing very very short skirts. One of the them says that she'd like to be sodomized right there and then. Suddenly, one of the guys in the bar walks up behind her, pulls her towards him on her stool and pushes her dress around her waist. Two seconds later, he's hilting his cock in her ass and proceeds to fuck her ass in front of everyone."
When I moved away from Jenna's ear, I could see that she was flustered, and that the fantasy had had quite an effect on her. "Gods!" she whispered... "That was so hot!" she leaned in, adding, "Of course you were right, you can't do that without preparing beforehand... But damn that was hot!" After taking a deep breath, she shook her head, grinned at me and said "Ok, now me. I had another scene in mind, but yours reminded me of one of my favourites. They're quite similar, actually."
As she was talking, she was leaning very, very closely against me. Her breast was pressed hard against my arm, and I could feel it's warmth and firmness every time she moved. I could also feel her warmth breath against my ear, and her lips touching me from time to time. "Picture this..." she said. "You have a nude girl lying on a blanket, head propped up on her hands as she's reading a book. She has earphones on. Suddenly, a naked guy appears in the background and walks towards her slowly. At one point he's just standing there above her legs, his erect cock fully ready. When the girl doesn't react, he squats down, pushes his cock into her pussy and slides in completely. The girl jumps in surprise, then grins as he begins fucking her..."



I was writhing in my seat, trapped between the window on one side, and her thigh and breast on the other. I must have been just as flustered as her. But before I could reply, Jenna said, "My question now. Do you like the taste of pussy?" I froze. A second ago, I was beginning to enjoy the strange mix of tension and pleasure, talking about this with my sister in the bus, her body nestled against me. It was uncomfortable and fun at the same time. But now, when I heard her question, my mind flashed back to a couple of hours ago when I was licking her pussy.
Trying to be cool, thankful that the school was in sight, I said "Well, yes... It's very different than I had imagined... But I do like it."
"Really? Not all guys do... Tell me, who did you taste?" she asked, not looking at me.
"Well, that's another question... And in any case we're here, so we have to stop." I replied quickly.
"Hmmm... Saved just time, little brother. But, "she paused, then looked directly into my eyes as we were getting up, "didn't you tell me that you never had oral sex a few days ago?" I froze again, and she added "So either you lied to me then, or you tasted a pussy recently. Very recently... Which do you want to confess?"
And with that she stepped away from our seat and walked down the aisle and out of the bus. I didn't manage to catch up to her, and in any case I'm not sure I wanted to. I spent the entire day trying to figure out if she knew about my early morning visits. Of course not... We were more open to each other, but I had no illusion that she would be interested in going so far... Fuck it! I had put my cock in her mouth! Had she woken up with the taste? And as she was climaxing, did she fake being sleeping? Shit! Can girls climax during sleep? I sure can, having woken up with cum in my boxers many times. Can girls have wet dreams? Shit! She knew! No... She wouldn't act so normally.
As I thought back to this morning, trying to remember every detail, it suddenly hit me. Her panties. FUCK! I was in math class and nearly fainted. I had filled her panties with my sperm after eating her pussy, thinking that I would clean them afterwards. But instead, I had climbed back onto her bed and pushed my cock inside her pussy as she masturbated. Shit!!! I had forgotten them on the floor! She fucking knew!!! I felt sick, lying on my desk, feeling a huge pit open beneath me. It was all over, I was going to hell...
But as I closed my eyes, trying to contain my emotions, I remembered that she had acted normally this morning. She had been in a very good mood and had even continued with the questions and answers. Fuck, she had even asked if I liked the taste of pussy. Her pussy! She knew and she liked it! Straightening up in my chair, I took a deep breath and felt my mood changing dramatically. I tried to find her during the rest of the day, in vain. She eventually found me as we all crowded, waiting for the bus. I tried to act as normally as possible, but I think I failed.
As the bus finally pulled out of the school's parking lot, she grinned, looking at me. "So?" she asked, as innocently as she could given the nature of the question.
"What?" I asked, feigning ignorance.
"Which is it? Did you lie to me a couple of days ago, did you lie about tasting pussy, or did you taste one recently?"
I grinned, unable to resist. But I didn't know what I could answer yet, so I said as much, "I'm not sure I can reply... Not sure the girl in question would like it if I told you her name..."
"Oh. I see..." she was still grinning. But as she opened her mouth to ask another question, I cut her off.
"I have a question for you. Have you ever been taken during sleep?"
Somehow I managed to keep a straight face as my sister's eye nearly bulged out of her sockets. She stared at me for a long while before smiling. "Well, yes, actually. And I liked it. A lot."
We were both smiling, but had nothing else to say. She knew I had done what I had done. I now knew she knew, and had accepted and wanted it. And now she knew I knew that she knew. That's a lot of shared knowledge! It was also very strange. Sweet, but strange. We arrived home, ate with our parents and went to our rooms. I was sitting at my computer, hoping for an email from her. Nothing. Then again, I didn't feel like asking her another question either. When I went back down to the kitchen to find something to eat, I found her there. She grinned at me, but again we didn't talk. We both looked at the clock, knowing that the night would be... interesting. The only thing she said before going back up to her room was that she going to hit the shower and go to sleep early tonight.
I was left alone in the kitchen, somewhat dumbfounded. I think we were as close to being honest about everything as we could, without actually saying it. As I walked up the stairs a minute later, already feeling an influx of blood in my cock, I had one last moment of doubt. I confronted the fact that I was drunk on lust. Maybe I was interpreting everything she was saying wrong? Was her question about the taste of pussy just a coincidence? Could be. Then again, what about the cum filled panties? Is it possible that I kicked them under her bed and she hadn't found them yet?
I spent the next hour in my bed, wondering what was going to happen. Usually I was the first to fall asleep, but tonight I remained awake until I was sure everybody else was. Looking at my clock, it was now 11, and the house was perfectly still and silent. I took a deep breath and got up. Stripping down completely, if I was going to do this I was going all in, I carefully walked out of my room. Following my routine I walked inside Jenna's room and closed the door behind me. Pitch black. Shit. One more moment of doubt. When my eyes adjusted, I spotted Jenna's phone on her desk, and used it to create a light.
As soon as I illuminated her bed, my doubts evaporated. Jenna was completely naked on her belly, her blankets nowhere in sight, and she had placed one of her panties on the bed next to her. On them, in bright red letters, was the phrase "Fuck me!". It couldn't have been clearer. But Jenna was sleeping, or at least faking sleep. It looked like we were going to play this game one last time.
I walked around her bed, and admired her body for a few minutes. Playing with the light from her phone, I illuminated her thighs, ass, the darker space between her cheeks, her slim lower back and the curve of one of her breasts. I was already as hard a a rock, but I wanted to take my time. Not too much though. Turning the light off and discarding the phone, I kneeled on the bed above her feet and dropped on all four above her. Slowly, savouring the thrill, I leaned down. I was grinning like a fool, enjoying the pleasure of this illicit moment all the while knowing she had allowed me here. Maybe even from the first time. Had she seen my fleshlight and allowed everything that followed?
I grinned again until I was surprised, in this darkness, by her ass hitting my nose. Jenna's scent filled my senses, a sweet mix of her own scent and traces of soap from her shower. Not mindful now of waking her up, I pushed deep, burying my nose, mouth and cheeks in her dark and deep cleft. I felt my nose against her asshole and angled my head so that my mouth finally touched her pussy again. As I opened my mouth and licked her lips, I heard a small moan from her. I smiled against her pussy and kept going, knowing that she was awake.
I did the best I could. I alternated between deep pushes against and inside her, burrowing in the tight space between her thighs and ass before pulling up to breathe. I had both hands on her asscheeks, massaging and mauling them, opening them wide to give me better access. I drank her, I drank her in, tasting her juices like a man dying of thirst. I felt my nose and cheeks covered with a slick mix of saliva and pussy juice as I slid even deeper.
Since that first one, Jenna didn't moan anymore, but I felt her twitch and spasm against me. She was clearly awake, but kept up the game. Wanting more, I dove as deep as I could one last time and slowly pushed upwards. My tongue was hard against her hole, her lips and then brazenly, slowly, I licked my way directly across her asshole. Jenna shivered again, but didn't make a sound.
On all fours again, I walked higher over her until my cock was right above her well lubricated pussy. I whispered, still in game, "Oh my God Jenna... I'm going to fuck you. You're going to be my very first, I'm giving you my virginity. And you're never going to know it because you're asleep. I'm going to take you, take your very sweet pussy... Last night was a peak, a first hesitant taste... Now, I'm going all in. Gods..." Holding myself up with one arm, I pushed my cock downwards with the other. When I felt my tip touch her burning hot pussy, I closed my eyes an pushed in. One or two inches in, just like the last time. Then I let myself fall upon her, burying myself as deep as I could go.
This time Jenna moaned, then grabbed my arm. "Fuck me harder little brother..." I was overwhelmed, thrilled beyond all belief. I knew she knew I knew... but hearing her whisper it! Damn! Closing my fists in the blankets, I pulled upwards and ground myself against her. I felt her asscheeks being crushed by my lower belly as my cock drove itself as deep as it could. When I pulled nearly completely out and rammed back in, the sound of her flesh being slapped made me grin. After I did it again, Jenna whispered, "Shhh... Mom and dad are on the other side of the wall..." I paused, eyes wide open, but mostly because of the added thrill. Releasing the blanket, I forced my hand under her body and grabbed her breast. At the same time, I pushed my cock back inside her and heard her moaning. Picturing my mom and dad sleeping a couple of feet away, I grinned and fucked her harder.
At the same time, I knew I couldn't hold on for much longer. A virgin on his first fuck? No way was I going to hold as long as I wanted. With an effort of will I pulled out and lay down next to her, on my back. It didn't take Jenna much time to understand. Kneeling up next to me, she turned the lamp on. In glorious light, I saw her naked, moving beside then above me. Squatting over my cock, she grabbed it and placed it against her glistening lips. As she impaled herself, I felt her burning hot flesh moulding itself around me until her lips were spread wide at the base of my cock. Then she rose up. I was staring at he majestic breasts, swaying and dancing as they were, when she let herself fall back down upon me.
Surprising me, Jenna asked, "So, little brother... You think you can put your cock in a sleeping girl's mouth without waking her up?" Before my stunned silence, she added, "Or lick and suck her pussy? Or even putting your cock inside her pussy?" She was fucking me slowly as she talked, probably aware that otherwise I would cum really quickly. "Hmmm, dear brother. You just can't, silly. When I found your fleshlight, my first reaction was one of utter surprise. I picked it up, smelled it and was about to show it to our parents and have fun with you. Then I paused and touched the soft pussy. And felt your sperm on my finger..."
She was grinning, slowly moving upon me, both up and down and side to side, teasing me. "And then, finally, I tasted it. It just happened. I think I was very excited on that morning, and I probably didn't masturbate because I had woken up too late. But here I was, with your sperm in my mouth." She kept fucking me as she talked, and I had to stop her, holding her down with my hands on her hips. "Ooohh," she cooed, "my little story has an effect on you? Well then. Listen, little twin brother. Do you think you're the only one of us to try and sneak peaks at the other? Oh yes, I'm pretty sure I know about most of your attempts at seeing me naked, or the times you try to find excuses to talk to me when I sunbathe with my bikini. And yes, I even remember when you looked at my pussy from under the table."
"What??"
"Oh come on... When you got up your entire face was red. And I knew I hadn't worn any panties, knew you had a good angle and I even opened my legs a bit wider for you."
"What? Really? Why?"
"Why not?" Jenna said, smiling at me from above. She then leaned forward and pressed her breasts on my chest. "As I said, I do enjoy when you don't wear a shirt..." she said, caressing my chest with her breasts. "I think that I decided to keep your fleshlight incident private was because..." she paused, taking a deep breath, "I masturbated in your bed a couple of times myself!"
"What?" I repeated again, flabbergasted.
Jenna laughed at my reduced vocabulary. "Cat got you tongue?"
"Well yes... not a cat, but your pussy. Think my tongue still tastes of you?"
Without warning, Jenna pressed her grin onto my mouth and we kissed our first real kiss. As I felt the surge of sensations and emotions flowing through me, her tongue dancing with mine, I grabbed her hips and lifted her up. I felt her firm flesh under my fingers and pushed her down at the same time I drove my cock upwards into her. I knew I couldn't hold on for a long time, but I didn't care. Breaking the kiss momentarily, Jenna whispered, "Keep quiet, but fill my pussy with your sperm brother... I want to feel it overflowing all over your cock so that I can lick it all up when your done."
Which was, obviously, much more than I needed to climax. My climax was painful at first, as if my entire body wanted to course through my cock and nestle inside my sister's pussy. Jenna kept her mouth on mine, not really kissing but making sure I wouldn't cry out. Somehow we succeeded, and I only spasmed, trembled and twisted under her as I came and came in silence.
As I was finishing with a few last spurts, I felt Jenna raising herself slightly up, making sure my sperm didn't go too deep. Gently, very gently, she pulled away some more as I twitched like a crack addict in detox. Finally, my cock popped out and slapped against my belly, but Jenna didn't move. Instead she hovered right above me, and I felt my sperm dripping down on my cock. Suddenly, she broke the kiss and moved downwards over me, whispering "Put a pillow over your head and bite hard!"
In my current state I couldn't even form another "What?", and looked around for a pillow, contented and dazed by the shock of the climax. When Jenna's tongue touched my cock, my eyes opened wide in surprise. As she was lapping up my sperm, she looked up and said "I rather like sperm, little brother. A lot, actually... Wanna feed my fetish?" This time I didn't even try to answer. Instead I grabbed the pillow, squashed it over my head and bit hard. Jenna proceeded to lick and suck all my cum from my cock and belly, and then, seeing that I was still relatively hard, took my cock into her mouth.
In seconds I was hard again, enjoying my first blowjob. My first blowjob from a girl who was both delightfully talented and my sister. By now I had both my hands pressing the pillow over my head, trying my best not to cry out in pleasure. As I felt a second climax growing in my cock, I couldn't believe my luck and abandoned myself to my cum loving sister. My second climax wasn't as intense or copious as the first one, but Jenna was latched onto my cock like a bloodsucking vampire onto a neck. I shook and spasmed until I couldn't take it anymore.
Throwing the pillow on the ground, I grabbed my sister's head with both hands and pulled her off of my cock. Then, holding her shoulder, I pulled her up and onto her back on the bed. When she opened her legs, I rolled above her, my still hard cock against her pussy. "Put it in!" she moaned.
"I'm done! I'm spent!" I replied, my breathing still ragged.
"No you're not! You're still hard, and I'm wet enough to take three cocks at once! Put it inside and just stay there..."
The mix of pleasure and pain that I felt as I pushed inside her once more was overwhelming. I knew I couldn't climax a third time, but as I settled inside her, feeling her arms holding me tight, I knew that this night was not the culmination of my nightly explorations. Instead, it was the beginning of something completely new, and so much better. But soon I discovered that Jenna could come again. "Oh gods... My little brother's sperm in my belly, my mouth, on my lips..." she was trembling under me, pushing her clit against me. She really had a sperm fetish! When her climax exploded, even though I was above her, I had to hold on hard. She was trashing like a madwoman, and I was surprised, amused and thrilled all at once.
Eventually she quieted, her own climax spent. "Jenna," I whispered into her ear, "want me to fill you with cum every night?"
"Hmmm... Why only every night? There are a couple of secluded spots at school... Wouldn't that be even better?"
I shook my head against her neck as she laughed, and even though I realized right then that my sister had a very high libido, I would learn later that I had profoundly underestimated it. As the years went by, with girlfriends and boyfriends entering and leaving our lives, this secret bond held firm. I ended up learning more about sex, love and myself from her than from any of my other girlfriends. And to think it all started with a forgotten fleshlight...
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I was sitting in the hallway of my home, listening to my two sisters talking in the living room. They had no idea I was there, probably convinced that I was still in my room playing video games. I honestly hadn't planned on spying on them. I had simply walked out of my room to get a glass of water. Just before coming out of the corridor and into the living room, I heard my older sister whispering "...your breasts are amazing!" I froze. I hadn't heard the first part of that strange sentence, and I had no context. When my younger sister giggled and said "Thanks sis.", I leaned towards the edge of the wall and listened more closely.
When I realized that they were talking about Mia's breasts because of her pregnancy, I grinned. Mia's breasts were actually stunningly amazing. Both my sisters began developing their breasts rather young, and summertime was now my very favourite season. Bikinis, tank tops, thin blouses, cleavages... Damn! Stephanie, while already being two years older than Mia, had started earlier than her sister, so for most of my adolescence I've been blessed with four remarkable breasts.
Last year, just after having celebrated her eighteenth birthday, my younger sister had to make a very difficult announcement to the rest of our family. When she told us that she was pregnant, and that she and her boyfriend Alexander had decided to keep it, she created a stunned silence. But, given a few weeks to process it all, the four of us had embraced her decision and had decided to help her as much as we could.
Today, little Logan was one year old and part of our family. To my surprise, the father was still around and helping. Mia and him had moved in an apartment, and things were apparently going well. This week-end though, Mia and Logan were going to live here with us. Alexander was gone for four days on one last week-end of training for his new job. All of us here were thrilled to have Mia and Logan with us.
While I did in fact think about Mia's milk-filled breasts when I heard that she was coming here, they didn't monopolize my every waking thoughts. Yes, her breasts had grown wonderfully with her pregnancy and yes I did fantasize about drinking milk from them. Then again, I'd had years of being surrounded by four stunning breasts, and that's not even counting my mother's, who's exceptional gene pool had given rise to those four breasts. I didn't think that my fantasies about Mia's breasts were anything out of the ordinary.
Yet now as I sat there in the hallway, listening to my sisters talking about them, I realized that my mind was passionately interested. And so was my cock. Hearing Mia talking about their shape, their weight, the discomfort and the bliss of having Logan drinking from them and so on made my blood boil... And made it rush to my cock. In silence I've had to rearrange my pants to let my hard cock into a more comfortable position.
As I settled back down, I suddenly remembered another similar spying session a while ago. Both of my sisters had been invited to a ball in my town, and on the day of the ball, they had spent the entire day preparing. After lunch, my parents and I had gone away, leaving the girls to themselves. Three hours later I had come back home, grinning as I head the loud music they both liked. I didn't see them anywhere and when I finally found them, my jaw dropped. They had both been in the bathroom in front of the two mirrors, leaning way forward as they were experimenting with make up. Neither of them ever wore make-up, but for this ball, they had wanted to try.
What had made the scene remarkable was that they had both been wearing nothing but lingerie. Pretty nice lingerie I had to say. And with the bathroom door's location I could see them from behind at an angle. They couldn't see me in the mirrors but I could see them both. Oh dear gods.
Neither had any idea of the wonderful show that they had giving me, their position forcing them to push their asses outwards and making their large breasts hang heavily. When Mia had pushed herself up on her toes to lean closer to he mirror, I'd nearly gasped at the sight. My sisters were blessed with their breasts, but I could clearly see that both of them had beautiful asses as well.
I hadn't dared remain there more than a minute or two, and I left with a raging hard-on between my legs. I had quietly slipped into my room, locked the door and jumped on my bed to masturbate furiously. It hadn't been the first time I'd masturbated while fantasizing about my sisters, and those precious two minutes had only added fuel to the fire of my imagination.
And so now, as I sat in the hallway listening to them talking about their breasts, I was smiling. It was now Stephanie's turn to talk about her own breasts. She wasn't pregnant, didn't even have a steady boyfriend right now, but she did have large breasts. 36Ds to be precise. Finding out her cup size had been child's play given that she still lived at home. She complained to Mia that they were giving her some back pain, and that she'd like to have breasts like Mia's 34C. But Mia laughed, saying how this was a lie. "Oh cut it out! You love your big breasts Steph... Everybody knows this!"
"Stop it!" Stephanie replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice. "The boys love them, I just... er, well, I just—"
"You love them!" Mia added, still laughing. "Admit it! I haven't forgotten about how you began liking them once you were able to suck on your own nipples!"
"Shhh!" Stephanie tried to silence her sister. "Come on! With my bad luck, Nik will walk out of his room and hear this!" After a pause, she added "In any case, you're now bigger than I am. How big is your bra size now?"
Mia sighed "36E."
"And, do you like it?" asked Stephanie, probably sure that Mia would say 'No'.
But she didn't. "Honestly, Steph, I love them... I adore them. Mostly because of the bond I have with Logan, but if I'm being honest, I find myself playing with them all the time!"
"Really?" Stephanie seemed surprised. "Aren't they too sensitive with Logan drinking?"
"Actually no. Either it's because I'm young or because I'm lucky, but I don't have that particular problem. And..." Mia stopped.
"Don't be shy! You can tell me anything little sis!" Stephanie was definitely curious.
"Well, I can now suck on my nipples like you, and I can't seem to stop!" Both girls laughed. "I'm serious! When I find myself alone at home I undress completely and dance around, caressing my body and especially my breasts, pinching or sucking my nipples. I'm fucking constantly aroused!"
Both girls laughed again, but Stephanie asked a question that changed the mood. "Boy! Alexander must be a happy man!"
"Not really..." Mia sighed. "In fact, it's pretty clear that in his head I'm now a mother, not a girlfriend. We barely fuck anymore. Shit! The last time was more than a month ago!"
"Fucking? You're not too sore down there?"
"What? No. That hasn't been a problem for a long time now. If anything I'll be sore from masturbating too much! I'm constantly resisting the urge to order a fucking big dildo online!" Stephanie laughed at the idea. "While we're on the subject, how about you sis? Still single?"
"Oh..." it was now her turn to sigh. "There are two guys lingering around, but I'm not really interested. And yes, I too am starting to go mad! I fear that my fingertips may remain pruned permanently!"
Mia chuckled. "If boys knew how some girls have just as much sex drive as they do..."
"...we'd never hear the end of it!" Stephanie finished.
After a quiet pause, Mia said "Do you remember when, when we... at the cabin?"
"Yes I do my dear." Stephanie paused for a long while, and then I heard them whisper for a while, too low for me to hear. She then stood up and finished. "Well. Let's make a deal. If we ever go crazy, we'll resort to that!
"Deal!"
They both laughed and I was pretty sure they hugged after that. When I heard one of them moving around I scrambled up and disappeared back into my room. I locked the door, logged into my computer's secret folder and loaded up a bunch of pictures of my sisters' breasts. Of course I didn't have any nudes, but over the years I'd managed to capture great shots, either from above, or of their cleavages as they bent forward and even a few in bikinis during family parties. I started a slideshow and masturbated in silence to four of the best breasts I had ever seen.
Despite masturbating, I spent the rest of the day in a state of heightened sexual arousal. Mia wasn't particularly shy about breastfeeding in front of me, but neither was she giving me a free show. I had seen a glimpse of one of her nipples only once since Logan was born. She usually breastfed under a specially designed cloth that afforded her privacy. Luckily, she couldn't hide the shape and size of her breasts in everyday life, as even oversized sweat shirts couldn't hide their girth.
At one point, as we were both alone in the living room as Logan fed, she suddenly looked at me after a long silence. "Why are you sitting here with me Nik?"
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that you don't usually hang out with me for no reason." she had a smile smile on her lips.
"Well, I miss you." I said.
"Yeah, right. You miss me so much that you just sit there in silence?" Mia laughed as I didn't know what to say. "Relax bro... I'm just teasing you. I know why you're here."
"You do?" I replied too quickly, my voice rising too high.
"Of course..." Mia looked around to make sure we were alone and then whispered "You're curious about breastfeeding, aren't you?"
"No I'm not!" I said, blushing. Then, after a little while. "Yes, I am. I'm sorry Mia. I think I'll leave you alone with Logan."
As I was getting up, she grabbed my hand and asked me to sit back down. "Again, Nik, relax... I don't mind, really. So, ask away!"
"What?" I said, still red faced, not really understanding what she meant.
"Well if you're curious about breast feeding, I'm pretty sure I can answer your questions."
I stared at her, too stunned to think of a question. I eventually managed to find a couple, which Mia answered very nicely. After those, though, I was out of ideas. Mia was looking at me, expecting more. After a bit, she smiled and said. "Are you really interested in breastfeeding, Nik?"
"Why yes, why else would I sit here so awkwardly?" I asked, laughing to relieve the tension.
Mia looked at me again, then made sure we were alone one more time. "Are you perhaps more interested in breasts than breastfeeding?"
"Oh come on Mia... Stop!" I tried to get up again, too nervous to do anything else.
But Mia grabbed my hand again. "Will you sit down!" she said, a smile on her lips. "Think, big brother. Do you think I'd ask that if I were offended by it? In fact, I think you've been remarkably well behaved since Logan arrived. If our roles were reversed, I think I would have gone mad trying to see your breasts with a ceaseless erection between my legs!"
I stared at my sister, completely stunned. Sure she had said that she was in need, in bad sexual need, but still, this was crazy! I pulled my hand away from her and stood up. "Nik!" she whispered, slightly surprised. "Please don't leave. Just listen. Just listen for one moment." I stopped and turned to her. "What I'm trying to say is that I don't mind if you try to sneak peeks. I've seen you trying, and I really understand. As I've said, you've been very good at resisting, and I don't mind, really. This breastfeeding blanket is there mostly for dad. In any case... I wanted to let you know I wouldn't mind. Heck, my breasts are so big and different that sometimes I feel like they belong to someone else."
"Ok, thanks..." I mumbled, dazed, before going to my room.
I sat in my chair, still stunned by what she had said. Part of me wanted to forget about it and move on as if nothing had happened, as if I hadn't been caught peeking. Yet another part of my wanted to go back to the living room and ask her to move the blanket away. The surge of blood in my cock told me that this wasn't probably a good idea. Yet, she did say that... Shit! I laughed alone in my room, torn between two very different responses. A bit later I heard my mother and father coming home and the moment passed. I came back out of my room and while Mia smiled at me, breastfeeding was over and we spent a quiet evening watching tv.
I was awoken in the middle of the night by Logan. He usually slept all through the night, but tonight I heard his cries. Even though I wasn't a father, the very distinctive sounds he was making reached deeply through my sleep and I found myself standing in my doorway before I could stop myself.
Before I could take even a single step in the hallway, I saw Mia coming out of her room. She never saw me. She walked to the room Logan was sleeping in and it took her about three seconds. But those three seconds would be burned into my mind for a long time. Mia was topless. All she had on was a very small pair of white panties. Sexy white panties. Her long hair had been loose and free, wild locks shooting out everywhere. somehow it only added to the sheer sexiness of the sight. She was backlit by the light from the kitchen, and while it was still quite dark, I could see her every curves. And, what was that? Did I see a drop of milk falling from her nipple? No.. Surely that was my imagination...
As the blood surged in my cock, I nevertheless realized that I knew she didn't sleep topless like this. She had talked about it a few months ago, saying how her breasts could leak during the night and how she had to wear her softest maternity bra. And those panties... Definitely not the sleep-well kind. And then it clicked: Mia had been masturbating when Logan woke up. Looking at the clock, I saw that it was only 11. I suddenly realized that I was now standing alone in my doorway, a growing erection tenting my boxers.
Back in my bed, I couldn't simply go back to sleep! I was hard as a fucking rock and could almost see, in my imagination, Mia breastfeeding her son in the room right next to mine. I reached for my cock and pulled it out of my boxer's slit. I began masturbating, imagining that it was me sucking on her breasts, drinking in the breastmilk I had never tasted. Well, I had tasted my mom's when I was a baby, but that was long forgotten. As my cock swelled and twitched, I realized that my breastmilk fetish was more powerful than I had known.
On impulse, knowing that Mia was occupied for at least twenty minutes, I sneaked out of my room and headed for the bathroom. I decided to let my cock hang out from my boxers as I did, confident that I wouldn't get caught. I didn't. In the bathroom, illuminated only by the moonlight, I searched and found one of Mia's maternity bras in the hamper. Pulling it out, I brought it to my face and licked it before putting it on the hamper's lid. I then grabbed my cock and masturbated over and against the smooth fabric of her bra.
It really didn't take me long. I had about twenty minutes before Logan was done, but I finished in three. Closing my hands hard, both on the bra and on my cock, I braced myself for the climax, which had to be perfectly silent. I don't know how much sperm I shot out and on Mia's bra, but I managed to remain silent. The thrill of masturbating in one large cup of my sister's maternity bra made the climax a lot more pleasurable than usual.
I then heard a noise coming from Logan's room: Mia was walking around. She had closed the door behind her, but I could hear the floor creaking. Shit! I folded the bra one cup against the other and threw it back in the hamper. As I silently walked back to my room I vowed to do the laundry very early next morning. It would solve the small problem of the evidence left behind and earn me goodwill points at the same time!
In my bed, I listened for Mia but didn't hear her coming out of Logan's room after all. I grinned, knowing I hadn't been caught and fell asleep. All I had to do was a batch of laundry and everything would be fine. Tomorrow morning I would learn that simple plans didn't always work.
***
On the other side of the wall, Mia sighed as she lay Logan in his bed. It had been quite a few weeks since he'd asked for milk in the night, so she wasn't all that tired. She had been irritated by his cries as she had begun masturbating in her own bed, unable to find sleep. She hadn't been able to stop thinking about Stephanie and their nights at the cabin, and that had made her blood boil. She was pretty sure that Stephanie had equally intense memories of those two nights. In any case, when'd she heard Logan, she slipped on her panties and quickly walked out topless, knowing that nobody would worry and come out.
During the feeding, Mia's mind had been overwhelmed with lust. She was one of those girls who were sexually aroused during breastfeeding. Luckily, she had learned before hand that it was normal and perfectly natural. Then again, it was the first time she'd had to interrupt a masturbation session to breastfeed! She walked out of Logan's room with her knees weak and her pussy drenched.
She hadn't dared touch herself during the feeding, but her mind was woozy with lust. She felt slightly strange with her breasts out in the open like this, but she was so aroused that she didn't care. In fact, in her current state she felt like dressing sluttily to go out in a club and fuck whichever male would touch her first.
Mia grinned, eager to get to her bed and resume that particularly naughty fantasy of hers. Before going there though, she went to the bathroom to grab her favorite bra. The one she had tried to sleep with wasn't as comfortable and, after having climaxed, she knew she would really needed to go to sleep quickly. Reaching inside the hamper, she found her bra and grabbed it. As she did, she felt something cold and wet inside one of the cups. Mia closed the door and turned on the light. The inside of her bra was covered with many streams of some gooey stuff, the origins of which she— Fuck! Was this cum? Mia brought the bra to her nose and smelled. Damn! It was!
Mia felt herself both offended at the thought that someone had filled her bra with cum, yet the pulse in her pussy reminded her of her very high degree of arousal right now. "It had to be Nik... Oh the little bastard!" she thought. She grinned in the bathroom, looking at the copious amount of sperm. She then pursed her lips and hmmed. She closed the light and headed back to her room, cum-filled bra in hand.
She forgot all about the club fantasy and pulled her panties off as she fell back onto her bed, feeling her breasts boucing. With one hand she resumed the not so gentle caresses on her pussy and with the other she played with her brother's cum. As she rubbed it between her finger and thumb, she brought it to her face and smelled it again. So fresh... And Mia suddenly realized that it was, in fact, very fresh. It hadn't even been as cold as it should have been in the hamper, unless... Unless Nik had been awakened by Logan's cries and had...
As Mia imagined her older brother masturbating over her bra in the bathroom while she had been breastfeeding, she felt a few powerful pulses of pleasure. She writhed on the bed, her head thrown back, her mouth wide opened. Without thinking about it, she brought her second hand to her pussy and plunged it deep inside her. As she contained her moan she realized that she had just slipped traces of her brother's sperm into her pussy. She didn't even think about a possible pregnancy, what with the fact that she was on the pill. All she felt was a powerful spasm of pleasure.



"How naughty was that?" She wondered as she reached for her bra again. "And I had been feeling slightly bad for inviting him to look at my breasts earlier... Look at me now! I'm pushing his sperm into my pussy!" Mia didn't take the time to think about it any further. Instead she scooped a large gob of sperm onto her finger and placed it directly against her clit. This time she had to bite her lower lip hard to prevent from moaning as she felt his sperm covering the top part of her pussy.
She imagined him kneeling between her opened thighs, using his lubed cock to spread his cum. As she massaged her pussy with the sperm, she reached for one of her breasts with her other hand and pulled it up to her mouth. As she sucked her own milk out, she moaned hard.
As the sperm and her juices mixed together, she spread it lower and lower until she tried to push as much of it inside her as she could. "This is crazy! I must be more sex starved than I knew!" she thought as her pleasure grew exponentially. Reaching for her bra again, she grabbed whatever sperm was left and guided her hand back to her pussy. With her other hand she opened her pussy as much as she could and pressed the last lump of the stuff inside her, imagining her brother's cock entering her.
She had never fantasized about her brother before, but now she was overwhelmed by the thoughts and images that popped, unbidden, into her mind. Her sister? Yes. Her brother? Never! Yet after pushing her fingers deep inside, wishing that she had thought to bring her dildo, she clamped her muscles around her finger and felt another powerful wave of pleasure. "Shit! Nik!..." she whispered.
As her climax crested and she writhed on her bed, she couldn't think of anything besides the fact that her brother's sperm was swimming everywhere inside her pussy. She felt a warm gush of her juices squirting out as she came, and grinned as she imagined that those juices were filled with incestuous sperm.
A few minutes later, completely spent, she was grinning as she cleaned her lower belly, pussy and inner thighs with a warm, wet towel. She knew she would probably regret it, but decided to go back to bed completely naked. She was still fully aroused and wondered if she could masturbate again. Sleep took her before she could make a decision.
***
I woke up from a very sexual dream, in which I was swimming in an infinite pool of milk. All around me were big breasted young girls standing in the pool, with milk up to their waists, as they were milking their breasts directly into the pool. I could swim near them, feeling the milk all over my face, could drink from those breasts as I chose. Eventually I had seen a very special girl: her back was to me, her wild hair all wet with milk and her two gigantic breasts could be seen from either side of her body. I swam towards her but could never reach her before waking up.
I was grinning on my bed as I regained my senses, and thought that I didn't need a psychoanalyst to interpret that dream. When I looked at the time on my phone, I felt a surge of panic: I had forgotten to set my alarm and it was much later than I would have wished. Lying still, I listened and cursed when I heard that most of my family was up. Probably not Stephanie, who always slept very late on week-ends, but I could hear the rest of them. Shit.
The erection I'd had when waking up quickly faded and I put on a t-shirt before coming out of my room and heading directly to the bathroom. In there, after emptying my bladder, I went to the hamper and tried to find the bra I had masturbated in. And it wasn't there. The rest of the dirty clothes were there, as I could see my red shirt and mom's pink dress, under which Mia's bra had been last night. Shit! Mia must have come to get it for some reason... Which meant that she had probably found. Fuck! I was rapidly running out of curses.
I felt absolutely miserable. I went back to my room, sat on the bed to think, but there really wasn't anything I could do. Eventually I walked to the kitchen and wished everybody a good morning. Mia was there, eating toast at the table while Logan played on the floor with some of my oldest toys. She smiled when I walked in, as if nothing was the matter. I sat at the table and kept looking at her as I ate my toasts. Before long she looked at me, frowning, and lifted her head slightly. I mumbled "Nothing..." Mia seemed perfectly normal... Could it be that she didn't notice? Or that maybe she washed them in the sink without realizing that... I knew that sometimes sperm turned transparent after a while and disappeared into clothing. But on the other hand I knew I had shot a fucking huge load...
After a while, I gradually accepted that she hadn't noticed. When our parents left for the day, I sat in front of the tv. And then, something happened. It wasn't the first time that Mia would sit right next to me to breastfeed Logan, especially given that I knew that this spot was her favorite breastfeeding spot. Had I chosen my own seat, unconsciously of course, because of this? Damn... Another question for the psychoanalyst!
This morning though, two things made this ordinary event different. First, I was now extremely sensitive to her breasts. I had been very curious and aroused before, but after last night's apparition in the hallway, the following masturbation on her bra and the literally wet dream this morning, I was keyed up. Second, I suddenly remembered what she had said yesterday about me being allowed to look.
As I turned towards her, she wasn't paying any attention to me. She was gently cooing and talking to Logan as she unbuttoned her shirt. She had chosen to free the breast that was opposite to me, giving me (unconsciously or not?) the best possible vantage point. I kept staring. As she unbuttoned more and more, I saw her bra and was glad to see that it wasn't the one I had defiled. And for a maternity bra, I had to admit that it was pretty nice. At first it looked like lace, but I realized that it was printed lace as the fabric looked really smooth.
Then Mia unhooked the clip at the top of the panel and slowly peeled the cup off. And it was then, right then and not a second before, that I realized that she wasn't wearing the privacy blanket. And in a fraction of a second I would be seeing her nipple. I just sat there, slack-jawed, as my little sister Mia revealed her nipple, then her entire fucking left breast to me, her perverted brother. She placed the peeled off cup under her forearm, the one holding Logan, and brought her free hand back to her breast.
She gently rubbed her very hard and distended nipple with the back of her fingers, then caressed the generous lower curve of her breast with her fingertips. After that, she seemed to grab that lower part of her breast more firmly and pulled it out slightly. I saw the underwire part of her bra shifting a bit before it released her breast. It was almost completely out of the bra, near enough to being completely visible to make no difference. It was so damned big! I almost physically felt my brain being reorganized around that cup size, 36E hadn't she said, and already knew it would be my new favorite.
My heart thumped hard a few times as I kept staring at my sister's perfect, milk-filled breast from about two feet away. Mia then placed her thumb and index finger on either side of her large aureole and squeezed gently. When I saw a few pearls of milk appearing on the very tip of her nipple, I moaned out loud. Still fixated on that miracle, I barely felt my cock hardening to the point that it threatened to rip out of my boxers.
When the few very small drops coalesced into a large one and kept growing, my eyes opened wider. Suddenly the drop became too big and fell down from the engorged nipple to flow slowly onto her aureola. On her perfectly dry skin, the heavy drop moved slowly. It found the very small lines and wrinkles on her pink skin, and moved down and outwards, surrounding then enveloping the small bumps it encountered. I watched in fascination as this pure white drop of milk seemed to move as if alive, creeping downwards languidly.
Suddenly, another drop fell from my sister's nipple and rushed to join the first one. Now much bigger and heavier, that drop of milk sped up and rushed over the rough pink skin of Mia's aureola and slid gracefully down on her smooth, creamy white skin. It vanished into her bra. Looking back up, I saw another surge of milk, and even a very brief burst that fountained from the tip of her nipple directly onto the underside of her breast. Some part of my brain heard Mia laughing, but I couldn't pull my focus away from the milk.
Mia then placed her fingertip on one of the bigger droplets, spreading it around her nipple. She squeezed some more milk and repeated the process until her entire aureola was glistening with the white stuff. And then, without her even touching it, another drop of milk emerged from her nipple. I watched as it touched the rest of the milk and seemed to vanish in the rest of the shining liquid.
I felt my jaw drop and Mia grabbed her nipple between her thumb and index before pulling it upwards a bit. It changed the entire shape of her breast for a brief moment, and I swallowed noisily as I watched it bounce back into shape. After that, she opened her hand wide across her entire breast, careful no to touch her wet aureola, and squeezed her flesh a few times. When I saw her breast surging forward with every squeeze, I'm pretty sure I moaned again.
With a small laugh, Mia said "Nik, do you want a taste?"
"What?" I asked, stunned and slightly disoriented. I could only stare at my sister, registering her smile.
"You've been staring at my naked breast for at least three minutes... Do you want a taste?"
Stunned again, I tried reading her expression. Even though I could see her smile and gentle eyes, I was shocked by her question. "What?" I repeated, dumbly. "No! Of course not! That would be bad... Gods... I'm sorry for staring..."
"I don't mind." Mia said, laughing. "I was just asking!"
I watched as she pulled Logan against her breast and the lucky little guy began sucking on my sister's amazing breasts. In the silence, I said "Thank you sis... I'm still sorry, but I thank you nonetheless."
"I'm glad you liked the show." she said, still smiling.
I stared at her. "You really mean that? I feel like such a pervert, ogling my sister like this!"
"As I said yesterday, I don't mind. This is so strange for me, with these huge breasts and the milk everywhere..."as she said that, Logan pulled away from her nipple and I saw many drops of milk overflowing over her breast again. Mia laughed and replaced him correctly. "See what I mean? Sometimes they just don't stop!"
"Really?"
"Yes! Sometimes I need to change my pads a few times before it stops running after I breastfeed him." she said.
"Well, you do have big— Er, there's clearly a lot of milk in there!" I laughed, nervous at my choice of words.
"I know... It's insane to see your own body transforming like this."
"Is it painful?"
"Not really." she said. "Sore sometimes, but I know I'm lucky. Some of the women I've talked to, after meeting them in prenatal classes, have many problems. Mine is just that I have such huge breasts now!"
I laughed, seeing her smile as she shook her head. "Well," I replied, "it's not such a bad problem!"
"I can see why you would say that!" she laughed again. "Pervert!" she added playfully.
"Well, you did make a little show for me..."
"I admit, I did." she lowered her head slightly and I could see her cheeks reddening.
"Thank you then. It was really appreciated."
"The breast, or the milk?" she asked, an impish expression on her face.
I paused, looked into her eyes and said "Both, I think."
"Yeah, that's what I thought..." she giggled. "Sure you don't want a taste?"
"No! That would be too weird!"
"Ok then... But the offer stands for the rest of my stay here."
I stood up, planning to exit smoothly, but I had forgotten about one thing though. In fact, I hadn't even realized it had happened. When I stood up, my cock tented my boxers in an unmissable way. Mia's eyes widened and her mouth opened as she saw it. "Oh my! Talk about huge things!" she said, smiling.
"Oh my fucking gods!" I said, covering my cock as my face turned a deep crimson. "Shit! I'm so sorry Mia!"
"Sorry about what? I've just shown you my naked breast and learned that you have a breastmilk fetish! The least you could do is show me yours!" she was grinning.
"What? Are you crazy?" I asked, laughing nervously in this impossibly strange situation.
"Why? It too can spurt white stuff!" she said, laughing openly now.
"Oh my gods!" I cried again.
As I was walking to my room, I heard her add "And you're not the only one with fetishes!" but she was laughing very hard as he said it.
Despite my shame and my red face, I was also grinning in my room as I sat and tried to relax. Mia was as sex crazy as I was! I was safe for a while, given that she couldn't get up with Logan on her breast. Should I masturbate? Did I have the time? What if she decided to come here? Shit! I loaded up my favorite gaming website, Elysium, and tried to forget about everything!
***
Mia laughed for a long while after Nik disappeared into his room. "His head must be pretty fucked up right now!" she thought. Although she was also experiencing a strange combination of feelings: pleasure, intimacy and lust, so much lust! Damn that huge cock of his! Mia wondered how his boxers had managed not to rip! If he had said yes to a taste, she would have let him suck on her breasts directly instead of giving him a small glass. "Damn! I gotta get that lust under control! Either that or get Alexander to fuck me good!" But even as she thought about this, the image of Nik sucking on her breasts made her pussy tingle.
When Logan was done and comfortably in his bed, Mia went to Nik's room. She knocked first: no need to add more embarrassing moments... She wanted to make sure that he was alright and that he knew that she didn't mind. She tried not to think about the fact that her pussy was drenched as she stood there talking. The brief discussion cleared things up and as she left, she was pretty sure that Nik was alright and wouldn't dread their next meeting.
Later that night, after dinner, she heard a knock on her door and briefly hoped it was Nik. But it was her sister Stephanie who opened the door and walked in. There was a peculiar look in her eyes, and Mia felt an answering blip of pleasure low in her belly. She had been reading one of her favorite books in bed, propped up by a big pile of pillows. When Stephanie sat next to her in bed, she grinned, glancing at her breasts.
Propped as she was, Mia's breasts stood out very noticeably from her chest even without any bra. "Damn sis! I think yours are the first breasts bigger than mine that I like!" Mia could have sworn that her sister was nervous, despite the light tone.
"Just have to get pregnant and you'll have even bigger ones!" Mia replied, curious of her sister's intentions.
"No no, not yet thank you very much! But wow... I can't believe Alexander isn't all over you!" Stephanie laughed.
"I know, right? I got the best boobs of my life and Alexander doesn't even see them! I think he only sees two strangely shaped milk containers!"
Both sisters laughed at the image. "But," Mia said, making sure the door was closed properly, "Nik doesn't see them as containers... at all!"
"What?" Stephanie clearly hadn't been expecting to be talking about their brother, and it showed.
"I've seen him stealing glances ever before Logan was born, but this week-end, things got a little out of hand... This afternoon, as he was alone in the living room, I sat next to him to breastfeed Logan and gave him a little show..."
"Oh you tease! Poor guy!" Stephanie said, slightly flushed now.
"I think he rather liked it. He must have stared at my leaking breasts for a good three minutes before I let Logan latch on. It's clear that he has a breastmilk fetish!"
"Really? Wow... You're in worse shape than I thought! You really need to get laid!" Stephanie laughed.
"Don't I know it! I was ready to let him suck on them if he'd asked!"
"He didn't?"
"Of course not!" Mia said. "Nothing even remotely sexual ever happened between us, you know..."
Stephanie smiled, then grinned. She took a deep breath and said "I'm pretty sure that Nik's not the only one with the milk fetish, little sister."
Mia's expression changed slightly. "You don't say..." she said with a soft smile. "You've been thinking about those two times at the cabin?"
"Shit!" Stephanie sighed. "Nonstop!"
Mia, looking at her sister's chest, saw her nipples poking out from under the fabric. "Well, hello there..." she said, staring at them.
"Oh dear! Betrayed by my own body!" Stephanie said theatrically.
"Talking about being betrayed by your body..." Mia said, whispering now, inviting her sister to come closer. "When Nik got up from the couch after my show, he had the biggest erection! Our brother has the biggest—"
"I know!" Stephanie said, giggling. "I've seen him masturbating last year while he thought he was alone at home."
"The fuck? And you didn't mention it to me?"
"That I had seen him or that he had a big cock?" Stephanie said, laughing now.
"Both!" Mia said, joining in the laughter.
After a while, Mia said "But I've changed the subject, big sister. Milk fetish?"
"Yes..." Stephanie replied with a shy smile. "Would you be pissed if I told you that I've tasted your milk from the little bottles you carry around?"
"Are you serious?" Mia said, stunned.
"Just a sip. Well, maybe a few sips..." Stephanie sighed. "I admit that seeing your breasts get bigger made me think about the cabin for a long while now..."
Mia smiled, grabbed her sister's hand and squeezed it a couple of times. "Well then... Let's make you forget about the small bottles..."
With that, she grabbed the straps of her tank top and pulled it all the way down to her waist. She felt a rush of nervousness, knowing she was taking a risk, breaking a wall of taboo that hadn't been broken in a long time. Memories from those dark evenings at the cabin, where she and her sister had both discovered sex for the first time, filled her mind.
As she saw the expression on Stephanie's face, she relaxed, clearly seeing the lust in them. She wondered, for the thousandth time, why they had never shared that afterwards. Twice, and only twice.
Now though, as Stephanie leaned in and opened her mouth, Mia felt a thrill she had not felt since those two nights long ago. Not a single man had ever made her feel quite like Stephanie could, and as she felt her sister's lips close on her engorged nipple, Mia let out a long moan. Without further ado, Stephanie sucked gently on her nipple and Mia felt the milk being pulled out.
She heard Stephanie moaning as she drank her first squirt. When her sister's hand closed around the base of her breast and squeezed it delicately she felt her sucking again. And again. "A bit harder, with your hand..." she whispered. When Stephanie closed her hand harder, squeezing the generous flesh, Mia began a long moan that just wouldn't stop. She placed her hand on her sister's head, pulling her closer.
Mia then allowed herself something she never had with Logan: she slipped her hand under her panties and caressed her pussy. Her fingers were completely wet in a matter of seconds, and the pleasure exploded. She bit her lower lip as her back arched upwards against her sister's mouth. Stephanie, for the brief moment when she repositioned herself, moaned her sister's name out loud and even though Mia couldn't see it, she knew that Stephanie was caressing herself as well.



Mia let her free hand slip down the length of her sister's back and she pushed it back up under her night shirt. Reaching as far as she could, she felt her sister's naked breast against her hand for the first time in way too long. She wanted more, she wanted so much more... She wanted her sister's pussy on her mouth, wanted to bury her face between her breasts, wanted to suck those breasts, wanted to ride her fingers until she cried out... And yet she also felt perfectly contented in this position, barely believing what her eyes were seeing: the lips of a girl, the lips of her sister, on her nipples.
When Stephanie switched to her other nipple, Mia saw a long stream of milk flowing from the abandoned nipple for many seconds. It landed on her arm and on Stephanie's shoulder. Her sister climbed over her and ended up on all four. Mia's hand slipped under her sister to grab her breasts, feel their weight and remarkable size. Mia also lifted her leg and pressed her lower thigh against her sister's pussy, trapping Stephanie's hand hard against her own pussy.
They remained this way for long, delicious minutes as their pleasure grew and grew. "Oh little sister... Why have we waited this long?" Mia grinned, but couldn't reply as her climax triggered so terribly quickly when Stephanie grabbed her nipple once again to suck hard.
The stimulation on her breasts, the feeling of her wet milk covering most of them by now while Stephanie kept sucking and licking made it so that her orgasm was different. So powerful, deliciously powerful, but also very different than what she was used too. Even though she loved playing with her nipples during masturbation, and even if she had done this while being filled with milk, it had never triggered such a climax.
Mia suddenly had to release her sister's breasts and bit on her knuckles to prevent from shouting her pleasure out loud. She shook and twisted under her sister, wanting to push even more of her breasts into Stephanie's opened mouth.
When she could, Mia grabbed her sister's breasts once more, grabbing them harder than she had. "Drink my milk, big sister... It's all yours tonight. Drink your fill, taste me, swallow me inside you..." Soon, Stephanie's moans began to change and get louder. Mia shushed her sister to remind her that there were people around. "Do you realize, my dear sister, my sexy sister whose pussy I'll want to feast on soon, that the door is not even locked? How naughty is that?" Mia grinned as she felt her sister's body writhe. "What would happen if Nik were to open the door right now? Think he'd hesitate before kneeling behind you and impaling that fat cock of his all the way up your drenched pussy?"
"Shit! You're crazy sis!"
"Don't tell me you haven't fantasized about it, imagining his cock plowing your pussy, stretching it it wider than any other guy before... You've seen how big he is! Can you feel it? His incestuous sperm filling your pussy? Can you feel your brother's climaxing inside you?
"Shit Mia! It's fucking pushing me to—"
Stephanie gasped, never finishing what was now obvious. She released Mia's nipple and buried her face between both breasts. Mia now grabbed her own breasts and pushed them up against her sister's face as she watched her almost glowing with pleasure. She could see some of her milk flowing on her sister's cheeks as her face was contorted in pleasure. The feeling of her sister's hot body against her as she trembled in climax was intoxicating for Mia. It reawakened a lot of physical memories, all of them good, and began to assuage the deep thirst for sexual release she'd had for months now.
"Argh..." whispered Stephanie, between panting breaths. "You're really crazy little sister! Making me cum like this with mom and dad close by! And now I won't be able to look at Nik the same way!" she chuckled as she finished, kissing each of Mia's breasts one last time.
As she watched her sister getting up and rearranging herself, Mia said: "I have plan in mind, dear sister... A very naughty plan. Are you interested?"
Stephanie looked at her, her eyes narrowing warily. "I have an idea of what you have in mind, and I'm already feeling dizzy just thinking about it. Are we really this crazy?"
Mia simply nodded, grinning. Stephanie nodded back and sat down next to her sister, breastmilk all over her face and body.
***
I woke up early next morning, and as I was yawning, checking my emails, I remembered that I had forgotten about Mia's missing bra. She had almost certainly found it... And given the show she gave me, she clearly hadn't minded. I grinned, shaking my head: this was crazy. My cock rose between my legs as I thought about yesterday's breastfeeding incident. Damn! Mia had even come back to my room to tell me that she wasn't angry about my cock. And seeing her smile as she was saying that while her two nipples had been poking clear bumps in her shirt...
I didn't know what to think, had no idea what she wanted. When I came out of my room, I saw my dad in the kitchen and Mia breastfeeding Logan in the living room. She had the privacy blanket on her. She glanced at dad, then her blanket and shrugged, as if to say "Sorry." Dad offered me coffee, but I declined, saying "Maybe later". Instead I sat next to Mia and squeezed her thigh. She smiled an whispered "I'm glad you're alright..."
"Just don't give me an erection while dad's around!" I whispered back.
She grinned, a strange expression on her face "Oh, I wouldn't count on that... Sometimes, I do have to reposition that blanket..."
And she did, lifting it up to let me see that she was braless and in the process I saw that she had pulled her tank top under both of her breasts. For a brief flash I saw her free breast completely and closed my eyes.
"What's up with you?" I asked, trying not to smile.
"Nothing, big brother... Whats up with you?" she asked, glancing at my crotch.
Looking down I didn't see anything out of the ordinary, but knew what she meant. "Nothing!" I replied.
"Nothing yet you mean!" Mia aded, her expression now different, almost naughty. In the sexual sense.
"You're crazy!" I said, unable to refrain from smiling now.
"I know, Steph said the same thing last night!"
I frown at that comment, but didn't push any further.
A while later, with Logan dozing on the couch opposite mine, Mia went to the kitchen and asked me if I wanted a coffee and I said yes. As she was brewing it, Steph came out of her room looking slightly dazed, and I wondered if she was sleepwalking. But she wasn't. She went to Mia first, giving her a very tight and long hug. Our family were not much on big hugs, but it wasn't out of the ordinary either. But as I stared at them, I got a definitely sexual vibe.
I saw them whispering a few words before parting slowly. When I saw four very prominent nipples through their camisoles, my eyes widened. Was I hallucinating, or were things getting crazier and crazier here? When Stephanie playfully slapped Mia's ass before coming to sit with me, my mouth opened in surprise.
As Mia was preparing our coffees, I talked to Stephanie and was surprised once more. When she lounged on the couch, I thought that she was just tired. But a few minutes later, as we talked about this and that, I realized that she looked more like a cat with cream on its whiskers than a tired sloth.
In fact, not only was she braless like our sister, but as she reclined more and more, slipping lower on the couch, her short tank top rose higher and higher on her thighs, and when Mia arrived with our coffees, I could see most of Stephanie's panties. When she moved her arms above her head and stretched mightily, arching her upper body upwards and transforming her already nice breasts into offerings of a goddess, I couldn't help it and stared.
If Stephanie saw me, she didn't show it. I looked around for dad, but he seemed oblivious to the four braless breasts and to Stephanie's sexy tank top. Mia then sat next to me on my other side and smiled as I thanked her for the coffee. As I tasted my first sip, closing my eyes and enjoying the pleasure of that hot first sip, I noticed that the coffee tasted different. "What did you put in there?" Mia looked at me with a grin, saying nothing.
Turning her head quickly, Stephanie whispered "You didn't..." while laughing as she leaned forward. When Mia grinned, Stephanie added "Mine too?" and Mia nodded.
"What did you— Oh... You didn't..." I dumbly repeated Stephanie's words.
"Come on, drink up! You know you want to!" Mia said.
And so I did, tasting her milk, albeit faintly, in my coffee. By the time I had taken three more sips, I was grinning and both girls were laughing. I also detected a change in my cock's blood flow. Luckily, it didn't develop into a, well, bigger, problem. The three of us spent a couple of hours together in the living room, and it was extremely pleasant.
I wasn't surprised to detect a sexual tension between me and Mia, but seeing it between my sisters was a sweet surprise. My earlier suspicion about them was confirmed through many small things: something had happened between them. They weren't talking about it, not even oblique references, but their body language was clear.
We ate lunch with our parents, for which my sisters didn't even change. I tried to see if either of our parents noticed anything out of the ordinary, and couldn't find anything. Both my sisters were in a delightful mood and the lunch was very pleasant. A couple of hours later, my parents preparing to leave for a dinner a hour drive away, I suddenly became nervous. I would be all alone with my two sisters, and given how strange they'd been acting this morning...
Then again, they'd been acting strange in a sexual way, so I shouldn't be too worried... Afraid? No. Nervous? Yes. Once they left, Mia said that she had to put Logan to sleep in his crib. She invited me to come with her, and I did. After a few minutes, the little guy always fell asleep easily after being fed, Mia and I were leaning on the crib's railing. I couldn't help stealing glances at her breasts, squeezed as they were between her arms.
"So..." she said, smiling but not looking at me yet. "Wanna taste?"
I sighed noisily and smiled as I said "Sure, at this point, why not?"
Mia grinned and asked me to sit on the oversized chair she loved to use to breastfeed Logan. After I complied, I wondered why she wanted me to sit there; I was expecting her to get one of her milk bottles. Instead, Mia removed her tank top and climbed on the chair, straddling my lap. "Here you go big brother..." seeing my round eyes and shocked expression, she smiled and sighed. "Just drink. Don't talk, don't think, just do what you wanna do."
Before I could grasp what was happening, I saw myself leaning forward and grabbing one of her nipples in my mouth. My mind briefly rebelled; I truly would have liked to take my time and experience this amazing moment slowly. Yet my body had also spoken. And as the first squirt of her milk hit my mouth, I shivered in pleasure, wrapping both my arms around her body. She was warm, soft and smelled wonderful, and I felt both incredibly aroused and calm against her breast.
When she tilted her head down against mine, her long hair wrapped us in a bubble of intimacy. The taste of her milk surprised me, as it didn't taste like cow's milk at all. I hadn't consciously expected it to, but I was still surprised. It was slightly thinner in my mouth, and both sweeter yet with just a touch of tartness. As I drank my first full swallow, I felt a rush of pleasure I hadn't felt in a long time. I could almost feel the milk sliding down my oesophagus and coating my stomach. I was drinking my sister's milk, I was drinking my sister's milk directly from her sexy nipples!
I felt very hot suddenly, overwhelmed by the sensations. While the milk itself, a dear fetish of mine, was amazing, it wasn't all that I was enjoying. Milk or not, I was sucking on my sister's perfect breasts! I'd had a few serious girlfriends in the past, but none had had breasts like this! Dear gods in heaven! As I closed my hand on the breast I was sucking on, I felt both a surge of milk and a surge of pleasure. My cock made its presence felt, and while I was wearing a pair of jeans now, I was pretty sure Mia could feel me.
"Could you... just lift up for a second..." I mumbled, not wanting to let go of her nipple.
When Mia moved upwards, I slipped my hand in my pants and shifted my cock. When I pulled my hand back out, I moan in relief and heard Mia moaning in an altogether different way. "Shit! Big brother! All that for me?" I looked up and grinned like an idiot. I grabbed both her breasts and pressed them against my face for a minute before I found her other nipple and explored it as well.
This time I took a bit more time and kissed her white skin a few times before licking her aureola. "Would you mind doing the same thing you did yesterday?" I heard a soft sound, like a laugh caught in her throat. And she proceeded to do the same little ritual by letting a few drops form, then slip down, then she spread her milk around and squeezed her own breast so that it overflowed and shot a tiny fountain of milk on my face.
I watched, still inside the space defined by her hair around my head, and inhaled deeply. As I savoured that scent, a scent that was strangely both motherly and sisterly yet so profoundly sexual, I opened my eyes and sucked her entire aureola in my mouth. Now more in control, I sucked harder and harder until I felt her hand on my cheek. One of my hands was now on her naked back, feeling her warm skin, caressing it in a way I had never been allowed to before. The other one, though, was still wrapped around her breast and I massaged it as I sucked. When I felt Mia rubbing her pussy against my cock, I moaned, barely believing that this was really happening. Then she whispered "You are severely overdressed, big brother..."
After that, she pulled away to grabbed my shirt and pulled it off. After placing her hands on my pecs and squeezing my muscles hard, Mia groaned and my eyes opened wide in the face of her lust. She was not only doing this for me as a wonderful gift. My little sister was clearly boiling over with lust, and if Stephanie had been her first target, I was now the second lucky one. Her skin was flushed, her breathing rapid and her eyes seemed to be sparkling with desire.
Obviously my jeans had to go. Slowly slipping her hands down over my abs, Mia unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans before pushing them down. It was briefly awkward on the chair, but neither of us wanted to get up. We managed, and as soon as they were down, Mia pulled on my boxers. When my cock slapped against my belly after being freed, Mia said "Oh my, oh my... This will be delicious!"
Returning to our earlier position, I felt her pussy on my cock, separated by nothing more than her panties. And I soon realized that they were drenched with her juices. I leaned forward again, grabbing her nipple like a hungry child.
Despite the fact that I was focussed on her breasts and the milk that was squirting into my mouth, I suddenly felt a very distinct change in the way her pussy rubbed against the underside of my cock. It went from wet cotton to utter slipperiness. Mia had pushed her panties aside and was now rubbing her pussy directly against my cock. Slowly, but surly, she was rubbing higher and higher until I felt her lips touching my sensitive glans. Soon I felt her lips enveloping it completely. "Nik... Let's get out of here. It's strange with Logan sleeping right there... Let's go to your room."
When Mia stood up, she pulled her panties down and I saw her naked for the first time. I sat in my chair and stared at her for a while, staring mostly on the small patch of hair above her lips, neatly trimmed. Seeing this, she said "I'll let you stare at me as long as you want later, but now I need that fuck tool in my pussy! Come!" I didn't need to be told twice. I walked with her to my room, looking around carefully. I was confident that we still had many hours before our parents would come back, but Stephanie was still here. We tiptoed to my room and I closed the door behind me.
When I turned on the light, I saw Stephanie reclining on my bed, fully naked, her hand between her legs and caressing her neatly shaven pussy. "About time!" she said, looking at Mia. "You wanted him all to yourself?" She then looked at me, and my cock. "Shit... Just as big as I remembered it! How big is it little brother?"
I was too stunned to register everything, and mechanically replied "Seven and a half inches..."
"Only that? Well, my boyfriends who told me they were six inches were lying then!" she replied.
Standing right next to me, Mia was now laughing. She grabbed me in a big hug and pulled me to my own bed. Mia then joined Stephanie on the bed as I stood there, agape. My two sisters, naked, were smiling, hugging, kissing and caressing each other. It was very clear that this wasn't their first time sharing this kind of intimacy, and I stood mesmerized as my eyes roamed all over their bodies. I felt my cock twitching a few times as I stood at the foot of my bed, but just couldn't move. This was just unbelievable.
Stephanie kissed Mia's neck, then shoulder, then upper torso before sliding down towards Mia's milk-filled tit. I could see the glistening trail of saliva on her skin as Stephanie just sucked and sucked. Mia threw her head backwards when her sister's hand reached her pussy, sliding a couple of fingers deep inside. Taking brief pauses, Stephanie said "Ready to feel his cock little sister? Think you can take it all in?" Mia groaned as she turned and sat up on the bed. Both girls looked at each other and moved towards me. They were walking on all fours, staring at my cock.
When Stephanie took it in her hands and began kissing it, my mind started working again. When I saw Mia joining in to share a kiss on the other side of my cock, I shook and grabbed their heads. Noticing some movement in my peripheral vision, I looked and saw our reflexion in the mirror. Mia's breasts were hanging heavily under her, swinging gently as she moved to kiss my entire length.
When Stephanie took the head of my cock into her mouth and sucked, I turned my head back towards her and stared as I saw my cock disappearing inside her mouth. The feeling I got seeing my sister taking as much of my cock as she could in her mouth set new records for intensity. Not only was she good, but she was also my sister, one of the few girls on the planet I shouldn't be having sex with. Nevertheless, this glorious moment was now seared into my brain.
Mia then moved under Stephanie, lay on her back and licked my cock from below as our older sister kept sucking me. I could see their breasts touching, four massive mounds of flesh rubbing against one another as they both pleasured me. After pulling away from my cock, Stephanie pushed my cock downwards and guided it in Mia's mouth. She took it as deep as she could, which was about halfway. When she closed her mouth and sucked hard, I cried out. They switched like this a few times, Mia licking my underside when it was Stephanie's turn.
Feeling my heady pleasure rising fast, I pulled away. Both my sisters looked at me in disbelief. I stared back at them, then shouted "What the fuck is going on?" They were frozen, nude and entangled in front of me. When I laughed, they joined in. I then said "Oh what do I care... If I'm dead and this is heaven, perfect! If I'm not and this is real, I'm going to enjoy it as fully as I can!"
They moved aside as I jumped on the bed and felt tremendously wonderful. I reclined on my own bed and saw them both coming close to me. When Mia kissed me on the lips, something we hadn't even done yet, I closed my eyes and felt as if I was instantly drunk. Her lips on mine were like fire and I felt like whatever was left to burn inside me suddenly ignited. Then Stephanie joined our kiss, our tongues twisting, our lips merging and sucking on each other's tongues...



Stephanie eventually turned her head around and looked at my cock. "I want that inside me... Mind if I go first, little sister?"
"Go ahead... You've always said that the eldest had to go first!" Mia said, grinning. "And you, big brother," she said, turning to me "do you want more of my lips or more of my milk?"
"Is that a trick question?" I asked, then gasped as I felt Stephanie's pussy upon my cock, then around then all the way down to its base. "Oh my fucking gods!" I swore.
"Shit! Damn this is big!" she replied, her eyes closed hard and her mouth open. She then placed her hands on my belly and pushed herself up before going back down again. I felt her insides shifting slightly on this second penetration, as if she'd gone deeper. "Fuck!" she cried out, her voice shaking. "Either my pussy was out of practice, or you're bigger than seven inches, little brother! Fuck! I should call you big brother from now on! It would be more fucking honest!"
I laughed in glee at her words, surprised to hear her swearing that much! Stephanie ever rarely swore, but now it was a flood! But it was nothing compared to the flood of sensations with which I as being overwhelmed. I felt like her pussy was a tight vice that was flooding every square inch of my cock with a deluge of pleasure. Taboo pleasure. This wasn't just any pussy, it was my big sister's pussy! The hot, well lubricated sheath that was stretching all around my shaft spasmed as it adapted to my size.
Mia straddled my belly as well, placing herself right in front of Stephanie. She leaned forward and brought her nipple just above my mouth. "Open wide Nik." She then guided her nipple downward and squeezed her breast, forcing a stream of milk to spurt and flow into my mouth.
Stephanie, behind her, still wasn't riding me very quickly. Instead, she reach over, grabbed Mia's other breast and tried to aim into my mouth as well. Given that she was moaning, breathing hard with each of her thrusts, she sprayed my entire face with Mia's milk. Mia then leaned forward even more and used both her breasts to smother my face and spread the milk all over my skin. As I was shaking under her, overwhelmed again by her breasts and milk, she whispered "Do you want to taste my pussy, big brother?"
Did I ever! I managed to say "yes" from between her massive breasts, and soon she was up and crawling forward. Her pussy was coming closer and closer while I could see the fine darker hairs of what little remained of her bush. She wasn't in a teasing mood now and simply lowered her pussy upon my wide opened mouth. I had tasted her milk and her mouth, and now I was tasting the last of the three things a brother was never supposed to taste. And it was wonderful. Absolutely wonderful.
Only one of my girlfriends, strangely enough, had allowed me to suck her pussy. Two had been open about sex, but only one of them would let me go down there. Clearly, as if I'd needed another proof, Mia wasn't close minded about this. As I lapped her up, mostly to taste her at first, I was very pleasantly surprised: she tasted a lot better than my last girlfriend. She was as delicious down here as her lips and milk had been. And that's when Stephanie, finally adjusted to my size, began to truly ride me.
I don't think I could have felt any better than right now, consumed physically and mentally by a storm of completely unexpected sensations. Less than 30 minutes ago, all I had dared to hope was that I could see more of my sister's breasts and maybe taste her milk from a cup.
And here I was, being fucked by both of my sisters in my own bed. Mia was grinding me more and more intensely and I could feel her shaking upon me as she began to groan. At one point she said "Keep going... keep going Nik, yes, right there, don't stop, don't move, don't change a thing, just... Argh! Gods! More, more, just a bit—" and she cried out in pleasure, climaxing above me.
She trembled upon me, alternating between moving slightly upwards and grinding her pussy hard on my mouth. Suddenly she screamed very hard and fast and I felt a gush of her juices all over my lower face. Looking up, I saw her two large breasts swinging and bouncing right above me, drops of milk falling everywhere. Mia began shaking a lot more now, and she grabbed the head of the bed for balance with one hand and my head with the other. She pulled me hard against her pussy as she came and came. Eventually she pulled away from me and crashed on the bed next to us.
I could suddenly see Stephanie again and marvelled at the sight of my beautiful sister calmly impaled on my cock, her own large breasts bouncing. I looked at her and said "Come here, I want to kiss you again." She grinned and complied and we kissed for a long time as I caressed her fine ass with both my hands. After a sweet while, I said "Come up here... I wanna taste you as well!"
She moaned as she pulled away from my cock, and was grinning as she took Mia's place over my face. I was still covered with my little sister's juices as I felt my older sister's hot pussy against my lips. Her pussy was distinctly different in looks, shape and taste, and Stephanie wanted something different than Mia. She guided me with her hand on my chin and with a few well-timed moans, letting me know what I wanted.
Just as I was grinning against her pussy, glad to give my hard cock a break, I felt Mia empaling herself upon it. I felt her really dropping hard and fast, and despite her well lubricated pussy I felt her muscles stretch around me. She cried out in sharp pain, then pushed out a long hard moan as she got used to my size. And then she was riding me. As she did, Stephanie pulled up, twisted around and sat back on my face. I couldn't see much except her nice ass, but could hear them kissing. Neither of them knew, they'd had no reason to know before today, but this was my favorite threesome position.
Right then a pulse of pleasure reminded me that climaxes were caused by both physical and psychological pleasure. I was being floored by both. First, Mia's tight pussy around my cock was a delight, and her rhythm was in sync with what I liked, and Stephanie's pussy on my mouth was as exciting for me as it obviously was for her. And second, it was my first threesome, with my two sisters to boot! Either one of these things would have brought me to a powerful and immediate climax on their own.
I couldn't really tell Mia that I was cumming, and hoped that my frantic bucking inside her was a clear enough signal. Either way, she didn't pull away. She just rode me harder. I moaned into Stephanie's pussy as I heard Mia crying out at the same time. "Steph! Nik's cumming inside me! Oh fuck! I feel him spasming! I feel his sperm flowing into me! Shit! That is insanely good!"
She screamed a few more times until I felt her own pussy changing, getting both hotter and tighter. I felt the entire bed being rocked as she rode me harder. I barely felt her legs moving and guessed that she was riding me while squatting, giving her better leverage. The damned nymph was coming a second time in less than five minutes!
When Mia shouted out her pleasure, it triggered Stephanie. She ground her pussy and clit hard against my tongue, and all I could do was stay there, pressing my tongue back against her. I felt overpowered, pressed roughly against my pillow, buffeted by her pussy and inner thighs as she joined her sister in cries of pleasure. I was still pumping whatever remained of my cum inside my sister, and could feel some of her milk, or was it her juices, on her thighs as I held her.
Eventually, we all quieted down and my shrivelled cock slipped out of Mia's pussy as she dropped next to me. Both my sisters now had their heads on my shoulders as I held them tight. We remained that way for long minutes, regaining our breaths and most of our sanity. I could feel a lone drop of milk making its way down form my chest to my belly before sliding down around my side. I was grinning like an idiot, and knew that I probably would do so for days on end... Mia said "Steph, think we can bring that cock back to life?"
"No doubt, little sister."
"Indeed..." I said. "But wait a bit before trying, it'll give better results. Of course, if you two were to kiss right there above me, that would probably help things along...
Both my sisters looked at each other, then at me and said "Pervert!" We were all laughing until they did, in fact, start kissing right there over my chest. And my cock, as if on cue, began rising again for round two!
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"Can you do a striptease if there's nobody to look at you for miles around?" wondered Milla as she tried her best to make it happen. The tall blonde was finally enjoying the summer sun and the warm grass under her bare feet. In this very secluded valley, right next to the log cabin she had rented for the week, she turned her car's speakers way up and began dancing on one of her favorite tunes, Chris deBurg's Patricia the Stripper. It was perfect.
She wasn't wearing much to begin with, but she had a very strict nude policy when she was here. So as she stretched and took deep breaths, the air sweet from its passage in the forest nearby, she began dancing to the tune, stripping her clothes like Patricia. Her loose, white blouse was the first to go, softly falling on the grass. Twisting around, she unclipped her bra and let the wonderful blue lace join her blouse.
Her breasts, finally freed from their confines, seemed to glow in the sun. In the bright heat, the fine beads of sweat sparkled as the bra's marks on her skin started to fade. Instead, a clear red flush was infusing her skin, the glow of a healthy young woman as nude as she was meant to be. Milla, still dancing, slipped her hands from her belly to those breasts, massaging them a second before releasing their flesh back to the dance and the sun. Only a bit more than ten years old, her breasts were riding high and glorious. Always proud, even when demurely confined, they were now cheerful and sprightly under the sun. Right now they felt like wild horses being allowed to finally ride and fly over the land.
After releasing them, her hands kept going up around her neck to release her hair from the high ponytail. A blonde explosion suddenly spread all around her as she twisted. She had chosen to use a pine-scented shampoo this morning, and now the fragrance felt right. Her very long tresses and locks cascaded down into soft and indolent curls from being wound up tight too long. As they were set free they gradually lengthened and straightened. Usually perfectly straight, summer humidity usually gave them that wild, untamed look, a chaotic blend of straight and curled locks intermingled.
Her hands moved back down again, slipping against her breasts and lower until her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her hot pants. A second later the red pants were pushed down, sliding smoothly along her skin, unhindered by cumbersome panties she had decided not to wear. A blessed watcher, sitting on the little bench on the cabin's porch, would have seen her buttocks being compressed and released as Milla's ass was revealed in a wave of flesh. Pale white under the sun, the small of her back surged into lovely buttocks, the envy of many of her teammates on the college running team.
On the other hand, a watcher hidden in the bushes directly across would have been equally as blessed. Her blonde bush, a soft fuzz of pale golden hair, was glowing like her hair, as if in direct communion with the sun above. Like the skin of her breasts, the marks left by the elastic around her waist slowly disappeared as she kept dancing, and pretty soon Milla was nothing more than a fantastic whirlwind of white skin and golden hair, at one with nature.
Eventually the song ended and Milla laughed as she was breathing hard form her dancing, spectator-less striptease. Marshalling her patience as she unpacked her stuff for the week, she finally reached the cooler and the bottle of very cold iced-tea that was waiting for her. This time the music was only in her head, but as she walked out of her cabin again towards the lake, Milla still felt like dancing.
She loved the city and the intense life there, but this special week every July was sacred. She had grown in a small village, and had spent many summers in a nudist colony less than an hour drive away from her home. She even managed to handle her puberty in the colony! To this day, nudity was still a way of living for her. Unfortunately, it's hard to do so in a big city, and this cabin was her very precious refuge from the stigmas erroneously associated with nudity and nudism.
Her eyes closed and her feet in the water, Milla opened her arms and let the sun caress her skin. She felt the fire, earth, water and air encircling her fully, gathering her in their embrace. The midsummer celebrations in her city, last week, had left her feeling down. Nothing more than a alcohol filled party and loud music that left most of her friends confused and drowsy... Midsummer was supposed to make you feel bright, alive and burning with desire!
This year she was single, but she well remembered last year's midsummer. Her boyfriend, drunk and barely conscious, had pawed at her breasts, hoping for more. By the time Milla had gotten up from the bed and turned around to begin what she knew would turn into a big quarrel, her boyfriend had fallen asleep. "At least," the blonde thought now, smiling a year later, "he was one of the only two boyfriends who let me use my strap-on on them..."
Now grinning as she savored the memories, she threw her thermos on the little beach and ran into the lake until it claimed her. The water was quite cold, but the tingle she felt between her legs had nothing to do with that. Images and memories came up, and Milla saw herself kneeling behind her boyfriend, slowly pushing a silicon cock into his ass. While she hadn't felt a thing from the strapped-on cock itself, her mind had been reeling with exquisite sensations. "Maybe he had been drunk that night as well..." she remembered with a renewed smile.
Later, all dried up on the beach, she thought about her last twelve months as a young celibate woman. She was still in college and as a bright, gorgeous blonde woman, she had a lot of suitors. None of them had sparked anything intense or serious in her, and aside form a few one night stands, she had remained alone. Sometimes, she thought sardonically, some of those one night stands were not even as satisfying as her own fingers. At least, she always had those... those and her little secret box.
Thinking about that box, Milla remember that she'd added something extra in there before leaving. Getting up, she ran to the cabin to get it. Again, if there had been any lucky watcher, they would have seen just about all of Milla's natural grace as she ran smoothly on the balls of her feet. Her lean thighs made her buttocks dance as her breasts followed the rhythm and her hair whipped around on the same triumphant beat.
Now kneeling beside her bed and realizing just how silly her reflex of hiding her box was here, she pulled it from under the frame and placed it on the mattress. At first, this little box of toys had been quite small. Over the years, as more and bigger toys joined them, she had had to change it. Smiling unconsciously as she keyed in the code, she finally opened it.
Inside were all of her favorite toys, including that wonderful strap-on, but those toys were not what she was looking for. Not yet. Instead she looked for and found another small, nondescript black box. Once again she was running, this time back to the lake, her naughty box of toys left opened on her bed. Sitting on the water's edge, Milla opened the box with a smile. From it, she first pulled a pair of wickedly sharp scissors. She had been looking forward to this moments for weeks now.
A long time ago, on a dare from her boyfriend, she had completely shaven her pussy. Completely. With her boyfriend, in her parent's bathroom while they were away, she had begun shaving her pussy, something she had never done before. In the end she had even allowed him to shave her all the way down below around her anus.
On all fours in the bath, with him and his erection behind her, she had remained very still as he had cut and shaved every remaining hair between her legs. Minutes later they would have the best sex of their entire three-months relationship, and during those long hours the boy had become the first one to not only eat her pussy but even tickle her asshole with his tongue. .
She hadn't kept her bush shaven for long and had almost forgotten about that episode until a couple of months ago when one of her teammates revealed, in the showers, that she had completely shaven her bush. Milla had laughed and playfully teased her with the others, but she also remembered the fun she had had with that young man.
Now on her private little beach, she began cutting off most of her bush with the scissors. Once that was done she pulled out her electric razor and shaved almost every remaining stubble and hair. Laughing as she positioned herself on all fours, Milla tried to shave everything off. When she thought she had everything, she sat back down and reached for the final object in the box, a real old-school razor.
She knew that this was the best way of achieving the result she wanted, but she hadn't done it since that time all those years ago. The razor itself was special. That first time around with this lucky boyfriend, she had used her father's razor. That was now out of the question, and would feel very strange. Luckily, a few years ago she had stolen one of her boyfriend's razor, a beautiful and very old piece of steel and ivory. "The bastard deserved a lot worse than that!" she still thought today. She kept it very sharp and shaved her legs and armpits with it from time to time. It was perfect for the finishing touch today.
Gently, with some foaming soap, she removed everything the electric razor had left. Slowly, as she had all the time in the world here, she ended up on all fours again trying her best to make her as smooth and flawless as possible. Feeling with her fingers, she couldn't find any stubble left, and decided to stop. To stop shaving at least. All this prodding and touching with those delicious memories were enough to increase Milla's temperature. Before giving into the pleasure, she looked down at her and felt even more naked than usual. Maybe, from now on, that would be her way to be "naked" even when fully dressed?
Milla realized that she had been caressing her skin, lips and clit for a lot longer than was necessary. The soap was long gone, replaced already by traces of her juices. After teasing herself in such a way, Milla slipped a finger inside and felt shivers running all over her skin. Without a doubt, she was not a clitoral woman; she needed something inside her. That was probably the origin of her fascination with dildos and strap-ons. Opening her eyes despite the pleasure, she suddenly remembered one of the dildos she had brought.
Slowly, because she still had all the time in the world, Milla walked back to the cabin and to her room. There, shamelessly opened on the bed was her box of toys. Fumbling around, pushing aside her plugs and silicon vagina, she found the dildo she was looking for. Six inches of penetrating length, a very adequate four and a half inch circumference, this red dildo was one of her favorite. Not the biggest, not by a long shot, but for her first orgasm of the week it would do perfectly. Besides, after weeks of full-time hard work and no play, she was not at all ready for the biggest one... that would come later.
Milla walked out of her room, the dildo hanging from her mouth like others would carry a cigar, and looked around for a nice spot. Later she would enjoy a few orgasms in the sun, but right now she didn't feel like bringing the extra lube she would need. At high noon, she sun and wind would dry her juices too fast. Walking by the kitchen, she saw her favorite stool, and knew she would be going there soon, but not yet. Instead, the absurdly large and soft couch in front of the fireplace would be perfect.
As she lay down, legs opened wide and her ass on the edge of the couch, she felt and anticipatory thrill. All relaxed now, she began playing with the dildo in her mouth, coating it with as much saliva as she could. It had been more than six months since she'd had a real penis in her mouth, and this quasi-foreplay reminded her just how much she liked sucking and fucking actual cocks. Closing her eyes she forgot about those past cocks and focused on her very present need and future climax.
When the dripping tip of her dildo touched her clitoris, her pelvis pushed up against it involuntarily. As she slipped it lower and lower, she felt her large lips opening around it, adding more lube to her red lover. The over-the-top silicon veins felt good against her flesh, especially when she began rotating the dildo. Bending forward a bit, she spat one last gob of saliva on its tip. Despite having all the time in the world, Milla soon reversed her grip, felt the suction cup in the palm of her hand and pushed it slowly but firmly all the way inside her. Arching her back and pushing her wonderful breasts up in the process, she tilted her head back against the couch and moaned her first of many moans.
Keeping the dildo perfectly still, Milla smiled and took a deep breath. Then she looked down at her breasts, trapped as they were between her arms, and wondered if sexual pleasure made them grow. She vaguely remembered hearing about something like this. Slipping one her hands up she grabbed and mauled one of them, feeling her flesh responding. "Do I have big breasts?" she wondered again, a question that has been dogging her for years after they stopped growing.
Half of her bras were D cups, which is pretty big, yet the other half were C cups, which she filled nicely. Then again, some of the C cup bras she tried at the store were too small to contain her while some of the Ds made her feel really small... One of her friends, who couldn't be wearing anything bigger than a B cup, told her that the real test was a tit-fuck. Milla *could* manage to wrap her breasts around a cock, but only in some positions. Where did that leave her? Right now anyway, it left her in a delicious spell of pleasure on her couch.
Once again, a watcher hidden in the fireplace would have been granted a transcendent sight. At the apex between the two long and lean legs of this competition runner he would have seen a pearly smooth pussy and mound. Nowhere on this silky skin would he have seen even a hint of Milla's very fine golden hairs. Deeply speared and now hilted between the lips of this glistening and distended pussy, the red dildo seemed to be electrifying Milla's entire body.
Above this, the watcher would have seen a taught belly like a flat plain, from which two firm and proud breasts like mountains, who jutted and rocked as if driven by small earthquakes. Still above, the two peaks of those mountains made dizzying pale pink circles. All around her beautiful face and arms shone a halo or better yet, an aureola of blonde light, pale gold and almost silvery.
The shining nymph's moan were becoming louder and closer together, and all of a sudden she pushed the dildo as deep as it would go and got up from the couch. Keeping it firmly inside her by walking with her legs tight, she went to the kitchen and groaned as she saw the stool. At the end of the hallway leading there was a mirror covering the bathroom door. Completely keyed-up with pleasure, Milla saw herself walk in a strange, keep-the-dildo-inside gait, and grinned at her nude reflexion.
Right beside her though, the stool was waiting. Milla released her hold on her dildo and let it slide out gently before pulling it completely out. She then reversed it and stuck the suction cup on the stool, positioning it just right. Looking at it for a few seconds, like a feline about to pounce, Milla groaned again and took a deep breath. She her legs around the stool, lowered herself upon the cock and began riding it. Leaning forward against the counter at first, she slowly rose and and ended up slamming herself hard against the stool.
Wishing she had taken her larger dildo she nevertheless drove herself into a powerful climax. She could feel the red balls pushing against her lips and clit, but the deep sensations of the head parting her muscles and flesh was what she really wanted. Covered in sweat and still pushing and pulling, Milla's moans turned into groans then cries and finally to very loud, completely unbridled screams. Most of her past boyfriends had been surprised, some even shocked, at the power of Milla's climaxes. For her, it was just what waited for her at the end of this blissful road.
Taking her sweet time to come down from her orgasm, she slowed down and stayed on the dildo for a long time. Once again she thanked her strong legs, and smiled as she looked at them, seeing her muscles faintly outlined as they worked to drain every last bit of pleasure from her body. Eventually she pulled up and off completely, grinning at her faithful partner, still stuck and sticky on the stool.
Still and always nude she took the time to wash it properly in the sink, enjoying the last remaining tremors of pleasure that still coursed her veins. Throwing the dildo carelessly in the still opened box, Milla then ran outside at top speed, sprinted all along the pier and jumped as far as she could in the lake's water.
When she came back and broke the surface she was laughing out loud, enjoying the simple and raw pleasure her young body and life could offer her. As the cool water brought finally tamed her fires, she thought about her friend Angelica and the great time they were going to share together tomorrow. "Life can really be awesome sometimes..." she thought, imagining her gorgeous friend, completely naked, her massive breasts moving around as she massaged and equally naked Milla under the sun. "I can't wait!" she said out loud, laughing again.
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As much as she liked nature and was involved in many environmentalist organizations, Angelica couldn't deny that she loved road trips. Road trips in cars to be precise. Especially, if she really wanted to be precise, naked road trip in cars. So here she was driving down the highway in the deepest part of the night, completely naked in her car. The safety belt was somewhat of a bother, pressing down on one breast and pushing the other one sideways, but it was a small price to pay for the freedom she felt on the open road, naked in the middle of the night.
Looking at the clock, she knew she couldn't tarry; she had to get to the forest road before the sun came up. The people in the few cars she passed by couldn't see that she was naked right now. At most, if they cared to look long enough, they'd think that she was wearing a tank top with strings. But once the sun would start shining light all over the world, she'd be in trouble. So she pressed harder on the pedal, enjoying the speed, the road and the music.
She didn't really have to get up so early... 3 am certainly was an ungodly hour. But she had been looking forward to this trip for a while now, and she didn't have a lot of opportunities to drive naked. One of her friends once described her as a hardcore nudist, and far from insulting her, she thought that it fit pretty well. She would arrive at her friend's cabin very early, but Milla was a morning bird in any case. If ever her lack of sleep caught up with her during the day, she'd simply have to find the hammock she loved and lie there, dozing in the sun. Naked of course, as that was part of the deal the two friends had.
A couple of hours later Angelica saw the mountain and soon she was off the highway and driving on a well beaten dirt road. The last big truck to pass her had slowed down quite a bit, and Angelica guessed that he had been pleasantly surprised by her nudity. As the sun peaked through the trees, Angelica smiled. She didn't like voluntarily exposing herself in non-nudist situations, but she wasn't a prude either. In any case, if the driver had been offended, he wouldn't have slowed down...
On this rarely used dirt road, with the sun high enough to light everything, she knew that anyone she'd meet on the road would see her breasts. Since the likelihood of such a meeting on this road at this early hour was very low, she didn't worry about it. Indeed, half an hour later as she stopped the car next to Milla's rented cabin, she hadn't met anyone. The noise her car made was enough, in this very quiet place, to let Milla know she had arrived. Before she could even pull her bag from the trunk, she saw Milla walking towards her.
The feelings that took her when she saw her friend were mixed. Mostly, Angelica was very glad to see Milla. She really liked her, and had missed her quite a bit since their last meeting. Since they were going to spend the next couple of days together, all alone, Angelica should have been overjoyed. Yet, Angelica had only just recently made her peace with something that had been nagging her for a few years.
The feelings she had for her friends were more than friendship.
Angelica had been more or less attracted by Milla since the moment they met, but it had mostly been because of the blonde's remarkable beauty. As she looked at her walking naked in the green grass, Angelica was once again taken by her sheer physical presence. Overflowing blonde hair above and all over a stunning body, nice full breasts, smooth tummy, hips, ass and legs... Damn! Then again, if Milla's body had been the initial trigger, Angelica knew that her feelings now ran deeper than this.
Smiling broadly and sincerely, she nevertheless took a deep breath before hugging Milla. As their bodies touched, Angelica trembled and knew that she was in trouble. Milla was straight, had always been. While Angelica's sexual open-mindedness didn't bother her, discussions about it had never led to a similar confession on Milla's part.
As they talked, bringing her stuff to the cabin, Angelica smiled to herself; her friend still had that peculiar french accent, despite being born and raised in English. When she first met her, that affection had seemed strange and even worrisome to Angelica; who would decide to use such an accent? The fact that Milla was studying French literature wasn't an excuse!
But as the years went by, she simply accepted it and didn't think about it all that much. On the other hand, right now she couldn't stop staring and thinking about Milla's lovely ass as she walked in front of her. And that fully shaven bush! What was up with that? Shaking her head, Angelica took another breath and followed her friend inside.
***
Early that same morning, Milla woke up to the sound of birds singing. Last night's first masturbation had been glorious, and she knew she was going to enjoy a number of other such sessions before going back to the city. But today would be different; her long time friend Angelica would be coming to join her for two days. While they saw each other from time to time, this meeting was a very special occasion. Angelica was a trained and gifted massage therapist. The girls had met at the nudist colony years ago and had become fast friends. Soon they discovered that they both went to the same college, and their friendship grew from this first summer on.
As for why Angelica would drive all this way to give Milla a massage was an interesting story. About five years ago Angelica got into some bit of trouble at college and as luck would have it, her friend Milla had been able to help. Sometimes old boyfriends were useful; one of Milla's ex was now working in the dean's office, and he had agreed to modify Angelica's file. It was relatively risky, but Milla had been able to convince him easily. After all, she hadn't left him because sex with him had been bad...
Milla hadn't expected anything in return for this favour. But when she realized that Angelica was not going to accept it without reciprocating, she offered her a deal. "Come spend one day with me at my cabin, every summer, and give me a full day of massage." Angelica had laughed and agreed immediately. The ritual had begun the following summer and had happened every year since.
In her bed, looking outside her window to what promised to be another great summer day, Milla's hands reflexively reached for her bald pussy. Milla smiled, wondering about how Angelica would react. The two friends had seen each other naked countless times at the colony and a few times at each other's homes or apartments. Yet during all those years Milla had never been completely shaven.
Angelica shaved her armpits and her legs from time to time, as she understood that it was bad for her business, but nothing else. The dusky skinned woman had a remarkable bush that she let completely wild. She also liked to tease Milla when the blonde trimmed hers too much... "Oh well, she'll have to deal with it!" thought Milla with a smile.
Looking at her box of toys, Milla wondered if she was going to play with her toys before breakfast. "Maybe just my fingers and some lube?" she thought. Milla could become wet enough by herself, but she found that the extra and unique sensations of artificial lubes were nice in themselves.
Throwing the thin blanket on the floor to let the sun caress her body, she poured a large dollop of lube into her hand. Seconds later her first small moans broke the silence and set the tone for the day. Her moans eventually increased until she cried her pleasure as loud as she could, something else that she enjoyed doing out here, in the middle of nowhere. Her climax was delicious even though it had been very quickly reached.
Reaching lazily for the glass of water near her bed, Milla drank then stretched on her bed. A few lingering fingers still caressed her lips and she grinned again. Definitely, she really liked this smooth shaven skin. Finally getting up, Milla looked at herself in the mirror, smiling at the sight of her still glistening pussy, belly, upper thighs, inner thighs...
Caressing her breasts, she thought about her question from yesterday; were her breasts big, or just average? It had bugged her ever since her breasts started developing. Covering them with lube as she played with them and so threatening to rekindle the embers of her pleasure, she watched herself carefully.
"I wonder what Angelica thinks of them..." she asked herself, not for the first time. She knew her friend was bisexual, and actually leaned a lot more towards lesbianism. It had been strange at first, to be naked and so close with a lesbian, but it didn't bother her anymore. Angelica, in addition to being a radical nudist, was also a philosophy graduate.
She had convinced Milla that if such ideas bothered one person, then that person didn't really understand nudism. Nudism wasn't about sexuality at all. These days, Milla was nearly as convinced as her friend of that truth. Nearly. More than once she had felt her pussy tingle at the sight of some men.
"Could I dare ask her what she thinks of my breasts?" Milla laughed out loud at the thought. Yet, Angelica was the most open-minded person Milla had ever known. Nevertheless when she imagined talking about it with her friend, comparing their breasts and all, it felt very awkward. Especially, Milla had to admit to herself, since Angelica truly had large breasts. While they hadn't talked about their breasts many times, they had had a few conversations about bras. Regardless of how you looked at them or with what you wanted to compare them, if you wore 36E bras, you had large breasts. On the other hand, her own 32D and 34C bras left her right on the limit.
Reflexively, before getting out of her room, she looked around for her panties. Smiling, remembering that she had only brought one pair (to get here, and to get back out to the city), she got out of her room naked. It had been far too long since she had enjoyed a truly nude daily life. Sure, walking around naked in your apartment, with all the blinds and shutters closed, was nice enough.
But it felt more like a naughty pleasure than a way of life. "There was nothing wrong with naughty pleasures," Milla thought as she poured herself a tall glass of orange juice, "but one must not forget that being naked is just our natural state of being." Yet as she rubbed her fingers together, feeling the lube still there, Milla knew that being aroused was also a natural state for her. She knew that she was enjoying her yearly visits here as much for the time spent exploring her sexuality than for nudism itself.
Again, she wondered what Angelica would think about that... Not that Angelica wasn't a sexually awakened woman, far from it. The luscious mane of very long black hair, curly and screaming femininity, her always obvious breasts, the way she smiled, moved her hips as she walked... There was no denying it, Angelica was a bonfire, and she enjoyed the thrill of the chase and had enjoyed many lovers, both male and female. But she really didn't want to mix nudism and sexuality. Probably just on the basis of the concept itself; since nudism was often associated with licentiousness, Angelica argued too far on the opposite side.
After a quick shower, as she ate the last bite of her croissant, Milla heard Angelica's car approaching. Almost jumping out of her stool, she refrained from running all the way to her. Before she could really think about what she was doing, she hugged her friend, and was suddenly surprised; they had hugged countless times while dressed, but Milla realized that it was their first nude hug. Not the same... Not the same at all. Angelica didn't seem to mind, and in the rush of pleasure she soon forgot about it. She saw Angelica's eyes taking in her shaven pussy, but her friend didn't say a word.
Carrying one of her friend's bags inside, Milla tried to quiet her mind. She was very excited about her friend's visit. A bit too much, actually. Glancing behind her, she smiled at Angelica, taking in her friend's beauty. Her wild mane of hair seemed longer than she usually kept it, and even more luxuriant. So much so that Milla stopped walking and turned around. "Did you change anything?" she asked, looking at her friend.
"What?" Angelica replied. "I'm naked! What could I have changed?"
Milla laughed as she heard the answer. Looking up and down her friend's body, she insisted nonetheless. "I know, silly! But there's something different."
"Well, it only means that it's been too long since you saw a really beautiful woman!" Angelica laughed.
Milla laughed with her and turned back towards the house, shaking her head. She couldn't know that Angelica had just shaken her head at her mere moments before. "So," asked Angelica as they walked, "what's up with that shaven bush? Nude's good, but this is a bit much!"
"Argh! I knew you'd tease me about this..." Milla replied, faking an exhausted sigh. "I decided to do this yesterday, on the beach. I nearly shaved all the hair on my head as well!"
"Gods! Don't do that!" was Angelica's quick reply.
"Don't worry... those are there to stay."
"You look like a child... Turn around, let me look!" asked Angelica.
Milla did turn around, and let her friend look. She'd done it a few times in the past, and while Angelica hadn't seen it, she had always been intrigued. Now, as Milla looked at her friend staring at her, she felt strange, exposed. "Oh cut it out!" she laughed, turning around again.
Angelica laughed behind her. "Guess I'll have to call you Caryamia from now on... You really look like a child!"
"Caryamia? What does that mean?"
"It means little girl... Don't ask me in what language. I found it in an old novel. It seems to fit you now. Do you mind if I call you Caryamia?"
Milla turned her head around, grinned at her friend and winked. "As long as you still give me your wonderful massages, you can call me whatever name you like..."
"Don't worry Caryamia... I'm planning on having my hands all over you for my entire stay here..."
"Good!" Milla said as they entered the cabin.
As soon as she said the words, Angelica regretted them. "Damn!" she thought. "Why did I have to say that? At least, Milla didn't seem to understand the double meaning..." Once inside they unpacked some of Angelica's things, including her flute, an inflatable mattress for the lake and quite a few pillows, blankets and lubricants for massage. "Lubricants..." Angelica thought, abashed. "Oils! Not lubricants!"
It was barely past 8 o'clock and the girls decided to go for a morning swim. Despite the early hour, the sun and total absence of wind made for a relaxing and very warm time both in and out of the water. They spent an hour or two chatting, catching up on various subjects, both intimate and not. Both of them were still single, but they had a few lovers here and there. Milla, always curious about her friend's lesbian adventures, decided to ask the question she'd held back for a long time. "Angelica, I know it's a strange question, but when you're with women... don't you miss the... well, the man's er..."
"Their cock?" finished Angelica, grinning. "Well, yes, sometimes. It depends on the woman. With some, I don't even think about it or feel like something's missing. With others, it's an itch I can't scratch."
"Oh. I see."
"Why the question, suddenly?"
"No reason." said Milla, honestly. "I've been wondering about this for a long while, and never dared to ask it."
"What? You shy about sex?" Angelica laughed. "Got any more questions for me that you've been afraid to ask?"
"Probably..." replied Milla, a small smile on her lips.
"Shoot! Couldn't think of a better time!" Angelica replied, smiling.
As Milla asked her first question, Angelica was well aware of the potential risks of her invitation. The very pleasant conversation on the bank of the lake only confirmed what she already knew; she was pretty much in love with Milla. Had been for a while now.
She remembered how she had felt a year ago, on the long ride back to her home after her yearly visit here. She had spent the entire time trying to figure out if her feelings for Milla were lust or love. She tried her best, during the following weeks, to masturbate those feelings away. Yet instead of purging her of physical lust, every time she masturbated while thinking about Milla, her feelings intensified. Except for a few phone calls since, they hadn't been alone together.
As she talked about her sex life with a woman she loved and lusted after, there was a little voice inside Angelica's head that was screaming in alarm. Milla had no idea that Angelica felt anything more than friendship for her. So she was asking her questions without the faintest trace of inhibition. Angelica had invited to do so herself... "Did many lesbians use dildos?" "Was she a breast or ass lover?" "How did two lesbian decide who was the dominant in bed?" "Had she ever had a threesome?" and so on for a long while.
Some of her questions were pretty naïve, but Milla was obviously very curious. Also, if she didn't know any better, Angelica might have believed that Milla was leading her on. What was that about breasts or ass lover? Angelica knew that her friend was very self-conscious about her breasts... Angelica had nearly said that she thought Milla's breasts were stunning. And why ask her if she preferred blondes or brunettes? If Angelica had been asked that in a bar, she would immediately know that the other woman was flirting with her. And why oh why had she replied, "Blondes, of course..."
When Milla finally exhausted her reserve of questions, they got up and headed back to the cabin for a bite to eat. Looking at her friend's ass again, Angelica had a very vivid image of herself taking a bite out of that ass. Laughing out loud at the thought, she had to mumble and explanation when Milla asked what was so funny.
Angelica knew she was excited, could even feel the warmth between her legs. Taking deep breaths, looking at everything but her friend's body as it shone with fine sweat, she tried to clear her mind. It was not the first time she'd had feelings for a straight woman, and she knew she could deal with it.
After their meal, sitting lazily in the huge sofa, Milla said, "I think it's time for my first massage, wouldn't you agree?" Smiling, Angelica agreed. A few minutes later she had set-up her table outside in the full midday sun. As she went to her bag to get her bottle of oil and the handy leather belt that held it against her hip for easy access, Angelica heard Milla going outside.
Alone in the room, she took a few seconds to look around and saw Milla's box of toys. Angelica grinned. It wasn't the first time she'd seen it and while she knew what it was for, she didn't know exactly what was in it. She should have asked about it earlier, when Milla asked her all of those intimate questions.
As she got out of the cabin, she briefly paused when she saw Milla on the table. She was just gorgeous, amazingly sexy, doing nothing but lying there on her belly. Her golden, glowing hair was falling around the table, swaying gently in the breeze. The arch of her back and swell of her nice buttocks were backlit by the sun, creating a very fine line of light all the way down her legs to her feet.
Even her feet were nice, as she looked at them while Milla was rubbing one against the other. Taking a deep breath, Angelica knew she was about to give one of the hardest massages of her life. Her pussy was already pulsating, her nipples were hardening and she hadn't even put a single hand upon that golden skin.



Milla turned her head, looking at her with a bright smile. When she frowned, Angelica suddenly worried that Milla had seen the lust in her eyes, or the hard nipples despite the heat. Releasing her breath when Milla smiled, Angelica walked towards her friend. As she did, Milla said, "I know you sometimes do massages naked, but did you know how much this belt looks like a garter belt, and this excess length looks like an untied suspender?"
Angelica stopped walking and looked down at herself. Laughing, she nodded. "You're right! And no, I've never noticed it. Hopefully nobody else did!"
The light mood, as the two girls laughed together, helped Angelica to clear her mind for a few moments. But as soon as her hands touched her friend's skin, all of her professional experience and training evaporated. "What's wrong with me?" she thought, aware of the fact that she had massaged Milla countless times in the past, without any problems at all.
Each and every time she had been fascinated by her beauty, had definitely felt some lust as she did it, but today... Once more she looked at Milla's ass and had to resist the temptation to bury her face between those buttocks. She did her best to concentrate as she felt every inch of that pale gold skin under her fingers and palms.
At one point, when she used her forearms to massage her legs, she leaned forward over Milla and very nearly kissed her thigh. She knew that the elbow massage on the thighs was one of Milla's favorite moves, and she had to do it. But damn, it was hard to concentrate! She knew that her own body was hot, not just warm, and that she was beginning to sweat. Closing her eyes, taking yet another deep breath, Angelica did her best to survive the following hour.
Midway through the massage, she paused; it was time to ask Milla to turn on her back. Sighing, she asked. Her friend woke from a relaxed daze and turned around. When Milla closed her eyes with a faint smile as soon as she was settled, she gave Angelica exactly what she wanted, and feared. Standing there, looking at her friend's body glowing in the sun, Angelica knew she could look and stare as long as she wished. She began with Milla's feet, trying not to look up at her thighs, pussy, soft belly and breasts. Or even her calves, hips, arms or that glorious mane of blonde hair overflowing down the table.
For a while it worked. Milla had pretty nice feet, but Angelica hadn't the faintest trace of a foot fetish, so it was safe. On the other hand, she knew she was stealing glances at her friend's completely shaven pussy. Normally Angelica hated that new fad. But now... Now, as she moved upwards on Milla's calves and thighs, she simply couldn't take her eyes away from that nude pussy. The long silence becoming too heavy, Angelica tried to change tactic and asked her friend, "So, what's up with that shave?" She tried keeping her tone light and probably succeeded.
Milla opened her eyes, grinning. "I knew you'd ask about it... Well, I don't have any deep philosophical reasons for it my dear. It just crossed my mind yesterday. I did it on the bank, under the sun."
"Hmm, impulsive decision? That's sooo not like you Caryamia!" Angelica replied, laughing.
Milla laughed with her friend. "Haha! Touché! But I swear Angelica... you really should try it. You may be offended by what I'm about to say, but you've never been as naked as I am right now..."
"Ha! that's not right... It's just that you have a convoluted notion of nudity. Nudity is not showing skin, it's showing your body for what-"
"Oh I know Angelica..." Milla interrupted her friend. "But you know that feeling when you remove all your clothes after a long day and sit in a couch? That amazing and liberating feeling that you're finally all naked? Well, shaving my pussy had that effect for me..." Milla paused, closed her eyes yet grinned as she said, "Aren't you game? I could lend you my razor."
Angelica laughed at her friend's weak attempt at goading her. She simply shook her head, smiling. "Well, you know that won't work... But I do confess that it's not all that bad. In fact, Karina, one of my old lovers, would have loved it. She tried to convince me to shave mine, in vain... She really tried her best! If you ever meet Karina, don't mention it, or let her see your pussy! She'll spend the rest of the day trying to seduce you!"
Laughing, Milla said, "I'll try and remember this if I do meet her. But I wouldn't worry; if any woman could ever seduce me, it would be you."
Surprised, shocked even, Angelica replied in as calm a voice as she could muster, "Thanks... That's the strangest compliment I ever received!" Looking at her friend's body on the table, it was all she could do to refrain from opening Milla's thighs and eating her shaven pussy until she came!
Angelica tried to clear her mind. But to her surprise the mental image of shaving her pussy with Milla next to her out there on the bank seemed appealing. Immediately her mind tried to rationalize it. Milla was right; she had never tried it. What's the worst that could happen? If she didn't like it she'd simply have to let it grow back... And all those people at the colony that would see it, well they'd just have to deal with it. A few minutes later, in the silence, Angelica simply said, "Ok, I'll try it."
Milla smiled as she heard the answer, then settled down to enjoy the massage. And think about what had happened during the the last hour. Earlier, just before the massage when Milla had seen Angelica walking out of the cabin, the first thought that had crossed her mind was that Angelica had decided to wear a garter belt. A moment later she had recognized her friend's massage harness. She had laughed as she had made the comment, but now admitted to herself that for that brief moment, something had stirred inside her. The sight of Angelica walking towards her dressed in an overtly sexy way had, for the very first time, kindled something new.
During the flood of questions she had asked her friend earlier, Milla had found herself extremely intrigued and fascinated by the answers. Sometimes Milla allowed herself to fantasize about a threesome with another woman, and even had a few lesbian fantasies. But never had the thought of actually living them even crossed her mind. But now... It was as if Angelica's answers had removed a veil, revealing a very real world of love and lust between women.
When Angelica had replied, "Blonde, of course..." with that smile, Milla had been shocked. Not by the answer, but by the way her body reacted to the answer. She had been absentmindedly playing with one of her very own blonde locks as she asked, and laughed with Angelica. Usually, she never really thought about Angelica's bisexuality, nor the possibility that her friend could be attracted to her. She knew Angelica thought she was beautiful and desirable; an intoxicated evening a few years ago had made that pretty clear. Yet now, for the first time, she really thought about it.
After the harness-garter belt comment, Milla had looked right into Angelica's eyes as her friend walked towards her. And there it had been. Angelica could argue, dissemble and play devil's advocate with the best of them in a discussion, but she couldn't hide her eyes. In that brief moment, maybe three seconds before she was too close to look, Milla had seen desire in her friend's eyes. Yet more than simple lust.
That one discovery had changed everything for Milla. It was not because it had bothered her; she had many male friends whom she knew for a fact were in love with her. As long as they kept those feelings for themselves it wasn't an issue. And Angelica had never revealed anything. Anything at all.
No, what had changed was how Milla felt. In her little box of toys she had male masturbator; an awful name for a fake pussy. She'd bought it to play with one of her boyfriends a while ago. Since then, during the few times when she fantasized about having sex with women, she'd grab it and imagined that she was eating a real pussy. Or feeling one against her own.
Right now, lying on the table with her head sideways, looking right at Angelica's very real pussy, her imagination went into sudden overdrive. Her faceless and nameless female lover was suddenly very real, in the naked flesh right next to her. "Oh dear Gods..." she thought. "Now is the very worst possible time to be thinking about this."
When Angelica had placed her hands upon her, with all that lube, Milla had had to contain a strange laugh. She had wanted to express and contain pleasure, she had felt nervous and lustful all at the same time. Yet as time went on, Milla had relaxed knowing that Angelica had no idea what was going on in her mind. Nevertheless, Milla had stolen quite a few glances at her friend's pussy and ass as she moved around her, something she had never done in the past. Well, maybe not never, she admitted to herself. But never this often, nor this intensely.
When Angelica had asked her to turn around, she knew she had to be careful. Her pussy had already been moist, and she'd had to clear her head of any stray thought. Angelica hadn't been about to massage her there, but since she was shaven, it was quite possible that, if ever she became really wet, that it would be visible. Oh dear... When she had briefly rubbed her breasts after having them squashed under her, she had realized that her nipples were hard. Despite the warmth.
After a relatively long silence, Milla had been thankful when Angelica had begun talking. Yet when she had understood that Angelica had wanted to talk about her pussy, Milla had known she was in trouble. She had done her best to try and control her voice. Then, to her dismay, she had somehow said to Angelica that she was the only woman who could ever seduce her. "Damn it, what's wrong with me?" she had thought, half angry and half ready to laugh at herself.
As she was still reeling from this, Angelica said that she wanted to shave her pussy. Milla didn't know it, but the image that appeared in her mind, of her and Angelica shaving her pussy on the bank, was very nearly the same that Angelica herself was having. For the first time in her life, she wanted to see another pussy. Another pussy naked. In fact, she specifically wanted to see Angelica's pussy naked.
A deep breath later, she tried her best to think of something else, anything else. When she heard the strange, wet sound of Angelica's empty bottle of lube, she thought she'd have a few minutes alone to gather herself and clear her mind. Boy was she wrong. Instead of a quiet moment, she found herself staring at Angelica's curvy body as she walked towards the cabin.
The long and thick curly mane of brown hair, the delicate line of her waist and that ass... Her eyes devoured the very nice buttocks of her friend, with her smooth dark skin, generous hips and that line beneath the round flesh... The apple of her ass, that line between the buttocks and the thigh, appeared and disappeared with her every step, making her ass melt into her thigh then reform. That wave of flesh on each side, each mesmerizing, each mouth watering...
Despite her wild sexual creativity with her boyfriends, despite her toys and all the rest, Milla realized that she hadn't explored every facet of her sexuality. She was now burning inside for a woman, like she had only burned for men before. In the few moments she had while Angelica was out of her sight, Milla wondered if she should put and end to the massage.
But then Angelica got back out, a goddess walking on the earth's green grass. With that mane of hers pushed back by the breeze, Milla could see her friend's breasts in all their glory. They were big, nicely proportioned to her frame, and right now they seemed to be dancing with her every step. The bounce was just flawless. Usually, women with large breasts had to find bras that were just firm enough to give that magic bounce. Milla cherished the bras that did that for her. But Angelica seemed to have breasts that did this naturally. If Milla didn't know, better, she'd wonder if they were fake. But they were not fake... They were glorious.
Looking down, overlooking the soft belly with just enough of a curve, Milla's eyes fell onto her friend's pussy. Her mouth opened slightly, barely believing what she felt. Broken out of her reverie by Angelica's fumble, she saw her friend trip on the brach of a bush and drop the bottle of oil she was unwrapping.
Milla saw Angelica, without even thinking about, drop on all fours and reach inside the shrubbery to try and get her bottle. Milla, unable to turn away, had a perfect view of Angelica's ass, pussy and asshole. The thought that her friend did shave part of her bush passed fleetingly through her mind; she had no hair on her inner thighs, nor around her anus.
But soon a firestorm bloomed inside her mind as she sat up on the table to get a better view. She began breathing deeper and faster, knew that her heart was beating faster as well. Cutting through all the surprise and hesitation, the image she saw in her mind was very, very clear. For the first time in her life she thought about using her strap-on on a woman, this woman. Right now. When Angelica finally got up, Milla quickly turned around and lay back down on her belly. She feared that Angelica would notice the warmth of her body, notice her increased breathing or the glistening of her pussy. As Angelica returned, Milla tried smiled innocently, but doesn't say a word.
Because she was so focused on her predicament, Angelica only realized that she was offering quite the view to Milla as she straightened up. A bit self-conscious, as there were limits to nudism, she grinned as she walked towards the table. She was surprised to see that Milla was now back on her belly, and glad that she most likely hadn't seen a thing.
It was strange though, as Milla usually loved when she worked on the front of her thighs, her belly and even pectorals. Few massage therapists agreed to work on the pectoral muscles of women, and those who did were usually uncomfortable doing it. Or, for male therapist, some of them wanted to do it a bit too much... Usually Angelica didn't mind doing it, but today, if Milla didn't want it, all the better.
Sadly, what little hope Angelica had of getting through this massage all-right vanished as soon as soon as she put her hands back on her friend's skin. She really tried her best: closing her eyes, trying to do it while thinking about something else, imagining that Milla was one of her ugly clients... Nothing was working. She was just about ready to confess everything to her friend, apologizing for the fact that she couldn't do it. And it's then that her hand slipped too far across Milla's back and she ended up feeling most of her friend's breast under her fingers.
Angelica was already hot, covered with a fine sheen of sweat, her heart was pumping faster than usual, her nipples were erect and her pussy warming up way too fast. When she felt the side of her friend's breast under her hand, warm and soft and intoxicating, every one of those things catalyzed. Before she could stop herself, she pulled her hand away and slid it all the way down her back until she stopped it on Milla's ass. She had touched and massaged it often, even in the last hour. This was different.
She had heard Milla's small gasp when she had touched her breast, but the blonde hadn't moved, nor talked. Now, as her fingertips slid just a bit too far between her buttocks, Angelica heard her friend's intake of air. But immediately after the surprise, she heard Milla moaning and felt her arching her ass against her hand. In a fraction of a second everything changed and Angelica pushed her fingers deeper, sliding directly against Milla's pussy. Milla moaned again and Angelica whispered, "Oh Caryamia..."
Angelica closed her fingers around Milla's bald pussy, feeling her friend's lips, surprised at their warmth and wetness. Angelica smiled as she realized that she hadn't seduced an innocent girl against her will. By this simple contact, Angelica learned that Milla had been fighting her own feelings all through this massage. For a long while, Milla moaned and pushed back against Angelica's hand, but didn't turn her head, keeping it firmly in the table's hole. As Angelica's mind managed to emerge from the overwhelming sensations and surprise, she began wondering why Milla hadn't turn around.
While she was doing her best to pleasure her friend and beginning to discover what she liked most, Angelica moved sideways and crouched. Very close to Milla's head, she whispered, "Are you sure about this my love?" She had never called her that before, and now did so on purpose. In this position she had less control over her hand and fingers, and Milla, instead of replying, grabbed her forearm and pulled her back to where she had been.
Smiling, Angelica stood up and focussed her entire being into pleasuring Milla as best she could. It didn't take long. Clearly, Milla had been keyed up and excited for a long while. Probably the entire massage. Angelica watched, amazed, her hand disappearing between the cheeks of Milla's amazing ass. She saw it pushing upwards, arching into the most mesmerizing flesh she had ever seen.
With her other hand, she kept massaging it, but now it was very different. She was drunk of the feeling of Milla's muscles, flesh and skin between her fingers, seeing the wave of flesh as she slipped her hand up and down. She even dared to graze her anus with her thumb, knowing that it was one of Milla's little fetish.
As soon as she did, she felt and heard her friend's climax hitting her. Even though she had both her hands on her skin and was the cause of this orgasm, Angelica was blown by the sight of Milla's body while she climaxed. She already found her very beautiful, but had never seen her this alive, this brightly exploding in lust and pleasure. Trying to match the intensity of the fading pleasure with her fingers, Angelica allowed Milla as much time as her body needed, helping her to stretch her orgasm as long as possible.
"Oh by all the dearest Gods..." were Milla's first words.
"Glad you liked it..." was Angelica's lightly spoken answer, uncertainty clear in her voice.
Milla finally lifted herself from the table and twisted on her side, supporting her head with her hand. Looking straight into Angelica's eyes with a languorous smile, she said, "Oh my dear friend... Why haven't we done this before?"
Angelica was taken aback by the question. "What? It's because you're straight!" she replied, laughing.
"Haha! Damn! I'm not anymore!... Or at least I don't think I am." After a pensive pause, she added, "How long have you been wanting to do this?"
"Would it be cliche to say that it was from the moment I met you?"
"Damn... I'm sorry it took me so long." Milla replied.
"Oh well, it's not the first time I've fallen in love with a straight woman!" When Milla paused and didn't answer, Angelica realized just what she had actually said. "Oh fuck..." she said, getting up and pacing, "did I really say that?"
"Yes you did..." said Milla, getting up and taking Angelica in her arms for a long hug. "But we'll leave that part for later... Tonight with a bottle of wine?" Instead of giving Angelica time to reply, Milla said, "For now, all I want to think about is how I want to fuck you. That orgasm was wonderful!"
Trying to hold on to the rocking boat this conversation had turned into, Angelica replied, "Well, you can't be a lesbian massage therapist and not get good at this..."
Milla laughed, hugged her friend again and kissed her on the lips. "Hmmm, I know I'll want more of these too!" she finished by kissing her quickly again. "But now, I want to throw you on my bed and take you, take all of you!"



Angelica nodded, overwhelmed, unable to think of anything else to say or do. Milla grabbed her hand, pulling her towards the cabin. Angelica, following obediently, could barely understand that this was actually happening. She had spent the last few hours tormented by her feelings for Milla, and she was now being led to her bed after being promised intense sexual pleasure. As fast as her mind was, it was now reeling.
Inside, Milla drew Angelica directly into her room and just about tossed her on her bed. She wanted this, wanted this very badly. Nevertheless, she knew she was riding a wave of uncontrolled lust and passion. She'd never been able to admit to herself that she felt something more than disinterested aesthetic pleasure when looking at Angelica's body. And now, for reasons she couldn't quite understand, on this beautiful summer day, her feelings broke through. When Angelica's hand touched her breasts, something changed. And then she had touched her between the legs...
Looking at her friend as she removed her leather belt on her bed, Milla could scarcely believe how powerful her desire was. She had been taken by surprise by her own feelings, some of which she had never dared to explore. Ideas and positions now swarmed her mind, and she didn't know where to begin.
She wanted to throw herself at Angelica and eat her pussy, that wonderful pussy that would be her first. Then again she wanted to take her time. Yet she could have given anything to dive in between Angelica's breasts and do what men loved to do with her breasts: kiss them, lick them, suck their nipples inside her mouth, twirl her tongue around them and even bite them! She wanted it all, yet she wanted to savour it.
Kneeling on the bed, she moved above Angelica and kissed her softly on the lips. It was their third kiss in less than a minute, and Milla knew she could lose herself in it. In it and the feelings it implied. But hadn't she said that that was for tonight? Breaking the kiss and nibbling her way to Angelica's ear, she whispered, "Do you remember when you said that you liked seeing women with butt-plug tails?" When Angelica nodded, intrigued, Milla finished, "So do you want me to..."
Before Angelica could reply, Milla jumping down from the bed, kneeled in front of her box of toys and fished her tail out. Sounding like a little girl, she said, "Don't you look now!" After smearing a drop of lube on the tip, Milla placed it at the entrance of her anus and gently pushed it inside. It was a very small plug, just big enough to stay firmly in place.
As she released it, making sure it was properly placed, Milla stopped. A few times in her life she had been taken by sudden lust and desire. During those moments, the time between a first kiss and sex could be very short indeed. But this felt different. Angelica was on her bed, her eyes closed, naked as the day she was born. Milla herself was kneeling next to the bed, a butt-plug tail hanging from her ass, and she was ready to make so many nasty things to her.
And to make love to her as well. Her. A woman. It should have felt strange, weird even. Instead she couldn't imagine it feeling better. Looking at Angelica's glorious breasts, she knew she was going to touch them soon, touch another woman's breasts for the first time in her adult life. The thrill of the first time was definitely there, yet not a trace of the fear or shock she should be feeling. Was she really about to fuck a woman? To love a woman?
Instead of vertigo, she felt more at ease that she would have thought possible. The crazy pressure she had been feeling, the deep instinct of rushing to sexually ravish the beautiful woman in front of her, disappeared. Since Angelica had given her her first orgasm on the massage table, Milla had felt like a volcano about to blow. Now, instead, she felt a strange kind of calm. The volcano was still there, bubbling in her pussy and her heart, but it was now under her control.
Getting up, she asked Angelica to open her eyes. Clearly she was happy, clearly she was excited; her nipples were hard, very large and fully engorged. Yet the normally confident Angelica seemed, for the lack of a better word, hyper. She was not, on the other hand, overwhelmed. Looking at her friend and watching the tail flutter behind her, Angelica laughed, then groaned in anticipated pleasure. She then said, "I'm the lesbian and you're the one taking control here my little Caryamia? My little virgin?"
"Yes, for now. You're all mine." Milla laughed, enjoying the obvious desire in her friend's eyes as she stood there, naked with a tail. "But soon I wanna be all yours. Your hand, outside, was a very nice promise. I want to feel you taking me. I have more toys in the box, some you might like to use on me..."
Angelica grinned, then said, "Turn around, kitty cat. Show me that tail of yours." Angelica didn't know if Milla was willfully keeping this playful and light, saving the "love" issue for later, or if she was simply in it for the sex. Right at this moment, she didn't care. At all.
As Milla turned around, she became aware of the deep joy she was experiencing. Deep and calm. She knew now that she was going to be able to truly enjoy this. Looking over her shoulder, she saw Angelica looking at her ass and tail, supine on the bed, patient despite desire. She paused her turnaround, letting Angelica look at her. After a few seconds she grinned to herself and began dancing, making the tail swing from side to side. After a few moments she turned from left to right, forcing the tail to wrap around her legs before unraveling and swishing to the other side. Reaching back, she grabbed it and let her hand slip from the base to the tip, feeling the delicious sensations in her anus.
Laughing, she then completed her full turn. Placing her hands on her hips, proudly displaying her body to her friend, she asked Angelica to lay on the heap of pillows. Getting down on all four at the foot of the bed, Milla then moved towards Angelica until her head was above her pussy. As she moved her hips from side to side, dragging the tail across Angelica's legs, she looked down at her friend's pussy. Looking back up, she meowed and grinned. "That will be for later... Right now, I want to dive into those breasts of yours."
As she said it, Angelica grabbed her breasts and pushed them gently together. Milla's mouth fell open of its own accord, and she licked her lips. For the first time she thought she understood why men liked her own breasts so much, and why she was going to love Angelica's even bigger breasts. Moving upwards a bit more, leaning down, she found herself inches away from the glorious dark orbs.
Angelica was still young enough so that even lying on her back this way, her breasts were still thrusting upwards, her skin smooth and flawless. Her dark pink coronas, that dark flesh around the distended nipples, seemed enormous to Milla's eyes. Her own were very small, something that probably made her breasts look bigger. But Angelica had large breasts and large aureolas to crown them. "Do you realize that I've never even tasted breasts before?" Milla told her friend.
"They're all yours my virgin Caryamia... Take them." was Angelica's breathless reply.
Milla leaned forward even more and took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of her friend. Then, she opened her mouth and placed the tip of her tongue at the base of Angelica's left breast. Slowly, achingly slowly, she pushed her tongue higher and higher. Angelica moaned when she reached her aureola, but Milla changed direction. Teasing like a cat, she traced the outline of her friend's corona, feeling the difference between her regular skin and the edge of the aureola.
For a brief moment she thought about trailing a line of saliva all the way to Angelica's other breast, but something in her mind said, "Fuck it!" and she opened her mouth wide, sucking her friend's entire aureola inside her mouth. Sucking hard, Milla was blasted with utterly new feelings. For the very first time in her entire life she had a woman's breast inside her mouth. Since her own breasts were not big enough to allow her to suck them, this truly was a first.
The taste of her friend's nipple and its hardness, the way she felt the flesh of Angelica's breast as it was being pulled in, the pleasure with which her tongue twisted and turned all around the firm flesh... Milla was in heaven. She released the breast only to grab it again, opening her mouth wider. She wanted to suck it completely inside her mouth, but as her hand came and replaced Angelica's hand on her breast, she knew it was impossible. They were much too big.
Milla pushed away Angelica's other hand, and then jumped hungrily from the left breast to the other one. As she did, Angelica took a sharp intake of breath and laughed. "Suck me hard Caryamia... Drink my creamy milk my little kitty..."
"Oh Gods!" Milla cried, suddenly releasing the nipple. "If you ever get pregnant, I want to drink your milk!" As she said it, Angelica laughed again and grabbed Milla's head, pulling it back down upon her breasts.
Under her tongue, Milla could feel every nook and cranny of Angelica's corona. The soft skin, significantly darker than hers, felt like delicate petals under her tongue and lips. Moving around the hard nipple, teasing it once again, Milla took very delicate bites of the flesh, then held it between her lips until she released it. Looking down, she saw Angelica's aureola gently regaining its shape.
Glistening in her own saliva, her nipple was next, and Milla dove in, assaulting it with every wet caress she could think of. Finally, she sucked it hard, pulling as much of Angelica's breast up as she could and watched it falling back down after the wet smack of her release. Laughing, Milla groaned and buried her face between Angelica's breasts, motorboating a pair of breasts for the very first time.
Angelica was transfixed when she saw Milla pulling back out from that motorboating. Milla's face was covered with her own saliva and probably some of Angelica's own sweat, and her hair was all tousled around her. The expression on Milla's face was one of pure, unadulterated joy. She was glowing, a bright star of joy. She dove again, trying to speak during a thunderstorm of kissing, licking, sucking, massaging, burying her face again... "Oh. My. Fucking. God! I want them so badly!! I want them forever, I want to be them, I want to be inside them..."
Angelica laughed, glorying in the feelings. Moving around a bit and shuffling the pillows, Angelica ended up half-sitting in the bed. Milla didn't even register the move and kept devouring her breasts. Reaching down, Angelica could now grab her friend's lovely ass with both hands. Then, slipping her legs under her friend's and opening them wide, she pulled Milla's ass down. Since the blonde head was at the level of Angelica's breasts, it was Milla's soft belly that landed squarely on her pussy. At first, intoxicated by her friend's mouth on her breasts, Angelica simply grabbed her friend's ass with two open-palmed hands. She was massaging it, moulding it between her fingers, and well as pulling her friend's body down, forcing Milla's skin on her pussy.
Soon though, she grabbed the cat-tail by the base and began moving it around, twisting and turning gently. She felt Milla tensing up, moaning as she released Angelica's nipple from her mouth. She knew Milla really liked anal play, and had shared this with most of her boyfriends. Thinking about her own past experiences as the giver of such pleasure, Angelica thought again about burying her face between Milla's buttocks. Milla didn't know it, but both girls had that in common. Then again, Milla probably liked to receive more than to give. "How fucking convenient..." thought Angelica, grinning "I like giving!". Still firmly holding the tail, she squeezed Milla's ass with her other hand.
As soon as she did, Milla moaned again, looking up at her. Moving upwards, Milla reached Angelica's face and gave her another kiss. With greater freedom of movement, Angelica's free hand could now reach lower around the firm flesh of Milla's ass until it slipped around the bottom of the tail, all the way down to the bald pussy. She grinned into the kiss as she felt and heard Milla's pleasure. Releasing the tail and grabbing Milla under her arm, Angelica suddenly pushed her off and rolled with her on the bed. For a second she was above the blonde, looking down at her body. The pressure to dive on her friend's breasts was great. She didn't.
Sometimes, things couldn't wait. Grabbing Milla by the hip and shoulder, she turned her over again until she was face down on her own bed. Quickly removing the pillows, Angelica kept a hand on Milla's back, forcing her to stay still. Then, looking down at the tail and the stunning ass beneath. The majority of her lesbian friends were definitely pussy fetishists, and most of the others were fascinated with breasts. Angelica, divergent as usual, really was into buttocks, behinds, buttcheeks and all things ass. And she was now going to feast on Milla's ass, something she's been dreaming about for years.
Sliding down lower until she was practically sitting on Milla's calves, Angelica paused and took a deep breath. It's strange that she had indeed touched and massaged Milla's naked ass countless times in the past, and yet this was very different. Part of her wanted to do as Milla had done with her breasts and explore them slowly. Yet another part, the one that won, wanted only one thing; to dive right in.
"You have such a glorious ass, Milla..." Barely able to restrain herself, she pulled the tail out of Milla's ass and threw it on the ground. After holding Milla's legs closed together, Angelica slid her own legs behind her and ended up lying on Milla's calves and thighs. Instead of taking her time, she plunged.
When she felt Milla's cheeks closing around her face, and her pussy under her tongue, Angelica shook with pleasure. She didn't even hear Milla's moans. Both her hands were on her friend's hips as she pushed hard, opening her mouth wide. The taste of her friend flooded her mouth as she drank in Milla's juices. Pressing against her clit, following the lines of her labia, then tickling the smaller lips inside and finally pushing her tongue as far as she would go... Milla's powerful aroma and taste was overwhelming. Slowly, she turned her head from side to side, relishing the feeling of Milla's nice ass on her face. Needing to take a breath, Angelica slid herself forward, licking Milla's anus on the way.
Angelica heard Milla's laughter as she herself moaned out loud, nearly crying out, profoundly aware that she was living a long held fantasy. Laughing herself, she turned her head and rested her cheek on Milla's ass for a moment. "Damn! This is as good as I fantasized about it!"
As she was kissing and licking it, regaining her breath, Milla said, "Then why are you stopping?"
"Hmmm," Angelica groaned. "Careful what you ask for Caryamia..." was Angelica's answer.
She dove back in, this time more aware of Milla's pleasure. She did take a long while to lick and playfully bite Milla's ass, but she also knew that she would have ample time later on to satisfy her little fetish. Now that she was partially satisfied, Angelica wanted Milla to cum again. She now had her hands deeper around Milla's hips, guiding her more forcefully. She was also twisting her body, forcing Milla's legs open as she slid between them.
When she was satisfied, she reached for a pillow she had left there earlier, and pushed it under Milla's abdomen. If her first plunge had been about fulfilling a dream, this second one was all about Milla. And it showed. Milla's laughter was cut short with a sharp intake of breath and a clearly surprised moan.
There was no magic formula, and no two women were the same. Angelica couldn't claim any such nonsensical thing like "I can make any woman climax in twenty seconds." Yet she did have extensive experience and had an advantage that no man, however motivated, had; she had a pussy and understood both sides of the exchange. Also, it was Milla's first time with a woman. Angelica did her very best, trying to focus on what worked the most.
And boy did it work. Despite the weight of her body upon Milla's, her blonde friend was soon trashing around, crying out loud. The few delicious first moments stretched into minutes of delight, and when Angelica began adding a few anal elements, Milla went wild. Either with her tongue or fingertip, Angelica was now playing and teasing with Milla's lovely rosebud, her already-lubricated rosebud.
Gaging that Milla's climax was upon her, Angelica pulled her fingertip from her ass and grabbed both her asscheeks in her hand. Spreading her ass open, Angelica pushed in as deep as she could and stormed her friend's pussy and ass with her tongue and lips. At one point, after she used her wet chin to press smoothly but harder on Milla's clit, she exploded.
If most orgasms began with frenetic movements and howls of pleasure, this one was exactly the opposite. Milla's cries stopped suddenly and she froze under Angelica's mouth. But it was only for a few moments. Angelica watched her friend's body slowly arching upwards until it spasmed and Milla shouted. As much as this moment had been a release for Angelica, it was an explosion for Milla. Holding on as long as she could before being thrown off by Milla, Angelica did her best and eventually brought her friend to an amazingly powerful climax.
A few moments later, a large grin on her face, Angelica was lying on the bed next to Milla, holding her in her arms. Lazily kissing Angelica's breasts, Milla was regaining control of her breathing and glowed in the embers of her climax. Eventually Milla got up, kneeling on the bed, looking at Angelica. Her blonde hair were tousled, sweaty and curly locks had appeared. Below, her face and body were flushed, covered in sweat, shining in the light.
Angelica looked at Milla's magnificent breasts, her smooth belly and perfectly shaven pussy. Her face had just been there, her tongue inside... Rolling her tongue in her mouth, Angelica could still taste her friend. But above and beyond, it was Milla's grin, even if it made her look slightly stunned, that filled Angelica with the greatest pleasure.
Milla, shaking her head as she looked at her friend, said, "You crazy, crazy girl..." Grinning still, she knew she had received most of the fun; first feasting on Angelica's breasts and then receiving one of the most intense oral sex of her entire life.
It was now her turn. Staring at Angelica's pussy, visible because her thighs were carelessly opened, and just as visibly drenched, Milla said, "I will return that amazing favour, love... But now there's something I've been wanting to do since you kneeled on all four to grab your dropped bottle." After a brief pause, she asked, "How do you like your men?"
"What?" was Angelica's answer, apparently taken aback by the question.
"Do you like big cocks?"
"Of course I do, but it's been a while, and... Why would you—" and Angelica stopped, understanding what Milla had in mind.
Fully conscious of what she was doing, Milla turned around and knelt forward, deliberately pushing her ass upwards. As she reached for her box of toys, she heard Angelica say, "You should be careful about what you do, Caryamia... I'm only moments away from jumping you and eating your perfect little ass all over again!"
"No you won't." Milla replied, confident. "I know you want me to fuck you. You want to fell my thighs slapping on your ass as this cock," she paused, sitting on the bed again and holding her biggest dildo up, "plows your pussy. I know you've been thinking about it... remember that night about two years ago?"



"Ah... crap. Yeah, that night..." Angelica said, sighing and smiling at the same time.
Milla remembered it very well. On that night, not only had Milla learned that Angelica thought her beautiful and even highly desirable, she had also revealed that she liked her girlfriends to use strap-ons on her. Looking at her friend, Milla was glad to see Angelica's expression change as she put the harness on. Sitting up, Angelica looked on with unveiled anticipation. When Milla slipped the dildo in place, the two girls looked at each other. Milla broke the silence by saying, "Come here, you..." and grabbing Angelica by the hand.
Bending slightly over the desk, feet already spread, Angelica looked over her shoulder and said, "You know this is easier on all fours..."
"Oh I know, but this is not my first rodeo."
The look on Angelica's face made it clear that she remembered some of Milla's stories. Angelica then looked down at Milla's large cock and made a very nearly comical face. Walking slowly behind Angelica, Milla grabbed her cock and spat on it. It wasn't her first time, not even close, but this was also quite different. Looking at Angelica's curves as she stood there, leaning forward, made her salivate even more. Placing one of her hands on Angelica's hip, Milla slapped the large cock upwards against Angelica's pussy. "Dear gods... What wouldn't I give to have a real cock right now and be able to do this!"
As she finished, she pushed upwards, feeling the resistance against her belly. Almost immediately, Angelica collapsed on the desk, moaning very loudly. "That was about half of it, love..." Pulling nearly all the way out Milla spat once again but noticed that the dildo was glistening with Angelica's juices. As she pushed in again, Milla didn't feel much except a pressure on her pussy. But the fact that she was fucking a woman, a deliciously beautiful women with curves that set her mind ablaze, made up for it. As she began to truly fuck Angelica, Milla saw the thick mane of curly brown hair being thrown all over the place.
Milla loved to take her boyfriends, the few that have allowed her to do this, but this was something else. With both hands now on Angelica's hips, holding on to that smooth, womanly flesh, Milla felt completely different than on those occasions. The smoothness of Angelica's skin, the swell of her hips below her waist, the roundness and grace of her buttocks as they were squashed and released with each of her strokes... it all contrived to turn Milla's mind into a tempest of sexual elation.
By sheer luck, the door to her closet happened to be opened at just the right angle. As Milla shook her head to move her hair out of the way, she saw herself fucking Angelica. The feelings that surged inside her hit her like a punch and she was struck by the incredible beauty she saw there. The veil of Angelica's hair only partially blocked the sight of her breasts, and Milla knew she was dumbstruck. Staring at them, at the sight of her large breasts as they jiggled in sync with hers, with each of her trusts... With her strap-on she knew she couldn't safely bend forward and grab them, but she had to find a way to—
Angelica's moan brought her focus back to her fucking, as it was clear that her friend was on the verge of climaxing. Being as careful as she could be in her current state of mind, Milla lengthened her strokes but didn't change her rhythm. It was strange how few men knew that rhythm was more important than anything else when you're about to climax... Alternating between staring at Angelica's body from above or from the side through the mirror, Milla watched in awe as the dark skinned girl was racked by her first climax of the day. "Oh my love... Oh my Gods that is so damn good! Fuck me, fuck me Caryamia!
Her feminine moans, groans and cries were like ambrosia to Milla, an ambrosia she just discovered today. Angelica's voice filled the room with the sweetest sounds Milla had never heard before. When she felt Angelica's hand touching her thigh, Milla slowed down. But as she looked down at her friend, still twisting against the desk, Milla had a new idea. She didn't know if she had enough energy left to do it, but there was only one way to find out!
With one hand she grabbed her dildo and used her other hand to unsnap the strap-on. Still fucking Angelica slowly, she let the straps fall down, unsnapping the dildo from the base. Now that she had freed it from the harness, the dildo could go a lot deeper. Grinning, she pushed it gently inside Angelica, who cried out once more, half in pleasure, half in surprise. Moving to Angelica's side, Milla grabbed her shoulder and pulled her up. Surprised again, Angelica didn't even try to resist and ended up on the bed, flat out on her back. Milla had followed her, holding the dildo inside her. "I'm not even sure I'll be able to, but... Are you ready for one last round? Still want my ass?" she asked, laughing.
"Always!" was Angelica's quick answer. She looked as sweaty and exhausted as Milla herself!
"I want to cum with you, love..."
"Then shut up and give me your pussy!" was Angelica's breathless reply.
As she pumped the dildo fully out and in, Milla twisted and straddled Angelica's head. Looking down at her friend's face between her own breasts, Milla smiled, then lowered her ass all over Angelica's head. In an instant she felt her friend's tongue once more inside her. Bending forward, Milla opened her mouth and began licking, tasting and caressing Angelica's clit. It was very strange to see and feel the large dildo fucking Angelica's pussy all the while she was doing her best at licking everything she could around it.
Milla barely even realized that it was the first time she was eating a pussy. Later, when Angelica would ask about it, Milla would be shocked by how natural it had felt. But for now, both girls were pushing each other to another climax. Feeling Angelica's tongue comprehensively overwhelming her own pussy, Milla felt she was just teasing her friend. In the same motion she pulled the dildo completely out and pushed her head deeper between Angelica's thighs. It was her very first time, but she had a great teacher right there, live in her own pussy. Milla tried her best to mirror Angelica's moves, twists, sucks and licks. The mirroring effect soon overtook them.
Neither of the girls knew just how long it took them to reach those last twin climaxes. Milla seemed to remember moaning first, her head forced up, away from Angelica's pussy as she cried out once more. Angelica, on the other hand, felt the trigger coming from Milla's tongue on her clit that one last time.
The girls shook and cried and laughed as the afternoon's sun reached them on the bed. Both were exhausted, both were fully satisfied. Milla turned around, smiling at her friend as she nestled her face against Angelica's neck. Curly brown and wavy blonde hair were soon mingled, and the girls' arms and legs followed suit.
After a long bout of moans and groans and cries and even a few shouts, the room and entire cabin was now silent. Angelica was perfectly content to remain there, not saying or even whispering a word. Milla, on the other hand, knew that she had a lot of things to think about. But not right now. As Angelica turned her head gently, their mouths met for their fifth kiss.
How could a fifth kiss feel so much like a first one?
Much later that same day, on the bank of the lake, the two girls talked over a few glasses of wine. Although night was falling, Milla felt like she was waking up from a long slumber. She felt like the world outside this cabin retreat was now completely different. "Does one ever stop learning about love?" she asked her friend, her lover. Faced with such a questions, Angelica grinned, slowly placed her glass of wine down, leaned over and kissed Milla gently.
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Here was Tom, finally hitting the dirt road and heading up the mountain. He felt his heart flutter briefly as he did, his excitement getting the better of him. When he had received Milla's phone call last night, he had been pleased: he didn't talk with his long time friend often enough. But as soon as she had begun talking, he had sensed that something was off. She had sounded stoned, or drunk, or both. And she had definitely sounded agitated. For a few seconds he had thought that she had been in one of her occasional low spells, using drugs to get out of it. But soon he had realized that she was excited, aroused even.
Milla had talked about nothing and everything, which was strange. And suddenly he had heard a girl giggling in the background. Neither Milla or him had said anything funny, but the giggle had been clear. When the girl had giggled a second time, he thought he recognized Angelica. And then it clicked. His two friends were on their yearly nudist trip in the mountain. Milla had then said "Stop it!" laughing and clearly talking to Angelica, and had tried to resume her conversation.
Tom had smiled, trying to figure out why she had call him from their cabin. He had tried many times to get an invitation to that magical nudist trip. Not that he had never seen the girls naked before: both girls really liked nudism, and enjoyed it every time they could. He had quite a few memories of seeing them naked, of being naked around them. In fact, Tom could easily picture their stunning breasts in his mind. Which he had done during the call. But despite the fact that he had seen them naked before, the way Milla talked about that week out of time had always tempted Tom.
While he was glad to be included in this year's week in some small way, Tom was still puzzled. As he had listened to her, he had wondered what the girls had taken or smoked: Milla had really sounded knackered. Her voice had wavered, she had stopped talking mid-word and had laughed way more often than had been justified. Nevertheless, she had been perfectly coherent, maintaining the conversation with ease. When she had said "So, wanna come and join us this year? Only a few days left, but if you're free you're welcome." Tom had frozen. He had been shut down every time he had tried to get an invitation, and now she was offering one freely. He hadn't even talked about it with her this year.
And so, as he drove the few remaining miles, he tried to remain calm. He had no idea what had prompted Milla's change of heart, but he was glad regardless. He was mildly worried about the state of drunkenness the girls had been in, but it was morning now and they should be sober. He rounded the last bend as per Milla's instructions and found the barely drivable path to the cabin itself. It was slow going because it was really rough, but Tom knew his excitement made the wait seem even longer.
Eventually he saw the cabin through the thick trees and stopped the car. By the time he had gotten out of the car and stretched the kinks out of his spine, he saw the girls walking towards him. They were both naked, which wasn't surprising but always wonderful, and they were holding hands. At first Tom didn't really notice that, bewildered by the sight of two remarkably beautiful girls.
Milla was the classic blue-eyed blonde beauty with long hair and a dazzling smile. He couldn't miss her equally dazzling breasts and smiled as he suddenly remembered her asking him, while she was drunk many years ago, if he thought her breasts were big. And while they were not huge, they could certainly fill any man's palms. Their very pale pink nipples danced with each of her steps as she walked towards him. He noticed her completely shaven bush, something new, but soon his eyes turned to Angelica.
His other friend was taller and strikingly darker. Angelica's skin tone was much darker than her friend, and so were her luxurious hair and eyes, as well as her lavish, pitch black bush. He stole a few glances at the barely trimmed bush and felt a tingle deep in his belly. And while her long thighs, generous hips and smooth belly were remarkable, his eyes were drawn to his dusky skinned friend's breasts.
Now there was a girl who would never have to ask if her breasts were big. Angelica's breasts were natural wonders, large and full and ripened yet young enough to stand proudly up and thrust forward, defying any attempt at comprehension. Her bountiful hair were free behind her, looking like soft wings of curly brown locks.
Shaking his head, he smiled and walked towards his two friends. "Well well well... This is the legendary cabin. Looking at you both, I'm beginning to wonder if I didn't have an accident on the road coming here..."
Angelica grinned, then said "Stop it right there! Please tell me you were not about to tell that cliché joke about being in paradise after getting killed in the car! You know I hate clichés! What is it with both of you today?"
Tom replied "Er.., nope, of course not... I was not going to say that... at all." he finished, shaking his head with his eyes closed but eyebrows raised. They all laughed.
"Give the guy a chance Angelica." said Milla, helpfully. "He comes up to the two most beautiful women on earth, naked, ready to give him a hug and you make him feel bad because he tried to give us a compliment?"
Before Tom could add anything to the conversation or fully grasp what Milla had said, she walked forward and wrapped her arms around him for a long hug. Angelica laughed at the expression on his face as he stood frozen in her friends arms. When he did close his arms around her, he had no idea what to feel. Never before had he been given a hug in a nudist situation. He was still dressed, but holding Milla like this... "What the..." he mumbled as she pulled away, taking his hand to guide him to the cabin. Looking at Angelica, he simply raised his eyebrows. She replied "Oh... I don't know what's up with her... She woke in this fey mood for no reason I can understand." she said as if Milla hadn't been right next to them.
"No reason! Pfff!" the blonde replied, grinning.
"Just follow along and everything should be fine." Angelica then kissed him on the cheek with a smile.
Twenty four hours earlier, Milla woke up from a late morning sleep. She and Angelica had woken up much earlier, but after a breakfast and a swim, they had jumped right back into bed for a couple more hours of sleep (and a quick shared climax, of course). It had been their second night together as lovers, after a stunning first day and remarkable second day.
The first had been eye opening for Milla, as she let her friend make love to her for the first time, then many times afterwards. Their second day had also been punctuated by many lovemaking sessions, but also with the growing realization that they were not only lovers in the physical sense of the word. That had been even more astonishing than Milla's first lesbian experience.
This morning, even though Milla hadn't woken up gently from her sleep, she was nevertheless grinning like a cat. She was on her belly, her face squashed against the mattress, stretching her arms above her head. And then she moaned. Angelica had woken her friend, new lover and perhaps lover in the other sense by licking her way up Milla's thigh until she buried her face between the blonde's ass.
While a few of Milla's boyfriends had been intrigued by that strange fetish of eating her ass, none of them had ever done so with as much passion as Angelica had yesterday. And now, Milla found that she enjoyed being woken up with it quite a lot. She was soon giggling as a schoolgirl, feeling the fire of pleasure igniting again between her legs. Again. So fucking soon after last night's passion, and this morning's again.
"Why are you giggling Caryamia?" asked Angelica, her voice muffled by the soft flesh of Milla's ass.
"You know why, devil girl! Stop talking and keep eating my ass!" she replied. For a long while Milla relaxed and let her friend have her way with her, licking and teasing her ass, asshole and pussy. Suddenly, she giggled again.
"What? Again?" came Angelica's quick question.
Milla said: "I just had a thought... But don't stop. It can wait!"
A few minutes later, Milla took a series of deep breaths, feeling her pleasure growing with each one. After the first deep breath, Angelica had dropped down lower until she could take most of Milla's pussy in her mouth, driving her tongue hard. She grabbed the blonde's ass in her hand and held firm until Milla's climax crested over. The blonde screamed as her climax hit her, a powerful sound that Angelica was already becoming used to. Angelica prevented Milla from turning on her back and she moved upwards before laying over her lover's back.
Muzzling her neck and kissing her ears and cheek, she asked "So, why did you giggle that second time? I certainly didn't do anything different..."
"Hmmm... I just had the strangest thought. What if we invited Tom to come here tomorrow?"
"Well, that would really change the mood!"
Milla turned around under her lover's body, but was glad to see that Angelica was smiling.
"Yes it could. But I don't want you to think that it will change anything between us. I may feel like inviting a man in our little lesbian nest, but while this cabin is a one week thing, I don't see what's growing between us as such." she paused, staring into Angelica's eyes. "You know we talked about it yesterday. When you accidentally told me you loved me, it didn't take me by surprise, nor did it make me feel bad."
Angelica was now grinning, looking deep into her friend's eyes as she kissed her. "So, why do you want to invite him here?"
And now it was Milla's turn to grin. "Feel like teasing our old friend until he cracks?"
Angelica's giggled. "Are you crazy? Poor guy!"
"Did you know that he has a big cock?"
"What?" Angelica laughed. "No I didn't! And we have seen him naked..."
Milla replied "Well, one of his ex girlfriends, Judith, once told me that Tom had a big cock. Apparently he was bigger than most of my dildos."
"Milla, as I've said we've seen Tom naked a few times. His cock is big enough, but not that big! Your blue monster is 10" long!"
"I know! But that dildo is the equivalent of huge silicon breasts. No, I meant my biggest realistic dildos... And in any case," said Milla "Judith assured me that he was a remarkable grower. Honestly I'm not sure you've been with enough men to know the difference."
Angelica was unconvinced. "Still... With the recent studies, we know that 6" is already above the real average... and that seven inches is quite rare! You think Judith was telling you the truth? How long did she say he was?" Angelica asked, clearly dubious about Judith's honesty.
"Slightly above 7 inches. In any case, only one way to find out!" Milla laughed!
"Oh naughty girl..." replied Angelica. "Do you really want to tease the guy to death? You know he's always had feelings for you." Angelica finished with a touch of a smile.
"Just like he's always had feelings for you!" Was Milla's quick reply. "Truer feelings, actually, and you know it!" Both girls laughed.
Milla thought that Tom had never been particularly secretive about his feelings for both girls. First Angelica, ever since he met her at college, and then herself, since college as well. He had never asked either of them out, at first because they both had had boyfriends, and afterwards probably because he knew it wouldn't work out. Especially with Angelica, which had been pretty much exclusively lesbian for years. Nevertheless, they both knew, and they were pretty sure that he knew they knew. Somehow it had never been awkward for either of them. Angelica asked her an unexpected question "What about your own feelings for him, Caryamia?"
"What feelings?" Milla replied, a soft smile on her lips.
"You know what I mean."
"He is very dear to me, and I do love him, after a fashion. I'm pretty sure he knows by now." the blonde finished.
"I don't think so."
Milla turned her head towards her new lover and asked "Do you mind?"
"Mind the fact that your heart is big enough to love more than one person? Not at all. And if we do invite him I wouldn't mind either. You know I've never been jealous. "
"Who says I only want to tease him?" finished Milla.
"Hmmm... so now you're itching for a cock? So soon?" Angelica asked, faking a sad smile.
"Pfff... Do you remember how hard you shouted when you came as I was fucking you with my strap-on?"
"Lies!" Angelica said, laughing before kissing Milla into silence.
But the blonde wasn't done. Sitting up next to Angelica, Milla looked at her friend and asked a question that had been on her mind for a long time. Until recently, it had only been curiosity, but now she really wanted to know. "How long has it been since you had a real cock inside you?"
"You're serious, aren't you... You really want to fuck him?"
"No, I want us both to fuck him! You know he's been dreaming about it for years!" Milla said.
"Of course, who wouldn't wanna fuck you!" "You too! Probably you more than me!"
"More lies!" Angelica said, a trace of her smile lingering on her lips.
"But I was also really curious... How long?"
"Oh I don't know exactly. Years. Many years. In fact I havent had a male lover since meeting you two."
"Do you miss it?"
"Not really. There are toys, you know? They do make those... In fact you should give them a try..."
Both girls laughed, Milla throwing a pillow at her lover's head. After that they both looked at Milla's box of toys as well as those that were laying around, discarded around them. "We should really clean this up before he arrives though..." said Angelica.
Ignoring her girlfriend's attempt at diversion, Milla said "Well, my love, who better to fulfill your fantasy than Tom?"
"Oh dear... I should never have told you that yesterday." said Angelica with a long sigh.
"Angelica... In the past few days you made so many of my fantasies come true... Isn't it only just that I wanna make one of yours come true as well? And it's been too long since you've had a cock inside you. A real one I mean."
Angelica looked into those blue eyes, the eyes of an old friend and new lover, for a long time. "I do wanna make that fantasy come true... And if I do fuck another guy, I can't imagine anyone else. But are you sure it won't hurt Tom's feelings?"
Milla looked at Angelica and smiled. "I'm pretty sure it won't. But if things work out as I hope, I'll straight out ask him about it."
"You really are a crazy minx, are you?"
"Yes, I'm... crazy... for..."
"Stop!" shouted Angelica, laughing! "You know I hate cliches!" After that she threw herself on Milla wrapping her arms around her and kissing her, the best way she had of preventing Milla from completing the cliche.
Later that same day, on the beach as the sun was beginning to set, Milla called Tom. As soon as he picked up, Angelica dove for her lover's pussy and tried her best to distract her friend. After hanging up, Milla threw the phone away and grabbed her friends head. "Now you're the little minx! Finish what you started!" she said, lying on her back, staring at the glorious sunset while enjoying Angelica's amazing tongue.
The next day, after having placed what few things he had brought with him in his room, Tom emerged from his room fully naked. He had always been at ease in the nude. He had also been nude with these two girls quite a few times, which had never caused issues even though they both were sexy and the fact that he had strong feelings for them.
But now, as they both looked at him, it reinforced his earlier intuition that something was up. Despite lusting after them for a long time, he had never been aroused when seeing them nude. It was, after all, the essential courtesy of nudism. Today though... today was different. He could sense that something was different in the way they were looking at him.
Soon his intuition was pretty much confirmed. The trio spent an hour or two swimming and playing in the lake, and if Tom didn't know better, he'd suspect that something was going on between the two girls. Once, a while back, Angelica had told him that she loved Milla. The both of them had spent a very pleasant evening together, sharing confidences, and she had confessed that particular secret very late into the night.
They had both known that Milla wasn't bisexual or a lesbian, and Tom had sworn secrecy. Looking at them now, as they were all sitting on the beach, he sensed that something had changed. Before he could think about it more or even ask questions, Angelica looked at him and asked, point blank, "Tom, do you think that Milla has large breasts?"
"What?" was Milla's explosive response. "Shut up! Angie!" but she was laughing, as if drunk.
"I'm serious!" said Angelica. "She's been bugging me about this for years now... We need a guy to settle this once and for all." the tall, obviously large-breasted girl said, staring into Tom's eyes.
Tom stopped moving and just stared at the two girls. Milla was also looking at him, as if she was also expecting an answer. He finally said, a serious expression on his face "What's wrong with you girls? Milla asked me that herself a couple of year ago!"
"No I did not!" was her immediate reply.
"Sure you did! You were as drunk as a teenager at her first spring break! Anyways, that is a very strange question. Isn't it against the unwritten rules of nudism?"
There was a small pause, as indeed it was. Milla was at a loss for words, but Angelica replied, a funny but intense edge in her voice, "Don't you wanna have an excuse to look at Milla's breasts?"
"Again," Tom said, taking a breath, and realizing that Angelica had dodged the question, "Isn't the whole point of nudism the fact that there are no taboos about the body, about where we look?" he said, a crooked smile on my face, trying his best to deflect the conversation.
She replied, "Ok then wise guy. If there aren't any taboos, then look at them and answer the question!"
Tom knew that Angelica was at least as good as he was as a debater... Laughing, he paused and temporized, "The way things are going, I wouldn't be surprised if you girls told me you wanted to play truth or dare!"
Both girls looked at each other, grinning and said "Yes!"
Tom shook his head, already feeling the faint but totally unacceptable flow of blood towards his cock. He said "You know, girls, there may be very simple and biologically uncontrollable reasons why men don't talk about sex in nudist situations."
They paused for a few seconds, and he saw Milla's eyes opening wider and glancing very briefly at his cock. "Oh..."
Angelica caught on soon after. In the awkward silence, Angelica took a deep breath and said "Well, Milla's so utterly naked that if she gets excited, we're probably all going to notice it anyway!"
When she said that, Milla jumped on her friend and began play fighting, which quickly turned into a tickling match. Tom couldn't help but smile and laugh, but more importantly he couldn't help but stare at the two beauties as they fought. Breasts flying every which ways, thighs opening, hands grabbing asses, pussies and assholes exposed as never before...
He was also fully aware of his erection, and for a moment was horrified about it. This was unacceptable in nudist situations. Then again, after a few seconds, he shook his head and relaxed: catfights between incredibly sexy girls were also totally unacceptable. He was sitting, so the erection wouldn't be all that obvious... But he knew they'd see it.



When the girls finally quieted down, still mostly tangled together, they finally saw his erection between his legs. Neither of them laughed or seemed uncomfortable, which somehow made Tom even more wary. Then Angelica suddenly said "Truth or dare Tom!"
"What? No way!" he replied.
"Truth or dare, otherwise it's going to be a dare by default!"
"Damn it! Truth!" he finally replied.
"Which one of us would you rather fuck?"
"Oh my god I'm dead!" he said as they laughed, still embracing each other. He looked at them, shaking his head and deciding to get out of this situation the best way he could think of. Instead of replying directly, he said "They say that an image is worth a thousand words? Well..." and he got up, stood perfectly straight and waited a few seconds in this position. His overfilled erection was now unmistakably obvious, slightly more than seven inches of it. "Is that answer enough for you both?" he asked, emphasizing the last word.
He grinned as he saw their eyes darting between his own and his cock. It wasn't a monster by any means, but it was big enough to surprise. Its real size and girth hadn't been obvious while he had been sitting, but now... Despite the fact that he had no idea what was going on, Tom couldn't be more pleased by the effect it was having. He suddenly realized that although I had focused on the "you both" part of the sentence, asking if his cock was "enough" for both of them also had another meaning. Tom schooled his face, trying not to let this realization show.
Before their stunned silence, either because of his bold answer or the size of his cock, he added: "I think I'm going to take another swim to cool myself down..." He then proceeded to turn around and walk as normally as he could with an erection. Without even turning back, he shouted: "You girls now owe me a truth each!"
Staring at Tom's backside as he walked away from them, Angelica smiled. "Happy now Caryamia?" she asked her lover.
"Gods yes! Have you seen that cock?"
"You're insatiable!" Angelica laughed, kissing Milla quickly.
"What do you think is going on in his mind?" the thin blonde asked.
"How should I know? I haven't been around guys in sexual contexts for a long time..."
"I know." Milla paused, then asked "And you're sure you want this my love?" Milla stared into the eyes of her lover, a serious expression on her face.
"Yes." was Angelica's reply. "The thought would probably never had crossed my mind if you hadn't suggested it, but I have to admit that if my pussy were shaven, you would see how excited I am."
"Really?" Milla was grinning again.
"Oh yes Caryamia. As long as you're there next to me, I want his big fat cock inside me."
"Oh shit... This is going to get wild really soon. Come, let's tease him some more with his two truths."
"You really think he's going to ask intimate questions?" Angelica asked.
"Well, he just about said that he wanted to fuck us both, so I'm guessing yes! I also have an idea..."
As they were walking towards him, Angelica was surprised to feel Milla taking her hand. She felt both very good and nervous at the same time. Up until now, they had been isolated here in this place, alone in the world and nobody who knew about their new love. It was now about to change. The two girls stepped into the lake, walking until the water reached their thighs. When Tom noticed them, and their hands, he looked at each of them in turn. "I knew it! I knew something was different." The girls only smiled. "When did this happen?" he asked.
"Here, two days ago. You're the first to know." Milla said, barely able to stop herself from giggling.
"Oh well..." Tom said, grinning as he was walking towards them, his penis now safely flaccid. "I would never have guessed, but I'm happy for the two of you." Surprising them both, he walked up to them and grabbed them in a big hug.
Angelica was happy to share that hug, but was surprised to feel his cock against her thigh. It had been so long since the last time. She also had to admit to herself that the feeling of his chest against her breasts was surprisingly good. Briefly, she wondered if her long lesbian streak hadn't been the result of coincidences, just not meeting the right guy but always the right girl, instead of a growing preference...
As they pulled apart, Tom said "Well, I guess that takes care of my first truth question for you guys..."
"There you go Tom," said Milla, "a free question for you as an apology."
"An apology? What for?"
"Well, we were kind of responsible for your earlier erection, so please don't feel bad."
"Feel bad? I know it's really bad form ordinarily, but you girls were so obviously... well, let's say you were crossing the line in front of me. So thanks for the free question, but I wasn't feeling bad. At all."
Angelica smiled, realizing that Tom's withdrawal hadn't been a nervous reaction. He wasn't at all a deer in their headlights. "Ok then, mister at ease with his unscrupulous erections—"
"Unscrupulous?" Tom interrupted her. "Look who's talking, miss nude catfighting in front of a guy you know find you both very desirable!"
Milla laughed out loud at Tom's quick-witted rebuttal, and Angelica shook her head before conceding "Like our blonde friend here would say, touché." This earned her a playful slap on the shoulder from Milla who didn't particularly like to be teased about her French accent. But Angelica continued "So, what are your two questions?"
Angelica was slightly worried when she saw the expression on his face, a large smile with his eyes narrowed. She had seen this expression often during debates, and suddenly knew he was not going to ask a tame question. And so, standing there right in front of them, Tom asked "Does penis size matter?"
Angelica laughed and saw that Milla was blushing. "Well, I think I'll leave that one to Milla."
But as Milla was blushing to a darker shade of red, Tom said "Nah... That's not how this works. I want to know for you as well."
"Hmmm." she sighed, thinking about it. "I can't say that it ever did in the past, but... judging from recent evidence... I'd say that I'm beginning to wonder if it does." and she winked at him. Tom was obviously surprised by her answer, and he grinned.
Milla, shaking her head with a small smile, said "Fuck... I'm not going to lie in this game, so yes. Yes it matters a fucking lot. I just love big cocks, the bigger the better. I'm sure there's a limit beyond which it's just uncomfortable or painful, but I've yet to find it. There!"
The three of them were laughing by the time she was done, and both girls could see that their answers had an effect on Tom's cock. "So," Milla asked. "What's your second question so that we can be done with this."
"What's the rush?" he asked. Then he said "What do you girls think about threesomes?"
"What?" Angelica burst out, surprised. "Really?"
"Pass!" was Milla's quick answer. "We're not answering this!"
"Are you serious? You're willing to face a dare rather than answer?" Tom asked. Angelica shook her head, and almost gave her answer, afraid of the dare.
But when Milla said "Yep... That's too intimate!" Angelica realized that this refusal was probably what Milla had in mind earlier.
"Well, well, well... That's very interesting." Tom replied, thinking about what he could ask. He looked at each of them in turn for a few moments, then said "I have a few ideas, but the one that keeps coming back... well it's a bit cliché. Sorry Angie." it was now his turn to wink at her.
"Between the two of you, it seems that I can't escape from poor puns and clichés, so go ahead." she replied, sighing.
"I wanna see you two kissing. A long kiss."
"Oh damn... SO cliché!" Angelica replied, laughing.
But Milla didn't seem to mind. "That, Tom, is an excellent idea."
And with that Tom saw her turning towards Angelica and grabbing her face in both her hands. He took a deep breath as he saw their lips merge, and in a few seconds Angelica's smile disappeared. He was perfectly aware that it was cliché, that it was a classic, that it even was a stereotypical heterosexual male fantasy. He didn't care. As he watched two gloriously beautiful and sexy girls kissing in front of him, he absolutely didn't care.
The sun was behind them, and they both had their long hair loose, so they literally glowed. Milla's golden hairs were clearly brighter, like crystal flames around her head and over her back, while Angelica's dark mane nevertheless shone with auburn and even russet glimmers. When Milla lowered one of her hands to grab Angelica's waist, he could see their breasts pressed and soon crushed between their bodies, with Angelica's bigger ones overflowing around Milla's. Below, their two fine waists soon met, and Tom could see Angelica's bush pressing against Milla's pure white, cleanly shaven pussy. Angelica grabbed her lover's ass with both hands, pulling her harder against herself.
When Milla moaned, Tom looked back up to the kiss and was mesmerized. He had seen lesbian porn movies quite often, but seeing it right there in front of him, with two of his good friends, was something else. When they pulled slightly apart, he thought they were done, but it was just a excuse to let their tongues dance together in the air before plunging back for a deeper kiss. By the time they did stop, Tom's cock was fully hard, and he didn't care about it at all. Milla, looking at it, grinned. "Angie, I think he enjoyed that kiss as much as we did."
"I doubt that my love, but yes, it does look like he enjoyed it big time. Really big."
"Ha!" Tom laughed. "Look who's making obvious puns now!"
After they all laughed at his comment, Milla suggested that they sit on the beach instead of standing around. Angelica ran there and jumped in the lake as Milla walked with Tom. Looking at her, she said "Isn't she magnificent?"
"Of course she yes. You've known what I think about her for a while." Tom replied.
"Yes." Without looking at him, Milla grabbed his hand as they were walking. "Are you mad at me, for being with her?"
Tom was surprised. "Of course not. I'm happy. I've made my peace about Angelica a long time ago." They looked at her for a moment, swimming in the lake. "In fact, if we're going to be perfectly honest, I do feel a small tingle of regret. It's very small, but it's there." Tom took a deep breath and added "For you. Somehow, even though I know that we wouldn't work as a couple, I just can't seem to completely shake that possibility off."
Milla stopped walking and turned to face him. She took his other hand and looked at him. "Would it help if I said that I think of you pretty much in the same way?"
"What?" Tom was taken aback, more surprised by this than anything else that happened. "Are you serious or are you just telling me this to make me feel better?"
"I'm serious. I know things wouldn't work between us, but I've always thought that if both of us were just slightly different... I don't know. All I know is that you have a special place in my heart." she finished with a bright smile.
Tom just stared at her, smiling as well. "Wow... I could kiss you right now."
Milla looked at Angelica and said "I don't think she'd mind too much..."
Tom was astonished. "Are you serious?" he asked her a second time.
"Yep. I certainly wouldn't mind."
She was still smiling when he leaned forward and kissed her. Tom felt electrified. He had dreamed about this many times in the past, and while in most case it had led to sexual fantasies, it hadn't been always the case. He really did have feelings for Milla, and while he knew she'd known, he'd had no idea she had feelings for him. He didn't kiss her for a long time, and only briefly felt her tongue against his, but it was a remarkable kiss nevertheless. A wonderful kiss. As he straightened, he knew he would have to think about that kiss for a long time. But he already knew that those shared feelings, even if they didn't lead to a romantic relationship, would be precious.
Angelica, having seen them from the lake, had walked back to them. "Well well... Looks like I've missed quite a conversation!" she was smiling. She had also placed her arm around Milla and grabbed Tom's hand to make it clear that she didn't mind. Under the bright sun, the three friends and two lovers paused for a minute, enjoying the strange moment. Then Tom added, softly "So, why did you girls decide to invite me here?"
"Oh Gods..." Milla said, laughing. "Is that your second question?"
"You better believe it!"
"Pass!" This time it was Angelica who replied.
Tom laughed, then said "Ok then, let's go for a swim while I think of another dare for you girls!"
"Shit!" Milla said, laughing again as she ran with them to the lake before they all splashed in there together. "Who thought that this game was a good idea?" she asked.
"You both did!" said Tom.
When Tom emerged from that first wild plunge, an idea popped into his head. Looking at the girls, he smiled and said "I got it! I dare you to give me a four hand massage. At least half an hour!"
Angelica looked at him and smiled. "That's it?"
"Well, yes." Tom replied, surprised that it didn't bother them more than that. "An hour I meant!"
"OK. I've got my table set-up already. Do you want it as soon as we get out of the lake?"
"Er... Right here? Now? That's not what I... While you're both naked?"
Milla laughed. "You better believe it!" she echoed his earlier comment. Both girls laughed at his sudden apprehension. "And remember, it's really bad form to have an erection during a massage."
"Damn you both!" cried Tom theatrically. "In any case, it means that I still have a truth remaining. Hmmm. I think I'm just going to ask harder and harder questions and shower you both with dares. There you go: what's the weirdest sexual thing you've ever wanted to do?"
Both girls looked at each other and smiled after a few moments. Tom was both pleased and disappointed that they were actually going to answer. He had a few more dares in mind, but it looked like he was not going to be able to use them. Milla was the first to jump in. "Ok then. The weirdest sexual thing I've always wanted to do was have sex in a graveyard."
"Ohhh, a vampire fetish, Caryamia?" asked Angelica.
"Nah, just the thrill of doing it around so much death. Sex as an answer to death."
"Interesting." her new lover replied. "I'm sure your orgasmic screams would wake a few souls..."
"Oh shut up!" Milla laughed, slapping her friend's shoulder playfully. "What's yours?"
"Well, perhaps surprisingly, it involves a cock. I've always wanted to try having sex, or at least penetration, with other people around. For example, while he's sitting on a couch, I could straddle a guy wearing a skirt but no panties."
"Interesting..." Milla said. "An exhibitionist streak I never knew about." Looking at Tom, she said "And don't go saying that nudism is exhibitionistic!"
"I know, I know!" Tom said with his hands held up.
"So," Angelica asked, "Satisfied with our answers?"
"Yes. Thanks... I'll keep them in mind."
"For what?" Milla asked, a naughty smile on her lips. "When, exactly, are you going to use that knowledge, or think about it?"
"Ahem... Certainly not while you two are giving me a massage." he concluded.
When Angelica got up and said that she was going to fetch her oil for the massage, Tom felt a bit nervous. He was looking at Angelica's round ass when Milla said "You should look happier than that, my friend, with two gorgeous ladies giving you a massage."
Looking at her, Tom smiled and replied "That's part of the problem. I think I'm going to be too happy on that table, and that it's going to show."
"Oh!" Milla said, laughing. "Don't worry about it. We've been teasing you about that erection, but you were right: Angelica and I were quite naughty earlier. And, to be honest, we're fully aware of the effects a naked four hand massage can have on guys. Just relax." she finished, winking at him.
Tom grinned as he now looked at her lovely ass while she was walking away to join Angelica. When she disappeared inside, he got up as well and walked there slowly, trying to slow the flow of blood he could already feel. A few minutes later he was sitting on the table with Milla standing next to him. When Angelica walked out, her belt around the waist, Tom smiled and said "Shit... When she's naked, that belt looks like a garter belt."
"That's what I said two days ago!" Milla replied, laughing.
When Angelica asked him to lay down on his belly, Tom took a deep breath. "At least," he thought, "if I do get an erection it won't be immediately obvious." As soon as he felt the four hands on his back, Tom started to relax. From the hole in the face rest, he could sometimes see their legs and feet, but he could deal with that. He usually could identify whose hands were working where, with Angelica much stronger and more precise in her movements, but soon he stopped caring.
Even when they moved down to his legs, and he felt their fingers close to his balls, he was confident he could get through this delicious massage without having an erection. He could hear the girls whispering above him, but they made sure he didn't hear a thing. Yet nothing special happened. At one point they each grabbed one of his feet and he heard Angelica guiding Milla into a full body mirror image massage. When the reached his ass, they simply continued, massaging his glutes as if it was perfectly natural. And that was when he felt the first tingle in his cock.
Soon after, they asked him to turn around. As soon as he looked up at them, both gloriously naked on either side of him, all four breasts tantalizingly close to him and delicious when viewed from below, he knew he didn't stand a chance. At first the girls began his feet again, and while he could imagine how wonderful their breasts must look as they bent forward, he didn't have a pillow under his head and couldn't see. Of course he could have lifted his head, but that would have been be too obvious.
As they neared his cock, he couldn't help himself and kept imagining them looking at it as it grew and grew. Angelica whispered "Tom, just relax will you? Don't worry about it. Just enjoy this." Hearing this, Tom did lift his head and looked at the two beauties above his cock. And their four breasts, hovering very close to his cock. Letting his head fall back down, he said "I'm not so sure this was such a good idea..."
"What?" asked Angelica. "You're saying that you don't want the two of us, naked in the sun, giving you a massage?"
Tom missed the smile in her voice. "Oh... This is so strange!"
After a brief pause, Angelica said "You know what could help you? A few years back I read a book about secret penis massage techniques."
"Are you serious?" he asked, stunned.
After a few seconds, looking up, Tom saw that Angelica was looking at him concern in her eyes. He suddenly realized that his pulse was racing, and not just from lust. He really was nervous. Angelica walked up closer to his face and placed her hand on his chest. "Tom. Look at me now. Breathe deep. Look, I'm sorry for the teasing. We really don't mind."
Milla joined her lover on his other side. "Not only that. Why do you think we invited you here, my friend. Take a few deep breaths and let Angelica work her magic."
As soon as Tom felt Angelica's hand on his cock, something uncoiled inside him. The sexual tension, the incongruity of his presence here with them, the uncertainty about their plans... all of that began to fade. He had played the teasing game with them, had even relished it. But with the massage it had been too much, and clearly the fear of spending the next 24 hours in constant sexual need and put a lot of strain on him. Despite being only with girls for a long while, Angelica sure knew what to do with a cock. As her lubricated fingers wrapped and rotated around his glans, Tom moaned and arched his back under her touch.



While he certainly could imagine that Angelica would be able to do a sexless penis massage, she was not doing it now. He guessed that this had been her plan, to sneak this caress into the massage without him noticing that it was sexual. It wasn't working. Opening his arms wide, he placed his hands on each girl's hip, squeezing their flesh in his fingers and pulling them closer to him.
"Well, well, well... Aren't we bolder now..." said Angelica.
"A man can be as bold as he wants when a girl has her hand around his lubed cock and her girlfriend standing right next to him."
Milla laughed, and her massage of his chest changed into a caress. It's strange how the same physical movement can barely change and yet change entirely at the same time. Milla's hand on his chest simply continued its movement, but Tom could feel a slight change in pressure and he knew it was now sexually charged. Milla walked around him and stood right above his head, leaning forward a bit. He saw that she was looking at Angelica's hand on his cock, but first and foremost he saw her breasts.
This angle was remarkable, as it let Tom see them as never before. It was strange that despite how often he had seen her naked breasts in the past, this was profoundly different. Leaning like this, Milla's breasts were free to move around a lot more, and they did. As she was caressing his head and neck, Milla moved around, her eyes glued to his cock. "Shit..." he whispered, flexing the muscles in his cock and arching upwards slightly. Milla looked down at him with a soft smile and winked at him as she made her breasts swing a bit more.
When Tom felt Angelica's second hand on his cock, he momentarily closed his eyes. Once again he was surprised by her ability— heck her prowess with a cock! When she puled his foreskin all the way back with one hand and wrapped her palm around his glans with the other, Tom moaned aloud.
"Shit that's a nice cock..." the brunette whispered.
"And as big as advertised!" the blonde added.
"Advertised?" Tom asked.
"Never mind that..." Milla said.
After she replied, she released his head and climbed up on the table. Soon she was on all fours above him, her knees on either side of his head. "Shit!" he whispered again, his questions forgotten.
"Oh my... This looks delicious!" Milla said.
"I was about to say the same thing..." Tom replied, staring right onto her shaven pussy.
"Hold on just a moment." she said as she moved carefully over him, placing her knees much lower on the table.
Once Tom was able to slip his arms over Milla's ankle, he saw her lowering her pussy slowly. Teasingly slowly. "I thought we were done with the teasing." Tom said, his heart in his throat. He had been dreaming about this for years.
"Oh no, dear friend. Only the teasing for the entree. We're just getting started for the main course." the blonde said.
Tom noticed the "friend", but it wasn't shattering any illusions he could have had. This was an invitation for a threesome, not a polygamous relationship. He resisted the urge to tease her about another French word, and instead tried his luck "Sometimes, I just feel like jumping directly to the main course, you know..."
"Really?" Milla asked.
"Oh yes, in fact—"
Tom was interrupted by Milla's pussy right on his mouth. He was laughing as he devoured her, opening his mouth as wide as it could. Tom knew that sometimes, life sometimes forced you to learn that some dreams weren't meant to be realized. But as he was smiling his way through a cunnilingus he had dreamed about for years, he also knew that sometimes the reality was even better. With his hands on Milla's nice ass, guiding her for the best access, he dove in, finding her pussy already wet.
As he felt her trembling under his tongue, he opened his eyes wide in surprise when he felt her own mouth on his cock. Angelica had pulled her hand down, revealing the head of his cock fully. When Milla took him in her mouth and gently sucked, Tom arched his back again. He felt like a puppet with a single string, and both girls were playing him flawlessly. As he felt the girls taking turns, Milla with her soft mouth and Angelica with her firmer grip, Tom focused back on Milla's pussy.
And she tasted delicious. Like most sexually active guys, he had discovered that pussies tasted very different from one another. He'd already had girlfriends that tasted OK, but it was the first time that he'd found one that actually tasted good. Milla's pussy was exquisite! He found himself wanting to drink her, reach as deep as he could inside her to get more of her nectar.
As fixated as he was with her sweet taste, Tom nevertheless opened his eyes as the first tremors of an impending climax made themselves felt. Reluctantly he pulled out of Milla's pussy and guided his tongue against her clit, wanting her to cum before him. Closing his fingers around the flesh of her buttocks, he pulled her down and attacked her clit. The reactions were immediate. Milla shivered and tensed up. After a moan, which forced her to pull away from his cock, she laughed and said "No you won't!" Somehow she knew what he wanted to do, and Tom only smiled against her delightful pussy.
He wasn't sure of winning this silly race, especially when he felt Angelica's hand rotating around the base of his cock and her other hand beginning to caress his ballsack. He tried the technique that had worked wonders on nearly all of his previous girlfriends: spreading his tongue wide and making large circles on her clit all the while maintaining decent pressure. At first he wasn't sure if Milla was close enough to her climax for it to work, but soon it became obvious that she was.
Less than a minute after saying that Tom wasn't going to win the climax race, Milla pulled away from his cock and cried out. She slowly rose up, ending up sitting straight above his face. And shouting. Resisting the urge to grin, Tom forced himself to keep the pressure on her clit. As she came, Tom felt a rush of heat and juice on his lower face, and quickly drank it. For the first time in his life he understood all the erotic stories where that juice was described as tasting so wonderful.
But as Milla was still crying and gasping above him, Tom gasped himself. While Angelica had kept working on his cock, the intensity was nowhere as high as with Milla's mouth. Now though, he felt Angelica's mouth around his cock, resuming where her lover had left off. He couldn't see a thing but picturing Angelica, who hadn't had a male lover in years, sucking him off was remarkably erotic.
Tom moved one of his hands from Milla's hips and blindly searched for Angelica's ass. He found her right next to him and he grabbed as much of her round ass as he could. When a few of his fingertips grazed her pussy and asshole, two things which he had also dreamed about for years, it brought him over the edge.
While Tom was intimately familiar with climaxes, even oral-induced ones, he was nevertheless profoundly shaken as this one ravished him. It was his first threesome, and he was living two of his greatest fantasies. Milla had been a good friend for a long while now, she already knew he loved her and she had just told him that she also had feelings for him. Angelica was also a friend, and the girl he'd loved the most so far in his young life. And while he'd never been under the impression that she was romantically interested in him, she liked him well enough to be opened to such a crazy threesome.
And so, when he felt the first jet of his cum fill her mouth, Tom was shaken both physically and mentally. Wether this experience would be a one-off thing or the start of a new remote cabin tradition, he didn't know. All he knew was that the momeries would be seared into his mind for the rest of his life.
Milla, still on all fours above Tom, was staring at Angelica as she drank Tom's cum. It was unbelievable how fast things had happened. They had teased him all day long, and teased again during the massage, and now, five minutes after having climbed up on the table she had climaxed herself and was watching him shoot his sperm inside Angelica's mouth. When she straightened up and wiped her mouth with her back of her hand, a large grin on her face, she said "Wow!"
Tom, slipping from under Milla, stood up and said "Damn! Is this really happening?"
"You better believe it!" replied Milla, laughing as she was the last of the three to repeat Tom's phrase.
"So," Tom asked, "who wants to go first?"
Milla didn't wait a single second before laying down on her belly. She then laughed as, at the same time, Tom and Angelica each grabbed one of her buttocks. "Oh..." she said, innocently, "it's going to be one of those massages...". She placed her head in the face holder and relaxed completely as she felt two other hands on her back and leg.
She felt Tom's hands moving lower to her legs, then calf then both her feet. When she felt his semi-hard cock against then between her feet, she smiled. As he massaged her calves, he also guided her feet against his cock, rubbing it firmly. The strange combination of the erotic stimulation and ticklish sensations was more fun than she would have thought.
Milla then heard Angelica saying "Go ahead, I think it's her favorite fetish..." She had no idea what she meant, but she soon found out. Tom climbed up on the table, grabbed her ass with both his hands and a second later she felt him burying his face between her buttocks. He began by going for her pussy. While she really liked that, Milla soon reached back, grabbed his hair and pulled him slightly upwards. When he began caressing her asshole Milla froze, both from the pleasure and from the sudden realization that she didn't know if Tom was into this particular fetish.
But as he moaned and squeezed her buttocks harder, spreading her ass open, she relaxed and moaned as well. When Angelica said "Both of you, get down from the table..." Milla was irritated, wanting nothing more than to remain in this position. "I have an idea" her lover continued, "and we need to be on the ground." Following Angelica's instructions, Milla and Tom resumed the same position. When Angelica lay down on her back on the ground and asked her to lift herself, Milla suddenly understood.
As Milla watched Angelica slipping under her, she left a trail of wet kisses from her neck all the way down to her bush. Soon the girls were in a 69 position with Milla on top, and Tom's face was still buried between Milla's two soft buttocks. Milla, knowing she wasn't fully lucid anymore, simply dove between Angelica's opened legs and ate her as best she could. She was profoundly distracted by two tongues and four lips though. Angelica was roaming all over and inside her pussy, her talents wrecking brilliant pleasure, all the while Tom was passionately eating her ass, kissing, massaging and biting her buttocks or reaming her ass with his tongue.
Holding Angelica's legs wide opened, Milla really tried her best to pleasure her lover, but knew she was going to lose this race. Again. She didn't even stand a chance. Her second climax racked her entire body, and if Angelica hadn't wrapped her arms around her body, Milla would probably have jumped out of their embrace. But she did hold her, like Tom soon did, and just relentlessly kept giving her pleasure. Too much pleasure. Angelica already knew that Milla was a screamer, and Tom was quickly learning it, but on this particular climax, she screamed really loudly.
Tom and Angelica were laughing, but Milla barely registered it, drained as she was with this second quick climax. But she soon learned that she wasn't done. Angelica had other plans. "How's that cock Tommy boy?" she asked from between Milla's legs.
Tom pulled back and replied "Fully back."
"How long have you dreamed of taking this little blonde's pussy?"
"Oh Gods, not so quickly after this!" Milla said.
"Shush!" Angelica replied quickly. "You know you want it..."
Milla laughed, saying "You already know me too well..."
While she remained in the 69 position with Angelica, Milla nevertheless shuffled her legs and assumed the position she'd used with Tom earlier, with her legs folded beneath her. She could imagine what Tom had in front of him: her sweet ass and Angelica's face. "Oh I so want to see this!" she was saying. Briefly, Milla wondered if Angelica wasn't taking control of their lovemaking to make sure that Tom would be too exhausted to fuck her. She forgot about it as soon as she heard the sound of a cock entering a mouth.
Angelica had opened her mouth to lick Tom's cock to let it penetrate Milla's pussy easier. But Tom had other ideas, and he pushed his cock inside her mouth. Angelica felt surprise and pleasure all at once. She closed her eyes and did her best to please Tom's cock. It seemed to be working, she thought, as he was moaning. Eventually, he wanted more than a mouth.
Tom trembled as he felt his cock touching Milla's pussy. While Angelica's mouth had been good once again, he couldn't wait to open a pussy. Tom was kneeling, with one hand on his cock and the other on Milla's lower back. When Angelica's hands came up, grabbed her ass hard and spread it apart, Tom's eyes grew as he saw her asshole relaxing. He wondered briefly if anal sex was on the table for later... He finally saw and felt the head of his cock penetrating Milla's sweet pussy, barely able to believe that he was actually doing it.
When she reflexively squeezed her muscles around him, Tom moaned, echoing Milla. But as soon as she relaxed he saw himself slowly pushing deeper inside her, then deeper still until he was all the way in. Leaning above her, placing his hands on the grass on either side of the two gorgeous girls beneath him, Tom sheathed himself until Milla's cheeks, as well as Angelica's hands, were squashed against him.
His own moans joined Milla's as he felt Angelica's tongue moving from Milla's pussy to his shaft and balls. Looking up, he also saw that Milla was eating Angelica's pussy again. Tom was quite a bit taller than Milla and he wondered if he could reach down and taste that pussy for himself. Not quite, as it turned out, but he did manage to go quite low on her inner thigh. He grabbed Angelica's thigh and pulled it up, kissing and licking the delicate skin as low as he could.
A few minutes afterwards, Angelica slipped from beneath Milla and walked around them. Tom saw her kneeling right next to him, and she was looking at his cock inside her girlfriend, smiling. Looking at her, Tom reached behind her head, grabbed her neck and pulled her very close for a kiss. He stopped right before actually kissing her and paused, looking into her eyes. She was momentarily surprised, but he guessed that she figured out why he stopped. Grinning, she said "Take your kiss, take me..." And he did, pulling her close and kissing her as he had dreamed about for years.
Tom knew that if he tried to really think about what was happening, he'd probably go mad. He was fucking the pussy of the stunning blonde he'd had feelings for for many years, and was kissing the greatest love of his life. That reflexion would come later. Right now all he cared about was enjoying this impossible afternoon as much as he could. When Angelica brought her two hands around his head to guide their kiss, he slipped his down the curves of her back all the way to her ass and grabbed one of her cheeks hard. After moaning through their kiss, she bit his cheek on the way to his ear and whispered "Don't cum in her... I want your cock in me."
Tom groaned and replied "Then make her cum before me..."
After pulling away from Angelica, Tom grabbed Milla's hips and pulled her up and against him. A moment later they ended up in the reverse cowgirl position and Angelica understood what tom had in mind. Before Milla could fully grasp what was happening, she felt Tom's hand pressed and supported against her back and Angelica crawling between her legs.
Her own hands free, Milla grabbed her lover's head as she began eating her pussy again. When Tom resumed fucking her at the same time, Milla knew she was going to lose another race to climax. She grinned, then laughed as she realized that she had never enjoyed losing that much before.
When Angelica heard her lover beginning to shout her next climax, she doubled down on the blonde's nicely shaven pussy. She hadn't been able to resist licking Tom's cock a few times before, but now she attacked Milla's clit with fury. Despite the fact that she had sexually known Milla only for a few days, she was quickly learning that the blonde liked having her clit stimulated directly. And intensely. Angelica wasn't sure she had ever known a girl who liked that so much.
As soon as she felt Milla pushing her head away from her pussy, Angelica grinned and moved up. Grabbing one of Milla's nipples in her mouth, Angelica bit it rather hard and grinned as she hear Milla's moans turn to one last shout followed by laughter. After a few delicious moments of nibbling on the blonde's breasts, Angelica pulled away as Milla moved off of Tom before letting herself fall down on the grass. For a moment Angelica looked at her lover as she lay on her back, gloriously beautiful in the summer sun. She then lay next to her, on her side.
Without looking at him, but knowing that Tom was sitting right behind her, Angelica rolled on her side, partly over Milla. She then changed the angle of her hip, making her ass stick out even more. While she was kissing Milla's cheek and neck, Angelica slid her hand on her own hip. Turning her head slightly, she looked at Tom and grabbed her asscheek, opening the cleft between them. When Tom lay right behind her and she felt his cock touching the back of her thigh, she suddenly became nervous. It had been so long... Very softly, right into he ear, Tom whispered "Are you sure about this Angie?"
"Yes... Just be gentle."
Milla turned on her side, facing Angelica, as Tom's cock slipped deeper between her thighs, until he was directly on her pussy. Angelica barely felt Milla's kisses on her lips and face as Tom's cock slipped between her lips. She felt slightly stupid at being so nervous; Milla had fucked her with a dildo just as big yesterday, and she knew for a fact that while Tom was rather big, he wasn't so big that it would hurt her. Yet she still felt nervous even though his cock felt really good inside her. Tom was being gentle, taking it slowly, but soon his gentleness became more of a tease.
She repeated her earlier words "Take me..." and Tom buried the last few inches inside her. She opened her mouth wide to moan and cry out: there had been more of him left than she had thought! She felt herself being pleasantly stretched, filling her mind with a heady mix of nervousness and pleasure.
Angelica also came to terms with the fact that she truly missed this masculine presence more than she had known. She wondered why a cock felt so different than a big dildo. So completely different. Maybe it was his presence? Tom wasn't a stereotypical bear of a man, nor a raging alpha male. But he was still profoundly different than the girls she'd been with for the last few years. Even Milla's intensity wasn't the same. Not at all.
As she felt him biting her ear as he began fucking her, Angelica felt a thrill she hadn't felt in a long time. When she felt him touch her buttock, grab it hard and pull it upwards, allowing his cock to go slightly deeper, she took a sharp intake of breath and felt a pulse deep inside her. Since Milla was holding on to them tightly, Tom was making them all shake with his thrusts. When he released her ass, he reached across and grabbed Milla's lower back for better leverage.
Angelica had been between two girls in the past, but this was something new. At first she pushed her pussy against Milla's, but soon she arched her back outwards towards Tom. When she did, Milla slipped her hand between their bellies and found Angelica's pussy. She was suddenly electrified, as if Milla had turned the volume way up. Angelica reached behind her and grabbed Tom's ass, pulling him into her harder yet.



When Tom intensified his thrusts, he began rolling partway over her. Milla, sensing the change, slipped away, allowing Angelica to roll all the way to the ground. She opened her eyes wide as Tom finally found the perfect leverage. Her moans got much louder, and she was soon panting, being rocked beneath Tom's thrusts.
So different than being fucked by a girl with a strap-on! So fucking different. When she felt his fingers touching the sides of her breasts, she lifted herself slightly and gasped as Tom grabbed both her breasts in his large hands. She grinned when she heard him whisper "Shit!" but that grin turned into an open-mouthed gasped as Tom used her breasts as even more leverage.
Angelica suddenly remembered that she had asked him to go gently and, between breaths, she began to ceaselessly repeat "Harder!" At first she was whispering, then louder and louder until she was almost screaming it. She felt herself being pushed forwards, felt him having to reposition himself every five to ten thrusts. She also felt the burgeoning of a mighty climax between her legs and even echoes of that climax in her nipples. "Fuck!" she shouted briefly as the first wave hit her, her breath caught in her throat for a long time as her orgasm bloomed inside her.
When she finally released it, she was ravaged by her climaxed and screamed just like Milla had earlier. Some small corner of her mind knew that she was going to be teased about this later, but right now she didn't care. She realized that she was drenched in sweat, feeling it against the grass and especially Tom's body against her thighs, ass, back and even on her breasts. Every time he squeezed them, she could feel his fingers sliding against her nipples.
She reached above her head to grab his hair, keeping him close to her. But as he own orgasm was beginning to wane, she felt his exploding. Feeling a man climaxing inside her, imagining the sperm filling her vagina for the first time in years triggered a second climax. It was much small er than the first, but she still shook with it, laughing uncontrollably as Tom kept fucking her like there was no tomorrow. She was sure she would be sore from this, sore from ten minutes under a man. But fuck was this worth it!
When Tom pulled away and fell to the ground on his back, Angelica rolled on her side to look at him. He was still gasping for breath, a huge grin on his face. As she felt his cum leaking from her pussy, she saw that his cock was still hard and she jumped on it. Before Tom could do anything about it, Angelica sat on him and empaled herself in cowgirl. Hypersensitive, Tom jerked his eyes opened as he sat up. "Shit! Don't move!" he was clearly in pain yet was laughing all the same. He wrapped his arms around her and held her tight.
Soon though, he realized that his hug had placed his face right between her breasts. Just as he was feeling his cock beginning to deflate, he closed his mouth on her nipple. He saw that it was now her turn to be oversensitive, and Angelica gasped as he sucked her nipple hard. He was laughing as he switched to her other nipple. Reaching for Milla, Tom pulled her down and as she knelt next to him, he pulled her close and sucked on her nipples as well. Both girls laughed and Milla scooted closer to let Tom have his way with their breasts.
Tom simply couldn't believe what was happening. Couldn't believe? Heck he couldn't even understand it! He knew it was biologically impossible for him to become hard again after two such powerful climaxes, but he was still driven to try. Usually, like most guys, his lust was sated after even a single orgasm. But even though he felt his cock sagging inside Angelica, the fact that it was inside that incredible girl, and the fact that he was feasting over four glorious breasts, two of which belonging to Milla, Tom still found a reason to hope.
And indeed, after a few minutes of this insane feast of breasts, Angelica said "Hmmm... What do we have here?"
Milla, one of her nipples inside Tom's mouth again, replied "Really?"
"Oh yes..."
"My turn!" the bright blonde chirped.
Reclining back down, Tom watched Angelica pulling off of him and Milla squatting over his cock in the cowgirl position. He wanted to feel every single detail of this penetration, wanted to feel every inch of her pussy as she sat, but he was too far gone. He groaned as she impaled herself on him and began riding him. His arms stretched above his head, his eyes closed, Tom never even saw Angelica squatting over his face until her pussy touched his lips. He could taste his own cum on her lips, which he didn't really mind, but as his tongue delved deeper, he finally tasted the pussy he had dreamed about so long.
He couldn't see much anymore, with Angelica's ass over his face, but he knew that the girls were kissing above him. Reaching up for theirs breasts again, he slipped his hands between them, squeezing, caressing and mauling the generous flesh. In a blur he felt Milla climaxing upon his cock, then Angelica soon after as she writhed all over his face.
When he felt the stirrings of his own unexpected climax, Tom was briefly afraid that pain would overwhelm his pleasure. It didn't turn out that way, with pleasure barely edging out pain. He wasn't sure if he had any sperm left to ejaculate, but his body certainly tried to, spasming and jerking up into Milla's pussy. When both girls got up, they tried to grab his hands and invited him to swim in the lake to cool down. But Tom simply shook his head, completely exhausted. He was content to lay there in the warm grass under the sun. The girls sat with him for a while, talking and laughing, but Tom wasn't paying attention.
When they left for the lake, he remained there, grinning ear to ear, letting his mind attempt to wrap around what had happened. When he eventually sat up, he stared at the girls as they swam and played in the water. Tom had no idea what was going to happen next: not in the coming months, week or days, nor even in the coming minutes.
Letting lust consume you was one thing, but now... As he was getting closer to them, Milla spotted him and ran to him, embracing him in a huge hug. Tom, looking up, saw Angelica coming to join her and embrace them both. He knew they would have to talk soon, and some part of him was slightly afraid of that conversation. For now though, none of them were inclined to talk and they simply enjoyed the rest of the summer day together.



        

  
    Son's Innocence
  
  Son's Innocence

        Spying on his mother, son gets shock of his life.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sons-innocence

Title: Son's Innocence

Author: MrIllusion

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Spying on his mother, son gets shock of his life.

Tags: pool, mother, spying, swimsuit, bikini, son, breasts, big breasts, shower, camera




Note: English isn't my first language, and you will find minor grammar errors. If this bothers you, please find other great stories on this site. Thanks.
*****
How can one define innocence? Leaving your back-pack in the bathroom; is that an innocent act? Without a doubt. Leaving it just before your mom goes in there to take her shower? Well, it can certainly be seen as a coincidence. Innocent, surely. Letting your phone in it? Nothing more than a fluke. All innocent. Then again, turning the camera on and positioning the phone so that the top corner peaks from the inadequately closed zipper... That's something else.
I was sitting in my room, at my desk. Behind the wall just in front of me was the bathroom from where I could hear the shower running. Then stopping. Then the sound of the curtains being pulled opened. My heart was racing. Anyone looking at me would only see a twenty year old guy looking at his monitor. But in my mind's eye, I was picturing my mom coming out of the shower, fully naked, drying her large breasts, nice hips and smooth thighs, rubbing at her pussy and bush before wrapping the towel on her head. She was all alone in there, had no reason to be prude or shy...
I don't even know why I hadn't thought of doing that sooner. Sure it was immoral, but immoral was the default mode of most teenagers. Maybe I wasn't a teenager anymore, but when it came to my mom, I still felt like one. Oedipus complex, they would say. I knew it wasn't the case. I wasn't in love with my mom, nor did I mind when I heard my parents having sex together. In fact, I was really happy that they were still together and in love. It wasn't oedipus at all.
My mother just happened to have an absolutely stunning body. Objectively. Even at 39. Even after 2 kids. My brother Felix, 2 years younger than me, seemed to be immuned to her charms. I still couldn't understand how he could simply not look at her cleavage when she bends over. I guessed he had the normal child-parent blindness when it came to mom. That or a normal moral compass.
As mom got out of the bathroom, crossing my door with a towel on her head and one wrapped around her body, I grinned. My moral compass wasn't normal. At least when it came to her, as otherwise I was a pretty ordinary guy. But no amount of instinctual disgust would turn me away from my mom's body. She was just insanely hot. Ironically, I thought as I was walking to the bathroom, I couldn't say if she was pretty or not. Maybe some part of that compass was working after all. But hot? That was as plain as the sun.
I was feigning nonchalance, but my heart was still racing and I discovered that my palms were sweaty when I picked my pack-sack up. Seconds later I was in my room, the door locked. Mom and I were alone in the house (it was the reason I tried that stunt today), so I wasn't afraid that anyone would disturb me for a few minutes. I grabbed the phone, hurriedly started the video... and immediately felt my heart sink.
I'd been afraid that she would knock the pack-sack off-kilter by pushing the door all the way open. And she had. I quickly scanned the video and got a fully nude shot of her feet. Shit! I had waited for weeks for the perfect opportunity to do this and got nothing. Damn it! My cock was still rock hard in my pants and I was ready to masturbate! My vivid imagination would have been more than enough, but I was too angry to jerk off and knew I would spend the rest of the day pissed, disappointed and sexually frustrated. Sure I could masturbate later, and I often did with my mother in the house. In fact, I often tried to do it while she was in the shower, naked and so close... But today that would only add to the frustration. Fuck!
I forced my cock in a semi comfortable position and walked out of my room. In any case, I knew my mother would remain in her room for a while yet, as she had to get ready to leave for work. I was wrong. As I got out of my room and walked to the kitchen, I received a double shock. The first shock was that mom was already there, and the second was that she was wearing her sinful swimsuit. It was a one piece swimsuit, metallic blue, and to me it looked sexier than any of her bikinis.
For me, that swimsuit was a legendary artifact. There wasn't much of a cleavage, even if she bent way forward. But the bottom part of the suit was cut really, really high. Mom had really nice hips, and the narrow V of the bikini highlighted them as much as was possible. In fact, the apex of that V, on either side of her body, was above her waist. I still didn't know if my mom was completely shaven down there, but she was certainly trimmed very narrowly.
Now for the top: as I said, it didn't offer much in terms of cleavage possibilities. I had gotten many looks at her very generous curves as her breasts threatened to pop out of her bikinis. And they did threaten: mom had really large breasts. So even in a swimsuit with a conservative cut up top, her breasts were pretty remarkable. But that particular swimsuit had a bonus: under the sun, it became slightly transparent. It hadn't started that way though. But chlorine, laundry detergent and the constant strain of mom's large breasts had gradually stretched the fabric, forcing countless micro-tears in it. I was now in for a show.
As for the back, it showed about half of her buttocks, which were really, really nice. Although I believed that my mom's breasts were by far her greatest assets, her ass was also remarkable. And short of a g-string, this swimsuit was the best opportunity I had gotten so far.
Once, as she was coming out of the pool, her left buttock had been fully exposed for a second or two, the thin and taught material fully pulled between her cheeks. She had laughed and reddened, making me promise to keep my mouth shut about it. I had been the only one on the patio when it happened. Some people would think that it was luck, but given I tried to be there every time she went out swimming with that swimsuit... But suddenly, as I stood there in surprise and dismay, I wondered if mom ever noticed that I always came out on the patio when she swam. Well, no time to think about that now.
Why dismay? The erection, of course. I stopped walking as I saw her, surprised by her presence. I hadn't expected her there, and so I had gotten out of my room with my erection really visible. Mom was facing me, perhaps eight feet away from me, gathering her thick mane of hair in a bun. Her movements made her breasts wiggle and dance as she did, and I couldn't help but steal a quick glance. As I did, the tingle in my cock reminded me that it was still hard, making a very visible tent in my shorts. I started walking towards the table where the chairs would hide that fact. As I walked I noticed that my mom glanced at my cock for the briefest moment. Her expression betrayed nothing, but I was sure she saw that I had an erection. Shit!
In my mind I was swearing profusely, and imagined that she must be embarrassed for me. She smiled at me gently, with her breasts still moving about, and told me that she had decided to spend the day at home, enjoying the pool and the sun.
"Oh... Nice... Good idea mom." I replied, mumbling.
"Wanna join me on the patio?" she asked, still smiling
"Er, sure mom, give me a few minutes to change."
"Ok." she said, before turning around to walk towards the back door. When her arms moved down from her head, her bun now securely clasped in place, she grabbed the bottom of her suit, pulled the material away from her ass and released it in a loud clapping sound. My eyes were glued to the flesh of her ass and she added "Come whenever you like, I'm planning on staying wet all day long."
My jaw fell when I heard her. Obviously she didn't mean what my filthy mind heard, but my imagination was already working overtime. Cum? Staying wet? Alone in my room, naked with my cock fully hard pointing forward and up, I tried to focus. My dad was at work and my brother at camp. The sun was already out and this would be a glorious day. All I had to do was get rid of that erection.
I could have masturbated, my mood much better despite my earlier frustration, but then again I didn't want to spend that sexual energy so fast. I tried my best to focus on other things, like sports and the fact that I didn't have a girlfriend, or that my days on the patio with my mom would probably be the highlights of my summers. Well, that wasn't so... Stop it! Sports! Dead things! Puking!
I ended up laughing, but eventually managed to drive my erection down. I eased into my swim trunks, very glad that the speedo fad was gone. I grabbed my sunglasses and laptop and made my way outside. I spent the next hour surfing on a wave of pleasure, looking at my mom, talking with her, enjoying her presence and body as she moved around and as she lay on the patio to sunbathe. Damn! Even on her back, even with a one piece swimsuit, her breasts looked huge! When she got up after 20 minutes, my erection was back.
"Hey, Lew! Wanna join me in the pool?" she asked, walking down the ladder, her breasts heaving with each step.
"Nah, maybe later."
"Oh come on!"
"Soon!" I said, knowing I couldn't get up right now.
"Lew? Could you put your laptop on the table for a minute?" she asked, her face straight.
"What? Why?"
"Just do it."
When I did, she grinning and threw water at me, drenching me completely. All the while laughing in the process, of course. The shock, the second one today, made me react before I could think. "Oh you little..." I stood up and ran to the pool, jumping over her, grabbing her hair clasp. I fell in the water with it in my hand, and burst upwards with a grin. "You damned rascal!" my mother cried.
She didn't like to get her hair wet in the pool, as she claimed that the chlorine messed with them. But now they were free, tumbling down over her shoulder. I loved my mother's hair, always had. She had thick locks, with only a trace of curls here and there. Now loose and already wet from her shower, her hair was falling down in the water, all heavy and dark. It only made her look sexier. And angrier.
Mom was now looking at me, no longer laughing. I slapped more water at her face and soon we were water-fighting. When we stopped, long minutes later, my cock was mostly down. We spent the next half an hour playing and talking in the pool. And I couldn't stop staring at her nearly naked nipples. Every time she popped the above the water, the fabric was stretched taught, outlining her hard nipples clearly, and the sun made the entire aureolas visible. Clearly visible. It wasn't even subtle. Someone would have to tell her soon. Not me though.
At one point she jumped on my back and asked me to run as fast as I could. It was our old game of water horse. Of course, back in the days it was me that was on her back. From time to time, she jumped on me like this, playing at being a cowgirl. And so I ran, with my sexy mother on my back, her breasts moulded against my skin.
It goes without saying that my erection back in full force. I could feel her hands on my pecks and abs, grabbing me firmly. I'm not as cut as I'd like to be, but this summer I got a few looks from girls whenever I took my shirt off. I probably didn't even register as a man to my mom, but she was holding tightly. Of course, that meant that her breasts were flattened on my back. There was only a very very thin fabric between their skin and mine. And that I was holding her naked thighs in my hands.
After 3 laps, she released her grip, but her hand grazed my cock. Just a graze, not even a real touch. She started saying something, probably "sorry", but stopped herself and tried hiding it in a cough. When I turned around, she had turned as well and said "Your turn! Get on my back!"
"What? No way mom! I'm gonna crush you!" I replied, terrified at the thought of my cock pressed against her lower back.
"Nonsense! Not in the water!"
"No no no.. No way!" To my great relief, she turned around, facing me, and I thought that she had agreed to drop the idea. Boy was I wrong!
"Oh come on Lew! I'm not made of chocolate!" And with that she proceeded to lower herself slightly in the water and wrap her hands around my waist.
Things happened really fast. When she started to lift me up, she crushed my cock against her belly and accidentally placed the tip of my cock between her breasts. Feeling that, which was impossible to ignore, she had no choice but to release me immediately. I pulled away, covering my face with my hands, moving towards the stairs.
"Oh shit... Lew!" My mom said. "I'm sorry, don't go... Please stop."
"No mom, it's alright... I just wanna get out."
"Come here... Come here Lew. Please don't go out. I'm sorry." When she saw that I wasn't stopping, her voice changed, got harder. "Lew. Stop right there." I did. "Now, turn around and look at me." I did, trying my best to ignore her glowing breasts, visible aureolas and poking nipples. Mom took a deep breath. "I'm so sorry baby. I should have guessed why you didn't want to... I just never thought that..." Another deep breath. "I'm sorry. Truly. Lew, can you stay here with me for a while? I think that if you leave now it will be really awkward later."
I nodded, unable to say more now. Shit! She must think that I'm a pervert now! Getting hard because of my mother! "Mom," I finally said, "it's me that's sorry. I feel so ashamed. There's no reason that I... Fuck." For once, she didn't correct my language. "You must think I'm sick!" I added, unable to look at her.
"No no baby. Never." She said, swimming close to me. "In fact, I admit that I had noticed that you had begun to look at me differently this last year."
"What!! No! that's not true! Mom, I swear—"
"Shhh," she stopped me. "Don't go swearing things that are not true." My mom said, with a smile on her lips. "Look at me." I did. "I really should have thought about it, son. How long has it been since you broke up with Lisa? Six months now?"
"Mom!" I cried, then sighed. "Yeah. Closer to seven now"
"Closer to seven... That sounds about right." My mom added with a peculiar smile. Wait, was she talking about Lisa, or my cock? Nah, that was impossible! In any case I didn't have time to think on it further, as she kept talking. "I know we've had the sex talk when you were a lot younger, mister, but remember that it's normal. A healthy, good-looking twenty year old male, sexually active for a long while, and now this long pause..."
"Mom! Please!"
"Shush again!" she said, laughing this time. "You still have lots of things to understand about your body and your sexuality. And about the fact that you can't control what, or who, will turn you on." A brief pause. "So, if you want to swear something to me, swear that you don't really think that you're insane."
"Alright... I don't really think that. Still! Isn't that weird?" I asked, really unsure.
"Bah... I depends on who you ask. Let me tell you this little secret, it may give you perspective."
Mom paused, then looked left and right before continuing. "When I was young, I had the same type of attraction to your granddad."
"What? Really?" We both laughed at the thought.
"Sex isn't as simple and straightforward than they make it seem in hollywood movies, and even less than in porn." My eyes opened wide when my mother said the word porn. But she didn't comment on it and continued "So, are you alright now?"
"Yeah. I guess. Still feel like I have to apologize though."
"Forget it... I feel like I should give you a hug right now, but..." We both laughed again, the tension really dispelled.
"It's alright, I'm not... well it's gone down... Shit."
"You're not hard for your old mother anymore?" mom added, a wicked smile on her face and she moved in for her hug.
A hug that lasted too long. Way too long. Even stunned as I was at that moment, I was fully aware of that fact. About 30 seconds in, inevitably, my cock began to harden again. And this time it was pressing directly against my mother's pussy. When I clamped my muscles, making it bulge slightly, my mother made a small sound in her throat and pulled away gently. She was still smiling, a very soft and caring smile, even though she had just felt my cock bulging against her pussy.
She turned around and climbed the ladder, and despite everything I couldn't keep my eyes away from her ass. The climb had pulled a lot of the material between her cheeks, and I could see most of her ass. This morning, though, instead of straightening it out, she didn't touch it and walked to the door. Just as she was about to reach it she said, not turning around, "Are you staring at my ass young man? Because that would be really naughty!" I didn't bother to reply. When she turned to look at me I was grinning widely, and she winked at me before grabbing a towel and entering the house.
And so I was left alone in the pool, my cock rock hard and my mind shaken. She hadn't invited me into her sexual world, but she hadn't kept me at arms length like a mother ought to have. Part of me wanted to follow her inside and see what else could happen, yet another part of me still knew that she was my mother, and that even though she had been playful at the end, she probably did it to ensure that I didn't feel bad about the whole thing.
But shit! I'd flexed my erection directly against her pussy and she didn't say a word! It's even possible that she moaned! Nah... that was my own vivid imagination. She probably resisted the urge to say "ugh", again as to not make me feel bad. I got up and dried myself quickly before entering the house. My cock was still hard and clearly visible through my trunks, but I didn't care. When I didn't see my mother anywhere, I called out. She replied, from the bathroom, that she was going to take another shower to remove the chlorine from her hair.
Damn it! I should have left the phone in there! I sat at my desk and began to surf the net when I saw her walk out fifteen seconds later. She had her towel around herself and I heard her go up to her room. In a flash I replaced the phone in my pack-sack and placed it in the bathroom again, in a safer location this time. It was a risk: why was it there again? But right now I didn't care about that risk. I had flexed my cock against her pussy for God's sake!
I managed to escape in time and she didn't notice a thing. So she took another shower, much quicker this time, and I heard her pull the curtains open for the second time today. When she came out once more she flashed me a nice smile, but didn't say a thing and went back to her room upstairs. Once again nervous despite everything, I grabbed my pack-sack and locked myself in my room. After our... moment, I was rather convinced that my mom was not going to knock on my locked door. After uploading the video to my computer, I muted the speakers and loaded it up. And there it was. After years of dreaming and fantasizing, I was now about to see my mother naked for the first time.
And what a show. The part when she entered went by really quick, and I got a decent look at her ass and nothing more. But when she got out, my eyes opened wide. Full frontal in full HD glory. And it was glorious. I was not disappointed. Despite her age, both her breasts were still perky and bouncy, arrogantly thrusting forward. And shit were they big! Her aureolas were decently large, very well proportioned and her nipples were standing up and out clearly.
My eyes were drawn to her bush, the last remaining mystery. Well, it looked like my mom only trimmed her bikini line. She still sported a decently thick bush, going high above her lips. The angle of the camera was good, but the lighting wasn't: I couldn't see much detail in the dark hairs.
She quickly untangled her hair with a brush, which made her breasts dance. Soon she was pretty much done and I was afraid that she would wrap herself up and leave. Just before doing so she paused, then looked at herself in the mirror. And then, as if influenced by my will, she grabbed her breasts and hefted them both. She followed that, improbably, by a tweaking of her nipples: she pulled her breasts up before releasing them. Then, looking down at her bush, she rubbed her fingers over it, then lower to cup her pussy. My mind was going crazy, and my erection was painful.



Mom then opened the little cabinet and grabbed one of her pink razors. What? Was she going to shave herself? Quickly my mind reminded me that she hadn't stayed in the bathroom long enough for that. But had she really been thinking about it? After looking down at her bush and smiling, she replaced the razor and whispered "What would Matthew say if I dared? And what about..." Matthew was my dad, obviously.
I never learned where she was going with that second question because, with one hand on the wall, she reached for her pussy again and fingered herself for a minute. An entire minute. I was watching my mother finger herself, bent slightly forward with her heavy breasts moving freely. Her eyes were closed, her lips opened and she was starting to breathe harder.
By that point I was masturbating as well and while mom didn't climax, I certainly did. I came and came and came, spreading my sperm all over my chest, belly and hands. When the video stopped, I was still trying to catch my breath, in silence. I could hear my mom in the kitchen, probably fixing lunch for the both of us. Using a truckload of tissues I cleaned myself up, put my swimsuit back on and went out of my room.
To my delight, my mom was now wearing one of her bikinis, one of my favorites. It was cyan coloured and it offered a great cleavage. The bottom was also halfway between a regular swimsuit and a g-string. I wasn't about to complain, or point it out to her. Luck was with me, with her choosing her two sexiest suits today.
Before turning around, she asked me, laughing, "Are you presentable this time?"
"Of course mom... I'm always presentable." I replied, smiling.
When she did turn around she looked at my trunks then her eyes lingered on my abs and chest. "Yep, very presentable. Now, can you please explain why you're still single? I can't believe that the girls in the village aren't crawling all over you."
"Mom!"
"Oh spare me your little boy outrage. Especially since earlier, in the pool. You're not a little boy anymore" she paused, grinning. "So, care to explain?"
"I don't know what to tell you mom. I know that a few of them are interested, but I'm not. The only girl I really like is with someone else right now, and I'm not going to try anything as long as she remains with him."
"Good. That's good." She said, bending forward to put a cake in the oven, offering me a great view of her cleavage in the process. "Now, care to put that body of yours to good use?"
"What?"
"That pile of earth is not going to move itself!"
"Aw..." I cried, having forgotten about that task.
"Go!" she was laughing. "Lunch will be ready when you're done. Think you can do it in 30 minutes?"
I mumbled something as I went out. I spent the next 40 minutes shovelling and moving the leftover earth from last weeks gardening project. It was boring, hard and sweaty work, wheelbarrowing the earth from the yard to the back of the garage. I also fell, twice, in the same goddamn hole. I was covered with dirt when I came back in, and mom laughed. "Shush! Don't come inside! I'll help you clean with the hose."
When we discovered that the water from the hose was way too cold for my skin, mom grabbed the big watering can instead. It was filled with lukewarm water. But with the very low pressure, it wasn't doing much. And so, with a very neutral mom-like expression, my mom began rubbing her hands all over my wet body. One large rinse, then rubbing for ten to fifteen seconds.
As long as she was doing my back, it wasn't all that bad. But when she moved in front of me and kept doing it, her breasts dancing again right in front of my eyes... I felt another erection coming up. Fuck! Inevitably, some water and dirt fell on her breasts, and she rubbed them with her hands a few times.
Once again I was trying my best to think of other things. And was failing. When mom kneeled in front of me to do my legs, I pulled back. When she looked up in surprise, I was smiling and reddening all at once. Still on her knees, my mom said "What? You're still way too dirty to come inside. It's either that or the cold hose."
"Damn... Mom," I sighed, "have you already forgotten about earlier?"
"What? Oh." She quickly glanced at my trunks and saw my erection. Again. Looking up at me with a smile, she said "Lew. I don't know what to say. We're all alone today. Can we just stop worrying about it? Let's say I'll take it as a compliment and move on, OK?"
"Er, OK, I guess." I really didn't know what to say, or do. I walked closer and let her resume.
Soon I was rock hard and you couldn't miss my cock from a hundred yards. My mom wasn't a hundred yards away. Maybe six inches, the distance between her nose and my cock slightly shorter than the length of my cock itself! I was mesmerized, staring at my mom's cleavage from this amazing point of view and seeing her glance at my cock more than a few times. She took a long time to clean my legs, even going under the trunk legs a few times. I could see her nipples poking through her bikini, which only aded to my arousal.
When she stood back up, her breasts nearly touching my cock as they passed it, she rubbed her hands on my already clean chest and abs again. And did it way too long. I was breathing harder, and I was pretty sure that she was flushed as well. Then she moved just a bit too close and we both felt my cock poking her belly. Looking down at my cock, she smiled, took one deep breath, sighed and said "All clean! Take a towel and come inside, dinner's ready. You'll be able to eat anything you want." Eat anything you want! Right!
As she was opening the door she looked back at me and caught me staring at her ass. "Staring again? How naughty! What if I were to stare at you like this?" I didn't know what I could say, but I turned sideways, making my cock stand out. To my surprise, mom stopped in the doorway and stared at my cock for a long while. She leaned against the door frame, her pose highlighting her breasts and hips. I took the opportunity to stare, openly, at her breasts, belly, hips, thighs and bikini clad pussy. I don't know how long we remained that way, in silence, openly enjoying each other's bodies. Eventually, after another sigh, mom looked into my eyes, smiled and winked before going in.
We ate inside, but didn't change out of our suits. It felt like mom was dropping quite a few things on her cleavage as we ate, bringing attention to it and forcing her to touch her breasts. Yet other than that, she didn't give me any indication that something odd was going on. I was aware that my hormones and imagination were powerful enough and were most likely tinting everything she did with sex. It had been a strange morning with her, and while I couldn't explain everything using coincidences and accidents, I certainly wasn't inclined to think that she was doing that to seduce me.
But that soon changed. After lunch, mom grabbed her own laptop and I could see that she was chatting with one of her friends. Judith, judging by her face. Judith was one of mom's best friends and was really funny. They chatted for a little while and then mom got up, announced that she had a few quick errands to run and left. She put a short skirt and thin camisole over her bikini and somehow it made her look even sexier. Alone in the house, I smiled: I was hard again. Part of my my mind told me that I should masturbate right now and take the edge off. I was really keyed-up, and for some unexplained reason, so was my mom. If I didn't get rid of that lust, it could lead to dangerous "accidents"...
I loaded up my favourite porn video site and searched for Jodi West, who made a lot of videos of staged mother-son incest. Everybody knew they were fake, unless Jodi really had about 20 different "sons", but it worked nonetheless. My plan was to watch that for a while, then finish myself off watching my own video of my mother. Soon I was jerking off, watching Jodi "accidentally" getting stuck half-way in and out of a window as her "son" walked behind her.
It was one of my favourites. I felt the first surge of pleasure as he touched her short skirt, but suddenly decided to stop. Closing the video, I looked down at my aching cock and thought "What if dangerous accidents did happen today? It's not as if I was forcing myself upon her this morning. Mom was in a fey mood, and I would not be the one stopping... stopping anything that could happen."
I got up and went to her laptop. From time to time, when I was alone in the house, I searched it in case she ever left nude photos of her poorly hidden. Dad was a photography buff, had a decent camera, and I'm convinced they did it at least once. But I never found anything. I now had a video of her, but why not get pictures as well? Ten minutes later, I hadn't found anything. Damn! On the other hand, curiosity had the better of me and I loaded up her messaging app. I quickly found her conversation with Judith, and in a matter of seconds my entire life changed.
My mother was trying to seduce me. She was trying to have sex with me. I couldn't believe what I was reading! At first they made references to earlier conversations, but alas my mother had thought to erase them. All I had was one from this morning, very early, and the last quick one. I was floored as I began reading the one from this morning. In it, mom told her friend that she had the entire day alone with me, and that she was going to try harder than ever to have sex with me.
Judith: Are you sure he's going to spend the day at home?
Nicole: Oh yes. I'll put my blue swimsuit this morning.
Judith: Not the one that's essentially see-through?
Nicole: Yep!
Judith: Crazy woman!
Nicole: I know! It's indecent, but I only wear it while I'm alone with Lew. I'm sure he believes that I don't know how transparent and high cut it is.
Judith: Of course he doesn't think you know... He looks at you as a mother! Hahaha!
Nicole: Yeah, looks at me like a mother with his erection in his fist! A big one at that! Lol! Just this morning, when I went to the bathroom, I found his pack-sack on the floor. I'm pretty sure he had a camera in it! But I knocked it sideways when I came in and couldn't think of a way to put it back without giving up the fact that I knew.
Judith: Oh, my sons have discovered that trick last year. Since then I've found many things in the bathroom that didn't belong. I've given them quite a few shows since!
Nicole: Naughty woman! Haha! In any case, I gotta put on my swimsuit and begin operation seduction! Talk to you later!
Judith: Bye!
I simply could believe my eyes! Mom was trying to seduce me? Shit! My cock was still rock had, and I pulled it from my swimsuit as I continued reading the last conversation, about 30 minutes ago.
Nicole: No luck yet! It's so hard to crack that incest taboo!
Judith: What did you do?
Nicole: Everything! We went to the pool and I teased him until he joined me. We played around and I jumped on his back. When I jumped back down, I made sure my hand touched his cock. His very hard cock. Just a graze. Then I grabbed him by the waist and lifted him up. I felt his really hard and big cock against my belly and between my breasts! I was thrilled, but he recoiled. We had a long talk after that, and it finished with a long hug, during which his cock grew back up.
Judith: And then, did you grab it?
Nicole: Nah! I think he would have had a heart attack. Poor thing, so shy. But I held him until I could feel it pressed against my pussy. And then he flexed it! It felt amazing! But it was also very obvious so I pulled back, refraining from moaning out loud. Oh, and later he was all dirty from working in the garden, and I cleaned him all down with my hands. When I kneeled in front of him with my "hyper-cleavagy" bikini, he got a huge erection. It was inches form my face! Shit I should have pulled it out and taken it in my mouth.
Judith: Why didn't you?
Nicole: I want him to make the first move!
Judith: You're wasting time my dear... You know just how I love fucking my boys!
Nicole: I know! Today! I'll have him today!
Judith: Go for it! Did you tell him you're going to be alone the two of you all night long?
Nicole: Not yet. I'm going to the store to get some lube, and hopefully I'll need plenty of it today!
I was shell-shocked, sitting on the couch with my mother's laptop next to me. So focused was I on my mom that I barely registered the fact that Judith had said she was already fucking her sons. Once more I felt like masturbating, but I stopped myself. Now my path was clear, and I was going to enjoy every second of this with mom. I couldn't believe that soon I was going to have my cock inside her pussy.
I suddenly heard her opening the front door, and my heart lurched as I replaced her laptop. I was still hard, and couldn't get up. At least not right away. From where I was sitting, I saw mom come in the kitchen and place her bag on the counter. She looked at me, smiled, and proceeded to remove her camisole and skirt. I decided to stare openly at her quick strip. When she noticed my gaze, she grinned and struck a sexy pose once she was standing in her bikini.
"Mom, you're gorgeous!" I said.
"Really? Oh thank you Lew. Let this be a lesson for you: all women like to get compliments on their look, regardless of their age!"
"Stop it mom, you're not old!"
"Pfff... When I look at some of your girl friends, I feel old!"
"Nonsense!" I said, then added "At least two of these friends are jealous of your body."
"Aw... thanks for the compliment, but I know that's not true!"
"I'm serious! Carly and Steph told me that they would pay to have a sexy body like yours!"
"Hmmm... Ok then." she said, walking right up to me. "What about you, Lew?"
"Would I pay to have a body like yours?" That came out before I could censor it, but instead of trying to turn it into a joke, I simply looked at her and smiled.
"Ha! Crazy boy! No, I mean do you think I'm sexy as well?"
Instead of answering, I got up. Mom was really close, and she didn't move to give me space. So when I got up, we were really close and my cock was just about touching her belly. "What do you think?"
Mom laughed, saying "Oh... that much? So naughty... How did I raise such a naughty boy?" she asked rhetorically. "I'm sure that soon a lucky woman will enjoy that..." after a brief pause, mom took her gaze from my cock to my eyes and added "Lucky her!"
She then turned around, touching my cock with her hip before going to the kitchen again. I nearly took her right there, from behind, on the counter. I saw myself pulling her bikini down and burying my face between her buttocks. But despite what I knew, actually making a move on my mother wasn't an easy task. It was utterly bizarre, in fact. In the kitchen, mom proceeded to lather herself with sunscreen. I was still rooted on the floor, looking at her when she came back and threw the bottle to me. "Care to do my back?" It was a classic, but judging by my heartbeat, it was working.
A minute later she was lying on the patio, on her belly, her arms folded under her head. I straddled her thighs, feeling my balls touching her skin through my swimsuit. I began applying the lotion, but took my time. Like the hug earlier, it lasted way too long, but nobody was complaining. Mom was hot, literally and figuratively with the sun glowing on her skin, and I was thoroughly enjoying myself. At one point I slipped my hands under her bikini and, to my surprise, it popped off on its own. "Wow, that was fast Lew!" my mom laughed. "I didn't know you had such deft fingers!"
"No no, it popped on its own!" I said, laughing as well.
"Right, right... In any case it was in the way."
I kept on massaging her skin, but I could now see the sides of her breasts, their size forcing them outwards. The first time my fingertips touched their swell, I was half expecting my mom to say something, but she didn't. A few seconds later, I touched them again, more brazenly this time. Nothing. For the first time in my life I was touching the sides of my mom's breasts. My cock was now painful again, so I took a chance. After squirting another glob of cream on one of my hands, I fished my cock out of my trunks with the other, feeling it slap against my belly. Now, if my mom turned around, she would see it.
Five minutes later, it was becoming way too obvious that her back was completely covered with the sunscreen. Without asking, without even thinking of asking, I moved down and began covering her thighs. "Hmm, that's nice... You definitely have good hands Lew. If you wanna give me a massage, I'm all yours." I'm all yours, she said! Right! I nearly choked. Instead I focused on her legs, from her ankles to the line of her ass, covering every last inch of her skin.
As earlier with her breasts, I gradually let my fingertips touch her ass. No comments, no reaction. My cock was twitching like crazy, but mom wasn't stopping me. Then, throwing caution to the wind, I poured more cream in my hand and after spreading some on the top of her thighs, I let my fingers cover her ass. I felt my fingers glide all over her private skin, covering everything that was not already covered by her bikini. "Hmmm... That's nice son." she mumbled as I was doing it. My eyes opened wide as she said that. My heart was racing again, torn between all I knew, all I wanted to do and all that was taboo. When I squeezed her ass again, harder this time, she moaned softly.
The third time, I went all the way. I pushed my fingertips deeper against her skin and slipped them under her bikini. I remained there for a while, enjoying her flesh and burning hot skin, barely trying to keep up the pretence. Soon my mom arched her ass upwards against my hands. She then slipped her hands from under her head and grabbed her bikini bottoms, beginning to push them down.
And it was then that we heard and saw the delivery truck stop right in front of our house. There was high fence with bushes, so the patio was very private, but we still saw it. And it was clear that it was a package for us. Mom pulled her bikini bottom back up and hurriedly tied her top before getting up. "Can you go and get—" and then she stopped, looking at my cock, exposed and unmissable. "Shit..." she said, smiling slightly, before disappearing in the house.
Two minutes later we were sitting in the kitchen, looking at a big box for dad. It's strange how much two minutes can change things. After the delivery man left, there was an awkward silence in the house. We both knew what would have happened if not for that delivery man. Our secrets were out, if not explicitly so. But now, with dad's box on the table, somehow things were different. Mom took a deep breath and got up, winking at me before disappearing in the basement where her small office was. I looked at the time, 2 o'clock, and wondered if this was the end, or just a little break.
Hours later, we ate together. We were both dressed normally by then. Mom also told me that dad was going to spend the night away, and that with Felix at camp for the week, so we would be alone. She smiled when she said it, but the magic was gone. Nevertheless we chatted all through dinner, but we talked about ordinary subjects. After that we watched a movie, side-by-side on the couch but without any special closeness.
It was painfully frustrating. In my mind, there was a storm of images popping in and out as I tried and failed to watch the movie: her aureolas, nipples and ass in her blue swimsuit, her cleavage in her cyan bikini, the nude movie of her in the bathroom, the fun in the pool, her hands on my chest as she washed me, her grin as she told me I was naughty and especially my hands on her ass, fully opened, under her bikini...
When mom asked me if I had enjoyed the movie, I blinked a few times, not even having realized it was over. She sighed, and took my hand. "Listen Lew... What happened today... Shit. I don't... I don't know what to..." another pause, another sigh. "Maybe it's for the best that we got, er... interrupted. That was a mistake... That was crazy!" she finished with a little laugh, but it felt forced. Nervous. I didn't know what to say and only mumbled some noise as reply. It's so frustrating! We had been so happy, so relaxed, so aroused! It had been so easy, so natural despite the utter strangeness of it all.



Alone in my room, looking out the window at the growing darkness, I felt like shit. I didn't even feel like watching the movie of my naked mom, a movie I thought I'd be watching non-stop. Listening carefully, I could hear my mom typing on her laptop, probably sharing our failure with Judith. I felt ashamed. Wasn't that fucked up? Ashamed that I didn't get to fuck my mom! I got up, angry with myself, and took a deep breath. I put my swimsuit again and decided to face near-certain rejection; hadn't she said that it had been a mistake? Taking a few more deep breaths, I got out of my room and went to find my mom.
She was surprised to see me and closed her laptop. I offered her my hand and pulled her up in a hug. She was puzzled. "Mom, I may get in trouble for saying this, but here goes." Damn! I was shaking as I took one last deep breath! "I enjoyed each and every minute of our time together today. It felt like a dream come true, and I would do it all over again any day. I enjoyed looking at your nearly naked body, touching you, letting you see just how hard you can make my cock... Thank you, thank you so much. You may think it was a mistake and if it never happens again, so be it. I'll cherish the memories of this day forever. But if you change your mind, I'll be outside, having a last swim."
I couldn't manage the courage to look her in the eyes before turning around and going out. She didn't say anything. On the patio, I removed my swimsuit before running and jumping in the pool naked. I wanted to let this pent up energy out. I did a few laps of the pool as fast as I could, looking at the door every time I turned around. Five minutes later, I finally stopped, breathing hard. I was still alone. I swam on my back, slowly, trying to calm down. She was not coming. It was over. Taking long, deep breaths, I was glad to see that I was calmer now. Sad, yes, but not frustrated anymore. It had indeed been crazy. Fucking my own mother? Shit!
As I laughed out loud, I heard the door open, and there she was. Despite the low light, I could see that she was wearing her cyan bikini again. She walked towards me slowly, her eyes locked into mine. "Are you sure about this Lew?"
"Never been more sure of anything before, mom."
She grinned and just as she was about to sit at the edge of the patio, she saw my swimsuit on the chair. "Really?"
"Really."
"Ok then." she said, getting up. "Please turn around."
"What? Are you kidding me?"
"Ha! Just turn around."
I did, suddenly uncertain. Then I heard my mother jumping in the pool. Naked. I turned around. Of course I couldn't see anything right now, what with the water up to her neck. I swam to her and saw, to my surprise, that she was really nervous. "Don't worry mom... All I want to do is remove your damned clasp."
"And get my hair wet?"
"Damn yes!" I said, pulling the clasp off. "You look extraordinarily sexy with your wet hair loose over your shoulders."
"Hmmm... is that a way to speak to your mother?"
"Tonight yes."
We swam around, talking little. But this time it wasn't awkward. The air was positively charged with sexual energy. After a while, I said "Did you enjoy washing the dirt off of me earlier?"
Mom grinned, waited a bit before answering. "Yes. Oh gods yes. Wanna get dirty again?" she was laughing, still nervous.
Strangely enough, I wasn't nervous anymore. "I'm planning to, but not that type of dirty." And with that, I swam closer to her.
"Hmmm, what do you have in mind, son?" she asked.
"Too many things to list, mom." That made her pause. "But we could begin with a little more horseplay?"
"Sure! Turn around, I go first!"
And so she did. I felt her body upon mine, her nude breasts on my equally nude back, and her pussy against the small of my back. I wrapped my arms under her thighs and held her firmly as I ran around the pool, creating a strong current. Every time she move or repositioned herself, I could feel her breasts sliding on my skin. She grazed and touched my cock a few times, but nothing more direct. Yet.
Without warning, I dropped down underwater, bringing her with me. As she twisted around, I felt my cock touch what I think was her thigh. Both above water now, we laughed, and she said, laughing "Now you did it! My hair is all wet."
"And you're the sexiest woman alive." I replied, not laughing.
"Ugh! Your turn, charmer!"
When she turned around, I walked behind her, supremely aware that my cock was pointing right at her naked ass. "Sure you can take me?"
"Take you? I could take you and ride all night long..." she said, before exploding in laughter, realizing the pun.
"Try me!" I said, jumping on her back.
In the decently deep water, she could indeed easily hold my weight. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders, carefully avoiding her breasts. When she began running, using the current as I had already created, we were laughing again. My raging cock was a hard rock between our bodies. When mom slipped and dropped down suddenly, my hand slipped and ended up on her right breast.
And remained there. Firmly grasping her large mound. And massaging it. It wasn't just an innocent accident, and I wasn't going to move it away now. Mom kept running, proving to me that she was still strong and in good shape. Soon both my hands were on her breasts, as mom slowed down. But she pulled my own trick and dunked us both underwater again.
As we got back up, face to face, we hugged again, my cock against her soft belly. As my hands slipped down to her ass, she instinctively lifted her legs and wrapped them around my hips. She gasped. Pulling her up, I felt them around my waist now, as my cock slipped down directly against her pussy. "Oh my gods, oh my gods oh my gods..." My mom kept repeating over and over. Until I kissed her. Hard. And she returned the passion 100%. I felt my mother's tongue in my mouth, her teeth biting my tongue as I entered her own mouth. It was insane. We were grinding each other, the underside of my cock against her burning hot pussy.
When I pulled her higher, her breath caught in her throat, but I wasn't about to impale her. Instead, I guided us closer to the deck and lifted her up to sit her there. Naked, gloriously naked and glistening with water. I pushed her thighs opened and dove in. No warning, no more foreplay. I felt like the entire day had been our foreplay. I didn't have a lot of experience eating pussy, but I did my best to read her body.
Soon, guided by her hands and few words, I heard her first moans as her taste filled my mouth. I was drinking in my mother's pussy juices. Lips and tongue all over her until I recognized some spots she liked, where to suck, where to nibble, how deep to push my tongue... My entire face was covered with her juices as she began laughing softly. "My son is eating my pussy!" she whispered. "My fucking son is eating my fucking pussy!" she repeated, laughing.
Her thighs began to clamp my head more often, and I could hear her sharp intakes of breath. "Son... Lew... You have to stop, otherwise I'll cum and scream your name out for the entire neighbourhood to hear." As naughty as that idea sounded, even in my sexual trance I knew that it would be bad. Gently I stopped and moved away from her pussy. "Lew... Let's go inside." she said.
"My thought's exactly!" I replied, then pulled her back in the pool. I then turned her around to face the deck, pressing her against it with my body. I grabbed one of her breasts with one hand, and my cock with the other. As I was guiding it between her cheeks, I said "I really, really want to go inside."
And so I did. It was over in a matter of seconds, but it was mind bogglingly phenomenal. I felt myself slide against her anus, then found her hot pussy before her lips parted and I pushed upwards. As my lower belly pressed against her ass hard, I buried my cock as deep as it would go, crushing my mom against the side of the pool. She took a deep, very quick breath and held it. Her head was thrown back against my shoulder, and I could see that her mouth was wide open in a silent scream.
Slowly, as I kept pushing in hard, I could feel her pussy relaxing around my cock, slowly sliding back over it. I knew I had gone in too quick, too hard, stretching her flesh not only wide but upwards as well. She had taken me nonetheless, and now her pussy was deeply clenched around me but ready for more. As I fucked her slowly with short strokes, I asked "How long as it been since you've been wanting my cock inside you?"
"Since you were born..." she said breathlessly. "You?"
"Since about five years."
"Damn... Five years lost!" said my mom in a whisper. "Guess we have a lot of time to make up for... Fuck me!"
We had water up to our bellies, so at first my penetrations were silent. With her head on my shoulder, her torso was arched forward and her breasts glowed in the dim light. Both my hands were now on them, squeezing them hard. She was pushing back against me with her ass with every stroke, and soon we were making waves. And noise. Probably too much noise for our neighbours. "Now we really have to go inside... in the house." and so mom pushed back against me, forcing my cock out.
When she jumped upwards, holding herself up with her arms with her upper thighs pressed against the edge and legs still in the pool, she thought she was going to get out. Nope. From my point of view, I had her ass right in front of my face and all I had to do to keep it there was to push her upper body forward, forcing her to bend. And that's what I did. Off balance, mom didn't have any choice and she moved her hands forward to prevent a crash. She was now sprawled on the deck, with her legs hanging at 90 degrees down in the water. And her ass was in glorious display in front of my face.
I placed one of my hands on her back, forcing her to remain in the position, and my other on one of her cheeks. I squeezed her flesh pretty hard, using my thumb to spread her cheeks. And then I dove in. Once more I had my mouth on her pussy, finding it just as hot and wet as earlier. With this new angle though, I had new opportunities. As I ate her, driving my tongue inside her, I let my thumb touch her asshole. None of my girlfriends had ever let me do that, but judging by her sharp intake of breath, and the fact that she wasn't pushing me away, it seemed that my mom was more open minded than I thought.
I then felt her hand grabbing my hairs firmly, before pulling me harder against her cleft and guiding my movements. Realizing that she was not going to push me away, I grabbed her ass with both hands and spread it open. Free to move around even more, I gorged on her pussy and ass. I felt my heart thump hard for a few beats as she pulled me higher, making me eat her ass.
When she moaned out loud, she immediately pushed me away and slipped out of the pool for good. "Now! Let's get inside!" But I was faster than she was. As soon as I was on the deck after her, I grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the door. Before she could do anything about it, we were down from the patio to our backyard. The grass was cool under our feet, and since we were drenched, the cool air was a shock. But I didn't care. We were both burning up and I wanted to stay outside.
None of our neighbours could see us, but they would hear us if we weren't careful. We were whispering.
"Are you crazy Lew!"
"Yes I am! Suck me! I wanna see my cock in your mouth!"
Mom laughed and shook her head, but I pushed her down on her knees. "You are crazy! What have I gotten myself into now!" she added, laughing.
And suddenly, I saw my mom grabbing my cock and taking as much as she could inside her. This was only the third time my cock had been inside a mouth. This time it was my mother's mouth, obviously a very experienced mouth. I could feel her tongue, her cheeks, the back of her mouth, I heard her gargle around my cock, sucking, nearly choke as I reached the limit... I had a fistful of her hair in my hand, but was not really guiding her: I was in too much of a shock.
I wanted to grab her head with both hands and fuck her mouth, but wasn't sure how it would turn out. I also wanted to remain here for a long while, but knew that was not possible. She was going to make me cum too fast. I resisted as long as I could, but eventually, the sight of her lips stretched around my cock, and her eyes looking up at me were too much. I pulled her against my cock one last time and pulled away.
But not to go inside. I pushed her down, flat on her back on the very cold ground and mounted her missionary style. The cold seized her and she gasped, then gasped again as I slipped inside her. The grass was cold, I could feel it on my thighs. But we were just too keyed up to really care. As soon as I began driving her fast and hard, her moans changed. "'Shit! Shit! Shit!... So fucking good!" She kept whispering under her breath. Suddenly, taking me by surprise, she turned me over and mounted me in the cowgirl position.
Before she could do anything though, I grabbed her shoulders, pulled her down and pushed her to the side, rolling her again. She gasped one more time, laughing, before doing the same to me. It was my turn to gasp and laugh, until she sat up straight upon my cock and rode me like a wild bronco. I was being driven in the cold grass, fucked like never before. By my mother! I was being fucked silly by my mother! My eyes were opened wide as I stared at her breasts and pussy. Her long wet hairs were whipping all over the place, all around her.
I sat up and took her nipple in my mouth, the first time since I was a little boy. Then I sucked on the other, hungry for more of her, more of her sex. One of my hands was holding the free breast, and the other was clutching her ass firmly. Between nibbling, I whispered "How does it feel to have me suck your breasts? How does it feel to have your son's hand on your ass, teasing your asshole? And how does it feel to have my cock, your very own Lew's cock, your son's cock deep inside your pussy? You're fucking your son, mom! You're fucking me!"
I could see that my words were having an effect. I didn't think I would be my mom's best lover, but I was her son. Her moans changed, so did her breathing and finally her rhythm upon me. When I felt her body spasming, I pushed her on the ground once more and took her again in the missionary position. This time I leaned in for a kiss, a very passionate kiss as I pistoned in and out of her pussy. Inexperienced as I was, it was clear that she was on the verge of climaxing.
I was driving my full length in and out of her, keeping just enough awareness to prevent my cock from slipping out, yet thrust inside her as hard and deep as I could. "Lew... Oh dear gods Lew! Fuck me... Fill me with your seed. Fill mommy's pussy with your sperm, your cum, your semen... I want all of it inside me. Shit this feels so good! Precious little boy, fuck mommy until she can't even think straight!"
We were both panting hard at this point, having the most taboo sex imaginable in the most vanilla position possible. It took us, at most, ten seconds to cum after that. When she felt me twitching and spasming, it pushed her over the edge, where she had kept herself, waiting for me. I didn't have such self-control, I just raged and exploded into her. We were kissing again, as much as we could given that we had to breathe very hard, and very quietly.
I could feel her entire body clenching around mine, and heard the deep, firmly controlled moans in her throat. I couldn't believe that I was actually fucking my mom, making her climax, spending all this cum inside her very pussy... I wasn't imagining it this time, I really was plowing her pussy, feeling her flesh and muscles clamped around my shaft. For a few moments it became intensely physical in the crude sense of the word, and nothing existed except my cock and my mom's pussy. My entire being was concentrated in there, in the most forbidden of acts. Inch after inch as I pulled out, then in, then out, fully out and in the fumbling seconds before I found her hole again and pushed back in...
Eventually, my body couldn't handle the intense sensations and I had to stop. We were both spent, breathing hard in a steaming mess on the cold grass. I didn't want to pull my cock out of her, afraid that she would wake up and realize how stupid that had been. Soon, she whispered "Lew, my love... I'm freezing." when she heard my frustrated groan, she added "Well, you know what I have to do after getting my hair wet in the pool..."
A shower. With my mom. I felt my cock tingle and twitch at the thought, and finally agreed to pull out. Once up, mom looked at my still hard cock and said "Gods I love young cocks." Looking up at me, she added "Ready to spend the night fucking your old mom? I want you inside my every hole... Every last one of them, tonight."
Was I ever ready! "If you don't hurry, I'm going to take you again right here!"
Mom laughed and ran to the deck, as I stared. I took a deep breath, trying to regain my composure, my breath and my strength. This was going to be long night, a wonderful night.
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*****
Bill was smiling as he tightened the last screw. He then looked at his handiwork, a very small camera he had mounted on a joist in the ceiling of his basement. The ceiling had never been properly finished, and with all the piping and cabling already there, this small camera would be essentially invisible.
He nevertheless had plans on how to make it even less detectable and spent the next fifteen minutes doing just that. He then went up to his computer and installed the software, making sure that everything worked as expected. Once all that was done, Bill sat comfortably in his favorite chair, smiling as he drank his coffee.
Bill, despite what he was eventually going to see on one of the video clip, wasn't a voyeur. It hadn't even crossed his mind that he might catch his daughter Lucy having sex with her boyfriend. Nope, not even once. Despite the fact that he was a single father he was convinced that he had raised his daughter well. He knew that Lucy had grown into a confident, self-respecting girl and that she would wait a long time before having sex with her boyfriend.
Despite the fact that she was eighteen, Bill didn't fear that his daughter would have sex too young. He was afraid of something else. The camera had only one purpose: catching Lucy and her boyfriend smoking pot. He had made it crystal clear to her what his stance on the subject was and while she had tried to reassure him about it, Bill wasn't convinced.
Once or twice he had gone to the basement and had smelled a funny odor. The thing was that Bill didn't actually know what pot smoke smelled like. All he had heard was that it was funny. A couple of weeks ago he had decided that he had to know for sure and had bought the camera.
Now all he had to do was wait. Lucy and her boyfriend often spent evenings more or less alone in the basement whilst Bill was upstairs. He was pretty sure they wouldn't smoke while he was in the house, but when he wasn't and so for the following week he gave them opportunity to be alone in the basement. Nothing happened. They did spend some time down there, and the camera was working as intended. But all he got was long discussions, some kissing, light petting and long moments where both of them were typing on their phones.
That, Bill couldn't understand. Why spend hours texting to other people when you're sitting with your boyfriend. He was glad to see that Lucy wasn't going any further than very light petting though. At eighteen and while she was living under his roof, Lucy also knew that this was the limit.
Yet Bill smiled, thinking "Poor guy."
Despite being her father, Bill was fully aware that Lucy was remarkably beautiful and sexy. Bright green eyes, long reddish blonde hair waving way below her shoulders and a sprinkling of light freckles on her cheeks, she stood out in any crowd. She still had the long-limped, coltish look of a teenager, but in the past six months her breasts and hips had really started to grow and Lucy looked more and more like a stunning young woman, still learning to dress appropriately.
Looking at her on the video, Bill could see that her shirt was way too tight and that it made her breasts stand out like disproportionate mountains on her slim frame. Remembering how he had felt with his girlfriends at eighteen, Bill felt some pity for Connor, Lucy's boyfriend. "He probably had a hard-on right then!" he laughed.
As he watched Connor, he also felt slightly uneasy. He hadn't noticed it the first time he had seen him months ago, but it was now obvious that Connor was built almost exactly like him. Both Bill and Connor were tall, large men with wide shoulders and big hands. While part of him was flattered that Lucy would go for guys that looked like him, it also worried him a bit. Not too much though, Bill thought. "Large and tall was what proper men should look like."
Without even being fully conscious of what he was doing, Bill rewound the clip to their most intense petting session and his eyes locked onto Connors's hand as it briefly squeezed Lucy's breasts. As Bill watched, for the second time, that generous breast being pushed upwards, watched the young and firm flesh forced higher and higher, he couldn't deny feeling a pulse of pleasure. Of unacceptable pleasure. He closed the video and deleted it. "Nothing about pot on there, so no need to keep it." He took a few deep breaths before getting up and going out to work on his car.
***
Thinking about what she had done the previous evening, Lucy smiled to herself. She was alone in her room and remembered the joint she had shared with Connor. And his hands all over her. Hmm... Sweet memories. As she browsed pictures of him from last summer, from the very day when she had met him on the beach, she smiled softly, acknowledging the faint but perceptible throb between her legs. One of those pictures was her absolute favorite. Connor was jumping during a beach volleyball game, both his arms in the air and she could see his wide, powerful chest in full glory.
They both spent the rest of the summer together, kissing and hugging and petting each other as often as they could. As summer faded into fall and those early explorations turned into more intimate caresses. She still remembered when he had first touched then grasped her naked breast under her night shirt. The thrill she had felt and a few weeks later, when she had touched and sucked his cock, her very first cock. In a matter of days he had cum many, many times in her mouth becoming what he said was an excellent cocksucker. As naughty as that sounded, Lucy had felt a strange pride.
And now that her breasts were just big enough to wrap around his large cock, they had added tittyfucking to their repertoire. Of course, her dad had no idea that they were playing like this. He probably would fly into a rage! But they were both eighteen, in love and couldn't get enough of each other. Besides, she had made it perfectly clear to Connor that she was not ready to get into any sort of vaginal, or even anal sex. It had frustrated him at first, especially since she was not his first serious girlfriend. Given that he was her own first, she wanted to take things slow.
In turn, it pissed her off that he didn't want to eat her pussy. Mary, one of her friends, had talked to her about receiving oral sex, describing it as the best thing in the world. But despite the fact that Lucy was a eager and talented cock sucker, Connor didn't want to eat her. She had to admit that while the thought of saying no to blowjobs was certainly an option, she enjoyed it too much. She really did want to save her virginity for later, but that didn't mean that she didn't enjoy sex!
The same night Mary had talked to her about cunnilingus, she had also asked a very pointed question. "Lucy, have you noticed that your boyfriend and your dad are like, very alike?"
Lucy had laughed, brushing it off by saying that she simply liked manly guys. Mary's boyfriend was a small, thin guy and despite the fact that he did eat Mary's pussy, she simply couldn't be with a guy like this. Mary wasn't into big burly guys, so she hadn't minded the comment and they changed the subject.
But now, thinking about that conversation, Lucy knew that Mary had touched a sensitive subject. She knew perfectly well, that Connor looked like her dad. From the moment she met him, she had noticed. It wasn't an accident either. As she browsed other pictures from last summer, she found some of her dad in his swim trunks. He didn't look like the current heartthrobs her friends liked. Not at all. He was just a tall, big and powerful man. And while Lucy liked to watch pictures of Connor, she secretly liked watching pictures of her dad as well.
She knew it was naughty beyond words but she couldn't help it. Early last summer she had bought her red bikini for Connor, but even in the dressing room, she couldn't help herself and tried to imagine how her father would react. Would he see her as a little girl wearing a bikini that was too sexy or as a sexy young woman?
Well, after a few times wearing it around him, she didn't know. He had certainly noticed it, but she didn't know how it had affected him.
Maybe someday she would go too far trying to please or even seduce him. Playing with a pen in her mouth, she grinned, wondering if she could come up with a plan. "Nah!" she thought. "That's insane! Being infatuated with your father was one thing, but actively trying to seduce him... Shit! I can already imagine what the psychologists would say!" She closed her laptop and tried to forget about it and focused on Connor.
***
Later that week, Bill left the house on a Friday night, letting Lucy and Connor spend part of the evening alone. He knew they would be busy working on their costumes for the Halloween party later that night, but he turned on the camera nonetheless. He had given Lucy his permission to go to the very late party, and had been blessed with a huge hug as she thanked him. As he had closed his arms around her slim back, he had felt her round breasts against his chest and had briefly remembered Connors's big hand on her breast.
Now at a pub with some friends, he wondered if his fears about pot smoking were founded. Lucy wasn't in the habit of disobeying him, Connor was a good guy and knew that pot was forbidden, so maybe the camera had been an overreaction. At 10 o'clock Bill left the pub and headed home, knowing that Lucy and Connor would be already gone. He wondered if she should call a cab, as he had enjoyed more beers than he had anticipated. He decided against it, and the trip back home was fine. He sat at his computer and loaded up the video. He saw them coming down and working on their costumes for a bit.
And then it happened. Connor pulled out a joint and Lucy helped him to light it. They opened the window to blow most of the smoke outside. For the next five minutes, Bill watched them smoking pot, his anger getting worse and worse. Eventually he got up from the chair and paced his room.
What would he do? What would he say? What kind of punishment would they get? As he wondered about these questions, he didn't watch the video that was still playing.
Eventually though, something caught his eye. When he looked he was shocked. Lucy was on her knees in front of the couch, sucking Connor's cock for all she was worth. Bill's anger overflowed and his first instinct was to go to the Halloween party and bring Lucy back forcefully. Yet beneath this seething anger was also an undeniable burst of lust and envy. As he sat down Bill watched Connor's big hands, so similar to his, holding a fistful of Lucy's hair as she sucked him. When Bill placed his thumb over Connor's face on the screen, Bill's eye widened: it truly looked like it was himself.
Bill's jaw dropped as he watched, transfixed at what looked exactly like his very own daughter sucking his cock. Despite his anger, Bill felt his cock getting hard very quickly in his pants. Then, before his very eyes Lucy pulled away and removed her shirt and bra. Bill moaned as he saw his daughter's breasts free for the first time.
Oh dear fucking God! They were amazing! Lucy leaned forward and resumed sucking Connors cock, her free breasts hanging and swinging beneath her.
His erection now painful, Bill opened his jeans and freed his cock. As Connor reached down to play with Lucy's breasts, Bill grabbed his cock and began pumping it. He knew it was bad, knew it was actually really bad. For a while now, from time to time, he had been aroused by his daughter. He had never said or done anything about it. Even when she walked around in her tiny red bikini last summer, he hadn't masturbated despite the occasional erections.
Now though, he just couldn't resist. As he watched, Connor pulled Lucy up and began to unbutton her pants.
He saw her shaking her head, saying "No Connor... You know I'm not ready for this yet!" Connor then pushed her down again, wrapping his cock between her breasts.
When Lucy spat on his cock and started to fuck his cock with them, Bill felt a surge of pleasure. He stopped.
Swearing, he got up from his chair and turned away from the screen. "This is fucked up!" he said out loud. "This can't be happening! I'm not supposed to feel these things for my daughter!"
Yet he was, he definitely was... Looking back at the screen, he saw that Connor was now standing, just about face fucking Lucy. He heard him groaning as he came and saw his daughter drink it all.
Still jerking his cock absentmindedly, Bill saw Lucy standing up with a huge grin, her two perfect breasts in full display. Bill squeezed his cock harder, pumped faster and was ready to go all the way. But at the last minute he stopped, unable to let himself climax while seeing and thinking about fucking his daughter. He thought about the pot and tried to rekindle his anger. A few deep breaths later, he pushed his cock back into his jeans as his blood receded slowly, grabbed his coat and headed out to find his daughter.
***
Despite Connor's stubborn refusal to go down on her, and the fact that she had had to say no to penetration again, Lucy was having a great time on her knees in front of him. The buzz from the pot was coming in, as she sucked her boyfriend's cock, Lucy was enveloped by so much pleasure. Kneeling topless in front of him, knowing just how much he loved her breasts, she was smiling as she sucked his big cock.
As she heard Connor murmur her name in a low voice, she suddenly opened her eyes wide as he had sounded exactly like her dad. Closing her eyes again she imagined that she was sucking her father's cock. Oh the surge of pleasure! As she moved a bit and wrapped her breasts around his cock, spitting saliva on them as lubricant, she kept her eyes closed and fantasized.
When Connor got up, placed both his hands on her head, she knew he was close to cumming. Keeping her eyes closed still, she pictured her dad doing the same thing and almost climaxed just at the thought. As she slipped her hand down her pants and cupped her drenched pussy, she felt the first burst of pleasure and knew she would climax soon as well.
Connor grunted and pushed his cock deeper into her mouth. "God he had a big cock! Probably just like my dad's!" Lucy thought as she adjusted to him. When she imagined her father saying "Oh yes my sweet little Lucy... Take my cock, take all of it. Are you ready for my sperm? For your dad's sperm down your throat?" pushing her over the edge. Lucy climaxed and moaned her pleasure against Connor's cock which pushed him over the edge as well.
She tried to drink all of his sperm and mostly succeeded, swallowing a few mouthfuls of her "Daddy's" cum while waves of pleasure were hitting her. After Connor fell back against the couch, contented, Lucy stood up, seeing her breasts bounce as she checked for drops of sperm. There were none, but she grasped her breasts and caressed herself a few moments before sitting next to Connor, still topless.
Looking at him, she said "Think you're going to have enough energy to do that again at the party?"
"What?" he asked, smiling. "You're serious?"
"Sure, Why not? The place is going to be packed, and I'm sure we'll be able to find a room somewhere."
"Damn girl, sure!" he replied.
Lucy was grinning as they left sometime later, already eager for the right opportunity later at the party.
***
Bill, still slightly drunk on alcohol and positively intoxicated on lust, arrived at the house where the party was happening. He had no difficulty finding the place: there were dozens of cars parked close to the house and there were people everywhere outside as well.
He was ready to charge through the crowd like a bull, grab his daughter and force her back home. But as he walked towards he house, he slowed down and took a deep breath. He knew Lucy would probably hate him for the rest of his life if he did that. Trying to repress his anger, Bill walked slower and tried to see if, by any chance, he would see her outside. He knew she was dressed as Catwoman and Connor was the Phantom of the Opera. Disappointed, he saw neither but just as he was about to walk onto the front yard, he spotted the long white cape of the Phantom in a small isolated corner of the yard.
Trying to be as discreet as possible, as he was the only one here not dressed, he took the long way around. When he saw that Connor was kissing Lucy, Bill felt both relief at finding her and envy. "Shit!" he swore in his head. "I'm not supposed to feel that way!" A minute later, as he approached the couple, he saw that the girl Connor was kissing wasn't Lucy at all, but a Witch he had never seen before.
Renewed anger helped Bill forget about his overwhelming lust and he grabbed Connor's shoulder to roughly pull him back. The three of them were pretty much alone in the small alcove and the expression on Connor's face told him what he needed to know. Lucy and him were not in a strange opened-relationship as Bill had heard some kids were these days. He was straight up cheating on Lucy after she had given him a fucking blowjob!
Bill growled and told the girl to get lost, which she did. Then looking directly into Connor's eyes, his anger very obvious, he growled again and spoke in a very low voice. "You're going to leave this party immediately, and tomorrow morning you're going to call my daughter and tell her you're breaking up. If you don't, I'm going to march you into that house right now and scream Lucy's name out loud and tell everybody that you were kissing another girl." Bill saw a flash of anger in Connor's eyes, and quickly added "You may think you're big, and you've probably never been manhandled before."
Still staring into his eyes from very close, Bill squeezed Connor's arm a lot harder. Despite being very strong himself, Connor squirmed as he felt the pressure and pain. "Don't doubt for a second that I could do what I said I would. "So, he paused. What's it going to be?"
Connor hesitated only for a second before nodding. He lowered his head and turned to walk away. "Connor!" Bill said, an idea popping into his head. "Give me that costume." Connor nodded again, quickly removing his mask, cape and boots.
Bill watched the youth to make sure that he would actually leave then put on the costume. Even though adrenaline was still coursing through his veins and his heartbeat was still racing, he knew that going through the house without a disguise would make Lucy the talk of the school.
And while he was angry with her for smoking and having sex, he had no intention of humiliating her. Completely dressed, Bill found a door and spent the next ten minutes trying to find his daughter. There were so many kids here, Bill could barely walk through some rooms. Finally, in a small room upstairs, he found her. When he opened the door he froze as he saw her. She was still dressed as Catwoman, but the costume wasn't the one she had shown him earlier today. It was showing a lot more skin. A damned fucking lot. He cursed himself for edging himself earlier. It probably would have been a lot easier if he had just climaxed, relieving the pressure.
Once again, anger and lust warred inside his mind. Lucy was with two other girls, and they were talking and smoking. Shit! Smoking pot again! The surge of blood in his cock stopped as her saw his precious daughter pulling a long toke on the joint. When Lucy saw him, she got up, a huge grin on her face. She was stoned, drunk and, apparently, very horny. She hugged him again but before Bill could do anything about it, she was also hungrily kissing him on the mouth.
Bill's first reflex was to grab the small of her back and kiss her back. Then, a second later, he pulled back and looked at his daughter in horror. The room as too dark for her to properly see his expression under the mask, and all she did was lean again for another kiss. Breaking it a moment later, she said "Oh shit Connor... I want you so bad!" while grabbing his ass.



Bill, despite his intense arousal, wanted to push her away and tell her who he was. Yet if he did that now, the two girls in the room would know that Lucy had kissed her father and if that ever became gossip it would be hellish for both of them. Instead he tried the same growling tactic while he stared at the girls. They got his message and left them alone in the room.
Turning around slightly to close the door behind them, Bill had every intention of telling Lucy who he was but then she pushed him hard against the closed door, kissed him deeply with her tongue and grasped his hard cock through his pants. Bill moaned as she did, knowing he was losing control of the situation. He was drunk himself and Lucy was both drunk and stoned. This was as bad as it could get!
He soon found out that it wasn't actually. When Lucy dropped to her knees, pulled his cock from his pants and began to suck him.
Bill knew he had lost. Had lost and was going to hell. He had been celibate and sexless for too long and just couldn't do anything to resist this sexiest of girls. His own daughter. Lucy said "Shit! You're so big for me tonight babe! Gods! You're still growing! Guess I must be drunker than I realized!" and she resumed her wonderful blowjob.
Abandoning all self-control, resistance being futile at this point, Bill reached down and grabbed both her breasts through the costume. He had been intimate with eight women in his life and none of them had breasts as wonderful as his own daughter. Not even her mother. Far from it. It had been decades since he had touched large breasts and his mind was reeling from the sensations. So big and firm, yet pliable and responsive, lively as only young breasts could be.
Leaning forward even more, he slipped on of his big hands to her ass. After grabbing it through the thin fabric, he pushed his fingers under the torn Catwoman pants. No panties, pure ass, pure heaven. Pulling away from her sweet mouth, Bill knelt in front of her and grabbed her pants with both hands. After he pulled them down to her knees, Lucy helped him remove them. She whispered "You know I won't go all the way, yes?" Bill nodded and grabbed her pussy, finding it wet. He brought his fingers to his lips and tasted his daughter for the very first time.
He then layed down on the floor, on his back. For a moment Lucy just knelt there, a puzzled expression on her face. Bill thought that the invitation to a 69 was pretty obvious but he grabbed her hips nonetheless. She moved awkwardly for a few moments, but soon she figured out what he wanted. Pushing the mask to the side, Bill opened his mouth and pulled his daughter's pussy onto his mouth.
Lucy moaned out loud, almost crying out as he began to eat her. As Bill was bewildered by the fact that he was eating his daughter's pussy, tasting her forbidden juices and playing with her exposed clit with his tongue, he heard her say "Oh Connor! I'm so happy that you decided to go for it! Oh your tongue feels so good! I've been waiting for this for months! Gods that's good!"
Bill could scarcely believe that the stupid Connor had never wanted to eat this incredible pussy. Lucy's long and lean thighs framed what felt like a beautiful pussy which as an added bonus, tasted wonderful. Shit his daughter tasted so good!
Lucy began to suck his cock again, but very soon she stopped and started to shake. Bill grinned into her pussy, glad to see that he still had the touch. He grabbed his daughter's firm buttocks with both hands and held her there as she came. Eventually she tried to pull away but he held her firmly, never stopping. Lucy squirmed and groaned, shaking and trembling over him. She gasped her last peaks of pleasure before resuming her blowjob.
Bill, sensing his daughter beginning to press her pussy back against his mouth, grinned again and did his best to make her climax again before he did. "Fuck you're so big tonight babe! And damn that tongue of yours is so wonderful! You know—" she stopped, gasping for breath as he sucked her clit harder. "Oh damn! You know you're going to have to do that everyday now, right?" She was laughing as her second climax hit her.
This time she rose up over Bill's face and ground her pussy hard into him. With the mask trapped between her ass and his face, and the back of his head against the hard floor, Bill was feeling some pain. And it so didn't matter. His face was covered in his little daughter's pussy juices and she was climaxing for a second time in minutes. Proudly, Bill wondered if Connor had ever been able to manage that.
Lucy kept crying out her pleasure, saying how good it felt, how wonderful her "Connor" was. Bill's cock had now spent the last two minutes without any contacts whatsoever, but he still felt that it was hard as a fucking rock. When he felt Lucy bending forward to take him in his mouth again, he lost it. He grabbed her by her waist and pushed her off. He replaced the mask and got up on his knees.
As she was on her back, her naked legs wide opened and her pussy glistening invitingly, he moved between her thighs. "Oh shit! Connor..." Lucy started, staring at his huge cock, and for a brief instant Bill hesitated. He remembered that his daughter was a virgin and wanted to remain that way. But he certainly wasn't, and right now all he wanted was her pussy. But in the silence, Lucy didn't say "No." Instead, she added "Fuck, I'm so hot right now... Oh gods, just fuck me, take me! Take my virginity, I'm so hot and I'm all yours!"
Bill didn't need anything else and he dove on his daughter. As he fumbled with his cock, trying at first to make it enter her without the help of his hand, he heard her moaning. Lucy was trembling beneath him, but not in fear. Instead, she was burning with lust and desire, and her pussy was equally hot. When he finally found the correct position and angle, he pushed in and felt the folds of his daughter's pussy opening for him. "Oh damn! Oh shit! This is really happening! This is— Fuck you're big! Are you so hot tonight that your cock is bigger? Fuck!" she gasped as he pushed in slowly, making sure not to hurt her. "OH! GOD!" she cried as her fingernails bit into his back.
Bill was barely conscious of them, or of anything else besides the incredible sensations he was flooded with. He had fucked a decent amount of different girls and women in his life, some of whom (like Lucy's mother) had been great in bed. But taking his only daughter's virginity, that was something else entirely! He wasn't fully inside her and she was already crying out in pain and pleasure, the tone of her voice indicating that she was overwhelmed.
Bill slowed down and pulled back slightly, letting her adjust to his size. As he pushed deeper, she cried out, her voice wavering into strange notes and grunts. But she was still holding him fervently with her arms and legs. Finally, he felt her cervix pressed against his glans and felt it give way slightly until his balls touched her ass. There it was, he was buried to the balls into his daughter, into his virgin daughter.
Lucy was writhing beneath him, clearly not believing how good fucking felt. "She's probably regretting not doing it any sooner!" Bill thought, smiling under the mask. Thinking about the mask, he thought that he could probably remove it, given that Lucy was so lost in the pleasure. Then again, as he pulled back and started fucking her proper, she opened her eyes wide and stared right into his eyes. For a brief moment he was afraid that she would recognize him at this distance but soon her eyes rolled into her head and she opened her mouth wide in a silent scream.
Part of him wanted to spend the night fucking her in every position imaginable, but that would necessarily lead to the mask being taken off. He also desperately wanted to rip her costume off and devour her breasts but he refrained from doing that as well. Instead, he listened to her moans and ragged breathing and found what he thought was the best rhythm and power for her.
Lucy's moans and few words soon became incoherent and Bill closed his eyes as he pounded her. He was pretty sure that she climaxed twice again under him, ravaging his back with her nails and squeezing his waist with her powerful legs. He felt their bodies covered in sweat in their costumes, but he just kept on fucking her. The sheer, single minded pleasure of a cock pushing in and pulling out of a delicious pussy. It was enough, more than enough.
He moaned his daughter's name when he came, felt her cry out as she heard him. He overfilled her pussy with his sperm, coating the entire surface of her stretched pussy with his incestuous sperm. Trembling himself with the intensity of his climax, Bill drove into her as long as he could. When he rolled over on his back, exhausted, he felt her turn towards him and rest her head on his chest.
He startled awake a few moments later and realized where he was. Lucy was sleeping with a smile on her face, her lower body still naked and glistening with sweat. Bill grabbed her in his arm and placed her on the big couch. He then put her pants back on and stood next to her, smiling. As he replaced his dangling cock into his pants, he shook his head. "This is pure insanity." But he was grinning as he left her there.
The following morning, though, he wasn't grinning anymore. Sitting in his small office, he stared dumbly at his newspaper and tried to figure out how life could continue after this. What the fuck had he been thinking? He then hear footsteps outside his office and then in came Lucy, wearing a thick dressing gown.
She still looked groggy, but she had a strange expression on her face. Standing next to him, she said "Dad... I just got a strange text message from Connor. He said that he's sorry he had to leave, and that he wanted to break up with me." She stared at her Father and he guessed that she could see everything he wanted to hide in his expression. As a small smile grew on her lips, she said "I knew it... I knew the smell was wrong."
Bill's eye shot wide open, realizing that he hadn't even thought of that. But then Lucy opened her robe and let it drop on the floor. She was utterly naked. "Fuck me again dad, longer this time. A lot longer..." Bill grinned, already feeling his cock getting hard.
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Hailee had been looking forward to that camping trip for weeks! It was supposed to be the best trip of the year! Yet now that she was here, she had spent the first two days moping and frustrated. It wasn't her fault. None of it was her fault! Currently, Hailee was alone high on a hill that overlooked the small lake and beach where they were camping. The place was magnificent and she was sure that the others were having a great time down there. She had taken this short hike alone hoping to clear her mind and enjoy the remaining days.
Sitting on an outcrop of rock just after lunch, the bright sun hot on her skin, she thought about how things went wrong for her. First of all, this camping trip had been planned for six couples, all good friends of Hailee as well as her brother and his girlfriend. That girlfriend, Amy, was the only person in the group Hailee didn't like. "Well, one out of eleven isn't too bad." she had told herself.
But then, a week before the camping weekend, two tragedies struck. First, her very best friend canceled because of a death in the family. Second, Hailee's boyfriend decided to break things off with her. A fucking week before the weekend she had spent months planning! Fucking bastard!
Hailee was still pissed about that even if, she'd had to admit to herself, she had known that the relationship was would not have lasted long beyond that weekend anyways. But regardless, she had been looking forward to fucking that guy every night in their tent before sending him off. He had been damned good in bed, the bastard!
So now there were only four couples and her. But that wasn't even the worst part. That first evening, as they were all setting up their tents, she had realized in horror that hers was completely unusable. About half of the fiberglass poles had been crushed in the car's trunk and she couldn't possibly fix them. She had been on the verge of tears, more of rage than sadness. And so she'd had to go and talk to her brother and ask him if she could sleep in his tent. He had said yes but she knew that it would put a damper on his plans with his girlfriend. When Amy learned of this she was visibly pissed but couldn't do much.
Hailee stood up and looked down at her friends and took a few deep breaths of the clean air. She spotted Amy sitting next to their tent and wondered what her brother saw in her. "She was pretty and sexy enough, obviously, but still." Hailee thought, smiling in the process. She was smiling because everybody said that they looked alike, she and her. Hailee and Amy were the first to deny it but Hailee knew that it was true. When asked, her brother Peter didn't want to commit to an answer. With good reason: admitting that he was dating a girl that looked a lot like his sister would be a bit weird.
Hailee thought it flattering. She was pretty sure that Peter hadn't chosen Amy just because she looked like her anyway. But that left the question wide open: why had he chosen her? Beauty and sex appeal were all very nice, but Amy was as dumb as they came. Her dream job was to be a manicurist, for christ's sake! Hailee shook her head. "Well, maybe I shouldn't be too harsh on her," she thought. "After all, she has a boyfriend and will be having sex tonight!"
Hailee sighed. Fuck! She was aroused all the time! Even now on this exposed rock, she felt like slipping her fingers under her panties and... But why not? Hailee smiled. Standing she could see all her friends, but sitting she wouldn't be visible from down there. Grinning for the first time since getting here, she moved away from the ledge and found a nice, soft mossy patch on the ground. She sat down, slipped her hand under her skirt, pulled her panties aside and gently began to caress herself.
Spreading her legs wide and reclining fully on the soft moss, Hailee took a deep breath and enjoyed the first small waves of pleasure. With the palm of her hand she could feel the patch of hair above her lips and remembered that she had wanted to shave it all off. Her lips were all shaven, as was everything below down to her asshole. She had never dared to shave the hairs above it but as she was pleasuring herself, she swore to do it soon.
A few minutes later her second hand joined the first and she used her deft fingers to stimulate her clit with one hand and her pussy and g-spot with the other. She briefly thought about her ex-boyfriend and his marvelous cock, but quickly forgot about him. None of the guys here interested her in the least. They were all nice guys, but not boyfriend material for her. Now Peter, if he hadn't been her brother... That was a guy she could date. They shared many hobbies and passions and he certainly was hot.
Without being fully aware of what she was doing, she remembered how he had looked this morning at the beach, either playing catch with a friend or showing everybody how he could actually do fifty push-ups. He had done it with ease. When he had stood back up, he had been flushed from the exertion, his powerful arms covered in raised veins and his body covered with sweat. As they had all applauding him Hailee had seen quite a few of the girls looking at his abs and pecs, herself included!
On the ground, as sweaty and flushed as her brother had been earlier, Hailee kept thinking about him, about how he'd look naked coming out of the lake or splitting logs or carrying her naked body to their tent. "What the fuck?" Hailee though, laughing and temporarily stopping her fingers. "Am I so in need that even my brother... Shit!"
She tried to think of something or someone else as she let her fingers resume their holy work... but she failed. Now she was remembering the very awkward moment when, last night very late, she had been woken up by a moan from Amy. Opening her eyes in surprise, Hailee had heard very faint sounds that had confirmed what she had quickly surmised: her brother and his girlfriend had been fucking right next to her. On the one hand, she had understood them perfectly well, yet on the other, she was still right there!
To her surprise she had realized that hearing them and imagining what they were doing had stoked her own fires. Soon her pussy had become warm and had been calling for her. Very slowly, inside her sleeping bag, she had slipped her hand between her legs and had started to masturbate. When she had heard Amy's moans coming faster and then stopping on a taken breath, Hailee had felt her own climax rising fast. But when she had heard her brother's grunt it had finally triggered her climax.
On the rock under the sun, Hailee tried one last time to think of anything else but her brother. "Fuck it!" she finally thought, a naughty smile on her lips. Soon she brought back the image of herself nude in his arms, feeling his big hard cock poking against her back. In her mind's eye she saw him laying her down in his sleeping bag and diving between her legs to eat her pussy like a god. "Peter..." she was moaning, both in her fantasy and in real life.
Hailee was surprised by the intensity of the pleasure she was feeling and by how quickly she felt her climax burgeoning. In her fantasy she barely had time to move Peter up and into her pussy before she climaxed on the moss. She bit her lip and managed not to cry out but she writhed and twisted on the moss, taken by a climax a lot more powerful than she had expected. A bit later, as she walked back down towards her friends, she was smiling. She was still surprised, but at least now she was smiling.
In the middle of the afternoon, most of the girls decided to go to the stream to wash their clothes. They had been here for two nights and some of their clothes really needed a good wash. She decided to join them. After the twenty minute walk to the stream that fed the lake, the girls stripped down to their underwear and proceeded to quickly wash most of their clothes. When Amy removed her bra, some of the others were surprised, but soon they all followed suit. One of them joked that if the guys were to join them, it would make for an awkward situation.
Hailee saw Amy topless for the first time and was surprised to see that even their breasts were alike. "And damned sexy!" she added mentally, smiling to herself. Looking at Amy's breasts was a very special experience for Hailee, like looking at a clone or a living mirror reflexion. Like hers Amy's breasts looked like they were 32C and like hers she probably sometimes tried 32D cups.
Hailee realized that they both had really big breasts for their frames. Despite their size and fullness, they were still very perky and thrust out of her body with no regards for gravity. Damn, even their nipples were very similar! They both had aureolas that were slightly bigger than expected with prominent nipples pointing upwards.
Subtly looking around at the other girls' breasts, she saw that she and Amy had, by far, the best breasts. Julia's were bigger, but Julia was slightly overweight and her breasts were not nearly as perky. The rest had smaller breasts that, while suited to their slim frames, were not in any way spectacular. Hers and Amy's, on the other hand... Maybe that was why Peter had chosen her? Maybe he was a breast man and had been swayed?
Hailee laughed at her own thoughts and soon began talking with Julie to take her mind off of that. The girls spent close to two hours at their spot, giving the sun as much time as possible to dry their clothes. They came back wearing their swimsuits anyway, as even a bright sun wasn't as efficient as a dryer. Back at camp, they spread their clothes as much as possible and hoped they would be dry before nightfall.
During dinner, Amy and Peter got up and went behind their tent. When they came back, Amy was visibly angry and Peter was red faced. Something had happened, but Hailee had no idea what. Later, after dinner and quite a few beers for Peter, he retired early to the tent. After that and for the rest of the evening Hailee saw that Amy was, because there were no other words for it, flirting with all the guys. Not too ostensibly, but it was clear that she was being nicer than usual, more smiles, more references to her bikini or even breasts, that she was sitting just a bit too close to the guys...
"The fuck was wrong with that girl?" Hailee wondered. She looked at their tent and saw that Peter had turned the lantern off. It was still relatively early, and the others wouldn't go to bed for hours yet. She waited a bit more and feigned sleepiness. She wished the others a good night and went to the tent. She found three more empty bottles of beers in there and threw them out. Peter was already sleeping. She stripped down to nothing in the darkness, kneeling right next to her brother.
She had no idea what had happened between him and Amy, but as she heard her laughing seductively at one of the guys, Hailee felt angry. "Regardless of what happened, you don't just go around flirting like this when you have a boyfriend." She moved closer to Peter, unafraid that he would catch her naked. He seemed to be deeply asleep and in any case, it was very dark in the tent. Hailee touched his forehead and brushed her fingers through his hair.
She was surprised when he grabbed her hand and brought it to his lips to kiss it. Hoping he would let her go and fall back asleep, Hailee let him kiss her hand once, twice and three times before she felt him pulling her closer to him. "Peter," she whispered. "Let me go please."
"I'm sorry," he mumbled. "I'm so sorry." Hailee wondered what he was talking about until she realized that he thought that she was Amy. In the dim light, the two of them must look exactly the same. If he even had his eyes opened. "It won't happen again, I swear." he mumbled again.
"Peter," she whispered again. "I'm Hailee..."
"What? What about Hailee? You can't fault me for looking at my sister! Besides, you two look so alike that if I find you beautiful, I can't help but find my sister beautiful!"
Hailee smiled, realizing that Peter was in a strange mix of sleepiness and drunkenness, not really awake. Nevertheless, he pulled her harder towards him and Hailee ended up on all fours, naked, her breasts hanging just above his head. Before she could pull back, she felt him lift his head and kiss her breast, capturing one of her nipples in his mouth. She gasped as she pulled away, and Peter said, "Oh, I'm sorry... I didn't know where you were and I wanted to kiss you. Your lips I mean. I'm sure you're not in the mood for anything else tonight..." He sounded so sad.
But she was in the mood! She so was! Hailee knew that her nipples were hard right now and her pussy was getting wetter by the second. The burst of pleasure she had unexpectedly felt when he sucked on her breast had shaken her. Even as she was still on all fours above him, Peter pushed his blanket away to reveal his cock. "See?" he slurred. "You still make me hard, don't worry about Julia." In the very dim light, Hailee's dark adapted eyes could see the outline of her brother's cock below his hard abs and she gasped again. Damn, it was big and looked so fucking nice!
Suddenly she realized that she was naked, on all fours, her pussy on fire and that she was staring mouthwateringly at her brother's hard cock. This had to stop. "Peter!" she whispered. "Stop this."
"Oh come on Amy... If you want, I could eat your pussy like you've been asking..."
Hailee's eyes opened wide, both at the surprise that he had never done that and at the fact that it reminded her of her own fantasy this afternoon. Deciding to play along instead of risking him waking up and recognizing her, Hailee said, "No. You're right, I'm not in the mood. Not after what happened."
"I just looked at her! Nothing more!"
"Still..." she tried to understand why Amy was so jealous that even him glancing at Julia's breasts made her so angry. "Let me go, I wanna go to sleep."
"So come here... I promise I'll be nice," he replied, pulling her down next to him.
Hailee knew she could have resisted him. She could have stopped him physically, she could have said "No!" more forcefully, she could have said who she really was or she could even have slapped him! But she did none of those things. She had taken a few beers herself, was burning up and here was this beautiful and willing male with his equally beautiful and willing cock. During her hesitation, no more than two seconds, Peter had managed to pull her down on the mattress and was now spooning her.
She gasped as she felt his hard cock between her buttocks, surging and spasming. "I'll be nice!" he had said! "Sure!" she thought. Out loud she said, "Peter, let me go please. I'm not... I'm not in the— Shit!" she stopped talking, as she wasn't even convincing herself. "Just don't move," she said in a sharp and low tone, hoping it would work.
"Ok," he replied, but immediately grabbed her breast.
Hailee felt her own defences failing badly. "I can't let my brother fuck me!" she thought, angry with herself. But she was also aroused beyond words. She knew she was dripping her juices on her thighs and that if Peter moved, even slight— Fuck! She swore mentally as he repositioned himself, guiding his cock lower between her buttocks. His tip was pressed hard against her anus and she felt a thrilling sensation go up her spine. Hailee loved anal sex and given that her ex wasn't into that at all, she really needed a cock back there. "But that, fuck, was neither here nor there!" She thought, slightly angry with herself.
She was breathing hard, her body responding without her consent and soon she was pushing back against his cock. When he squeezed her nipples, Hailee moaned out loud. "That's it baby," Peter said. "Let yourself go. You know you want me." Peter took her silence as compliance and he tilted his pelvis until his cock slipped right up against her lips. "Oh shit," he said, laughing. "You're never this wet baby! Oh fuck that's good!" he added, pushing his cock inside her.
Hailee was in no position to answer or comment, her entire body and mind aflame with lust and pleasure. She hadn't had a cock inside her for two weeks now and her body had clearly been craving one. Any cock. But her brother's? Shit that was insane. She had gone from a few years of admiring his body, to a few months of thinking about him in a sexual manner, to masturbating thinking about him this afternoon and now feeling his very real cock inside her. And he was big! Hailee reeled with pleasure as she felt his thick cock spreading her insides. Completely insane. And completely delightful.
Even half asleep and drunk, Peter was a very nice lover. The way he held her, kissed her neck, whispered sweet words to her, caressed her body with his hands and most of all the way he fucked her, both hard and sweet at the same time... Shit! As she enjoyed his thick cock splitting her pussy open, forcing her walls apart, Hailee writhed against him in pure pleasure. She had never though a first time with a guy could be so fucking good!
Shit! She had her brother's cock inside her pussy and he didn't even know about it! Soon he pushed her and forced her on her stomach while never pulling out of her. With better leverage, he pushed himself even deeper inside her and kept fucking her. When he pressed his hands against the sides of her breasts she lifted herself up instinctively and gasped as she grabbed both her breasts in his big hands.
To her astonishment, as Peter began nibbling on her ear with his lips and teeth, Hailee buckled under him and felt her climax rising faster than fucking fireworks! "Don't change anything you're doing!" she moaned. He didn't. Less than a minute later she was ravaged by an orgasm that shook her to the core. "How the fuck could my own brother make me cum so hard and so fast on our first time!" she thought as she shook and trembled beneath him.
When she groaned louder, he giggled and said, "Shhh! You're going to wake Hailee!"
"I don't think she'll mind," she replied, through clenched teeth, still overwhelmed by too much pleasure.
"Think she would join us if she woke up?" he asked, his voice still slurred by the alcohol. Hailee didn't say anything to that, still breathing hard. Peter added, "I think she would. I think she needs a good fucking right now."
Hailee refrained from giggling as he heard his words. Then, right into her ear as he kept fucking her past her climax, he asked, "Would you mind if she did?" Hailee cursed in her mind, but smiled: if she had been Amy she would have thrown such a fucking tantrum! Amy had been jealous of him looking at Julia and now Peter thought that it was a good idea to ask her if she would mind fucking her boyfriend's sister?
Still drunk on pleasure, she replied, "Would you? Would you fuck your own sister?"
"Shit yeah! She's smoking hot, just like you!" he whispered in her ear.
"Interesting... How do you want me now?" she asked.
"How about in cowgirl?" he replied.
Moments later she was riding his big cock like there was no tomorrow, throwing everything she had: she was keeping a steady rhythm, fucking him hard and long, making her hips twist and rotate from time to time, letting him play with her breasts, etc... But Peter felt like a machine with his relentless fuck tool. In all the positions. He had been plowing her pussy tirelessly for about least half an hour now and he just kept thrusting up against her every downward motion.
Knowing that Amy would eventually come back to the tent, Hailee had to do something. Trying to make him cum, she leaned forward and whispered "About your sister, you'd really fuck her?"
"Of course... She's at least as hot as you and I'm sure she's wild in bed!" he said.
Hailee thought that if he talked like that with Amy, her jealousy was justified. But since she wasn't his girlfriend, she said, "Imagine that I am her... Just for tonight."



"Oh fuck, that's good... That's so good Amy. I mean Hailee. Oh little sister, ride me, ride my cock, I want to feel you cream over me again. Can you come twice for me?"
"Shit!" she cursed, grinning because she knew that she could. "Yeah, just don't stop brother... Oh fuck!" she cried, heedless of the fact that others could potentially hear her.
Hailee tried to hold on to her sanity. Getting two consecutive orgasms from her brother had never even been a remote possibility! She was grinding her pussy brutally against her brother's cock and pelvis and she felt him pushing back, taking her abuse with ease. When her pleasure peaked, she closed in on his neck and bit him hard. Peter groaned as she did, laughing in a very low and sensuous voice. "Damn Hailee... You've never done that before!" Hailee giggled, the roleplay making her dizzy with even more pleasure.
Even before her own climax was over, she repositioned herself and tried to ride her brother as fast as she could. "Yeah brother," she whispered not using her real voice, "fuck me, fuck my pussy with your cock... I've been wanting you for years! Shit, why did you wait this long?"
"Shit Hailee... If I'd known you were willing, I would have taken you a long time ago! Damn your pussy's nice!"
And finally she heard him groaning as he started to buckle under her. Grabbing her hips very hard he plowed into her and his breathing became really irregular. Taking the biggest risk of her life, as her brother was starting to climax inside her, Hailee grabbed a lighter next to them and lit it up. Peter opened his eyes as his sperm started to boil and saw his sister's face, all sweaty and grinning as she bounced on his cock.
"Oh my gods, oh my gods, oh my gods..." he kept repeating, his face contorted by all the pleasure he was feeling. "This is... insane!" he cried as he pulled her hard against him. Hailee felt his cum filling her pussy.
Hailee was in an altered state, dizzy with lust and with the fact that her pussy was filled with her brother's sperm. When Peter was spent, his eyes wide opened and looking as dazed as she was, Hailee moved off of him and lay on her back. And then Peter whispered something completely unexpected. She wouldn't have been able to tell what was going on in his mind right now, but never in a thousand years would she have guessed his next words. As he rose up on all fours, walking towards her, he said "You think it's already over, sister?"
He grabbed her and turned her around, placing her face down on her bedroll. He straddled her thighs and let his thick wet cock fall between her asscheeks. "I know one of your secrets, sister. Mickey told me everything about it." Hailee gasped as he said that name, because she had never been wilder in bed than with Mickey. "And, honestly," Peter continued, "I've been fantasizing about your ass ever since..."
Hailee could only gasp again as she felt herself being manhandled by her brother. She couldn't fathom what had happened in his mind when he had seen her face, and right now she didn't care. Reaching behind herself, she grabbed both her buttocks and spread them wide. She felt a thick glob of Peter's saliva fall on her asshole. She then heard him spit once more, probably coating his already lubed cock with more saliva.
And then she felt him place the tip of his cock against her asshole. She was breathing hard, covered in sweat, her heart beating fast and as fucking excited as she had ever been in her life. When the tip of his cock parted her sphincter and she felt her fine muscles clamping beneath it, she opened her mouth in a silent scream. Not pain. Pure pleasure.
Peter didn't know about it, but for her anal sex was rather painless after an orgasm. And right now, she barely felt any pain at all. Peter, who had been straddled over her thighs, now leaned over her, placing his hands next to her shoulders. Gently he guided his still hard cock deep inside her ass. "Shit, Peter... That's some good cock right there!" she groaned.
"Fuck, little sister... Your ass is heaven!" he moaned into her ear.
By now he had sheathed himself all the way and was beginning to properly fuck her. Lowering himself fully, he slipped his hands under her armpits and wrapped them up and around her shoulders. When he pulled himself into her, deeper this time, Hailee gasped again. She released her buttocks and arched her ass against him, saying, "Fuck me... Fuck me big brother." Peter wanted nothing else right now, and just ploughed into her.
Part of Hailee wanted to get out of the tent and let her brother sodomize her in front of all the their friends. But as aroused as she was, she new that was way too crazy. She revelled in the delicious feeling of Peter's cock stretching her ass, assuaging the itch she hadn't been able to scratch for so long. Given that Peter had just filled her pussy with his sperm, he was fucking her like a man not afraid of cumming too soon. In the weeks and months to come, Hailee would learn that her brother had more stamina than all of her previous boyfriends combined.
Hailee slipped her hands under her body and against her pussy. When she pressed on her clit, she gasped as the surge of pleasure took her by storm. As the minutes slipped by, Hailee's entire consciousness was focused on Peter's cock and her fingers on her pussy. She was revelling with the pleasure, almost raving as she moaned continuously. When Peter asked, "Are you about to cum, little sister?" it pushed her over the edge.
She spasmed and buckled beneath him, feeling his powerful and heavy body over her and his thick cock deep inside her. "Oh gods... Peter... Big brother..." And that seemed to be enough for him as well as he arched hard against her, pushing himself deep and staying there, his entire body taut with pleasure. And then he came inside her for the second time, spending whatever remained of his seed into her ass. He groaned and gasped a few times, still pulling himself into her with his hands, but slower now.
He pulled out slowly, gently, and rolled over to his back. They both took a few minutes to catch their breath and they did so looking at each other. Peter closed his eyes tight then opened them wide. He was grinning and shaking his head in disbelief. All of a sudden, he sat up and opened the tent. Thankfully it was the side that was away from the beach. "We need to air the tent, otherwise it's going to reek of sex when Amy comes back," he said.
When he returned to the bed, he lay on his side and stared at his sister. Hailee stared right back at him, a little nervous. Incest in the heat of passion was one thing, but now... "I love you, little sister..." he said, grinning. "You're completely crazy, but I love you nonetheless." He leaned in to kiss her. On her lips. And then her tongue. They were giggling when they stopped, long minutes later. An hour later, as Amy was still not back, Hailee told Peter how much she was flirting. He said he had known. "But she's so fucking hot!" he said, on his back, staring a the stars through the door.
"So am I, brother. So am I..." Hailee replied.
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Edited by SexyGirlWhore. Thanks!
*****
It all began with a simple request for help from a fellow teacher. I teach philosophy at a junior college and late last evening, just as I was about to leave, my drama colleague popped into my office and asked for a simple favour. One of her students was having trouble with her role in the upcoming play, and needed extra time to rehearse, ideally alone in the studio. All I would have to do is remain in my office, which happens to be next to the studio, all evening long.
She herself couldn't stay, but college policy dictated that students couldn't remain alone in the building past 8 o'clock. "No problem." I said, thinking that it wouldn't be much of a hassle as I had a lot of grading to do anyway. I didn't even bother asking who the student was. Late in the afternoon, I saw Carol coming in to my office to thank me for my time. I said "No problem!" again and watched her leave. Watched her. Not her ass. Damn! I watched her ass! I laughed, alone in my office, wondering how sometimes luck made strange things happen.
I've been teaching here for about ten years, surrounded by many beautiful and sexy students, and I'm proud to say that nothing untoward ever happened. But from time to time some students really caught my eye. Carol was one of them. She was pretty enough, quite tall, and very slim with smallish breasts and very long brown hair. But what really grabbed my attention was her ass. As soon as I saw it, two things became clear. First, I was going to obsess over it for two years (her time here), and second, I was convinced that she didn't like how it looked.
She had the ass of a goddess: very, very generous, with copious curves from any angle. Sometimes girls had nice asses when seen from the side, or from behind. Carol had a stunning ass from any angle. Seen from behind it was amazing enough: fully developed, bloomed to perfection, each of her plentiful buttocks lifting with each of her steps.
But from the side, it was somehow even more remarkable. We sometimes say that girls have bubble butts, but Carol really had one. It was really rounded. Not just curved nicely, but fully round. From the side it looked like a full breast. It burst outwards from her otherwise lean frame like hills of flesh rising from a flat valley, then curved outwards generously before curving back towards her legs. Exactly like a big firm breast.
I was in awe of that ass, it was as simple as that. Many times I had found or invented excuses to follow her around the college or even went to the water fountain close to her locker more often than I really needed to. Twice, I had even filmed her ass with my iPhone! Damn it was amazing!
I was still in my office at around 8, and Carol and I were most likely the only people in the building. I hadn't heard from her since this afternoon. She was probably already in the studio, practising for her role. At 9, very curious, I walked to the studio and opened the door slightly. From the corridor I could only see the first room that led to the studio itself. I walked in and went to the second door to peek inside. Carol was there, and at first I thought she was simply walking back and forth, trying to remember her lines. But soon it became obvious that she was walking because she was trying to learn a particular way of walking.
Silently, I got out and went to what the students called the "actors' room" and found the document for the play. A few minutes later I found out that Carol was going to play a model and that she had to do a long catwalk scene. I was grinning: the girl with the most amazing ass and legs had to practice walking like a model! And, I learned in the text, a model that was trying to seduce one of the guests. Damn! What more could I ask for?
Coming back to the door, I looked in again. Carol was now sitting down, clearly frustrated. Carol and I had never really talked personally, but given that she had taken one of my classes last semester she was friendly with me. I didn't know much about her, but it seemed obvious to me that she was a shy girl. Why she had chosen to play a model was beyond me.
Maybe it was her teacher, trying to push her out of her comfort zone? In any case I could guess, and now see, that it was quite a challenge for her. I was tempted to enter and offer my help, but I didn't want her to see me as a lecherous teacher. I wasn't that old, but I was a lot older than she was, and I was afraid that she had already detected that I was ogling her, or following her. So I walked away and left her alone.
About an hour later she came to my office and said that she was done for the night. She wasn't crying, and I couldn't detect traces of tears on her face, but it was obvious that it hadn't gone well. I opened the door and invited her to talk to me about it. She hesitated, then sighed as she sat down in the chair next to my desk. She confirmed what I had already guessed about her role, and told me how hard it was for her.
She hated it when people looked at her too long, and she didn't know how to seduce. She was visibly shy about revealing this, but I guessed that I was just at the right place at the right time for her. She didn't break down, but it came very close, and we spent a long minute in silence as she gathered herself.
"I'm sorry," she said, "I don't want to trouble you with this... I'm already keeping you here for hours..." she said, getting up to leave.
"Carol, wait. Please sit back down." I replied, using a deeper voice I sometimes used in class. It worked. "I'm guessing that Nath chose the roles for you, that you didn't choose it yourself?"
"Of course I didn't! I don't belong on a catwalk, strutting my stuff and trying to seduce a man!" She was laughing as she finished, but I could still hear the edge of despair in her voice.
"Now, now... I'm sure there are lots of guys in your classes that would disagree with you." As I was saying the words, I knew I was taking a risk. This wasn't your typical teacher-student conversation. But Carol didn't seem to mind.
"Ha! I'd really like to know where they're hiding! I'm not a beauty queen and I'm too tall for most of them in any case." She replied, letting herself fall back, sprawling on the chair.
From my vantage point, I could see the delicious curves of her thighs and hips, pressed together as they were. I blinked, then shook my head. Her head against the back of the chair, looking at the ceiling, she sighed. "Thank you for trying to help, but I know I have to abandon this role and force Nath to put me in another role."
"What? A week from the premier? You know that won't happen..."
"Then I'll flunk the class. Shit!" She was still looking at the ceiling, and I saw that her eyes were tearing up.
"Look at me Carol. Take a deep breath and look at me. Ok. Now sit straight. Modelling and seducing are confidence games. It has little to do with how you look or, in your case, how you think you look. It's all about confidence." She was looking at me, curious but not convinced. "Tell you what. Why don't you come again tomorrow night and we'll try something else?"
"What?"
"Just come tomorrow."
She stared at me a long while, then closed her eyes and said "Ok. Thank you."
I spent the entire next day trying to figure out exactly what I was going to say. I was sure she had it in her, if only for a play, but I wasn't sure how to get it out. When 8 o'clock finally arrived, Carol poked her head in my office, with a small smile on her face. She didn't look any more confident than last night.
As I followed her to the studio, I couldn't help but look at her. She had on a pair of very tight-fitting jeans and a long, flowing shirt. I couldn't see her ass at all, and that was probably for the best. Inside, I saw the huge mirror that Carol must be using to see herself move around. I sat on chair and asked her to walk the catwalk. Seeing her reaction, I realized that it was too fast. "Wait a second... Sorry, that was too fast. Tell me what Nath told you to practice.''
When she was done, I didn't really know what to add. But then an idea hit me. "Carol, I'm going to suggest something that sounds crazy. I'll explain, then leave you alone to try it. Deal?"
"Ok..." she replied, skeptical.
"Loosen up! Really hard! Imagine that you're a rag doll being bounced around in a storm. Just move around wildly, bending down and jumping up. Anything to move in crazy ways. After that, do your walk like Goofy would do."
"Goofy? That's how I always feel on my imaginary catwalk!" She replied, laughing.
"I'm sure that's not true. But this time, exaggerate your movements, go all Goofy. After that, take a five minute pause and try to be the seductive model."
Her expression was comical. She must have thought that I was crazy. Before she could say something, I nodded to her and left the studio. Despite closing the door behind me, I remained right next to it and listened. She sighed twice, very loudly, and I feared that she was ready to abandon again. But then I heard her make crazy sounds and guessed that she was moving around like a rag doll, then I heard her make a decent imitation of Goofy's laugh. After a few minutes of that, she stopped and there was a long silence.
 Finally, I heard her clean and rhythmic steps on the wooden floor, walking back and forth. I fled to my office and waited. Twenty minutes later she burst in, grinning from ear to ear.
"It worked! I have no idea why, but it worked!"
"Good! Now go be Goofy again!" She was laughing as she hugged me briefly before going back to the studio. A delicious hug, it was .
I was still thinking about that hug when she came back, about an hour later. She was still smiling, but it had lost some of its earlier intensity. "It's a lot better, but now I'm not sure how to improve. Would you mind coming in and helping me out?" Carol was clearly hesitant, bashful even. I replied that I didn't mind at all.
Inside, I started by removing the mirror. I then said "Forget about looking at yourself. Just do your best and let me look at you." Shit! I hope it didn't come out too pervy! She didn't say anything to my comment and just began walking. After watching her do a few passes, I said "Carol, you're doing really good. But..." I paused.
"What? Say it! I know I'm not a model... just say it..." She didn't have to complete her sentence; it was clear in her face that she thought I didn't like her performance.
"No, no... Carol, you were pretty good. If I'm hesitating, it's because I'm in the midst of an ethical dilemma."
Carol was clearly taken by surprise. "What?" She asked, smiling. She had taken my ethics class, but she couldn't figure out how I could be in an ethical dilemma. "A dilemma? What could be the problem?"
I smiled, remembering that she was only nineteen years old. I took a deep breath and said "Well, the most important part of a woman's body on the catwalk is her hips. And now I can't, really... er..."
Looking down at herself, she realized that her long ample shirt prevented me from seeing her hips properly. "Oh..." she said, smiling. "So you were afraid to ask me to... But why? Oh! Because I'm a student?" I could only nod, smiling at her. "That's all?"
"Well, it's plenty! No one ever tell you what happened to mister Kesler?"
"Yes, but why... Are you serious? You think you could get in trouble because of me?" Carol seemed really unsettled about the situation.
"Think about it from a journalist's standpoint." I said. "Imagine the headline: A teacher asks a student to tie her shirt below her breasts so that he could look at her hips and ass as she walked around!"
Carol laughed at my fake headline. Then she said "Oh come on... Kesler abused that girl. You're just trying to help me out."
"Yeah... Can you imagine how well this defence would go? I was just trying to help her out!"
Carol laughed again.
As she did, though, she began tying her shirt just below her breasts. I was smiling, my smile froze as she revealed her flat stomach and gave me an unobstructed view of her hips and ass. I felt my heart skipping a beat. She was absolutely gorgeous! Why didn't the guys in her classes swarm her, I would never know. Maybe they all liked shorter, smaller-hipped teenagers? It was their loss. With her shirt tied way higher than her belly button, Carol smiled at me and walked around again.
I was flabbergasted. She was absolutely gorgeous, and had an ass I'd kill to eat. I wanted to eat her up, bury my face between her asscheeks and devour that glorious feast. With my fingers I asked her to walk up and down a few more times, trying my best to regain enough composure. "Very nice... Very, very nice Carol." She thanked me, smiling, but judging from her unguarded expression, I could guess that she wasn't sure if I was being polite or not.
It was so frustrating. I wanted to tell her how hot and stunning she was, but I couldn't. Damn it! All she needed was a little extra confidence! Later, as she was untying her shirt, I took a risk and said "Carol, as a teacher I cannot say much in such a situation, but I have to admit that I don't know why the guys in your class are not swarming all over you..."
Carol's beaming grin told me that it had been the right thing to say, and I felt a warmth growing inside me as I saw her walking towards me for another hug. "Tomorrow night?" She asked. Of course I was going to be here. It was a Friday, but I didn't care. Still grinning, she winked at me before walking out of the studio.
When I heard her footsteps fading away, I sat down in the chair and took a few minutes to examine what I was doing. This was dangerous. And irresistible. Instead of thinking about it too long, I just got up and left, already looking forward to tomorrow night. I spent the entire day grinning like a fool, trying and failing to control my imagination. I didn't know what was going to happen, but I knew the images of her undressing completely were nothing but wild, lust-filled conjectures. Nevertheless, even if the coming evening would bring nothing more than a third hug, I knew it would be worthwhile.
At 8, I walked towards the studio and heard her waking on the boards already. Once inside I stopped, leaned against the wall and simply stared at her. She was wearing the black lycra pants and shirt the students wore when working backstage. If she had been body-painted black from head to toe, it would have looked exactly the same. She looked insanely hot. Adding to the effect, she was now wearing a pair of fine leather high heeled boots. It was changing her gait and I could see that she was having trouble walking with them.
I remained there, silently watching her for a good ten minutes before she finally spotted me. She grinned and said "Oh! There you are! I was wondering if you were going to show up!"
"Of course. " I said, softly.
"Been there long, mister ogler?" Carol asked, still smiling.
I closed my eyes and shook my head, smiling. "Guilty as charged..." I replied, but kept talking to change the subject. "So, how are you doing?"
"Well, these heels make it a lot harder. It's strange because I'm used to them."
"Walk!" I said.
And she did. No hesitation, no shyness. Carol simply stood straighter and walked directly towards me. She stopped less than a foot from me, staring into my eyes. With her heels she was as tall as I was, and we stared at each other for a long moment. Then she turned around and walked away slowly.
Throwing caution to the wind, I crouched down, bringing my eyes to the level of her ass. And I stared. Hard and shamelessly. She was amazing, had an amazing ass. It was all I could do not to get up and jump her right there. When she reached the end of the stage she turned around. If she was surprised to see me crouching she didn't show it. She walked back and stopped, again, about a foot away from me.
But now that I was crouching, the effect was different. Looking up at her, smiles all around, I had a sudden intuition that if I were to stand up right now, we would kiss. I knew that was crazy, but as awkward as it was to be crouching right in front of her, I remained there. I said "Again!", intending for it to be louder, but it came out as a whisper. Carol walked away again, her swaying ass burning my mind.
We spent most of the evening there, and I have to admit that I thoroughly enjoyed myself. And not just because of her stunning legs, hips and ass. We genuinely had a good time, half of it talking about her walk and her role, the other half just sitting around, drinking a few beers and talking. We were both surprised by the time when I decided to check. It was twenty minutes past midnight.
Those four hours had gone by extremely quickly. She hugged me again before we left, slightly longer than the last one, and I was once again grinning like a fool as I was driving home. While the image of her ass walking away and her thighs and hips walking towards me were overwhelming my mind, her smiling face kept popping up as well. In my bed, before falling asleep, I wondered if I was not falling for this very young girl. Nah... That was just lust talking.
On the following Monday, Carol and I crossed paths in the corridors a few times, and I was gifted with bright smiles on each occasion. Just after lunch, as we crossed each other again, she simply said "Tonight?" I nodded, grinning. And so after dinner I came back to my office, wondering what surprises this night would hold. Suddenly I heard the sound of a few voices from the corridor. Carol was there, but so were two of her friends from drama class. They all stopped in front of my door and Carol said "They insisted on helping me before the dress rehearsal on Wednesday. Looks like I won't be alone tonight!" She finished, adding a wink before disappearing with her friends.
Two hours later, I hear those two friends leaving the studio and walking away in complete silence. Odd. I got up and walked to the studio, which was also perfectly silent. When I cracked the inner door opened, I saw Carol sitting on the stage, her long legs folded, her knees pulled against her chest and her forehead on her knees. And she was crying.
A surge of anger filled me as I thought about her two friends and I barely managed to restrain myself. But I took a few deep breaths and pushed my anger aside. More in control I walked on the stage and felt a stab of sadness as I saw Carol jump in fearful surprise. I knelt behind her and took her in my arms until she managed to take a few deep breaths and control her tears.
I waited for her to talk, and when she did, my anger returned. Apparently, the two girls who had come to help her had in fact been jealous of Carol's role. Gradually they had made her feel like she wasn't the right girl for the role, that either of them would have been better. I was mentally swearing: these bitches had undone all the work Carol and I had done. Fuck them! Carol relaxed gradually as we spoke and I tried to comfort her. About twenty minutes later we were sitting on the couch, drinking a beer. While Carol wasn't in crisis anymore, it was clear to me that she had decided not to do the play at the end of the week.
At first, I didn't try to make her say it. I changed the subject, and she happily let me do it. We talked about a lot of things, and I was pleasantly surprised to see that she remembered many things from my class. She really had been paying attention. At around 10, we were both a lot more comfortable, and well underway to becoming drunk. The elephant in the room, the play, was nevertheless still quietly hiding. After a brief silence, Carol took a deep breath and said "I'm not going to do it."
I didn't reply immediately. I stared at her for a while, before asking "Why not?"
"They're right, I'm—"



"No they're not. They're jealous. That's not the same at all. The very fact that they came here to tell you all that only proves my point."
She paused, looking into my eyes. She started to say something, then stopped. After a short pause, she said "Why would they be jealous?" She was still staring deep into my eyes, and I wondered if she really wanted me to say what I thought she wanted.
"Because you're a remarkably beautiful young woman." When I saw her expression changing as she heard "young woman", I knew I had made a mistake. She was now looking away form me, and I knew why: I had sounded like a nice man giving a hollow compliment. "Fuck..." I said.
She turned around to look at me again, slightly puzzled by my last comment. "What?"
"I'm sorry... I just can't say what I wanna say."
"Why? Because you're a teacher and I'm a student?" I simply nodded. "Well, I'm nineteen you know... It's not like we're in high school."
I took a deep breath, and took the biggest risk of my life as a teacher. "Ok. Let me start by promising that I'm not going to do anything about what I'm going to say, nor will I try to influence you or touch you in any way." I paused, tried to gauge her reaction, but couldn't. "But I have to tell you that I've noticed you since the first time I saw you in my class last semester. You're remarkably beautiful, you have a winning smile, beautiful long hair... And... And a body I'd kill to be able to touch and hold. I've always loved tall and lean girls and women, and you fit that bill perfectly. I've watched you walk many, many times before, staring at your legs, your thighs, you hips... and your amazing ass. I'm almost ashamed to tell you that I've sometimes followed you in corridors just to stare at your ass. I wasn't lying when I said: I have no idea why the guys in your class aren't falling all over you. You're beautiful, lust pours out of you like water from a well, you stir so many things inside me... For the first time in my life I'm sad not to be twenty anymore."
I stopped there, still unable to decipher her expression. She clearly wasn't shocked or afraid or insulted, but I had no idea how she was going to react. I had amplified a few of the feelings I had for her in my little speech, but not by much. When I saw her opening her mouth very slightly and then grinning, I was relieved. "Thank you." She said in the silence.
She took a deep breath, then stood up before stretching her arms above her head. She was still wearing her black lycra clothing, and I could see everything. I decided that I had no valid reason not to say what I had been holding back for a while now. "Dear God... You're gorgeous." Carol didn't look at me but still smiled, and she kept smiling as she turned around slowly, twisting and crossing her legs, emphasizing the marvellous curves of her hips and ass. At one point, her back to me, she bent forward at the waist, offering me an unparalleled view of her ass. With her legs crossed like this... Shit! I whispered "What I wouldn't do to—" and stopped myself.
Still bent, Carol asked "Why don't you finish that thought, Mr. Teacher?"
"What I wouldn't do to bury my face between those cheeks!" I said, panting. I couldn't believe I had said that, which was quite a step beyond the already unbelievable things I had said a minute ago.
"Really?" She said, finally straightening and looking at me.
"Hmmm. Yep."
She walked to the fridge in the most stunning and seductive manner yet, and bent forward once more to grab two beers. When she brought mine after giving me another demonstration of her walk, she surprised me by sitting in the chair opposite to the couch I was on. Her legs were wide opened, and she leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. She was now looking at me intently. "Was that real? All of it?" She asked, still suspicious.
"As real as your ass is mind-boggling." I replied.
"Hmmm. Interesting."
Strangely, the silence stretched after that, but neither of us felt awkward. We spent a good deal of that silence staring at each other, but we had nothing to add. At one point Carol got up to put some music on, but sat back on her chair instead of coming next to me. I was puzzled by that, and realized that even near forty, I could still be mystified by girls. About ten minutes of uncanny but delightful silence later, Carol got up and said "I'll be thinking of you, Friday night, as I walk on stage."
"Good." I said, grinning. "I'll be there, watching you."
"Yes, and watching my ass."
"Of course..."
Carol laughed, confirming that she was drunk. As drunk as I was, actually. I called us both a cab, and ten minutes later I was laughing like a madman in the back of mine. The driver must have thought that I was a nut job, but I didn't care. I fell in my bed like a rock and slept very late the next morning. On Thursdays I only had classes during the afternoon, so it wasn't a problem.
As I was teaching, I knew the drama class was having their full dress rehearsal, and hoped that Carol was as confident as she had been last night. At 5 o'clock, I was a bit surprised to get a text message from her. I had no idea she had my cell number, but didn't think too much of it. She said that she would really like one last rehearsal tonight. I wondered if the afternoon had gone badly. "Meet me at 9?" She asked.
As I walked to the studio at 9, I was both excited, nervous and a bit worried. Had something bad happened during rehearsal? Had those two bitches done something awful again? When I opened the door and saw Carol walking on stage, I knew that they hadn't. Or, if they had, it hadn't had any effect.
Carol, her long hair all tied up in a neat bun, still wet from a shower, was wearing the dress she would wear at the play tomorrow, a long ballgown of blood red satin. It was absolutely stunning. On a very tall girl like her, especially since she was wearing her high heeled boots, the effect was mesmerizing. The chorus from "Lady in Red" popped in my head, and I grinned when I realized that Carol had probably never heard that song. Damn it! I was twice her age!
But right then it didn't matter. When Carol saw me, she turned and walked towards me, hugging me before either us us could say a word. A nice hug. A nice long hug. Very long. I could feel her breasts against my chest, her arms around my back and her tummy, as smooth as it was, pressed against mine. The smile she gave me when she gently pulled away spoke volumes.
As I was looking for words, Carol turned around and walked away, then back to me, grinning in silence. She was stunning. The dress had obviously been adjusted for her, and rather than hide the curves of her hips and ass, it enhanced them. For some reason I didn't want to speak. The room was perfectly silent, except for her footsteps, and it set a peculiar but pleasant mood.
Carol seemed to pick this up as well, and so neither of us spoke. Lifting a finger up in the air, she then pointed at my eyes, then at her hips. I grinned, but wasn't sure what she meant. When she turned around again, she walked away, emphasizing a movement of her hips, then another. She finally lifted both her hands in the air, clearly curious about which one I preferred. I indicated that she should walk again, and then I tried to tell her, using awkward signs, what I liked and didn't like. She was trying, and failing, to decipher my signs.
Then, with a smile, she grabbed both my hands and placed them on her hips. Looking right into my eyes, she started walking and I could guide her movements while walking backwards. When we ran out of stage, she quickly turned around and I felt my hands sliding from her hips to her thighs and quickly on her ass, before coming back to her hips.
I felt my heart beating quite a lot faster. This was pretty much a dream come true. When she started walking again, Carol whispered, "Don't worry about your promise form last night... In fact, please break it." When I asked her to repeat, she just shushed me. When I understood what she meant, about my promise not to touch her, part of my mind froze in surprise, but my hands grabbed her hips in a more forceful way. I was now grabbing her hips, not just touching them. The renewed silence was very different now. When I shifted my grip on her hips, Carol took a sharp intake of breath.
As crazy as it would have seemed to me just a few days ago, it seemed like Carol and I were on the final steps of a path that would lead us to sex. I was breathing harder, like she was, and while I was still guiding her hips as she walked to the other end of the stage, it was now very, very different. When she stopped, a couple of feet in front of the wall, I didn't let go of her hips. When she tried to turn, I stopped her. Instead, I pushed her a few more steps until her hands pressed against the wall. "You sure?" I asked, whispering in the silence.
"Gods yes!" She replied.
One more step put me right up against her and I pulled her ass against my already hardening cock. Two long, soft moans. Mine and hers. I really wanted to guide my hands lower and especially around her buttocks to grab them firmly. But I had waited about a year, never even believing that it could really happen until last night, so I slid my hands upwards.
Soon my fingertips were touching the underside of her breasts through the thin material. I bent my head forward, kissing her exposed neck. I moved my hands even more around her, caressing the smooth line under her breasts until my thumbs touched their sides. As soon as I moved my hands to fully cup her breasts, I bit into her shoulder.
She moaned and cried out, then pushed me back. I was a bit surprised, and then even more when she grabbed me and pushed my back into the wall. She came closer, hear head about as high as mine, and placed her cheek against mine. A moment later she was kissing the line below my jaw, moving deeper and deeper. I felt her bite my earlobe, then release it only to lick her way around the helix of my ear.
After a brief kiss against the sensitive skin right in front of the ear, she whispered "Do you know how long I've been dreaming of this?" I was taken by surprise. Completely. I had always seen myself as the creepy teacher lusting over a sexy student. I had been wrong. "Ever since that first ethics class, I've been wanting to do this, but I never dared!" As she was speaking, one of her hands was moving on my stomach, caressing or grasping my flesh. "You seemed distant, not interested at all by us girls. As girls, I mean. I thought that if I ever dared to approach you, you would give me a gentle smile and explain that it would be impossible... So many months lost. Let's make up for them..."
When she stopped talking, she grabbed my belt with surprising strength. As she kissed her way from one ear to the other, carefully avoiding my lips, I felt her hands unbuckling my belt, then unbuttoning my jeans before pushing my pants and boxers down.
For one brief moment, a reflex, I wondered if this wasn't all an elaborate setup to put me in deep trouble. If she were to take a picture of me with my pants down and cock fully erect in the studio, I would face very serious accusations. Then my cock sprang free of its restraints and Carol looked down at it. The expression on her face made it pretty clear that she wasn't doing this to get me in trouble. As I moved my legs around to free myself from my pants, she pulled my t-shirt above my head.
Carol then stepped back and looked at me up and down in a manner I had never experienced. In her eyes I could see a mix of lust and deep hunger. I realized then that Carol wasn't going to let me take the lead passively. With a wolfish smile on her lips, she reached behind herself and unzipped the dress. While other girls could have turned this into a teasing striptease, Carol simply pushed the shoulder straps off and let the dress fall down. She was, as I had guessed, completely naked. And a sight to behold.
She didn't fit the typical cannons of beauty. She wasn't a tall and thin model-like beauty; too much hips and ass. Nor was she a more voluptuous type of vixen; too tall and slim. In fact, I realized that while a description of her body would produce a strange whole, everything somehow fit for her. She had long slim legs which flared dramatically to very generous hips and a magnificent, plentiful ass.
Given that she still faced me, I hadn't seen it directly, but most of her thin, stretching pants had revealed everything. She kept her bush mostly full, but trimmed it down on the sides. She had a flat stomach leading up to smallish breasts, a decent 34B cup was my guess, and delicate shoulders. Her long, very long hair, now free from the tight bun, flowed down to her waist. She should have looked disproportionate, but she didn't. In fact, she looked mouth-wateringly delicious.
Although it was clear that she liked to take initiative, I was not going to let her take all of it. I walked to her, grabbed her in my arms and kissed her. Long. And hard. I was surprised by the near instant intensity of that kiss, then briefly remembered that she had been hoping for this as long as I had. One of my hands was behind her head, guiding our kiss, and the other couldn't wait any longer and dove down to her ass. When I finally grabbed her naked ass, feeling it's curvaceous, well rounded but firm flesh in my hand, I moaned into our kiss. I felt her lips moving into a partially formed smile as we kept on kissing.
So focused I was on that delightful ass, that I barely registered the underside of my cock being pressed against her bush. Barely registered until she slipped her hand between our bodies and grabbed me. Moving my body away very slightly, I allowed her a better grip. Kissing her, kneading her ass now with my two hands, I felt her hand expertly caressing my cock. I was in heaven. Or not quite. Breaking the kiss, I leaned against her head and said "You know I want your ass."
"It's yours. All yours, whatever you want to do with it." She replied breathlessly.
"Good!" I replied simply, surprised by the implications of her explicit comment. "I want it now."
We broke our embrace and I moved to the couch. I sat on it, my ass on the edge of the seat with my knees opened, then motioned her to come and stand in the small space between them. She did, smiling and glowing. When she arrived, I grabbed her hips and leaned in to kiss her bush. After darting my tongue a bit lower, I pulled back and said "Soon..." But we both knew what I wanted, and I turned her around.
So, I was now finally face to ass with this glory, this heavenly ass I've been ogling for the better part of a year. And it was as remarkable as I imagined it. Full in the truest sense of the word. I had already used that word in the past to describe the asses or breasts of my previous girlfriends. As nice as they all had been in their own rights, Carol's ass made it clear that none of them had really been deserving of that word.
I had both my hands on her hips, my thumbs squeezing and releasing her flesh, and I was staring, unable to do anything else. I just stared as her flesh responded to my pressure, mesmerized. When I slid my hands to grab as much of her cheeks as I could, and squeezed hard, my eyes opened wide. I could barely believe my eyes and I was floored by the tactile sensations as well.
Part of me wanted to discover those delights slowly, and part of me wanted to dive in. The latter part won. "Close your legs and bend forward." I said, and she complied. I knew that asking her to close her legs would limit my access, but I wanted to stretch my pleasure just a bit. I reached her ass and bit one of her perfect cheeks before licking it all over.
I was going to enjoy this like a drunkard enjoys a long denied drink. I felt a twinge in my lower belly as I licked from one cheek to the other, then proceeded to devour them as well. But what I really wanted was somewhat deeper. Closing both my hands on her ass, I squeezed hard and pulled Carol's cheeks slightly apart. And, finally, dove in.
When I felt her supple yet firm flesh against my face, and my mouth in that long coveted cleft, I shuddered all over. When I opened my mouth and pushed my tongue out to taste her most intimate flesh, I knew I was not going to be able to resist. "Open your legs, slowly. " When she did, I suddenly had better access and my tongue finally touched her anus. The way she shook and laughed when I did only confirmed the amount of sheer pleasure I would have with her.
Most of my previous girlfriends only "let me" play with their assholes. Carol seemed to actually like it. When I released my hard hold on her buttocks, I felt them bounce back against my cheeks, and I knew I was living the fantasy. I had fantasized so many times about this moment, and now I was deep in it.
After that I pulled her cheeks against mine and felt myself disappearing in her ass. When I pushed my tongue lower until I felt and tasted her pussy, she moaned again. I pulled back and looked down. She was mostly bent over forward, her hands on her ankles just above the high heeled boots. Our eyes met in this awkward position and we smiled. "Do you like to be eaten? Not only licked or tasted or teased. Do you like to be devoured?"
"Like you couldn't imagine!"
I dove in again, my mouth wide open on her pussy as I gave her all I had. When I pressed my tongue up against her clit she began moaning and pretty much never stopped until she climaxed a few minutes later. All I was doing was giving in to my fantasy, and it seemed to work. I was all over her large ass, from her pussy to her ass, from one buttock to another, from the small of her back to her pussy and pushing my tongue inside both her holes. Her ass was all mine, finally all mine!
At one point, as I was grinding my lower lip on her clit with my tongue inside her, she began shaking and her moans changed. Taking my cue, I stopped changing positions and just held on as I felt her climax cresting. I had to hold on and ended up falling down, sitting on the floor as she buckled upon my face. I was being clobbered by her ass and pussy, and I loved every minute of it.
When she began pulling away I grabbed her hips and pushed my face as deep as I could between her big cheeks. She laughed, then cried, then moaned and finally she pushed me back. Standing right above me, tall and powerful and glorious, her inner thighs and pussy glistening with her juices and my saliva, she asked me to sit on the sofa. As soon as I did, she climbed over me and looked at my cock. With a finger in her mouth, she said "One day I'm going to return that amazing oral favour, but right now I want you inside me.''
As she squatted over me, I realized incongruously that it had been years since I'd had a nineteen year old pussy around my cock. Many years. With her pussy right above my cock, Carol whipped her hair to the left and to the right, sending her thick mane behind her back. She had no idea just how much I loved long hair... One day I hoped that she was going to tease me with it . But right now, as I felt her hand on my cock, guiding me towards her entrance, I forgot about her hair. In a matter of seconds I was touching her teenage pussy lips, felt it part around my head and slip all the way down. "Fuck that's good!" She shouted. And it was. Damn! Carol didn't remain there long. Instead, she began riding me like an unbroken horse, driving me hard into the sofa, in full control of what was happening.
Every time she drove down I felt her fucking ass slamming against my thighs and couldn't believe that she was actually riding me. I was fucking Carol! It was impossible, and impossibly good. She was once more staring right into my eyes, and in her expression I could see both a challenge, a furious sexual energy, as well as pure pleasure, the raw joy of good sex. Her eyes were closed slightly, the challenge right there, while her lips were smiling, brightly smiling.



Arching her back and raising herself up slightly, she was offering me her breasts. I instantly grabbed one of her nipples in my mouth, feeling its firmness and its enticing length. I could also smell her, fresh from a shower but already coated in a fine sheet of sweat, and it was delicious. I had forgotten how delicious girls were, how good they smelled. She smelled like youth, like health, like spring. No perfume, just her. Her all over me, in my face, against my body, around my cock.
Pushing my head back, Carol switched position. She had been kneeling until that point, her long legs on either side of me. One leg at a time, she was now squatting above me, giving herself even better control, even longer penetrations. And, something which she was fully conscious of, a much better position to slap her ass on my thighs. "You like my ass? Liked my ass on your face? Like it when I slap you down like a silly girl?" Damn this girl was fire! She was grinning, yet her eyes still held a challenge. They seemed to be asking "Can you handle me?"
Sliding down a bit on the sofa, I surprised and unbalanced her for a moment. During that moment I grabbed her ass with my both hands and began taking some control back. While I couldn't do much while I was sitting straight, things were different now that I was more stretched out. Carol had been driving us both at a decent pace, but she'd had to move her entire body with each stroke, limiting her speed.
Before she could fully regain control, I began pounding into her as I was holding her relatively motionless above my cock. Whipping my abs into a frenzy, I was driving my pelvis up and down fast. Really fast. She was drenched and hot, more than lubricated enough. Her hands tightened on my shoulders when I began, and she threw her head backwards to cry out.
Soon I was pulling her down to my my rising cock with each stroke, giving her all I had, once again. I felt as if we were fighting, pushing ourselves as hard as we could to please the other. Soon she slipped one of her hands down to her pussy and cried "Don't stop... Don't you dare stop! Damn! Fuuuuuck!" And she was climaxing again, pushing hard on me, forcing me to slow down until we found a much slower and deeper rhythm to ride her climax out.
And man did she stretch it! I had never seen a girl or woman climax this long. I was happy for the slower pace: when you're living your fantasy and being ridden hard by a nineteen year old nymph, you can't hold off for long! In a matter of seconds her entire body was drenched with sweat. I could see it run down her nose, her nipples and felt it on her hips and thighs as she kept screaming her pleasure.
She finally crumbled in my arms, shaking, a few occasional spasms still giving her body a few more pulses of pleasure. "You crazy old man!" She whispered in my ear. "Shit that was good!" She added, biting my shoulder sharply. "And you're still hard... That's good. That's very good. And it warrants a gift... Your tongue told me something earlier." She paused to take a few deep breaths. "So you like to explore both holes, do you?" Carol pulled back, looking at me with a wicked grin on her face.
After pullingmy cock out of her pussy she stood up, turned around and said "I'm so glad. " With that, I felt her lowering herself until my head touched her anus. As inch after inch of my cock slowly penetrated her ass, moving up and down a few times in the process to spread the lube, I was afraid of going crazy. Anal had always been one of my fetishes, and anal with Carol had been just about my main fantasy since meeting her.
I never got to enjoy that particular pleasure very often, so usually when I did, I tried to enjoy each and every little sensation. The fact that it's similar yet distinctly different from a pussy, the fact that it's tight when going in then becomes more relaxed as you get deeper, the fragility of that part, etc. Now, all my mind could register was that I was inside Carol's ass.
Soon she had adjusted to my cock inside her and had bottomed out, squashing her ass against my thighs and belly. Very slowly she rose up again, leaving only the tip of my cock inside her. When she started going down again, she made her hips rotate slightly from left to right. It was as if she was dancing on my cock as her ass devoured it, adding to the already insane sensations. At first she was too high to place her hands on my thighs and the movements were wide and sensuous. When she was low enough to brace herself, the sweet rotation turned into a slow but more controlled corkscrew motion, which drove me even crazier.
Eventually she was fucking me again, but with her ass this time. Not as hard, not as deep, but damn it was good. I was holding her by the waist, guiding but not forcing her movements. I was thrilled to see that she seemed to enjoy it. Maybe not as much as I was, given that I was flabbergasted, but when she looked back at me she was still smiling, her eyes closed. As time went on, I knew I was not going to last long, especially when she began to twist around more. Instead of just moving up and down, Carol was still rotating her hips. When I whispered "Shit!" And dropped my head back on the couch, she slowed, then stopped before asking: "Want to see me drop against your cock again?"
Oh God. As much as the feeling of slipping out of her ass was bad, it was more than compensated for by the sight of her perfect ass as she stood and turned a few times, pushing her ass close to my face. As I was staring at her magnificent ass again, seeing it's fully ripened roundness get closer and closer to my cock, Carol started lowering herself.
When she felt my cock against her opened anus, she twisted her head to look at me, a naughty smile on her lips. Suddenly, I was popping her sphincter and penetrating a few inches much quicker. Teasingly slowly, she lowered herself even more and I watch, transfixed, as her ass devoured every inch of my cock for the second time. I felt my cock pushing against her, very slowly disappearing in the cleft of her heart-shaped ass. Carol barely flinched. I was going to learn, quite later, that this wasn't, by a long shot, her first anal experience.
Eventually, after my inches disappeared inside her ass, I felt her generous buttocks and thighs moulding themselves against my own thighs and abdomen. My hands on her hips again, I pulled her back, which not only got me deeper, but also squashed even more of her lithe and shapely flesh against my own. Squatting between my opened legs, Carol then began fucking me again, going as deep as I would go before rising up until nothing but the head of my cock remained inside her. My mouth was now gaping open as I stared at the impossible scene in front and around me.
Suddenly, a barely heard whisper "Pull me harder, " and my heart began pounding harder. Soon, so was Carol's ass. I grabbed her hips in a much firmer grip and began pulling her down harder. Then harder again. If I had been floored by the sight of her ass smoothly taking my cock, I was now flabbergasted. I was fucking her ass as hard as I had been fucking her pussy. That, for me was a first time. Eventually I even began helping her on her upward motions, controlling her body like a sex doll upon my cock. I was entranced by the sight of her ass slapping against me, and the soft waves that coursed over her flesh with every slap.
I couldn't say how long I lasted, staring at this perfection of an ass as it was voraciously eating my cock. I was assfucking the most amazing ass I had ever seen in my life with more intensity than I had even been allowed to before . I wanted to climax into the biggest orgasm of my life, and at the same time I wanted to remain this way until time ended, or die right now. Luckily for me, the climax won.
Despite everything and because I was so focused on the glorious sight of my cock entering her anus, I was taken by surprise by the suddenness and power of my climax. I barely had time to say, absurdly, "This is going to hurt!" Before it hit. I felt my body contorting with and around a huge shock of pleasure, and I shook as I emptied myself inside her. I barely noticed that she was laughing, encouraging me to cum and cum even more.
Finally, inevitably, the sensations became too intense and I had to grab her hips and stop her. Gently, very gently, she moved up and away from my cock and sat down beside me, then against me ,on the couch, as I was regaining a minimum amount of control over myself. As I did, she said, "This was an amazing first time, lover. "
"Damn!" Was all I could say, but I knew she could see my grin.
"Once I have properly broken you in, it's going to be even more fun. " Carol, twenty years younger than me, said.
I laughed, then turned to her. "You're serious? Do you think I've been doing nothing but the missionary position for the last twenty five years?" She was grinning. "You've got something coming, little girl. I do like the idea that we're going to discover, and teach apparently, each other for a long while though." Carol grinned even brighter and nestled her face in the crook of my neck.
About half an hour later, after a mutual shower in the changing room, we were naked again on the sofa. We spent the rest of the night there together, talking, fucking and thoroughly enjoying each other. It turned out that it was Carol who suggested my name to Nath for the role of responsible adult while she worked on her walk. But it wasn't all a sweet setup. She did have problems with her role, and the two girls really were mean to her. It had all been a very real excuse to get me alone with her.
The following evening, as I watched her positively shine on the stage in front of a large crowd, I was smiling. I spent the entire evening smiling. Not only was Carol's performance great, but I knew she was thinking about me as she pretended to seduce that poor guy. He was visibly moved by the very confident tall beauty as she talked unctuously to him. But beyond that, I also knew that after the play, as soon as we would be able to leave the party without being too obvious about it, I would spend another night with her. Shifting my legs in the crowded studio, I smiled as realized that my cock was already hardening.
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"Oh you've got to be kidding me!" my twin sister Kim cried out, scaring the hell out of me. Reflexively I dropped her bra back into its drawer, and moved away from her dresser. I had been caught, again. My sister was standing in her doorway, with nothing on but a towel wrapped around her torso, all her visible skin dripping with water. She had just come out of the shower, and I had used it as an opportunity to rummage through her bra drawer.
And it wasn't the first time. Not only that I had done this, but also that she had caught me. Standing there, she was gorgeous and glorious, glistening in the morning light. It was clear, though, that she was angry. But, honestly, I didn't care much. I relaxed, smiled at her and walked out of her room. "You got to stop doing this, pervert! If I catch you again, I'll tell mom and dad!" she added, but not with a really angry tone.
"Yeah yeah, you've said that before. Just relax Kim, I was just looking." I said, more confident than most brothers would have been in my situation.
"Just looking, Corey?" she asked, her voice rising. "That's precisely the problem!" she said, then sighed.
The single reason I wasn't scared of her anger or threat was that, three months ago, I had caught her fucking her boyfriend in her room. I had come home from school much earlier than I normally would have on a Thursday, as the chess club's meeting had been unexpectedly cancelled. I had come back through the back door and had walked to the kitchen without making any sound. The fact that I had remained silent hadn't been planned or anything, it just happened.
Just before I would have dropped my backpack on the floor, noisily, I heard her moaning. Then I had heard a guy grunting. My eyes had opened wide as I realized what was happening. I had sneaked closer to my sister's closed door and listened. At one point, having heard their bodies slamming into one another, I had also heard the distinct sounds of pussy farting with some of his strokes. The lucky bastard had probably been tapping my sister from behind!
I then sneaked back out of the house, an erection making the walking process difficult. Once I had seen Kim's then-boyfriend leaving, I came back in and confronted my sister. She had still been flushed and slightly dishevelled, beautiful and sexy as angels and succubi must be. Even though she had been dressed by then, I had still been extremely sexually aroused. When I had told her what I heard, she had panicked at first, then had threatened me with murder if I ever told mom and dad. Then I made her realize that she was the one in trouble, and she froze.
Now, three months later, even though she made threats about telling mom and dad about my exploration of her lingerie drawer, I knew she was never going to do it. I would probably get into trouble for it, but so much less than she would for fucking in the house! That was strictly forbidden by our parents.
Sometimes I wondered just how much of Kim's reputation my parents actually knew. We were only nineteen, but she had been sexually active for a while now, and many people at school knew about it. Not a slut that would sleep with anybody, but nonetheless a girl that went through boyfriends like others went through series on a Netflix binge! Now I didn't only have rumors, but proof, and while I had never officially threatened her or blackmailed her with that, she knew that I could. Oh she knew it very well.
While my sister was very sexually active, I, on the other hand, wasn't. I was an immaculate virgin. While thinking about a young virgin girl might be sexy, a young virgin guy just wasn't the same... I was in deep sexual need, spending my days and nights watching porn and masturbating, trying my best to control my sexual drive. Part of the reason I loved to look and play with her lingerie was that deep need.
I guess as I was just as sexually hungry as my sister was, but I didn't get the equivalent of her looks. Kim was rapidly blooming into a goddess of a young woman, with bulging breasts, larger than most pornstars and fully grown women. Most of her breasts had 32 and 34 band sizes, with cups varying between D and F. On a fucking nineteen year old!
If that wasn't enough my sister had exquisite hair: she had remarkable burnished auburn tresses that went all the way to the small of her back. She usually wore them split in two very long and thick braids. Add to that the fact that she was slim, in very good shape, with deep green eyes and a very pretty face. How the fuck does a normal-looking nineteen year old guy get as many girls as a nineteen year old divinity like my sister gets guys?
And, also a problem, albeit a very different one, how can normal girls compete with my sister? I was aware that my incestuous infatuation with my sister was making it more difficult for me to be interested in other girls. Shit, everybody at school knew she was the hottest girl around! But what was a boy to do? "Maybe it was that spooky twin link?" I sometimes asked myself. "Yeah right... It has nothing to do with the fact that she has a body professional nude models would kill to have!"
Before turning into a pervert looking at her lingerie drawer, I had asked her to show me her breasts (all I got was a shocked response and a threat of telling mom and dad), then her breasts in a bra (first "pervert" name calling), then just her bras (long sigh and shaking of her head as if to say "You're hopeless, brother...") and finally I asked her if she would let me stare at her while she was wearing bikinis around the house (I got the typical young girl disgusted "Ewwwww" before she turned around not even answering).
And so I resorted to rummaging through her drawer. Don't get me wrong: aside from that particular issue, Kim and I had a great relationship. Again, maybe the twins thing. In any case, we got along really fine despite the fact that she was a sexually active goddess and I was a virgin normal-looking guy. In fact, I suddenly remembered that until we were thirteen or fourteen years old, we were very close.
I remember one time our parents sat us down and told us that we should go out and get new friends to play with. That was their explicit message, but I recall that Kim and I laughed about it, having recognized that what had really bothered them was that we spent too much time together. We certainly didn't mind.
As I thought about those years, I remembered that Kim was the first girl towards whom I had romantic feelings. And sexual ones as well. Now wondered if she'd had those feelings as well... Soon after that conversation with our parents though, puberty hit us and somehow made us drift apart. I didn't fully realize it at the time, but I was loosing my best friend, my first real love.
Thinking about all that made me realize that Kim wasn't all that angry about my lingerie indiscretions. The first time it happened she was really pissed, and that anger faded a bit after I had caught her fucking, but it has really faded since. Even now, I'm pretty sure that the next moment we'll cross each other in the hallway or in the kitchen, neither of us will even be thinking about the fact that she had caught me. It almost felt like she acted pissed because that's what was normal.
But despite that and the closeness we had shared while younger, I really, really wanted to see her naked. I thought about blackmailing her with the fact that she had fucked in the house, but didn't want to stoop that low. I had to find a way! And suddenly an idea hit me: cash! We both worked part time, but as often as she went out, drank a lot, bought clothes, etc..., she was always broke. I, on the other hand, wasn't. And so I hatched a plan. If I went to her and said that I would give her 100$ to let me see her breasts, she would flat-out refuse. "I'm not a prostitute!" I could picture her screaming. But I had another idea in mind.
Later that day I sat next to her in the living room and waited for ads to interrupt her show. "Kim, I have a deal for you."
She looked at me, her eyes narrowing. "What do you have in mind?"
"Our birthdays are coming soon, and I thought that I could give you a gift." As I paused, she was still weary but more curious now. "I'll buy you a bra and you let me see it."
"See it?" she asked, a smile on her lips as she shook her head. "Oh you must mean on me... Otherwise we both know you'd see it, no?" she teased me.
"Yep."
"No way." she replied quickly. "Besides, my bras are way too expensive." she added quickly.
"200 dollars."
Kim's eyes widened. "What? That's almost two bras!"
"250$ then, and I get to come to the store to pick them."
"Are you crazy Corey? You'd give me 250$?"
"For this, yes."
"Wow... You really are a pervert!" she said, but she was smiling, her insult more of a playful tease now.
"And you're really beautiful and sexy sis... Even if I did get a girlfriend—"
"When!" she interrupted me. "When you're going to get a girlfriend, brother." Even now, she was thinking about me and my self-confidence.
"In any case," I continued, "when I will, it's clear that she won't be as beautiful as you are."
Kim looked at me, right into my eyes, for a long moment. She then said "OK. But no funny fake-boyfriend business in the store or afterwards."
"Deal."
"And no trying to peek at me naked." she added.
"Deal."
"And no asking for more once you've seen them both on me."
"Deal. Are you done?" I asked, my heart beating fast. Kim narrowed her eyes again, staring at the ceiling while trying to find a loophole she had missed. I said "Kim, I'm not trying to trick you. It's just that your brea—" I stopped, then took a deep breath before continuing. "Your breasts are amazing, and I really would pay for two bras to see them in those bras. Even if it's only once each."
Again, Kim looked at me before finally nodding. "Ok. When?"
"Tonight?" I said, making her laugh.
As she was still laughing, she said "Ok then. Tonight it is. I really needed a new bra anyway." She stopped talking, suddenly looking serious. "Two things need to happen. First, if you come with me, you'll need to pass for my boyfriend. I can't go buy lingerie with my brother! And second, because of that, we can't go to our local store. They know me and would probably recognize you." She looked at me, "Willing to drive us to the city?"
"Sure, no problem Kim." I replied, still barely able to believe that she had agreed. "So if I understand this correctly, I'm going to play your chauffeur on the road, then your boyfriend at the store, and your brother once we're back here."
"Yep. think you can do that?"
"No problem, I love roleplaying. When do we leave?"
"Ha!" she laughed. "Not before I make sure you look like my boyfriend, Corey.
I was puzzled as she said this, but an hour later I felt like a new man as I looked at myself in the mirror. Kim asked me to take a shower and to shave my thin beard completely. When I came out of the bathroom, she had two pairs of her boyfriend's pants and three of his shirts. "Don't ask..." she said when I was surprised at the clothing display. I didn't. Making me get in and out of many combinations, Kim finally found one she was happy with. After that, we then went to the bathroom and she messed with my hair for ten minutes or so.
When I finally turned around and looked at myself in the mirror, I was shocked. I was still myself, yet the clothes, clean jaw and hair styling had really transformed how I looked. And even how I felt. "Kim!" I cried out. "That's a miracle! I almost look good!"
"Of course you do, you have my genes!" she replied, laughing. "I told you to do that a while ago. Are you going to listen to me now?"
"Shit yeah!" I said, making my sister laugh again.
Fifteen minutes later she came out of her room and I had to whistle. She was stunning, wearing a skintight red dress that left very little to the imagination. She had her hair done in her usual two long braids, but had curled them around each other at the back. The effect was striking. She smiled and blushed as I whistled and asked "Ready?" I sure was. We hopped into my car and headed for the city.
The little road trip ended up being very pleasant as we took turns in making the other discover new music we really liked. We didn't have identical tastes in music, but more than enough overlap to make this sharing very fun. Every time Kim leaned forward to switch the cable from one iPhone to the other, I would sneak a peek at her cleavage. She saw me do it the first time, and sighed. But she was also smiling, which made me comfortable enough to look every time.
At the store, a really big lingerie store, we met the saleswoman. She greeted us warmly and Kim introduced us both as a couple. She even wrapped her arm around my waist and hugged me tightly as she said, grinning, that she was here to get my generous gift. The lady smiled and let us browse. I felt like I was in heaven, surrounded by very fine lingerie and images of stunning breasts all around the place. We spent half an hour simply looking around, find the bras we liked most, replacing some with others until we narrowed our choices down to four bras.
We headed for the fitting rooms with our cache and my heart was beating extremely hard. With the saleswoman away for a bit, Kim grabbed my hand and whispered. "You have to calm down, brother... Remember, you're supposed to be my boyfriend, not a perverted little brother!" she said with a wink.
"Kim, I think I would be just as nervous if I truly was your boyfriend. Boyfriend or not, few guys get to see such a beautiful girl in amazing lingerie."
Kim looked at me, taken aback by my comment, but said nothing. She slipped behind the thick curtain and I waited as patiently as I could. A few minutes later I saw her head peeking out of the curtain and, with a grin, she beckoned me to get in. As I did, I almost fainted from shock. She had a Prima Donna Gracious balcony bra, in deep blue. The bottom half of the bra was opaque with embroidered flowers, and the top part and transparent with some flowers slightly more opaque.
Not only was I seeing my sister in a bra for the first time, not only was that bra wonderful, enhancing the natural curves of her breasts, but I could also see the top of her nipples through the transparent part. I must have stood there gaping silently for too long, because Kim suddenly giggled. I blinked and shook my head. "I'm sorry." I whispered.
"No problem... That was kind'a flattering, lover."
My eyes shot wide open as she said that, but she was still laughing. "So, what do you think?"
"I think you're the most magnificent, incredibly sexy and generous girl in the entire world."
"Oh, you're the one being generous, remember?"
"No way. This is... this is... My gratitude is beyond my ability to express." I could see that my insistence surprised my sister.
"So, what do you think about the bra?"
"It's really, really nice. I love it."
When Kim looked at herself in the mirror and moved the bra around, rearranging her breasts in the process, I gasped. She shot me a look and smiled when I did. "I really like it as well. It supports me really well and makes my breasts look really nice. You agree?" she asked, teasing me with a small smile on her lips. "Want me to try the Empreinte one, Corey?"
Of course I did! I slipped out of the booth and let her switch. I smiled at the saleswoman, who was coming and going, making sure we were alright. I couldn't get the image of my sister's breasts out of my mind, and felt my cock getting harder by the second. I tried to take a few deeps breaths and think about baseball, but it didn't work. When she called me back in the booth, I tried to steel myself.
And failed. Kim had pulled her dress down to her waist, which was really sexy on its own. But the Appoline bra from Empreinte was even more stunning than the first one. I could only see the very top of her nipples through the transparent band on the top, but the entire bra was utter sexiness. All black with thick embroidery on the bottom fading to thinner on on top and over the transparent section. It enhanced her large breasts in a way that was probably illegal in some states.
I was gaping again, amazed again that she would let me see her like this. "Kim..." I said. "You can choose any bra you like... I'm just so thankful for this moment. Pick your own favorites."
She smiled and nodded. "Ok, but I'd still like my boyfriend's opinion..."
Again the spike of pleasure as she said this. "Well, I think I do like this one better than the first. It's not that it's more beautiful on its own, but I think it suits your breasts better."
"I agree..." she said, looking at herself in the mirror with a serious expression, as if this wasn't the most glorious day of my life.
Without looking at me or changing her demeanour, she added "And I believe this other guy also agrees..." she said cryptically.
"What?" I said, looking around to see if there wasn't another guy somehow hidden in this small space. And then I saw her glancing at my crotch, where my hard cock was poking a very noticeable tent. "Oh shit!" I said. "Sorry sis!" before retreating out of the booth.
When her head poked out from behind the curtain, she was frowning. "Get back here!" she whispered, making sure nobody was around.
I stepped back inside, my head low and my entire face probably as red as the velvet curtain. "First, don't call me sis here, crazy bastard! Things could get really weird really fast if the woman hears you..." she sighed. "Call me by my name or just say lover, or my love or whatever you wish, but not 'sis'!" Little did both of us know that this small part of our roleplay would end up making such a big difference.
I looked at her. "You mean it? I can call you my love?"
"Here, yes. But remember, no funny business." she said. Just thinking about it made my heart skip quite a few beats. Before I could add anything, she said "And second, do you think I really mind about your hard cock?"
Again, another jolt low in my belly, hearing my sister talking about my cock. "What do you mean... It's not... er, not polite!" I finally said.
"Are you twelve?" she asked, frowning again. "I know perfectly well that you can't control it, and when I agreed to this whole thing, I was fully conscious that it would happen."
"Oh..." I said, a little smile on my lips.
"Tell you what..." she said, then took a long breath. "If you rearrange your cock right here right now, I'll rearrange my breasts in their respective cups."
My eyes opened wide at the thought. And so, incongruously, I slipped my hands in my jeans, grabbed my cock and pulled it up sideways. Staring at my efforts shamelessly, Kim smiled and said "There, better now? Damn bro... Oops." she looked at me, smiling, before saying "Damn, lover, one lucky girl will someday get to play with this... How long is it?" Shen then gasped, bringing her hand to her mouth. Laughing, she said "Don't answer that... Shit, I'm sorry. I really didn't want to tease you."
"Don't worry about it, my love... I certainly don't mind you talking about my cock. And, by the way, it's a bit over seven inches long."
After that she stared at me for a long while, standing there in her glorious bra looking sexier than I had previously thought possible. She grinned, didn't say a word and reached into her right cup with her left hand, grabbed the bottom of her breast with her fingers and pulled it slightly upwards. In the process I saw most of her nipple and stared dumbly at the encore on the other side. "This is crazy, my prized loved..." I said, plunging deep into this roleplay. "You are amazing."
"Thank you, my love." she replied, blushing. "So, third one?"



"Yeah!"
Outside the booth, I leaned against the wall and tried to get some sort of control over myself. My cock was hard and would be for a freaking long time. That was settled. But I had to take control of my heart and breathing! I heard her say "That doesn't match..."
I leaned close and said "What's wrong my precious love?"
I heard her pause, unmoving, for a long while before she replied "Nothing. I found a solution. You can come in."
When I did, I froze again despite all that had already happened. Kim was now almost naked, her dress discarded on the chair. All she had on was her black panties and her new bra. No shoes or socks, nothing else. "So?" she asked. "The red from the dress didn't fit with the one from the bra, so..." I raised my hand and shook my head. Kim stopped, curious. I sat on the chair, right in front of her, and simply stared.
"You tell me when to stop, beloved..." I said absentmindedly. "I could stay here all day."
I heard her small laughter, and then she proceeded to turn slowly, letting me look at her as long as I wished. Her bra, a bright red thing of beauty called bastille from Chantelle, was hypnotizing. A wide transparent band let her nipples show almost completely, and the complex embroidery, with various shades of red was incredible. It made her breasts bulge out in the middle, making them even more sexier than they already were.
But I also looked at all the rest of her body, from her small waist to her flaring hips, to her long, slightly rounded thighs, her smooth knees and fine lower leg and delicate feet. When I slowly looked back up, she had completed half a turn and I stared at her ass. It was covered with a thin pair of black lacy panties, and I could see the nicely rounded curves of her sweet ass. Reaching down and behind to grab the elastic band, Kim pulled on it a few times, making her ass bounce. I gasped as she did, whispering "Oh my god... Oh my fucking god... This is... You are... God! I'm at a fucking loss for words, si—" I paused, took a breath and resumed "a loss for words my treasured."
When I looked up to her face as she completed her turn, our eyes locked and we stared into each other's eyes for a long while. If she hadn't been my sister, even my little inexperienced self would have seen lust in there. But she wasn't my precious or my love, she was my sister... and so I got up. "Yep, incredible. We're taking this one back home!"
"Great!" she said, happy with my choice even though I had given her that power earlier. "Ready for the last one?" she asked, a strange expression on her face.
After I got out, I decided to get the last one's matching panties, garters and belt. It was very expensive, and I had been surprised when she had agreed to try the bra in the first place. It was a Freya bra, the siren model, and it was almost totally transparent. I had seen earlier that the panties were also transparent in the front and a thong from the back. Kim would essentially be naked with this on. But she had gasped in delight when she had seen it, so maybe...
When I came back with the set, I said "Angel? think you'd like this?" She looked at me through a small slit and I couldn't really read her expression. After she had taken the box, she moaned and said "Oh fuck... This is unbelievably beautiful. But... But... my love, it's so expensive..."
And it was. about 350$ for the entire set. "I don't mind, cherished love. If you like it..." I trailed.
"I'll try it on."
I nearly jumped up in delight as she said that. Two minutes later, I entered and was blasted out of my own mind. Kim was a goddess, plain and simple. The bra was a barely there thing that while rather big, was so transparent that it almost looked like she had embroidered flowers right on her skin. I could see her nipples almost as clear as if she had been topless. The pink and black colors worked incredibly well on her.
And then the panties, through which I couldn't help but see her dark blonde bush, nicely trimmed to a fine line above her lips. And of course I could also see the top of her pussy before it curved beyond sight between her legs. The garter belt was just as delicate, and the very contrasting back lace above the transparent black hose was magnificent as well.
When Kim turned around, I saw her ass pretty much nude. Voluptuous as she was, her ass was full and sumptuous, her cheeks making the thin thong disappear between them. Staring at her, I said "Kim... This is way beyond our deal. This is way more than I had even dared to dream of." She was staring back at me with an expression I couldn't decipher. Looking at her, my mouth became dry and I had to swallow a few times. "Of course I will buy it for you. And the red one. You deserve them, the world needs you to have them my love. I love you Kim."
It was pure insanity to say this. Even I knew that lust was distorting my mind and that I couldn't think straight. Yet, seeing her surprised expression, I added "I know you think it's just my desire and my erection talking..." I paused. "Life is strange, sometimes. I talked about love with my best friend Jack three weeks ago, about what it meant, about what it was... And I said to him that I knew, without a doubt, that there was romantic love, then the love we had for our closest of friends, and then the love we had for our family."
Taking a deep breath, looking into my sister's eyes, I added "And now I don't know... Do you remember all the time we spent together as kids, and teenagers?..." I sighed. "As vulnerable as you've allowed me to see you physically, I want to repay you by being just as vulnerable emotionally. I love you Kim, and I don't know what it means, what it is. I just do. Thank you so, so much for this."
Kim stood there, almost naked and burning so brightly with beauty and raw sensuality. She opened her mouth but stopped herself. Standing so close together in this small space, the both of us were breathing hard. "No, dearest. No, it's me that need to thank you. None of my boyfriends... Shit, maybe I shouldn't tell you this." she looked into my eyes some more, then said "None of my boyfriends have ever made me feel like this. Beautiful, wanted, cherished, loved. Oh..." she said, smiling, "like you they lusted after me, but as for the rest, nothing... Nothing to compare to what I'm feeling right now from you. You may think that you've gotten more out of this deal than I did, but it's not true. Not at all. Thank you so much."
I felt so much like hugging her right then, but then remembered that she was essentially naked. She moved very slightly towards me, but stopped herself as well. "Well..." I said. "We take them and go back home?" Kim only nodded. I pulled out of the booth and tried to gather my thoughts. On a small shelf I saw a box of heart shaped nipple covers. On impulse I grabbed them and simply pushed them under the curtain. Kim laughed as she saw them, then whispered "You really want to milk this out as much as you can, don't you?"
"Of course... But only if you're willing."
"Of course I am, dear lover. Give me a sec." The roleplaying pet name shook me more this time.
When her finger popped out from behind the curtain and she beckoned me in, I pushed my way inside and gasped one last time. She still had the Freya panties and garters and had simply replaced the bra with the nipple covers. While the bra has been transparent, I hadn't been able to see the outside curves of her breasts. Now they were in bare display. I moaned and groaned, looking at the most beautiful breasts I had ever seen both in person and on screen. Looking at her, I said "You know... As a nineteen year old virgin, I have spent of lot of time looking at nude models on the net."
"Just nude models?" she asked, a naughty smile on her lips.
"Don't interrupt me..." I said, clearing my throat and smiling with her. "In any case, I can definitely assert that I have never seen breasts finer than these two. Seriously."
"Well, thank you, my dear. I really like the nipple covers as well... If you buy them for me, I'll let you see them on me one other time, at your pleasure and at the time of your choosing."
"Deal!" I said, thanking the pinch-penny streak that was making that afternoon possible.
The ride back home, as well as the evening we spent together, were wonderful. As soon as we got home we read the message mom had left on the table, telling us that they would be out for the evening. Kim went to her room and came back wearing a very nice summer dress. "Guess what I have underneath?" she asked.
"The full Freya set?"
"Yep! I feel amazing in it."
"You look it, too, dear sister."
"Not calling me 'dear lover' anymore?" she asked with a wink.
"I guess I could, but it would be strange..."
"Yeah." she nodded. "In any case, it was sweet. And our afternoon was really fun, brother. I'm really glad to have all this new lingerie, but spending time with you like this was... naughty. Certainly naughty!" she said, laughing. "But it was also very nice. Thanks again."
We spent the entire evening together sitting on the couch, next to one another. I'm pretty sure the glances I got down the top of her dress and way up her skirt were deliberate gifts. Add to that the fact that we talked a lot about sex, and it was more than enough to give me a near constant erection. We also talked about the ridiculous amount of time we had spent together in our early teens.
At the end of the evening, I did gather her in my arms for a long hug. My erection was pressing hard against her thigh, but neither of us minded, or mentioned it. I masturbated furiously alone in my room, and had a pretty good feeling that Kim was doing the same. Despite what she believed, I knew I had gotten much more than she had from our day together.
About a week later, while rummaging through her lingerie drawer with a huge erection, completely alone in the house, I smiled as I grabbed the red bra I had given her. I let myself fall back on her bed, the work of art in my hand. After caressing my cock a bit, feeling the soft inside of that bra against my glans, I happened to glance into her opened wardrobe and saw something that caught my eye.
After replacing the bra in the drawer, exactly where it had been, I went to the wardrobe and looked closer at the soft pink triangle I had seen. My eyes widened as I touched it, and I knew what it was. After pulling it out, I saw a male masturbator exactly like the one I had hidden in my room. I knew why I had one, but was puzzled as to why my sister would have one.
Was she a closet lesbian? Nah... I would have known. Well... Maybe not. Hmmm. I'd never had any inkling that she may have been one, but that didn't mean much. Maybe she was just curious? After I replaced it on the shelf, I went out of her room and forgot about it for a while, that is until I went to get mine and use it for what it was intended. I actually forgot all about that a few days later.
We spent a few weeks trying to bring back the closeness that we had both enjoyed so much when we were younger. Then on a Thursday evening, everything changed. I came home and saw that my mom was visibly sad. I saw the door to Kim's room was shut even though I had seen her shoes at the door. Mom told me that her boyfriend had broken up with her. And that she was taking it hard. Again. Even though she was sad, I did see a small smile on her lips. Kim was like that: completely heartbroken for what seemed to us rather short relationships. But hey, I couldn't really judge.
I dearly wanted to go to her room, but while we were well on the road to reconnecting, we couldn't erase all the distance that had grown between us with a sexy visit to a lingerie shop and a few evenings together. And so I waited. She stayed in there most of the evening, finally coming out at ten. Mom and dad were both headed for bed, but I stayed with her. We migrated to the living room, away from our parent's room, and sat at what were becoming our habitual spots.
I tried to cheer her up and made small talk (no small task for me!) until she relaxed a bit and talked about her separation. She told me how it happened, but I got the feeling that she was leaving big chunks out of her story. Eventually, she sighed deeply and looked at me. She told me how much our day at the lingerie shop had affected her. She had told me, right then in the little booth, but it seemed that I had missed how important it had been for her. The way I had made her feel, cherished, beloved, important... Not only the pet words, but the rest of what I had told her, the way I had respected our deal to the letter even though I had been burning with lust and she had been standing in front of me practically naked.
And soon after, she had talked to her boyfriend about those feelings... and it hadn't gone well. In the end he was with her because she was hot and sexually active. Had hadn't said those exact words explicitly, but it had boiled down to that. And so that had been enough for Kim, and she dumped him. Now in my arms, my sister cried a bit, but less intensely than before. I caressed her hair, held her tight and kissed her forehead. After a long silence, Kim asked "Would you mind staying with me a while yet, I don't feel like being alone."
"Of course sis. Of course—"
I stopped myself, pretty sure that she hadn't noticed that I had been about to say "Of course my love." I felt it. I felt it very clearly. I had probably been in love with her ever since those early teenage years. But now, obviously, was not the time to say this. Maybe later.
An hour later, while Kim was feeling much better and we had fallen into some light sex talk again, I looked at her and said "Kim... I went to your room a few weeks ago and, well... I played with your bras."
"Oh no!" she replied, feigning shock. "You pervert!" she said, laughing. "You do know that I don't mind anymore, right?"
"No, I didn't. Since the lingerie shop?" I asked.
"Yes. And even before that. You even asked me if you could ogle me in my bikini! Do you realize that most of my friend's brothers do it without even asking? You were very decent, even with that little fetishist streak..." she was still smiling as she finished.
"Well... Thanks. But that wasn't what I wanted to tell you. I found something else. Can I ask a very intimate question?"
Kim was frowning, puzzled, and said "What have we been doing all these evening together? Ask away, and if I don't want to answer, I'll tell you."
"Ok. What are you doing with a male masturbator?"
Her eyes opened wide, and tears filled them almost immediately. "Shit, Kim! I'm so sorry... Forget about it. Damn me and my big mouth..."
But even though her tears were rolling down her cheeks. "No, brother, it's not you. Not at all. It's just that... Oh fuck. What the hell, you're probably the only person I can talk to about it."
As she breathed a few times to calm herself, I said "You're a lesbian?"
"What? No!" and she laughed. I felt a bit awkward, but it was also good to see her laughing. "No I'm not. But I do have a friend who is... And if you're really nice, I'll tell you who. No... My problem is very different, and so weird. Promise you won't judge me?"
Of course I promised, and listened attentively. To my huge surprise, Kim was a virgin. Before I could even say "But I heard you...", she placed her finger on my lips and shook her head. "What you heard, brother, was my boyfriend fucking that male masturbator. Granted it was clasped between my thighs and I was naked and on all fours, so it looked good... But it's not really fucking." As I reeled with this new information, Kim went on to explain that this issue was one of the reasons for her breakup. With this boyfriend, and many of the previous ones.
With her first serious boyfriend, he had brought a male masturbator and they had messed with it, eventually making fake sex with it trapped between her legs. They had then boasted having had real sex, and the story grew from there. Her previous boyfriends had all kept her secret, and her reputation had grown. While she had loved that reputation at first, it was now a burden. She was nineteen, and many people knew that she had been sexually active for a long while.
Yet she wasn't. And she had been afraid of telling her boyfriends that she was a virgin, trying to make them wait with this little trick. She felt like they wouldn't understand if she told them, or that they would treat her too roughly if she agreed to real sex without knowing she was a virgin. Still in my arm, she sighed. Then I felt her smiling against my chest. "You're hard right now, yes?"
I was hard? Shit! I couldn't shake the image of her, naked and on all fours from my mind! "Crap..." I groaned.
But Kim laughed and it dispelled the tension. We stayed together for a long while until I began nodding off to sleep. "Can you walk?" she asked, waking me from a brief doze.
"Of course I can, what do you— Oh. Yes, I've had a lot of practice." I said, understanding that she had been talking about my erection. When Kim sat next to me in my bed, we shared a long and peculiar look. She tucked me in, and stared into my eyes some more. Leaning forward, she kissed my cheek and rose to leave. "I love you, Kim. Never forget it."
"I won't." she whispered. Through half closed eyelids, I watched her standing in the doorway. Either she remained there a long time, or sleep messed with my perception of time. She startled me by asking "Are you still hard?"
"Yes..." I mumbled.
"Wow... Does it ever go down?"
"Not when you're around, especially wearing that Freya set..." I replied, unable to censor myself.
Kim stayed there awhile longer before disappearing and closing my door. I desperately needed to masturbate, but was way too tired. I probably feel asleep for good before my cock went down!
As soon as I saw my sister the following morning, I knew something had changed. She was smiling, was in a bright mood and hugged me tight as a "good morning" even though our parents were right there. As we were all eating at the dinner table, she got up to get some milk. When she walked behind me to get back to her chair, she leaned down and whispered into my ear "If you're here this afternoon, maybe I could show you the nipple covers you bought for me?" My eyes opened wide, but neither of our parents seemed to have heard. As she sat down I looked at her, a growing smile on my lips. I didn't know what had changed, but something definitely had.
Our parents left for work and so did Kim for the entire morning. When she came back just after lunch, she was wearing a long pair of jeans with a flimsy shirt that was old and almost transparent. I could barely see the color of her green bra underneath. Her two very long braids bounced and whipped around behind her. She was already sexy, and became even hotter when she said "So, brother, wanna see your nipple covers again?". She was looking at me like a vixen playing with a prey and the desire I could already see in her eyes made me giddy. I didn't even have time to nod before she disappeared into her room.
I heard loud music coming out of her room, and before long I heard her door open. She came out wearing nothing but her jeans and the two heart-shaped nipple covers. Kim walked slowly towards me, making her breasts bounce in sync with her steps. I was mesmerized, both by the sheer physical beauty in front of me and by the devouring lust in her eyes. This was not just a girl fulfilling her deal of letting me see my gift for a second time. Not by a long shot.
As she walked, turning and prancing in front of me, I eventually realized that the four buttons on her jeans were undone. The more she moved, the lower her jeans slipped. I was sitting on the couch, entranced by her gift, my eyes darting everywhere. She made her head turn quickly, sending her braids flying before grabbing them with her hands. As time went by, her movements turned into a dance, an incredibly sexy dance. "If you could ask me to do anything right now, brother, what would it be?"



I actually gasped when she asked me that, my jaw dropping even lower than it already was. "I'd ask..." and then I stopped, unable to focus or think straight. Before I could gather my wits, Kim walked towards me and, to my utter surprise, straddled me. Her breasts were mere inches from my face and my hands jerked in reflex towards them. I stopped myself and placed them back on the couch close to her legs. "Brother, don't think, just ask. I don't know if I'm going to say yes to everything you could think of, but I won't judge. I'm just feeling very hot and very curious right now... So go ahead."
I closed my eyes for a second and pinched myself on the arm. I opened my eyes when Kim giggled, and looked at her for a long while. She was still dancing on my lap, bouncing upon me. She couldn't have missed my hard cock, and I couldn't have missed her heaving breasts. "I'd like you to remove your nipple covers..."
Kim grinned and, as she was pulling away to stand up, she whispered "Your nipple covers, brother... As long as I have them you can ask to see me with them."
I couldn't believe what was happening, what I was hearing. As Kim covered her breasts while she resumed her dance, I was gaping at her, leaning forward on the couch. As she was turning and turning, she pulled them off and slowed down until she was facing me, moving slower now.
She threw the nipple covers next to me on the couch and moved her upper body side to side, making her large breasts swing with her. I stared at her pink areolas, relishing their beauty and seeing her nipples grow. I had seen countless nipples on my computer screen, but this was something else entirely. As I stared and stared, Kim whispered "Anything else, brother? Anything else you'd like me to do?"
I looked up at her, too dumbfounded to even smile, and said "Would you slip your jeans off?"
I was eager to see her dancing topless with her panties, but quickly realized that I had underestimated her lust: her jeans had been the only item of clothing she'd had on. As she kicked them away, I stared at my sister dancing fully nude in front of me to the music she had set for herself earlier. My cock, already hard, was now raising a huge tent in my loose shorts, but I didn't care. My sister was fucking dancing in front of me. Fucking naked!
I don't know how long I sat there, transfixed by her dance. I knew I kept whispering and moaning a long string of "Thank you sis...", but I couldn't have told you if I stayed there one minute or one hour.
She woke me out of my trance by asking, again "What else, brother?" What else could I possibly ask? She walked towards me slowly and soon she was straddling my lap again, completely naked this time. "Ask... Don't be shy..."
"Can I... Can I touch your breasts?"
"Of course..."
When my hands closed on her breasts, my sister's breasts, my first ever breasts, I began trembling like a leaf beneath her. And then, without even thinking about asking for permission, I leaned forward and took one of her nipples in my mouth. As I hugged her hard, I sucked her nipple just as hard and moaned as I discovered what a nipple felt like. I was floored. After I switched to her other breast, Kim said "I think you're over dressed, brother..."
I only noticed that she was removing my shirt when I had to stop suckling on her nipples. Stunned despite everything, I looked up and stared into her eyes as my shirt fell to the floor. "Are you sure... Are you serious about this?" I asked.
"More than I've ever been sure about anything before." she paused, combing her hand through my hair a few times. "I wanna take your virginity, brother, and I want you to be my very first. I want your cock to be the first to part my lips, Corey, the first to probe my depths... Can you believe I've never even pushed a dildo inside?" she exhaled slowly, smiling at me. "So, what do you say?"
I hugged her again, pressing the side of my face against the top of her breasts. "Why I say yes, dear lover, precious love that I thought I had lost at fifteen..." Hearing those words, Kim took a sharp intake of breath and wrapped her arms around my head. I kept talking. "I don't know what life has in store for us. You'll probably fall for another guy eventually, and I'll probably find a girl that will agree to date me. And I wish us both the best of luck with this. But..." I took a pause and placed a soft kiss in the delicate skin between her two large breasts. "But I dearly hope that we will always share a close connection. I know I'm heady with lust, but I do hope that whatever will happen in our lives, we will always be able to find each other and... and make love to each other."
"I agree, dear brother, I wish the same thing."
I looked up, she looked down and we shared our first kiss, our first real kiss as lovers. It should have been utterly strange, but it just flowed. So naturally. And with that kiss, the rest of the afternoon began. My shorts disappeared soon after and the electric feel of her bare skin against it forced us to face what we were getting ready to do. Fully naked, we stood up and, hand in hand, headed to her room. When she closed the door behind her and turned around to look at me, sitting on her bed, the look in her eyes overwhelmed me. "You're beautiful, brother... And I want to make love to you. Right now."
When she climbed up onto her bed, I reclined fully and let her move over me, on all fours. I was mesmerized by her swinging breasts, which looked even bigger than usual in this position. When she leaned in for another kiss, I felt her lips on mine and her nipples grazing my chest at the same time. And then she simply let her body lower against mine.
The heat of her skin, the softness of her thighs and belly against my own were pure delight. When I felt her bush pressed on my cock, I moaned through our kiss. When her legs opened and I felt the much more intense heat of her pussy against my cock, I groaned and broke the kiss. Into my ear, Kim whispered "I know it's cliché, but I'd really like it if you took me in the missionary position."
"My pleasure." I replied.
Gently, not hurrying anything, we rolled over and I ended up between her opened thighs. I could already feel that she was drenched, having already coated my cock with her juices as we rolled. I moved down slowly, not at all nervous like I expected my first time to be. I knew, without a doubt, that if I made any mistake, my sister would simply tell me what to do. No pressure, no ego, no expectations except sharing this wonderful moment with the person I loved the most.
When the tip of my cock parted her lips and we both felt it entering her hole, just barely, we gasped at the same time. After giggling a bit, I pushed upwards gently. As her relaxed muscles parted for me, I looked up at her, finding her eyes already waiting for mine. She lifted her head and we kissed for the third time as we were both fixated by my cock slipping ever deeper into her.
When I pushed myself higher with my feet, my cock slipped a couple of inches and Kim gasped. I felt her squeezing her pussy hard around me. I pulled back immediately, but she grabbed my back and said "Don't pull out... Come back, come back to— Oooh, yes, shit this is wonderful. And damn your cock is big!"
I laughed, knowing it wasn't all that big, but knew that it would feel that way to her. "Want my big cock deeper?" I said.
Kim laughed, which I found wonderful for our first times. "Yes... Deeper."
We groaned as I did. I felt her hands grabbing the skin on my back and squeezing hard, and heard her moaning much louder. Instinct took over and I arched my lower back forward, driving the last half of my cock inside her until I couldn't go any further. Kim screamed, but I knew it was a scream of pleasure. I was drowning in pleasure myself, my mind unable to believe that my cock was firmly sheathed into the pussy of a real, living and loving girl. My sister.
I pulled back and slipped back in, then felt her heels on my lower back. Her legs were splayed opened and even though it was her first time, Kim definitely wanted me to fuck her. And I did, with wild abandon. As I plowed into her, gradually going faster, I kissed her again and we moaned in each other's mouths the entire time. When I slipped my mouth to her ear I said "I love you Kim... I love you so much!"
"Me to, dear brother. I love you too." she replied with a low voice.
As the minutes flew by, I knew I would not be able to last very long. "Kim... I'd really, really like to let you climax first, but I don't think I can hold—"
"Do it... Cum inside me. Fill me with your sperm, Corey."
Soon I did, feeling the violent spasms of my first pussy-induced climax raking my body and soul mercilessly. As I felt loads of sperm shooting into her repeatedly, I knew this moment would be forever marked in my mind. Kim moaned and groaned, but unless I was mistaken, I was pretty sure she hadn't climaxed with me.
Suddenly, as I was regaining my breath, my cock still sheathed deep inside her, she lifted one of her legs and said "Hang on... Don't slip out!" And with that she pushed me sideways and we ended up in the cowgirl position. When I saw her rising up, her majestic breasts covered with sweat and bouncing with her every movement, I knew my cock would rise to the challenge.
Kim brought both her hands to her pussy, squeezing her breasts in the process, forcing them to bulge upwards and forwards. The sight was breathtaking, even after a climax that powerful. And then she transformed, beyond belief, into an even more sexier goddess. Seeing my sister fucking me in the cowgirl position, using her legs to drive upon me, her hands working their magic on her clit, her breasts defying the laws of nature as they soared like young angels, seeing her two long braids swishing through the air as she turned her head and, most importantly, seeing the expression on her face as my cock and her fingers brought her to climax...
And then I heard her moans and screams as pleasure ravaged her. And to my stunned surprise, I felt another climax rising from the ashes of the first. I was laughing as buckled under her, driven almost insane by the raw pleasure. Seeing me climax again made Kim laugh as well.
She leaned forward, placed her hands on my chest and fucked me with a vengeance. In this position her intensity at least doubled and I was being pounded into the bed by the most wonderful object in the universe: my sweet, loving sister. I arched and spasmed as my climax peaked, and felt some of my sperm being forced into her pussy again. I grabbed her by the arms and pulled her back against me and held her tight.
We remained that way for a long while as my cock inevitably shrunk. But as we talked pos-coital, I saw that my feelings for her hadn't changed. Sure lust had influenced my mind earlier, but as strange as it was, even spent I as was with two climaxes, I still felt more love for her than I had ever felt before. We tried our best to survive the boring dinner and evening with our parents. I felt my heart beating hard when, in the very late evening, with the entire house dark and silent, I heard Kim opening my door. A minute later she was under the blankets with me, naked as I was, and we made love again. And again. And again...
*****
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Ben was looking forward to the week-end with his family as he turned the last corner before arriving. As a third year medical school student, the 24 year old missed his parents and little sister. He wouldn't admit it to her, but he did miss Lily quite a lot even though she could, sometimes, be a pain. She would probably leave home for college next year, at nineteen, and sometimes he wondered if it would be a good idea to ask her to come live with him.
He shook his head and forgot about that as he knocked and opened the door. He was warmly greeted by his parents. Lily wasn't there, but he knew she'd arrive later. Ben spent a few hours with them until the moment, around five, Lily arrived. Ben's heart skipped a beat when he saw his sister bouncing up the stairs. Ever since she had bloomed through her teenage years, Ben had been secretly attracted to his sister. For a while that attraction had been so powerful that he had remained single for a year and a half!
Lily seemed as lively as ever as he watched her through the large window, her two braids bouncing behind her as she ran to the door. She exploded into the house, there was no better word for it, and threw herself into his arms. Lily had always been full of life and energy. As he squeezed her hard, eyes closed with a grin on his face, Ben took a deep breath and took in her unique scent. She kissed him on the cheeks before sitting in front of him at the table to catch up on news.
As they talked Ben had to work to focus on what she was saying. He was spellbound by her long dark red hair, her faint freckles, he small nose and generous lips who were, as ever when she was around him, constantly smiling. But most of all, Ben had to confess as he stared at her, he was captivated by her bright blue-green eyes. She had incredible eyes that seem to sparkle under the merest light, and when she was in sunlight they were positively phenomenal. Lily sometimes said that she wished she had ordinary eyes as she was tired of the attention, tired of the fact that people bothered her continuously with compliments. But Ben knew she was lying: Lily loved her eyes.
A while later, as she got up and moved around in the kitchen, Ben's eyes stole a few glances at the rest of her. Lily was on the short side of the average and was pretty slim all around: small sexy breasts, a tiny waist that made her lean hips seem bigger and long legs that were stronger than their slim shape would lead one to believe.
Her short skirt, white knee high socks and tight tank top highlighted her slender shape. Overall, she looked like a human female version of a cat. In the manga and anime world he really liked, he often saw girls cosplaying as cats. While he liked big breasts as much as the next guy, Ben thought that human versions of cat should look exactly like his sister: lean, thin and agile.
Their evening together as a family, the first in a long while, was very pleasant. Yet as they talked Ben slowly observed that whenever his sister wasn't talking and thought nobody was looking at her, her smile faded. He had no idea why. Maybe she had recently broken up with a boyfriend? He didn't feel like asking her what was wrong right now, not in front of their parents in any case.
Later that night, as he was lying on the uncomfortable sofa bed, he thought about Lily again, trying to figure out what could be wrong with her. Given that they didn't see each other often he sighed, knowing he couldn't divine it out of thin air. He resolved to find the time to ask her about it tomorrow.
As luck would have it, he found himself alone with Lily for breakfast. When she walked in the kitchen wearing a tank top, and probably only that, Ben almost choked on his toast. She wasn't wearing any bra, that much was obvious, and he couldn't detect any panties under the tight fabric. The tank top covered, at most, a third of her thighs and the effect was remarkable. Lily had wrapped her hair in a high bun above her hair and he stared at her, his breath taken. He felt a surge of pleasure in his heart and an equally intense sure of blood between his legs.
Ben bit his lower lip, closed his eyes and tried to focus his sharp mind on the fact that she was the last person he should have these kinds of feelings for. A deep breath later, he wished her good morning. Lily startled when she heard him: she hadn't seen him yet and had probably thought that she had been alone. But Ben felt both apprehensive and glad when Lily walked to the table and sat down wearing nothing but her tank top. He would have been relieved but disappointed if she had gone and changed, but now... now he had to deal with his inappropriate feelings.
Instead of doing small talk, Lily surprised him with a question "I have a strange question for you, brother." She smiled, but without further preamble, asked "I know you like anime and manga, but do you like futanari?"
Ben's eyes opened wide when he heard her question, and he managed not to spit his cereals all over the table. "What?" he asked after swallowing. "Are you serious?"
"Yes. What, we're both adults?"
"Yes, but..."
Futanari was a genre of hentai where females had huge cocks and, sometimes, males had breasts. It wasn't, at all, a subject Ben had ever thought he'd discuss with his sister. Especially not while she was practically naked in front of him! "Look, Lily... I do like it. But..." he paused, then added "why don't you tell my why you're asking me that? What prompted the question?"
He was surprised by her reaction. Very briefly, he saw her expression change and she seemed afraid for a second or so. "No reason, just curious... I like it too." She said quickly. But very soon she changed the subject and stood up to go back to her room. Ben was so surprised that he didn't even think to look at her lovely ass as she walked away. Why had she asked about that?
Ben actually loved futanari hentai, either in manga or anime form. But damn! Talking about that over breakfast? What had gotten into her? Then he realized that their parents would be back soon and that she'd had no other option to talk to him alone. After he finished his breakfast Ben stood and was headed for her room when he saw their dad's car stopping in the driveway. Shit. No time.
The rest of the day offered no other opportunity, but seeing that Lily was obviously feeling bad, he managed to find a minute to tell her that he was sorry for reacting strongly at breakfast. She brushed it off saying that it wasn't important, but Ben knew that it was. He was hoping that we would find ourselves alone later that night, but she decided to turn in early.
So once again he found himself alone in the damned sofa bed, thinking about Lily. About half an hour later, he suddenly heard the door opening in silence. "Ben? Are you awake?" asked Lily in a very low whisper.
"No, I'm not." he said sarcastically. "What's up?" he asked.
In the pitch darkness she came and sat on the edge of the bed. "I have a question I need to ask you. A question to you as a med student." she whispered. "Two weeks ago I went to a party. A very peculiar party. Let's say there were strange people there, with strange, er... strange pills."
"Oh. I see." She was curious about drugs. Even though Ben couldn't see her, he could sense that she was very nervous. "Go on."
"Well, I took a few and had the most epic trip imaginable. Life changing, in fact."
Ben smiled when he heard that she was smiling herself. She even giggled before continuing. She probably wanted to know what those pills were and if he knew if they were dangerous or not. But he was wrong. "So I probably spent a few hours in that small room, tripping with four or five other people." Then she paused and remained silent for a few minutes.
Given that the silence was becoming awkward, I said "Go on Lily, I won't judge. If you're worried about something, please let me help you."
"Hmmm." she said, but as Ben heard her take a deep breath, he knew that her smile was gone and that she was nervous again. "Mind if we go to my room to talk? I don't feel comfortable here, with our parents on the other side of the wall."
"Sure..." he said.
Ben stood up to follow her and saw that she was still wearing the same tank top as this morning. She probably slept with it every night. "Focus!" he thought. They went downstairs, went to her room and closed her door behind them. When Ben saw Lily jumping in her bed and slipping under the blanket, he frowned. That was another sign that she was nervous. Sitting on the edge of her much more comfortable bed, Ben waited for Lily to talk. She turned her little bedside lamp on, looked at him and said "Listen Ben... It wasn't my first time with psychedelic drugs, but this was weird... Promise you won't judge me?"
"Yes." Ben said.
"I know you must have had some psych classes, and learned that hallucinations reflect the innermost thoughts of the person." she said.
"Yes, sometimes. But other times it's just random images that don't mean anything." Ben replied.
"Ok then." One last deep breath before she said "I hallucinated futanari for hours!"
"Oh!" Ben said, finally getting an explanation! Unexpected, but an explanation nonetheless.
"Shit! It was crazy!" Lily said. "I had seen a couple of anime with futanari stuff, but this was beyond my wildest imagination! At first I was an observer, seeing countless girls with dicks and guys with breasts having sex in endless positions and arrangements of two three, four or more people at the same time! Soon after that, I was pulled in and felt myself having sex with all sorts of hermaphrodites, felt myself penetrated in all of my holes, sometimes all at once..."
When Ben's sister paused, he himself took a deep breath and cursed himself for not thinking of putting his pants on. As Lily talked, his mind filled with images from his favorite futanari hentai and his cock grew and grew. Looking at Lily, Ben saw that her nipples were both sticking clearly through the thin fabric. And she wasn't done. "Eventually, I felt a penis growing from my pussy, as if my clit was transforming into this monster of a cock, growing and growing until it reach ten or twelve inches and even more! I saw myself fucking girls while their cock were slapping against my belly, against my breasts... Shit! When I came, I felt my entire body glowing, felt myself turn into a sexual bomb of raw pleasure! I even had a furry tail!"
Ben, closing his eyes and biting his lower lip again, turned slightly on the bed as Lily talked. His erection was painfully pressed against his boxers, threatening to tear through them! He wasn't anywhere close to being ten inches long, but right now his cock felt like it, trapped as it was in his boxers. He dearly wanted to release the pressure, but couldn't do it now. After a brief pause, Lily said "So, am I crazy, big brother?"
Ben stared at her, looking right into her magical blue-green eyes, Ben calmed himself and said "Of course not little sister. In fact, I think I'd pay a lot to have this kind of trip!"
"Really?" she said, laughing. Ben could feel her nervousness melting away.
"Yes. I do like futanari, even if it's something I never thought I'd talk with you!" he laughed.
And then she shocked him "Are you hard, brother?"
"What? No, no... Must be a trick of the light."
Lily didn't reply, clearly unconvinced. Nevertheless, she seemed much better. Still, with his experience at listening to patients talk about their problem, Ben suddenly had a nagging feeling that Lily had something else to say to him. "Don't worry about it... Just enjoy the memories and make sure not to overdo those pills, OK?" he asked. Lily nodded, and judging by the way she was looking at him, he was now convinced that she wasn't finished. But she nodded again and thanked him.
Ben got up, making sure to hide his erection from his sister and walked back to his room. On his back on the bed, he pushed his boxers down and grabbed his cock. He moaned as soon as he started jacking off, images of futanari filling his mind. But soon he was seeing his sister in his fantasies and he stopped. He had often been tempted to masturbate while thinking about his sister, but he had always stopped himself. "Just too weird"! he had thought.
And now in his mind's eye his sister had a huge cock between her legs and the temptation was even greater than usual. Ben had never felt any sexual attraction to guys, but couldn't deny that his fascination for futanari meant that one day he would have to do some serious soul searching. He wasn't a homophobe, but neither had he ever thought of himself as bi. At all. Yet seeing those anime girls with huge cocks... Shit.
But his sister? Fuck! Ben laughed on the bed, letting his cock rest against his belly for a moment. Would this be the first time he allowed himself to masturbate fantasizing about his sister? Ben was sorely tempted! But before he could make a choice, he heard his door open again. In a flash he pulled his boxers up again and pulled the blankets to his waist. "Ben? I need to tell you something else... Would you mind coming back to my room?"
"Sure, no problem." he said, noticing the tension in her voice. "I'll be there in a sec."
After she left Ben stood up, stretched, took deep breaths and tried to clear his mind. He couldn't walk to his sister's room with an erection in his boxers! But he was so focused on getting his cock down that as soon as he did, he went to join her, forgetting once again to put his pants on. And so as he sat on her bed again, he cursed himself a second time.
"Ben... Shit, this isn't easy. Ben, is it possible that such pills could have physical effects on my body?"
Ben frowned, snapped into focus by her question. He was worried about Lily, because there were, indeed, drugs that could cause physical damages. "Yes, it is." he said calmly. "What are your symptoms..."
"Well, it started the day after the party. I spent the day feeling a buzz in my body."
"A buzz?" Ben asked.
"Yeah. I don't know how else to describe it. A faint buzz in my stomach."
"Hmmm. Ok. What else"?
"Well, I've been feeling a lot hornier ever since that party." she said in a small voice.
"That's understandable, Lily. Intense climaxes like what you describe can have long lasting—"
"A lot hornier Ben. I think about sex all the time." she added.
And suddenly, his sexual mind was fighting to regain control over the medical student in him. "Oh?" he asked, trying to gain time.
"I have to masturbate at least twice every day, and... Oh shit... This isn't easy."
"Just go ahead Lily. Just say it." Ben said.
Lily reached over and closed her lamp. In the darkness, she said "Well, ever since that futanari trip, my body has begun to change."
For a moment, Ben wondered if his sister wasn't going to tell him that she had a cock. But no! That was completely crazy! "What do you mean?" he asked in what he hoped was a professional voice.
"It's hard to describe... At first it was just weird feeling, sensations I'd never had before... Ohh."
When Lily moaned in the darkness, Ben's eyes shot wide opened. Was she masturbating? Impossible! Then he heard the sound of flesh rubbing against a blanket. When she started talking again he could hear her voice quivering. "And then after a while I felt this urge to masturbate. As I played with my clit, it began to swell..." Ben's rational mind tried to save itself one last time by acknowledging that a clitoris could indeed swell with blood when excited. But that help didn't last very long. "Oh fuck..." Lily moaned again, clearly this time. "And now, when I masturbate, my clit transforms into a cock... Shit, a very real cock."
And at the same time, he heard a new sound that he nevertheless was very familiar with: the sound of a guy jerking off under a blanket. But it wasn't a guy lying next to him. Briefly he wondered if Lily could simply be teasing him, but even though that explanation made more sense than Lily growing a cock, the two siblings had never shared anything remotely sexual. This would be completely crazy. Then again...
Suddenly, Lily grabbed his hand, pulled it under her blanket and guided it to her pussy. And her cock. Ben gasped when he felt his fingers closing on a hard cock. On a big hard cock. He pulled his hand away, then closed his eyes, trying to make sense of what was happening. He failed. Groaning and getting up, he paced the room, trying to decide if he wasn't drugged himself. Had someone given him a dose of something? Impossible! But so was this! So was his sister growing a cock! Fuck!
Sitting back down, he looked at his sister. Her eyes were now glowing in the literal sense of the word. He blinked, then looked again. Now her eyes looked normal. Well, blue-green, but normal for her. "What the fuck is going on?" he wondered. "Lily..." he said. "What... How... fuck. This is impossible! Even with genetic modification, it couldn't grow so quickly. And in any case there's nothing, not even cutting edge research that could do this... Shit!" He knew his mind was running around in circle.
Ben reached under the blanket again and touched his sister's cock. It was bigger than before. When she moaned, he was reminded that she wasn't just a curiosity lying on a lab table. It was his sister and she was both nervous and sexually excited right now. Ben closed his eyes for a moment and took a few deep breaths. "Lily. Can you describe the pill and anything you can remember about that party?"
She did. As she talked, he pulled his hand away from her cock, but let it rest on her thigh. As she talked, she kept masturbating herself slowly. She said it was to keep it there. If she stopped it would disappear, be absorbed into her again. This entire situation was completely unreal! Ben realized that it would be unreal even if she didn't have a cock: earlier today he had been uncomfortable about the fact that he was lusting after his sister, and now he was listening to her talking, with a hand on her thigh while she masturbated. Crazy enough even without the unnatural cock!
When she was done, Ben shook his head, having learned nothing that could help him figure this out. He sighed. "And, er, the rest of your, well..."
"My pussy?" she said in a small voice, and Ben felt a spasm of sexual pleasure between his legs.
"Yeah. Is it, normal?"
"Yes. I think so. Can you check?" she asked, still in that small voice.
Shit. Ben shook his head, but pushed his hand up. After having found the cock, Ben moved his hand down and felt his fingertips touching his sister's pussy. No balls at all. Before he could stop himself, he moved lower still and pushed one of his fingers inside her. Lily's pussy was drenched, more than lubricated enough to let his finger go as deep as it would go. Ben shivered with pleasure as he fingered his sister.
Lily moaned when his fingers slipped inside her pussy. Moving his hand back up, Ben lightly closed his fist around the shaft of that impossible cock and kept moving up. Shit! It was big! At least eight inches! As if reading his mind, Lily said "And it can grow much longer than that..."
"How long?" Ben asked, entranced.
"Longest so far was twelve inches."
"But that's insane!" he said.
"I know..." she replied, but she was moaning, enjoying her brother's hand on her cock.
"What happens when you stop masturbating?"
"It disappears completely. And I look like a normal girl." she said.



"How long does it take?"
"After I climax, only two minutes."
"Can you let it disappear now?"
"Hmmm..." she hesitated. "It may take a while." she added.
"Why?" Ben asked.
"Well, your hand feels extraordinarily good, brother."
Ben startled and suddenly recalled that he had been slowly caressing her cock as they talked. He pulled his hand back.
"Please don't..." she whispered. "I liked it there..."
Ben complied, a small part of his mind knowing that he was far gone now. And that he was hard as a fucking rock in his boxers. He grabbed his sister's cock more firmly, feeling its entire length coated with what was probably her own pussy juices. Or maybe it was precum? When his hand reached the tip, he indeed felt a copious amount of precum dribbling slowly from her cock. When he slipped his hand back down, Lily arched her back and groaned in pleasure.
"Can I see..." Ben started to ask.
"Of course..." Lily said, reaching to turn the lamp on.
Lily then pulled the blanket away and Ben marvelled at the sight in front of him. And even though he had touched it, seeing such a huge cock jutting from his sister's pussy shook him to the core. It shocked him rationally. He had been living his life according to rationality and science, was learning about the human body at college... But this... This was impossible. Impossible yet right there.
It also shocked him emotionally. Lily was lying in front of him, naked except for her tank top over her breasts, covered with sweat, writhing in pleasure as he caressed her. Her own hand was playing with her pussy as he kept caressing her cock. That was the stuff of his fantasies! And now this huge cock? It was too much! Ben turned on the bed to be more comfortable, and he heard Lily gasp. Looking up, he saw her looking at his erection.
"Are you hard, brother?" she asked again.
"Yes... I'm sorry, but yes. I don't think I've ever been so excited in my entire life." he said.
"Don't be sorry... I certainly don't mind. In fact," she said with a smile "I'm rather pleased that you are. Don't stop what you're doing..." she finished, almost purring with pleasure.
As Ben kept masturbating his sister, he marvelled at the sight of this still-growing cock. It must now be close to ten inches long and proportionally thick. Shit it was huge! After a particularly long moan, Lily squirmed on her bed and suddenly reached up to grab her tank top. When she pulled it up and over her head, undressing completely, Ben gasped again. Lily's small yet sexy breasts were very clearly much bigger now. If normally she wore B cup bras, she was now at least a D cup, with huge aureolas and nipples on top.
When she squeezed her own breasts with her hands, Lily groaned and cried out in pleasure. "Don't stop Ben... go faster, yes, like that... faster again... Oh shit!" she cried out before her entire body arched upwards. Ben's eye widened again as he saw a huge load of white cum spraying from her cock, shooting upwards before falling back down on her stomach. Even during his most intense orgasms, even if he pooled all of his jets of sperm into one blob, it would never amount to this much sperm. Then another jet appeared, and another.
After looking at the pool of sperm that was already flowing down her sides, Ben looked up at Lily's face. And now he could see, without a doubt, that her eyes were glowing. And so were her nipples. Looking more closely, he also saw faint lightening-like tendrils of blue-green light emanating from her nipples all around on her skin. Like veins of light, the tendrils danced a few seconds before disappearing, only to be replaced by new ones.
And her cock kept spewing sperm. After the first three big streams, there were maybe four or five other smaller ones. By the time she was done, she was pretty much covered in sperm. She came back down from her intense orgasm and looked at him, all the fear gone from her eyes. She was grinning and stretching like a cat, her long groan sounding almost like a cat purring. Lily pressed a finger in the pool of sperm on her belly and brought it to her lips. Then another and another.
Soon she was drinking a lot of her own sperm and Ben was looking at her, his mouth agape. "Why don't you try some?" she asked. Before he could stop her, she had placed her cum-covered finger inside his mouth and he tasted and drank her sperm. While it had the same consistency as his own regular sperm, it tasted quite different. It was actually good, very sweet. Lily's eye were still glowing slightly. As he felt the cum flowing down to his belly, he felt a pulsating warmth spread in his chest.
Irritated by his constricted cock, he slipped his boxers off, murmuring "Fuck it..." in the process. Lily looked at his cock and purred in pleasure. Ben was still holding her cock and soon he felt it get smaller and smaller until, a minute later, it fully disappeared.
Lily, looking at him with a hand on his thigh, said "So? What do you think?"
Staring at her nude body, her big breasts compared to her frame and her flawlessly feminine pussy in glorious display, Ben said "I think you're the most beautiful and sexiest girl on the planet."
Lily giggled and said "Thanks. But what do you think about my cock?"
"Oh... Well, I think that's obvious!" he said, glancing at his own cock.
"That's for me?" she asked, grinning.
"Yeah. If you want it. But first, let me check your pussy."
"With pleasure..." she said, spreading her legs wide opened.
Ben knelt between her legs and brought his face right next to it. It was perfectly normal. Wonderfully beautiful, but normal. "Can I check inside?" he asked.
"Right now, brother, you can do whatever you want with me." And so he slipped his finger inside her and curled it upwards. Lily gasped and moaned, then giggled. "If you keep doing that, the cock will come back..."
"Really? So fast?"
"Oh yes. I have a male's cock, but I can climax as often as a woman!" she said, giggling.
Ben moved up and shuffled his knees, walking on all fours above her. When Lily lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist, he looked up and mumbled "Oh, I wasn't about to... I wasn't trying to..."
"I know, she replied. That's why I grabbed you before you could move away." They stared at each other for a long while, and Lily said "Why don't you fuck me? We both know you want to..."
And so Ben lowered himself and found his sister's pussy. He groaned as he penetrated her, her pussy feeling like a normal pussy. The best pussy ever, the pussy he'd been dreaming about for a long time, but still a regular female pussy. He buried his face into her neck and began fucking her. Soon though she grabbed his head and pulled him in for a kiss. When she started to french kiss him, he moaned, but when she pushed a tongue that was too long inside his mouth, he was surprised. Lily's tongue was way longer than any other tongue he had experienced before.
It wasn't important though. Not at all. He was fucking his sister, overwhelmed by pleasure and hearing her moaning. Soon though, he felt her cock beginning to grow again, sliding between their two bodies. The precum-lubricated cock slid between them and it clearly enhanced the pleasure Lily was feeling. Suddenly, breaking the kiss, she said "Wanna suck my cock, brother?"
"Gods yes!" he heard himself cry out.
Ben pulled out of his sister's pussy and knelt on the bed. Graceful as ever, Lily stood up and pushed her cock into his face. It was now about six inches long and Ben grabbed it at the base and opened his mouth. Surprised by the girth and the amount of space it filled in his mouth, Ben experienced his first cock. Looking up into his sister's eyes, he saw that they were glowing again, and he abandoned all hope of understanding what was happening. Magic. It was fucking magic.
He did his best to please his sister and it was working. Soon her cock was fully grown and Ben couldn't even take half of it in his mouth. Yet Lily was moaning like a succubus and he knew she was on the verge of cumming. When she froze and controlled a shout that would have wakened the entire neighbourhood, Ben braced himself for her cum. Surely she couldn't cum as much as she had earlier?
Oh she could! Fuck! In an instant, his entire mouth was filled with the sweet stuff. After he swallowed his first load, enjoying the sweet taste, she came again and he felt some of her sperm overflowing down his chin. Lily pushed her cock deeper and Ben almost choked. Yet she was cumming again and pushing harder and harder. Suddenly, without warning, his throat relaxed and he felt Lily's entire cock slipping down his throat. He briefly fought his gagging reflex, but it passed. When his nose buried itself against her taut belly, Ben was shocked.
Lily pulled out one time, letting him breathe, before plunging back. "You need to drink it all, brother..." she groaned as what felt like litres of her sperm filled his belly. She fucked his face a few times and Ben's mind was blown by the sensations of this huge cock opening his throat. He had seen this in porn, with tiny blonde girls throating huge black cocks, but this was insane. And insanely pleasurable! Ben could feel his cock twitching in pleasure.
Lily eventually stopped fucking his throat, pulled out and let him breathe normally. Ben fell on all fours, convinced that he was going to vomit it all. He had swallowed so much! But he didn't. He actually felt very good, a warm, radiant sensation deep inside his belly that was spreading all throughout his body.
His head sprung upwards when he felt Lily's huge dick land wetly on his ass. And lower back. "Ready for this, brother?" Lily asked behind him.
"Wait, it can't possibly... There's no way you're going to be able to fit all of—"
"You worry too much, brother." Lily said, obviously drunk on lust. "Besides, you're already starting to change..."
Before he could begin to wonder about what she had meant, Ben felt her put the tip of her cock against his asshole. Obviously he'd never had a cock up his ass before, nor had he ever played with his fingers or toys back there. His medical student mind knew that his sister's monster cock would tear him apart. Then again, a sister wasn't supposed to have a twelve inch cock.
He cried out in pain as he felt the entire head of her cock slip through his sphincter. But there was much less pain than he had anticipated. Shit! His asshole was stretched beyond measure, her cock probably as thick as his wrist. But not that much pain. In fact, Ben had to admit that it was starting to feel really nice. As she held on to his hips, Lily pushed her cock inside him. She'd go two inches in, one inch back, two inches in... A minute later, with roughly half of her cock inside him, Lily was already fucking him harder and harder.
With every other penetration, Lily slipped ever deeper. Ben imagined that her precum kept his asshole lubricated, but he couldn't believe that it was happening, nor that it was making him feel so good! He was pretty sure the last inches would be the most painful, his bowels not expecting such a monster. Yet he gasped in pleasure as he felt her thighs on his ass and soon his entire body was rocking violently with every thrust. Lily was pounding into him savagely, fucking his anus with her monster cock.
Turning his head to look at her, Ben was fascinated by what he saw. While she was still definitely his sister, Lily was now clearly a magical creature. Her eyes were glowing so much that the entire room was blue-green. As she licked her lips with her long tongue, they were starting to glow faintly as well. Her dark red hair was now longer, brighter and seemed to be almost floating around her.
Her breasts had grown tremendously, swinging heavily with her movements. Her nipples were nearly as bright as her eyes and the tendrils of light emanating from them now covered most of her torso. Lower, above his own ass and her cock, Ben could see that Lily's bush was now glowing as well. Finally, he could see her fingernails getting longer and, of course, also glowing with that eerie light.
Still on all fours, being sodomized for the first time, Ben still couldn't wrap his head around how good he was feeling. He watched her pulling away so damned far before ramming all that cock into him again. Yet no pain, only pleasure now. So much fucking pleasure! He'd had great sexual experiences in the past, but this... This was on another level! He had never know that an asshole could be so—
But his train of thought stopped suddenly, completely derailed by a new sensation. An utterly new sensation. Subtly at first but quickly becoming unmistakable, Ben felt his pecs beginning to move with each of his sister's thrusts. He knew he wasn't built like a body builder, that his pecs weren't super taut, but the movement he was feeling was just too much. When he reached with one hand to feel his pecs, he got yet another shock: he wasn't touching pecs, but small breasts. As Lily kept hammering into him, he felt his new breasts growing and growing until they were slapping against each other in sync with Lily.
Dropping his face on the mattress, he grabbed his new breasts with both hands and cried out in pleasure. He had always liked to play with large breasts, but squeezing his own overwhelmed him. "Fucking hell!" cried Lily behind him as she climaxed again. Ben felt her sperm filling his bowels, then felt its magic radiating all over his body. At once his breasts, which might have been C cups, magically grew into much larger E or even F cups.
Lily pounded him hard all through her climax. Ben wasn't feeling any pain now, just overwhelming pleasure. When Lily pulled out, Ben felt his asshole gaping, letting some of her sperm leak out. When he turned around and looked at Lily, he still recognized his sister despite the transformation. She was smiling naughtily, but even after everything that had happened, her head was slightly lowered as if she was shy.
Ben knelt in front of her and hugged her hard. At the same time he felt their cocks intertwine against one another. Without looking he could feel that his average sized cock was now much longer and that both cocks were now trapped between their four large breasts. He leaned forward and kissed Lily on the lips, driven by a hunger and passion he had rarely felt before. Sliding his hands down her back, he grabbed her ass and cried out in pleasure and he enjoyed her firm flesh.
He was only barely surprised when he felt a thin but strong tail growing from the top of her crack. Following its length with his fingers, her reached the end and felt a thicker puff of very fine and very soft hairs. Ben only laughed, way past the point where he had given up on explaining what was happening.
He pulled his sister against him and let himself fall on the bed. She straddled him and rose up until she could guide his cock into her pussy. Ben laughed again as he felt his ten inch cock penetrating her pussy with ease. When Lily started to ride him, Ben was hypnotized by her huge cock bouncing with her, slapping his belly with each bounce. Lily reached for his breasts and fondled them, a large smile on her lips. "Hold your breasts like this..." she suddenly said.
When he did, Ben saw her pushing her gigantic cock down between them. So even as she was rocking his cock, she was fucking his breasts. His mind overloaded by all he was seeing and feeling, Ben abandoned himself to the pleasure. Feeling her cock fucking his breasts was an experience he hadn't fantasized about because it was so crazy. But he was living it right now, feeling his pleasure growing and growing.
As much as he liked this position, he had another idea. He pushed his sister off of him and turned around on the bed, his head off the edge, thrown backwards. "Fuck my throat again!" he said. Lily grinned, then knelt right in front of him on the floor, her cock at the perfect height. Knowing it was physically impossible for him to take that monster cock into his throat, Ben nonetheless opened his mouth and shivered when he tasted his sister's cock again.
Much smoother than the first time, Ben experienced a second deepthroat as Lily buried herself to the hilt. He felt his insides being reorganized again as twelve inches of magical cock speared through him. And suddenly, things got even more intense. He felt his sister taking his own huge cock into her mouth and, after a second of repositioning, she took all of his length into her throat as well.
Like a well oiled machine, Lily and Ben began deepthroating each other, taking their respective cocks as deep as was possible, giving each other more pleasure than either had thought possible before. Ben felt her breasts on his as they moved, and soon felt some magical milk coming out of them, making them slick against each other. Reaching up to grab her ass, Ben pulled Lily as hard as he could into him, feeling her pussy pressed against his nose.
And that's how they both came, filling each other with more sperm than was physically possible. Luckily for them neither of them could scream, but they were both filled with a mind altering wave of pleasure that lasted for long minutes. Eventually, Lily pulled back and released his cock before pulling out of Ben's mouth.
Ben moved higher on the bed, resting his head on the pillow. He opened his arms and felt deep, powerful love fill him as Lily lay against him, her face buried into his neck. He could see his own breasts pressed against hers, see her glowing skin shine light in the room and her long, thin tail whipping around behind her. It was utter insanity, but he was the happiest man in the world.
The following morning, Ben woke up on his sofa bed, all stiff and aching. Reflexively he reached for his breasts, but found nothing but his ordinary pecs. Lower, he felt for his cock and found it, also, no longer than usual. Standing up, he looked at himself and couldn't find anything different than usual. His throat and asshole weren't sore at all. "Shit! Was this all a fucking dream?" he asked himself. He looked around for any trace of what had happened, but didn't find any. Of course, most of it had happened in Lily's room.
He got out of his room and headed for the kitchen. He was all alone, everybody was still sleeping. The utter normality of this morning was a deep shock for Ben as he ate his cereal in silence. "A dream?" he thought. Fuck! "Of course it was a dream!" he told himself. "Magic isn't real, you big dummy!" But it had felt so fucking real! "Real?" he laughed at himself. "How can a girl with a twelve inch cock and a guy growing F cup breasts feel real?" He shook his head, both relieved and slightly disheartened.
After finishing his bowl he remained sitting there, trying to understand what could have triggered such a power and crazy dream! Had Lily even come to his room last night? That first time when she talked about the party? Was that even real? Suddenly he heard footsteps coming from downstairs, and Lily appeared at the top of the stairs. She was still groggy from sleep, and went to the fridge, saying "Good morning" as she walked next to him. Her small breasts looked perfectly normal under the fabric.
He stared at her from behind. She was still wearing a tank top, another one this time, and it barely covered her ass. Her slim and small ass, just like her breasts were. Small. Feminine. No hint of a cock. When she leaned forward and he saw her pussy peaking between her cheeks, it confirmed that there wasn't anything magical there. Well, his sister's pussy was certainly nice and it was certainly arousing him this morning, but—
And then it happened. Lily turned her head to look at him. He saw her smile naughtily and suddenly her eyes glowed blue-green, coloring the entire fridge. When he saw her fine tail falling down from between her buttocks, under the tank top, then whipping around a few times, Ben smiled. It hadn't been a dream, and he knew his life was about to change for the best, for the extraordinary. For the magical.
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Note: If you've read some of my other stories, you may have already met Aria, Nella and Ian. This isn't a sequel or prequel to the other stories. Instead the names are just the fictitious ones I use for the same real life people that have inspired these characters. This is a brand new story not connected at all to the others.
*****
It all began with a phone call. A phone call that wasn't even intended for me. My wife's best friend, Aria, called one afternoon to talk to Nella. She wasn't home so Aria and I talked a bit, and I asked her if she liked the pictures I had taken at her birthday party last week. She told me she hadn't received the link, so I sent her a new email as we were talking. She unzipped the file and looked at them live with me right there on the phone. And she loved them.
Over the years, I've grown into a decent photographer even though it wasn't my job. And, unbeknownst to her, Aria was my favourite model. She was my muse in fact, something nobody knew, not even her. About eight years ago we had done a couple of sessions for her latest art project. We had spent two days together outside under the warm early fall sun. These two days were some of the best memories I had. Working on those pictures for the following weeks, for her, and months, for me, had also been delightful. Since then, there had been no reason for full photo sessions, but I usually carried my camera whenever I knew she'd be around.
Hearing her reactions live on the phone was quite a treat, and I ended up smiling for twenty minutes as she looked at the hundred or so pictures I'd sent her. I'd taken quite a few more of her, framed and composed differently, focusing on her breasts, her hips, her hair, her waist, her hips, her thighs... I would, of course, keep these just for me. But I was flattered that she liked the ones I'd sent. And once she was done scanning through them, she said "Ian, I have a big favour to ask of you."
"Go ahead." I replied, curious.
"You know I've been trying to become a better photographer... But every time I see your pictures, I'm faced with the harsh truth that I'm still a stumbling beginner."
"Well, your pictures are not that—" I tried to say before she cut me off.
"Ian, you don't have to try and be polite. I know my photos suck!" she said, laughing. "Now, you've been generous enough to give me some tips and teaching basic techniques, but I'd really appreciate it if you would give me real lessons."
"Well, I'm sure we could arrange that."
"Thank you!" she cried, clearly excited by the prospect. "I really want to know how you do it, how you select your subjects, what makes you select the angle to get the best the shot... I want to learn to do what you do!"
"Oh..." I said, the tone of my voice different.
Aria sensed it. "What's wrong?"
There as indeed something wrong. Well, not wrong per se, but I didn't think that Aria could ever do what I did. It wasn't because I didn't think she could learn or that she wasn't talented enough. The core of my approach was that I tried to become invisible in a party. Not in the sense that I was trying to hide, but in the sense that I tried to be as unobtrusive as I could. Despite the fact that I was 6'1" tall, with a big, noisy DSLR in my hands, I knew I could move around without people paying too much attention to me.
Aria, on the other hand, could never do that. She was simply too gorgeous and sexy. And it wasn't just because I was infatuated with her. It was simply obvious, and after years of seeing other men look at her, I knew I wasn't seeing her as more beautiful than she really was.
She was just slightly on the small side of the average height for women and rather thin. On the other hand, she had breasts that never seemed to end, nor seemed to lose their battle against gravity. They were completely out of proportion with the rest of her frame and even a thick wool sweater over a sports bra couldn't hide them. The first time I met her, I was convinced that she had implants. It just didn't fit. But when I saw her wearing a one piece swimsuit, it became clear that they were all real, all woman.
Above and around those breasts, Aria had a full head of silky hair, very long and heavy tresses of pale brown hair that flowed everywhere. Every time she unpinned them, as she liked to wear them twisted up in a tight bun, I felt a warmth deep inside me. As her hair cascaded down to the small of her back, she lifted her arms and grabbed her hair to redo the pin.
As she moved around to grab every last strand, her breasts would dance and jiggle in front of her, making me feel altogether different sensations much lower in my belly. A few times during those precious moments, she would look at me and smile brightly. I smiled back, always feeling like a deer caught in the headlights, never knowing what to do. During those special moments, Aria didn't look like she was angry that I was staring at her breasts. She never said anything, just smiled brightly. And at her birthday party, I managed to capture a photo of her doing exactly that. I knew I would cherish that picture for a long while, with her generous breasts almost bursting out of her thin shirt...
In any case! She had asked me what was wrong and I had let the silence lengthen on the phone. I took a deep breath and made a decision that could have disastrous consequences. "Aria, can I answer your question honestly?"
"What? Of course... Why would you even..." she paused. "Oh. You think I'm not good—"
"No! No, no..." I cut her off. "That's not it at all." I took another breath. "You see, the secret to my technique is that I can blend into a crowd, almost as if I can disappear. This lets me see my subjects as they are, without having them act, move or smile differently because they know I'm there."
"Ok... This is how you do it. This is why your portraits are so natural..." she said.
"Yep. It takes patience, and it means that I spend a good part of the party on my own, watching the others without talking."
"Ah. I see. You don't think I can do that?" she asked.
"No, that's not it. Then again I think it would be harder for you than for me: you're a lot more sociable than I'll ever be." I said, knowing what was coming. My heart was already beating faster.
"I can handle that." She said, then asked the obvious question, "So what's the problem?"
"I don' think you could ever disappear in a crowd."
"Why not?"
"Well, perfectly honestly?" I asked one last time.
"Of course!"
"You are too extraordinarily beautiful and dangerously desirable to ever blend in a crowd."
There was a long silence on the line. As the seconds ticked, I closed my eyes and felt a deep pit of anguish opening in my belly. Aria was my wife's best friend, had been for years and years, and although Nella was really beautiful, she knew that I found Aria attractive. It had caused a many sparks of jealousy in the past, and many difficult conversations. One of the reasons I had never done another full photo session with Aria was because of that jealousy.
It had been many years since our last conversation on that subject, and even though her jealousy has seemed to wane, I wasn't in any way convinced that she was now fully at peace with Aria's beauty. I was convinced that she would be pissed if she knew I had just said that to Aria. On the other hand, she had already told me that she had spoken to Aria about it. I still remember how surprised I had been when she told me about that discussion between the two friends. For some reasons that had seemed good to her at the time, Nella had told Aria that I found her extremely beautiful.
And, surprising me even more, last year Nella told me that Aria thought that I was very handsome. I don't remember why they were talking about me, nor why they were talking about me that way, but Nella had been talking with Aria on the phone, a glass of wine in her hand. In the darkness of our room afterwards, just before we fell asleep, she had told me that. I declined to make any comment whatsoever, flabbergasted by the fact that she had told me.
So here I was, holding the phone against my ear, my palm getting sweatier by the second. I had just told a woman I intensely lusted over that she was beautiful and desirable... When Aria broke the silence, I could hear the smile in her voice. "Aw... You're sweet Ian. Thank you for the compliments, but I assure you that not all men see me like you do."
"Pffff..." I said. "Of course they do!"
"Oh well, I'm not going to argue against you telling me that all men find me so desirable, but I wouldn't make such a big deal out of it. Tell you what." she said. "there's a party at Mathilda's in three weeks. Bring your camera and I'll follow you and see what I can do. Deal?"
I took a deep breath. "Ok. Deal. I'll talk to Nella about it, to make sure it's alright."
"Hmm? Oh, this again?" she sighed. "She's still... damn it. I thought our last conversation had... Ok then. Let me talk to her about it. Don't say a word!" she finished, the smile on her lips noticeable in her voice.
"If you say so... See you soon!" I said, glad the conversation was over.
But it wasn't. Just as I was about to hang up, Aria said "Ian, did you take some pictures of me you haven't sent?"
Oh the little... She was teasing me now? "Well yes. I've taken about eight hundred pictures during the party. I've discarded most of them."
"Really? You've shown me all the good ones?"
"Er, yes... Why?" I said, definitely nervous now.
"I thought I saw you take a picture of me as I was arranging my hair... Was I mistaken?" This time it was I who remained silent for a while. And now I felt bad. A couple of very frank compliment on her beauty was one thing, but a deliberate photograph of her breasts like that... Shit! Luckily for me, she didn't let me hang myself with anguish. Instead, she giggled. "Oh Ian, just relax. You've been honest with me, and I wanna be honest with you. I knew exactly where you were at that moment, and also knew that you, well, that you really like it when I play with my hair, standing very, very straight. Am I a bad person for letting you photograph me like this?"
I grinned and shook my head. "This has been the craziest conversation we've ever had, Aria. And no, you're not crazy. You're very generous. Thank you for that moment and, in the spirit of honesty, know that I will enjoy that photo for a long while..."
She giggled again before wishing me a good day. After I hung up the phone, I remained on my chair for twenty minutes, trying to figure out what had just happened. There had never been anything more than friendship between Aria and I. No overt compliment like I had just made or comments like she had just made. Nothing. She knew I found her desirable, I knew she found me handsome, and that was it. In a matter of minutes something had changed. What it would amount to, I had no idea.
Three weeks later, during which time Aria and I didn't talk or email to each other, we met at Mathilda's house for a party. Nella was there as well, of course, and knew about the fact that Aria would follow me around for a part of the evening. I shook my head when I saw that Aria had chosen to wear a blouse with a deep cleavage. We mingled and ate with everybody, and as soon as we moved to the living room, Aria fetched her camera. Standing right next to me, she grinned and said "Watch me disappear..."
I snorted and glanced at her cleavage before saying "If you disappear dressed like that, people are going to freak out when they see a cleavage floating about in mid-air!"
Aria opened her mouth in surprised, then laughed. "Bastard!"
"What?" I asked her, smiling. "You're just making your job a lot harder..."
"Want me to button up?" she asked, a hint of a smile on the corner of her lips.
I sighed, unable to refrain from grinning. "Now who's being the bastard?" as she laughed, I said "Now shoo, and show me how you can disappear."
"Just watch me!"
"Oh I will, never fear."
She was smiling as she moved away, but minutes later I could see that she was failing miserably. People kept talking to her, or turning their heads to see her move past them. Not only the men, but women as well. She was simply just too beautiful for anyone to ignore. It's not that everybody was constantly staring at her, but it was clear that some part of our reptilian brains was wired to keep an eye on remarkable people, either as potential mates or rivals. I took pictures of everybody as I usually do, and focused on her quite a bit, also like I usually do. Nella was also a very important subject, and while she kept glancing at me when I talked with Aria, she didn't seem particularly nervous.
After an hour or so, Aria told me that she would put her camera down and enjoy the party. She was convinced that my advice about disappearing had paid off, and she would send me her best pictures tomorrow. When she did, I looked through them and they were not bad, but nor were they remarkable. Most of her subjects were looking at her and while that was interesting, I preferred it when I captured natural moments. I then sent her my favorite pics, including one of hers that I normally would have kept for me, she called back ten minutes later. "Damn it!" she cried as I answered. "My pictures are totally different from yours!"
"I know! I told you! People are always looking at you when you snap them!"
"Don't tell me it was all because of my cleavage!" she replied.
"Of course not. I told you before, you're beautiful and would attract eyes even wearing an old pair of sweatpants and shirt."
"Thanks for the compliment, but it doesn't help me..."
"I know." I said.
After a pause, she said "Well. I just found one of me that I'm pretty sure you won't send the rest of the gang..."
"Really? Which one?" I asked innocently.
"Ha! You know! The one where I'm leaning over the counter, reaching for my glass, with my cleavage on a silver platter!"
"If I recall correctly, there was no silver platter on the table!" I replied, laughing.
"Haha! So funny. But I have to say, it's a great picture of me. Damn it, even when you take lewd pictures, they turn out great! Not that I could ever share it with my family..." she was also laughing by now.
"You should see my nudes!" I said, once again going further than ever before with her.
"Of me?" she asked, her alarm clear.
"What? No! Of course not! I think you'd know! But I have done some nudes of other women before. Nella included."
"Really? Wow... Does she like them?"
"Yes, but it does make her uncomfortable." I replied truthfully.
"I would never let anyone take pictures of me naked!"
"Why? Aren't you into nudism?"
"Well yes, but only here at home. And nudism and nude photography aren't the same thing." she finished.
"Why not? Honestly—" I began
Aria laughed out loud, cutting me off and said "Are you sure you want to finish that sentence?" she was giggling as she finished.
"Haha! Are you sure you want me to stop?"
"No... Go ahead."
"Honestly, I think it would be a shame if you never allowed anyone to take beautiful nude pictures of you."
"A shame? Why?"
"Oh, now you're just fishing for compliments... You know why, Aria. You're stunningly beautiful and it would be a waste if only a handful of men, your boyfriends, ever got to see you naked."
"Well, even if I did change my mind, I don't think Nella would allow for such a special session..."
"No, she wouldn't. But I'm not the only photographer in the world, you know?"
"I'm not sure I could... I mean... It's demeaning, no?" she asked.
"It certainly can be, but it can also be magnificent and respectful."
"I know, I know... But seeing myself naked?"
And then an idea hit me. "What if you could see a picture of you naked without ever having taken one?"
"What? You're not making sense!"
"Yes I am. You know how people use photoshop to manipulate images, and how in big budget movies they can do miracles with digital manipulation?"
"Yes, but we're not going to hire a professional just to put my head on another woman's body!" she replied.
"No. But I can."
"You can? and would would do that? Wouldn't that be weird?"
"Yes, a bit, but a lot less than doing an actual photo shoot!" I said.
"Ok then. Do you need me to do anything?"
"Well, the challenge is to get a picture of your face at the correct angle. Ideally, we could do a very small photo session of portraits taken from many many angles."
"Wanna come this afternoon?"
Did I want to? Ha! I was at her home an hour later. Nella was out all day for work, and Aria was single right now, so she had more control over her schedule. When I arrived, I talked to her about the process, and she was surprised about one of the steps. "You'll have to find a nude model with a body similar to mine?"
"Er, yes, obviously. Otherwise the effect won't work at all. If I placed your head on a model that had the body of Kate Beckinsale, I could spend hours making the match as perfect as I could, it wouldn't be believable." I explained.
"Oh, right. Of course." she looked up with a sudden smile "So you're going to roam the internet for nude models that look like me?"
"I do have to..." we both laughed at the thought. "It will be a hard task, but I'll have to do it."
"How will you know what my body looks like?"
"Are you kidding me?" I asked, frowning.
"Well, the last time you saw me in a bikini was about a year ago, so my body has certainly changed..."
"I don't need a perfect—"
"I'm serious." she said, with, indeed, a serious expression on her face. "I should go an put my bikini on while you take the portraits, it will help you."
She was still dead serious when she walked away and disappeared in her room. I stood frozen on the ground in her living room, taken completely by surprise. I was still frowning in puzzlement as she walked out. But my frown disappeared as my heartbeat quickened when she came back. Dear gods she was stunning. She had chosen a light bikini. Light in the sense that there wasn't any structure or support for her breasts at all. Just a couple of triangles of spandex and a few strings in between.
I couldn't help but stare at her, mostly at her breasts, as she walked in. I was lucky with Nella, having fallen in love with a women also found highly desirable. Nella was all woman, extremely voluptuous, to the point of barely crossing over to the side of being overweight. But I didn't mind at all, as the very generous curves more than made up for the extra pounds.
Aria wasn't like that at all. She was rather thin, and if she'd had something like 30B breasts, her proportions would have been rather ordinary. She didn't have 30B cups on her bras though. It was probably more like 32E. It was barely believable. And as she walked towards me, mere inches of spandex covering them, they swung with each of her steps. I was pretty sure that my heart tried to sync with their rhythm.
But the rest of her body, especially with nothing more than a small bikini on, was also beautiful. Her slim waist to hips ratio made for a slim figure, but the dark bikini nevertheless underscored feminine curves. When I looked up, Aria was still all business-like, regarding the bikini as a normal and ordinary part of what we were doing. I certainly didn't. And with the honesty we had chosen to maintain, I said "Oh come on... Drop the act. You know as well as I do that this wasn't necessary."
Instead of reacting intensely, she simply looked at me and smiled. "You're right. But can't a girl give her friend a small gift?" With that, she looked at my equipment and said "So, where do you want me?" After a brief pause, she quickly added "to stand! Where do you want me to stand?"



We both laughed at the double entendre, and proceeded to do the actual photo session. I did capture her from all angles, with a variety of expressions, and with changing light sources as well. Afterwards, I sat back, changed my lens and asked "Can I take a few more?"
Aria was surprised, wondering why I would ask that after having taken about a hundred pictures of her. And then she clicked. "Oh. Why not. Just keep them to yourself."
And so for about five glorious minutes, I took pictures of her wearing that small bikini as she posed for me. She didn't do any naughty or vulgar poses, but still, I was fully erect when I finished. I hid the fact easily, because I had remained seated for most of the short session, and took my time to gather and put away my things. When she came back, dressed normally for an early summer day, I was comfortable again.
I drove back to my house, still shaken by the whole thing, and looking forward to work on this peculiar project. It took me about two weeks to find the right nude model, which was Sofie from Femjoy. I then selected the best poses and matched them with the best portraits. And while I had deliberately chosen very mild nude poses, the effect was breathtaking. Even though I had made the morphs myself, I admit that it was still thrilling to look at the end result. I almost felt bad for looking at them, knowing that the idea of looking at Aria nude would enrage my wife. But they were not really nudes, were they? Yet, I knew that it was a weak defence.
I hesitated a bit before showing them to her, but ultimately I chose three and decided that hey were good enough. I called her and invited her over, saying that I didn't want to send these images vie email and risk that they could end up lost on the net. She came by two days later and sat next to me in front of my computer. When I showed her the first image, Aria gasped, covering her mouth with her hands. "Oh my fucking Gods! Shit! That is crazy!! That's me!" After that I showed her the original image of the nude model, she asked me to switch back and forth a few time.
She sat back against her chair, staring at her false nude image. When I switched to the second one, she leaned forward again, staring intently. "This is amazing! This is crazy!" she laughed again, and again as I showed her the third one. "Wow! Ian, this is unbelievable! But, that's not me, I'm not that beautiful!"
"What? It's your face!"
"Yes, but it's not my body!"
"Oh come now. Fishing for compliments again? That's not your real body, but I don't think a real nude photo of you would be all that different. Your face is very different, but her body looks a lot like yours!"
"Get out of here!" she said, slapping my shoulder.
I looked at her for a few seconds. "Are you really that mistaken about the magnitude of your beauty, the power your body can have over men?"
Aria looked at me in turn, a slight frown on her face as she came to terms with the fact that I was dead serious. She sat back against her chair again, still staring into my eyes. "You're serious, aren't you?"
"Of course. Now, whatever you decide, I can't be the one to take nude pictures of you. Nella would freak out. But if you even start to think you could accept, please do. Even if you don't show me the pictures right now. Even if you just show them to me once we're old and wrinkled." she laughed. "I can recommend a few photographers that could do your beauty justice."
"I don't know..." she said quietly, staring at the picture on the screen. "Maybe... Maybe we could try with my bikini again? But this time do a real session?"
I felt my heart thumping hard a few times. "I don't think Nella would agree to that... I think that if she knew we were doing this, I'd get in big trouble."
"Still that bad? I thought that..." she asked, curious and surprised.
"I think so. We haven,t talked about jealousy in a long while, but I don't think that she would change radically on that front."
"Ok. Here's the plan. I'll take Nella out for a day at the spa in the next few weeks and see how she stands. You're right that this has gone far enough in secret. If we want to do anything more, she needs to be on board."
"I agree. But I think that this will be as far as it will go."
"Maybe." she said. Then, smiling, she leaned over and kissed my cheek before pulling me in for a hug. "If that turns out to be it, I do wanna thank you for this, and for all the compliments... Maybe that could continue regardless of what happens with Nella?"
I looked at her, grinned and said "Of course, with pleasure."
It took the two women nearly a month to organize this little spa getaway. It was a very unusual period, as Aria and I were keeping a couple of secrets from my wife, her best friend. The secret about what we had actually done wasn't all that bad, but the one about what we were planning on, was. Judging from the innuendos Aria placed in her emails and conversations with us, I was rather sure that she was now willing to do the session. What remained, then, was Nella's accord.
When Aria came by to pick Nella up early morning one Saturday, I was pretty nervous. Just before leaving, Nella asked me one last time if I was OK. She was picking up on my nervousness. I reassured her the best I could and wished them a nice day. If the last four weeks had been peculiar, this entire day was excruciating. As the hours went by, I realized just how dangerous their conversations actually was. If Aria talked to Nella about our plan and she said no, I now realized that we wouldn't simply be able to continue living as if nothing had happened. And if she said yes... Said yes to me taking pictures of Aria naked?
What the fuck have we been thinking? The plan suddenly appeared to be as crazy as the morphed nude pictures of Aria-not-Aria. I spent then entire afternoon dreading the too-early return of a furious Nella or her call, telling me coldly that she would be staying at her mother's place for a while. None of these scenarios came to pass. Just before dinner the two women returned, both of them all smiles. Aria smiled at me and winked before following Nella in the living room. Aria stayed with us for dinner and left early, exhausted by their day of relaxation. I teased her a bit about that, but she ignored my mocking.
When Nella and I found ourselves in the living room alone, she invited me to sit next to her and looked into my eyes for a long while. "That's quite a project Aria has. Has she spoken to you about it?" Nella asked.
"Yes. And I told her to take it up with you, considering our past..."
"Our past? You really think that I'm still that jealous?" she asked, thoughtful.
"Why, of course..."
"Ian, how long have we been together?"
"Fifteen years now."
"And how old were we when this jealousy thing all began?" she asked, a small smile on her lips."
"Hmmm, about twenty?"
"Yeah. A lot has happened since, and we both, we all changed since then. I wouldn't say that I'm not jealous at all anymore, but I know I've changed. And you still believed..." she looked at me, concern in her eyes. "So that's why you didn't want to do that photo session for Aria's third project a couple of years ago."
"Yes. Because of the tension after the first one..."
"Come here."
I sat next to her and we hugged. I couldn't believe what she was telling me. Was she going to tell me that she was opened to a nude session? Nah... That wasn't possible, so I waited for her to talk again. "Aria told me of her idea, to keep up with the times." Keep up with the times? I wondered what she meant. "Do you believe that Ian? We're barely passed 30 and she thinks that she has to keep up with the times. She thinks she needs to have a few pictures of her in a bikini on her Tinder page."
"Well..." I mumbled, trying to come up with something to say to this unexpected little story. "I don't know... I don't think it'll hurt..."
"No, I guess it won't. She is really beautiful. And she told me that she wanted you to take the pictures..." Nella looked at me, her expression difficult to read. "Look, I understand her; you do take great pictures. But then again, even if I'm not as jealous as I was before, this is a sensitive subject. So, here's what we came up with. The next week-end day with a nice sunset, we'll go to uncle's Mark's cabin and take pictures in the golden hour. But I'll be there, and I'll be the artistic director. You'll only be able to take the pictures I tell you to. Does that work for you?"
Did it work? Damn yes! A real photo session with Aria in a bikini in the golden hour light with Nella's blessing? Damn! Luckily for me, the next week-end turned out to be glorious and we all drove to my uncle Mark's cabin. It was only a 45 minute ride from our town, and we were all feeling really good. The music was blasting, we were singing along and enjoying the road.
As I was installing my flashes and umbrellas to fill in the shadows from the sun, I stole a few looks towards Aria and Nella. Aria was already in her bikini, and Nella was trying to arrange her hair. The sun was already setting and Aria seemed to glow like a faerie. We spent the next hours or so taking pictures or Aria, under the strict supervision of Nella. As promised, I barely talked, didn't suggest anything and let Nella and Aria decide what they wanted. When the sun finally dipped beyond the horizon, we closed up shop and headed back home.
I knew I had a couple of nice shots, but a lot less than I would have gotten if I had been allowed free reign. The two women wanted to download and examine the images immediately, so we did. The three of us settled in front of my computer, one on either side of me. We began looking at the best images. Soon we were all very close, the two of them inching closer to get a better view and pointing various things on the screen. As we were finishing, Aria was pressed against my side and I wasn't sure how to manage that closeness. I couldn't move away, as Nella was pressed against my other side.
Once the last image was evaluated, they both moved off and looked at each other. "They're not bad..." said Nella.
"Yeah. It's good." added Aria.
I didn't dare say anything. Being a good photographer doesn't simply mean having the right camera and lighting gear. Even after I had taken care of those things, the composition still played a crucial role. And the shots just weren't up to what Nella was used to from me.
"Well." She said. "You can say it Ian. It's not as good as it could have been."
"It's not bad." I said.
"But it's not great either." Nella said.
Aria left soon after that, after Nella said that she would think on the possibility of another session. It was already remarkable that we'd had this one, and if she was thinking about a second one, she was also probably considering letting me take the lead.
When we went to bed that night, Nella surprised me by getting completely naked. This was her not so subtle signal that we were going to fuck. While she had a very nice sexual appetite, and was generally open-minded about what fetishes we could explore in the bedroom, Nella rarely made the first moves.
Tonight, I felt like I was being eaten alive. She began with a very intense blowjob, as I was on my back, even pushed down hard enough that I felt the back of her throat. I knew at that point that I was in for a very intense ride, and I began grinning. But as soon as I did, I saw her turn her entire body around my cock and swing her thigh above my head. As she lowered herself on my mouth, I realized two things very quickly.
First, she was dripping wet, and I mean that literally: I felt a few drops of her juices land on my face before I touched her pussy. And second, I was in for a much more intense evening than even the deep blowjob had prepared me for. While she liked giving me head and naturally liked having her pussy eaten, she wasn't a fan of the 69. She knew that I was, though...
Soon, after having shaken as my tongue reached her favourite spots, Nella slipped her hand under my back and began turning on her side. I followed her, my eyes growing. We ended up upside down, still in a 69, but this time with me on top. I could probably count the number of times we've done this, in 15 years, on a single hand. At first I was very gentle, like I had been every time before. But when I felt her hands grabbing my head and pushing me hard against her pussy, squeezing her thighs around my head, I abandoned myself to the position. I didn't go for a surprise deepthroat attempt, but damn near it.
I felt the back of her mouth with nearly every thrust, heard her gagging noises, the wet slurping sounds she was making around my cock. But she never relaxed. When she suddenly squeezed her thighs very hard, I new she was climaxing, and pressed my tongue hard against her clit. Her orgasm seemed extremely powerful, as she screamed around my cock as I kept fucking her mouth. At one point, in the excitement, I felt her throat giving way just for a brief moment and felt my cock slipping an entire inch deeper than usual.
That momentary deepthroat was enough to trigger my own climax and I came in her mouth. Deep in her fucking mouth. I felt one her hands on the small of my back, keeping me there until I was totally empty. But not spent. As soon as I finished cumming into her mouth, she tapped me twice with her hand, our usual signal for a position change. I regretfully pulled out of her mouth and knelt on the bed.
As soon as she sat up, her flushed face a mess of sweat and tangled hair, she pushed me down on my back. I was just hard enough for her to mount me, and that's just what she did. For the first few penetrations, she kept her index and thumb firmly wrapped around the base of my cock. I was screaming in surprise and sensation overload. But Nella wasn't about to stop. When she felt that my cock was beginning to harden again, she released her hand and fell into full length penetrations. Hard. And fast.
She grabbed my upper body, her thumbs on my chest and fingers under my arms. And she just thrashed me. Looking at me straight in the eyes, she whispered "I want another climax tonight, my love! Fuck me!" I pushed up against her thrusts, not knowing if I would be able to cum again, but not caring all that much. My balls were already pretty much empty, and that very quick deepthroat would sustain my fantasies for weeks to come.
I felt like a bronco being broken and ridden by an expert horse handler. Nella had her knees raised, with only her feet on the bed. Suddenly she asked me to put my hand flat around my cock, like we sometimes did. I divided my fingers, two on either side of my cock and felt her driving her clit directly against my hand with each powerful downward thrust. "Fuck! Fuck and shit! This is amazing!" she was moaning out loud, and soon screaming as she came a second time.
Her large breasts were swinging madly as she pushed her pleasure to the maximum, with drops of her sweat being flung all over the place. Suddenly she slipped her feet backwards and placed her knees on the bed before pulling my hand away. She finished herself by grinding her clit against my body mercilessly, crying out in raw pleasure for what felt like quite a few minutes.
By the time she quieted down, abruptly bouncing off of me to fall on her side on the bed, she was moaning, almost crying. By now I was rock hard and ready for more. I moved lower on the bed, knelt behind her and turned her on her stomach. I placed my knees on either side of her thighs and slipped my cock inside her again. She screamed out, but not in pain. I grabbed her shoulders from beneath and fucked her for all I was worth.
One minute later, I was cumming again and she was groaning incoherently beneath me, the only word I could decipher was "More." I felt my entire body spasm one last time as the last few drops of previously unspent sperm made their way to my wife's burning hot and drenched pussy. When I pulled out and rolled on my back next to her, her pussy farted, as if in protest against the rough treatment she had given it herself.
Long minutes later, during which we both calmed down, Nella said "If you say a single word about a mistaken link, an imaginary link, a non-existent link between what happened tonight and what happened this afternoon with Aria, I'll kill you. Understood?" I remained silent. Nella giggled and added. "Good... I'm half a mind tempted to mount you again."
"Well, if you do that you're going to kill me anyways..." I said and we both laughed.
The following day, with Nella gone to work, I couldn't help thinking about that amazing and brutal sex we'd had. She would like to wish away a link between that evening and the day with Aria, but I knew it wasn't a coincidence. Now, what to make of this link? That was an altogether different problem. Talking about it with Nella meant my death, so I had to wait for her to talk about it with me. If she ever did. Imagining talking about it with Aria felt strange. We had never talked about sex before, not even in general terms.
A few days went by, and I was blessed with another very intense sex night. It wasn't as intense as the first one, but still, I was happy. I couldn't help thinking about Aria naked though, and managed not to talk about the entire subject. Despite the slight tension about the entire thing, Nella seemed happy as well, and was sexually contented. And aroused! Even when we didn't have time to fuck, she caressed me more directly than she normally does, grabbing my ass or caressing my cock through my pants or boxers.
About a week after the session, Nella told me that Aria would come and visit, and that she wanted to be alone with her. That wasn't all that unusual, given that I was home most of the time. So as I was gathering my things to leave, I had a thought: "What if I recorded their conversation?" At first I grinned and shook my head. That wasn't ethical, was it? Then again, this whole thing was strange to begin with. I looked at my ipod touch and decided that I could, in fact, forget it here. And, accidentally of course, the microphone could be left on...
I wrestled with the idea for a minute or two before deciding that my curiosity was stronger than my ethics, and I let my ipod hidden in the bookshelf right between the kitchen and living room. I left soon after Aria arrived, wishing them both a god afternoon. I came back for dinner and we ate together outside. I grabbed my ipod as soon as I got in, but of course I couldn't disappear in my office and listen to it right now. It made for a peculiar dinner for me, with my mind torn between the present conversation and the one they'd had while alone.
That night, I was gifted once more to an extremely intense sex session. After her first climax, Nella lay on the bed, on her back, with her head just over the edge. "Wanna try to deepthroat me?" she asked, breathing hard, glistening with sweat. I didn't even reply I simply kneeled in front of her and let her take my cock into her mouth. She licked it, sucked it, spat on it to put as much lube as she could.
In the end she couldn't take my entire length, but the attempts were incredibly erotic and stimulating. The mere fact that she was suddenly willing to try after a few ill-fated attempts a few years back was exciting for me. I think I managed to fuck her for a few seconds, reaching that extra inch we had discovered accidentally the last time. In the end I moved slightly up, letting her suck me normally as I dove for her pussy. I really enjoyed the classic 69 position, especially with the man on top. As she came, I slipped slightly deeper again, but didn't dare push it harder.
When she was done with her second climax, she pushed me off and told me sit on the edge of the bed. She knelt in front of me and proceeded to give me the most intense blow-job ever, alternating between her mouth and her breasts. How I pity the men in relationships with small-breasted women... Gods the pleasure of that combined attack of mouth and lubed cleavage... Shit!



As I began to moan harder, Nella moved my cock to her mouth and sucked me very hard a few times before pulling away. As she sat on her feet, she whispered "Cum on my face!" I opened my eyes wide and stood up, jacking off inches from her face. I was treated to such a pleasure once every year or so, and tonight was the night. She didn't like that very much, but knew I loved it.
As I climaxed, I felt the sperm boiling in my balls and then course through my cock. I gripped my glans tightly for a second before releasing my hold, sending a thick jet of cum directly on her face, covering her nose, lips and chin. The second jet went higher, on her forehead and one eye, forcing her to close it. The rest of my ejaculation went all over the place and began dripping to her breasts.
When I sat back down on the bed, exhausted, I watched in fascination as she used her fingers to scoop up the sperm and drink it all. Even the gobs on her breasts were cleaned and eaten. She was grinning when she was done, and laughed at the stunned expression on my face. "Again, my love, if you attempt top connect this with Aria, I'll kill you..." I nodded, knowing as well as she did that there was a link.
The following day I found time to listen to the recording. The first part was pretty good, but when the girls moved outside to continue their discussion, the recording went silent and I had nothing more. One passage stood out among the rest.
"So, Nella, my dear friend, ready for a second session?"
"I don't know... This is a bit crazy, no?"
"Crazy?" Aria asked. "Why?"
"Well, with all that happened years ago..."
"Oh. Are you still so jealous?"
"No, I know I'm not." my wife said, echoing what she had told me. "But still, the memories are sad..."
"We've grown since then. Even if your Ian would like to see me naked—"
"What?" Nella said, surprised.
"Oh come now... You know it as well as I do. Most men want to see me naked. You too, by the way!"
"No way!" Nella replied, laughing. "You're the guy magnet, not me!"
"Pfff. When I go out with my other friends, I get a lot less attention. Big breasts on a small frame will attract certain men, but your curves, damn... You scream femininity."
"You're just flattering me!"
"I'm not!" replied Aria. "in any case, would it be so bad if he saw me naked? Do you think he'd love you any less?"
"No. I know that. But when he's going to look at me after..." she trailed off.
"He's going to find you as attractive as he does now. Think about it Nella. What hasn't he seen? My nipples and my bush. The bikini I wore last time left little else to the imagination. And he's seen me wearing it many times before. If he was going to lose interest in you, he would have done so year and years ago."
I heard Nella sighing after that and held my breath waiting for her reply. "Still, nudity is something different. Gods! Did you have to be so damned sexy!" Nella laughed.
"Nella... Can I ask you something I've been meaning to ask you for a long time?"
"Sure, anything. You know I wouldn't lie to you."
"We've been talking about Ian, but would you... Would you like to see me naked?"
"What? What are you talking about?"
"Remember our first year of college, when—"
"No... That was just some drunken mistake!" Nella replied.
"I know that's what you say every time I bring it up, but still..."
"I only agreed to it because I wanted to fuck Dom. And he was more interested in you. Nothing more."
Hearing this, I paused the tape. Did they have a threesome together? What the fuck? What the actual fuck? I'd never heard about that! My mind nearly exploded as it tried to imagine what it could have looked like. I rewinded a bit and listen again. Nella's words were rather clear cut, but her tone was completely off. She wasn't angry and didn't even seem convinced herself.
"I don't really care about Dom now Nella. Can I suggest that the reason you're afraid of letting Ian photograph me naked is that somewhere, hidden, you remember that night differently than you just said?"
"Stop it Aria..." Again, Nella's tone was light despite her words.
"Every time I think about that night I smile and get slightly aroused..."
There was a long silent pause before Nella laughed, then said "You curious wench! You really wanna know? What do you say we go outside to finish this in our bikinis under the sun?"
And that's where the recording ended. There was just a long silence after that until I came back home. Sitting in my chair, I leaned back and closed my eyes, trying to come to grips with what I had just heard. Did they really have a threesome years before I met them? Was that why Aria thought that Nella's jealousy stemmed from repressed desires? Clearly Nella was afraid that I could feel too much desire for Aria, but perhaps that wasn't the only reason. Could she really be afraid that she herself would feel the same thing for her friend? This was insane! Yet this could all be my imagination... While my mind couldn't, or wouldn't, come up with one, I was pretty sure there could be another, threesome-less explanation. But then again... Shit!
Late that same evening with a few glasses of wine, Nella invited me to talk. Her first question shook me. She asked "Ian, why do you want to photograph Aria naked?"
"What? What are you talking about?" I asked, sitting straight up and regretting the two glasses of wine. Nella had had more, but I was feeling tipsy nonetheless.
"I know we're only talking about another bikini session," she said, not even noticing that I was surprised to hear that we were talking about a second one. "But I know you, and I know you'd like to do a nude session—"
"I've done it with you!" I cut her off.
"Yes, and I've enjoyed those." she replied, smiling. "But with your wife, as good as it can be, it's not the same." she paused, and drank another sip. "So, I ask again. Why do you want to photograph her naked?"
"I never said I—"
"Stop it. I know you do." She looked at me seriously. I couldn't read much from her expression.
I took a deep breath and said "Because she's beautiful."
"Yes, she is. Anything else?"
"Else? What sort of else could there be?" I asked, as Nella was looking right into my eyes.
"Do you think she's desirable?"
I didn't reply immediately. Instead, I looked at her, frowning. When her eyebrows rose up slightly, surprised by my silence, I said "I think we've drunk enough wine for the evening, my dear."
"That is not a no!" she said with a smile.
I shook my head and smiled "It's not a yes either. Look, you know I like beautiful women. You've known that about me from the very start. That's why I chose you!"
"Flatterer!" she said, still smiling.
"I also do feel desire for some beautiful women, and it doesn't change a thing between us. What if I did find her desirable. What if I did and we had that second bikini session. What would it change? You think I'll jump on her like an out-of-control, sex-crazed adolescent? Of course not. She's a beautiful woman, she's photogenic, she likes to be in front of the camera and it's a lot less stressful for me than if I tried doing that with a professional model. That is all. But as I said from the start, if you're not comfortable with it, we'll call everything off and forget about it. I wouldn't want to do anything that would make you feel sad or betrayed. Is that enough of an answer for you?"
"So, you do find her desirable?" she asked, a silly smile on her face.
"Oh for fuck's sake!" I said, exasperated. "No more wine for you miss!"
When she giggled, I realized that she was more tired and intoxicated than I realized. I pulled her up and helped her up the stairs to our room and undressed her completely. Sitting on the bed, she smiled drunkenly and said "I so wanna fuck you again! I'm so wet! Touch my pussy, you'll see..."
"Shhh... Nobody's gonna fuck anybody tonight!" I said, laughing slightly. Nella really liked wine, but she was rarely drunk. That, too, was a sign that something was going on in her head.
"I'm sure she'd like to fuck you too..." she added, her eye half closed.
"Now now... Stop talking about—"
"Would you like to fuck her?"
"That's enough Nella. Just lie back, and count from ten to zero. I'll answer your question once you reach zero."
She was snoring before hitting five. I sat in the bed next to her, looking at her and smiling. She was beautiful, and if Aria had only the slightest bisexual inclinations, she would find Nella extremely attractive. The same went for Nella, actually. It was strange to think that maybe these two had had a threesome together. Before getting up, I whispered "Of course I'd like to fuck her. Now the question is 'Do you want to fuck her as well?'" I stared at Nella's sleeping form. If she had been faking her sleep, she would have reacted at my words. She just snored. I undressed and joined her and fell asleep in minutes.
"How do you feel about doing a lingerie shoot with Aria?" asked Nella as I was drinking my orange juice the next morning. I almost snorted my juice out. She had, strangely enough, woken up way before I did and had had time to shake off the hangover. I had drunk less than she had, but was still groggy. She had her back to me, making some eggs for our breakfast. Given that I wasn't answering her question, she turned around and repeated her question.
"I heard you." I grumbled. "Are you serious?"
"Why would I not be?" she asked, an innocent smile on her face.
"Come here. Sit with me."
"I can't, the eggs will burn!"
"I'll wait." When she finally came to the table a few minutes later, I had most of my wits with me and thought I could talk about this without making a total mess of it. "I'll ask again." I said. "Are you serious about this?"
"Of course. Bikini or lingerie, what's the difference? I talked with her about it this morning, and she agreed. She should be here later today."
"Today?" I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths. My heart was suddenly pounding, but I tried not to let it show. I said "Ok. I'll charge my batteries for the flashes."
It was a dumb comment, and Nella grinned. But she didn't say anything. Six hours later, I was in my living room, with Nella sitting next to me and Aria standing in front of me wearing nothing but mind-bogglingly beautiful and sexy lingerie. I tried my best not to just stop and ogle her from head to toe, but it was hard. She was wearing a stupidly sexy set from Aubade, named "entrevue secrete", all in black. The bra was an intricate affair of lace, but the first thing I noticed was that it was push-up. Damn! Aria didn't need push up bras!
As it was, her breasts were indecently enhanced, bulging out of her bra. Not bulging in the sense that her breasts were spilling over from a bra that was too small. No no... They were proud and firm, the curves smooth and pronounced. The cups themselves were in two distinct pieces, the outer one delicate lace in a flowery pattern and the inner part were composed of four ribs interspaced with skin coloured fabric.
Above the great swell of her breasts, the bra had what I could only describe as flying buttresses. They were attached at the base between her breasts and rose up around her breasts bulges and fixed near her shoulders. They made a perfect counterpoint to the arch of the cup, highlighting the cleavage line even more. The touches of lace at the top completed the look.
At first glance I thought that the skin coloured fabric was transparent lace, but as I didn't see her nipples through it, my heart quieted down. On the other hand, her panties were, actually, really transparent. I could plainly see that if Aria didn't shave completely, she only had a strip of hair above her pussy. The pattern on her mini-coeur panties, which were their actual name, was once more very beautiful and intricate, and there was a solid black triangle that covered her lips and a very tightly knit pattern all the way up to the top. When she turned around and I saw her ass, Im pretty sure my jaw dropped. It wasn't a g-string, but given that it was pretty much see-through all the way... Damn!
I closed my mouth and turned to Nella, ready to face her angry frown. As it were, she seemed just as smitten as I was, staring at Aria's ass. I grinned, unable to repress once again an image of these two in a threesome together. I cleared my throat and asked if Aria was ready. She was. We spent the next hour or so taking pictures in our living room, before going to our bedroom.
Those fifteen minutes, as Aria was in our bed, were some of the most fun and tense moments of my life. I had made my peace with the fact that both women could see my erect cock through my jeans. I had chosen a tight pair of boxer briefs and a thick pair of jean shorts. It didn't help much, and after a few teases form them both, I just ignored them. But now, kneeling on the floor to take pictures of a nearly naked Aria writhing in our bed... Shit!
From time to time, they wanted to review the pictures in camera. I knew it wasn't professional, but this wasn't a regular shoot either. When I sat on the bed, they sat on either side of me and leaned in. Close. Very close. When Aria moved her hand and arm to my back, I felt her breast slipping against my own arm. It wasn't subtle, it wasn't something she or I could ignore. But she remained there. At one point, as Nella pointed to a picture on the camera, Aria turned her head slightly towards me and winked at me with a grin.
On the other side, after she was done pointing to one of her favourite images, Nella placed her hand on my thigh. High on my thigh. What she hadn't known was that my cock was resting there, hard and constricted in my shorts. Once again, she couldn't miss it, but she left her hand there. "Ok, enough reviewing! Let's shoot some more!"
"I have an idea for a shot." said Nella. She had remained quieter than during the first session, but it wasn't the first time she suggested a pose. What she had in mind took my by surprise though. "Aria, why don't you get on all fours?"
Aria didn't even blink and assumed the position, lowering her head and pushing her ass outwards. I was standing next to the bed, staring at her. And I couldn't move. All I wanted was to move behind her, snapping her ass at a slight angle. But I couldn't do that. "What's wrong Ian?" asked Nella.
"Well, this is a bit different..."
Nella came to me and kissed me. "Just relax and enjoy this!"
And so I knelt behind Aria and snapped her ass and thighs, trying to include her breasts as much as possible. When she turned her head around and looked at me with a come-fuck-me look, I froze a second before snapping away. I then said "Lean forward and lift your feet..." I said. I watched in fascination as Aria lay on her belly, her legs still opened with her feet up. I didn't even have to ask her to push her ass upwards. When she reached back and fully grabbed one of her buttocks, squeezing it hard, I almost moaned out loud. But a few seconds later, when she turned her head again to look at me with that same killer look, I did.
Both girls laughed as I did. "Ok, turn around and sit on the edge of the bed." I said, trying to cover my discomfort. "And open your legs." I couldn't believe I was allowed to say this, and that she was doing everything I wanted of her. I ended up on my belly between her opened legs, shooting from below, playing with my depth of field to capture her panties and have her breasts and face out of focus. then I focused on her breasts, and finally face. An idea popped in my mind, and before I could censor it, I tried my luck "Why don't you grab your breasts for a moment?" When she did, I snapped away, my eyes widening at the sight of her breasts overflowing from her bra.
I could barely believe what was happening, but I was not going to let this opportunity pass me by. "Would you mind getting your lingerie wet?" She frowned, puzzled. "We could go to the shower and..." I didn't even have time to finish and both women jumped up to go. A few minutes later Aria was in our shower, sexier than a damned succubus, caressing herself all over, glistening under the shower. And then, without warning, Nella said "Why don't you take it off, Aria?"
Aria grinned, not surprised at all, and reached behind her to snap her bra off. She then causally threw it to Nella and kept on posing for me. This time my jaw dropped and I groaned, staring at the most amazing breasts. They moved as they were freed, it was a push-up bra after all, but they didn't sag at all. They just stood there like mountains, resisting gravity with ease. Her aureolas were large, yet proportional to her breasts, pale pink and topped with pronounced nipples. When she bent forward to push her panties off, I saw them jiggling beneath her before settling back to their pert state.
Below, Aria's pussy was mostly shaven, with a thick dark line above her pussy, maybe 3 inches long. Her lips were generous and smoothly shaven. Before reality could truly set in, I snapped pictures at a crazy rate, capturing her as she grinned and laughed at this machine gun pace. She then continued to caress herself, lathering up with Nella's soap. I was kneeling on the floor, taking so many pictures either of her entire body, her breasts, her waist, her pussy, her ass, her thighs... I even asked her to stop moving for a moment as I zoomed my lens to its maximum length to take a macro of her pussy. It was obvious that I was doing it, and nobody said anything.
After that she washed the soap off of her body and cupped her pussy with one hand. She then visibly pushed one finger inside her pussy and moaned out loud. At the same time, I felt Nella walk past me and I looked up, shocked by her nudity. She joined Aria in the shower and after a few moments they hugged. And hugged. And kissed. It was absolutely impossible to comprehend. They obviously were not play kissing for the benefit of the camera. They were just kissing like two people burning with lust. When Aria closed her hand on my wife's ass, pulling her closer against her, I moaned.
They both looked at me and laughed. And despite my shock, I just kept snapping. The first shot of Nella's hand closing on Aria's full breast is still one of my favourite pictures ever. It was one of the first, but wasn't the last. I was barely conscious of what Iw as doing as I snapped away, enjoying the show way too much. Aria soon bent forward and took Nella's massive breast in her hand before closing her mouth around her nipple. She then motor-boated them as Nella laughed.
Nella then knelt in front of her friend and feasted on her breasts in turn. When Aria moaned and spasmed at the same time, I looked down to see my wife's hand on Aria's pussy. Then her fingers inside. Aria laughed breathlessly, grinding her pussy against Nella's hand, all the while guiding my wife's head on her breasts. She was shaking and laughing, then said "This has been a long time coming, my dear..." Nella only "hmmed" back, never letting go of her friend's breasts.
Aria suddenly turned towards me and grinned. She pulled away from Nella and walked out of the shower. "Ian, you're way over dressed here. Give me that and join your wife!" she dried her hands and grabbed my camera as I obeyed her dumbly. I still couldn't quite believe that she was standing right next to me, fully naked and dripping with water, sexier than I thought a woman could ever be. But as I looked at Nella, and her opened arms, I woke up, grinned and took her.
We hugged and kissed, but soon I felt her thigh lifting up and I squatted down to let my cock slip against her pussy. And then up inside it. Behind me, Aria said "Oooh! This will look good! Turn a bit, I wanna see your cock entering her!" I laughed briefly, overwhelmed by the surreality of all this. She was asking me to show how my cock was inside my wife's pussy so she could photograph it. And she was the woman who I desired the most in the world after my wife, naked right there next to me. This was a fucking dream!



After letting Aria take a few shots, I pulled out and turned Nella around. She leaned forward and placed her hands on the wall as I took her from behind. As I was guiding my cock in Aria came very close and said "Damn... That's a nice cock. Push it in... Oh shit. That's nice!" she kept talking as she shot more pornographic images. "OK pull it out almost completely... Yes, like this. Damn, your big Ian! Now, fuck her!" And I did, feeling the warm shower hitting my back. I looked at Aria who looked right back into my eyes.
"Can I kiss you?" I asked her.
"Of course you can... That and much more I hope."
She placed the camera on the table away from the shower and came back, took my head in both her hands and kissed me. When I wrapped my arm around her warm body and pulled her in, feeling my side slipping against her belly as I fucked Nella, I felt something explode inside me. Not my climax, not yet, but something not wholly different. I had just realized one of my most intense fantasies: including Aria in me and Nella's sex play. And it was just beginning.
Our shower was not very large, and fitting three people in there would be a problem. Then again, when the three people wanted to be as close as we wanted to, it also provided opportunity. I pulled out of Nella and stepped out of the tub, letting Aria in. I grabbed my camera, placed it on it's gorilla-tripod, set the video settings to 4K and hit the record button.
When I stepped back inside the bath, the shower was now off. Aria and Nella were already kissing again, and I walked behind Aria. When I pressed my fully erect cock against her ass, she moaned and pushed back slightly. This was insane! Looking down, I could see my shaft, pointing straight up, nestled between her two buttocks. I spat on it and began moving up and down, not letting my sensitive glans touch her ass. For now, with Nella's pussy juice and my saliva for lubrication, I slowly slid up and down, trying to wrap my head around the fact that I could actually decide to fuck her at any moment.
And boy did I want to! I also knew that I wanted to stretch this out as much as possible. Leaving my cock in its warm embrace, I slipped my hands to her hips, then sides then against her breasts. Here I was, touching Aria's breasts! Finally, I was touching her breasts! It was impossible, yet here I was! As an added bonus, if I wanted to cup them fully, I had to push my hands between Aria's and Nella's breasts. When I finally managed to do it and closed my large hands around the generous flesh I had been fantasizing about for more than a decade, I groaned and shook.
Hearing me, Aria turned her head and pulled away from Nella. Suddenly more free, I mauled her breasts, wanting to rip them off and eat them like a damned cannibal! Instead, I continued to massage and squeezed them, lifting them to feel their weight before releasing them momentarily to watch them bounce. Grinning, Nella knelt down again and placed her face between Aria's breasts. I laughed headily as I pressed Aria's breasts around my wife's face.
As I was having the time of my life, Aria surprised me just when I was hitting the lowest point in my up and down motions. She had been steadily lowering herself as I played with her breasts and I had followed her without realizing it. Now, when she lifted herself up on tiptoes suddenly, she made the tip of my cock slip between her legs. When she moved back down, my cock was pressed firmly against her pussy. Her burning hot pussy. "I haven't had a cock in me for way too long Ian, and now I want yours. Just fuck me already... Stop dreaming and take me!"
I looked at Nella, my wife, my loving wife, my jealous wife, and she looked back with raw lust in her eyes. After this crazy midsummer dream, I knew we'd have a long conversation. But not now. Now I had to fuck the woman who had dominated my fantasies for so long!
I released one of her breasts and grabbed my cock. I could feel that she was more than wet enough and I simply pushed against her pussy, feeling her lips part and finding her hole. When I pushed up, impaling more than half of my length inside her, she cried out and bent forward at the waist. Nella was right there and they began to kiss. I looked at the kiss, then at my cock inside her and knew I was still reeling from it all. Pulling out almost completely, I pushed back in and this time stopped only when her ass pushed back against me.
I was staring at her ass and at my cock which had disappeared inside her. This was not possible! I was fucking Aria! My cock was buried inside her! As I pulled back and began fucking her, I simply could not look anywhere else than the junction of her pussy and my cock. The pistoning motions sent waves of pleasure, both physical and psychological. Even if Aria had been an awkward or shy lover, this would have been mind-blowingly delightful. But she wasn't awkward or boring. She already looked, acted and felt like a bonfire, grabbing my thigh to pull me harder against her.
And as they both continued to kiss, Aria broke that kiss a few times to murmur things like "Nella, your husband's cock is just too good... "You've kept it all for yourself... That's why you didn't want to share, little devil! Do you take him in your mouth often? Have you let him fuck your ass? But with such a big cock, I'm not sure I would... Fuck this is good! Harder Ian! I wanna be the first one to come today!"
I was trying to hold on to some shred of self-control, but as she spoke she kept pushing me, and Nella, to higher and higher levels of pleasure. I reached around her hips and grabbed her pussy with my hand. As I squeezed, Aria cried out and I did nothing fancier than keep a steady pressure: our movements did the rest. Less than a minute later she was climaxing, shouting her pleasure in the echoing bathroom. I felt her pussy getting hotter, wetter and tighter as she clamped her muscles around my cock. I had maybe thirty seconds before my own climax claimed me: after all, I was in Aria's orgasming pussy!
Before hitting mine, though, I pulled out. Aria moaned in annoyance, but I said "I don't want to cum so soon! I don't want this to stop!" By then Aria was shaking, kneeling down in front of Nella, resuming their kiss. I stepped out of the crowded bath, dried my hands and grabbed my camera. Zooming in for a better look at their kiss and their four breasts dancing together, I gave my cock some time to relax. Not get soft, I think that would have been impossible right now, just to relax.
Looking lower, I saw that they were caressing each's other's pussy. Nella began to moan louder and louder, and I could see Aria grinning through their kiss. When Nella arched her back with a first spasm of pleasure, Aria laughed and said "Gods it's been too long since I've made you cum..." The information barely registered in my mind even though learning this a week ago would have been a total game changer.
Nella stood up in front of her friend, and placed her right foot on the tub's deeper side. Taking her cue, Aria leaned forward and dove in Nella's pussy. I was kneeling by now, filming that fantastic cunnilingus from up close. Soon Nella's body shook again, and another time. She had both her hands on Aria's head, guiding her movements. I pulled away when I felt that she was going to cum, capturing the entire scene from Aria's bouncing breasts, to her tongue in my wife's pussy, to Nella's heaving breasts and her face as she climaxed.
Laughing as Nella pulled away as her climaxed waned, Aria grabbed her friend and helped her back down in the tub. They kissed one more time, and I saw that Nella purposefully tasted her own pussy on Aria's tongue, something she liked to do with me as well. Aria then turned towards me and motioned me to come closer. With both of them kneeling the tub, I stood right in front of them, my hard cock inches away from their faces.
As I filmed, they both grabbed my cock and began to caress, squeeze and jerk it, all the while massaging my balls. When Aria spat on it, I felt a powerful thrill deep in my belly. I then watched, entranced, as she took me in her mouth. Nella was right there, kissing and licking the base of my cock at the same time. I felt like a porn producer and the luckiest man alive. When I saw my glistening cock slipping out of Aria's mouth only to slip inside Nella's, I moaned and shook above them.
Reaching back I zoomed the camera on wide angle, placed it on the vanity top and prayed that it was angled correctly. When I placed one hand on either of their heads, I felt like a god. At one point they both kissed, licked and nibbled on my glans at the same time, and I knew that if I died right then, it would be with a contented grin on my face. When Nella next took me inside her, I saw her shuffle her knees and change the angle of her neck, and I knew she would take me deep. I relaxed my hold on her head and let her take me. When most of my cock disappeared into her mouth, I saw Aria's eyes widening in surprise. "Shit girl!" she said. "That's a long cock and it's mostly inside your mouth! Damn!"
Nella wasn't really deepthroating me, but she sometimes let me reach the back of her mouth for a few seconds. After she pulled back, Aria took me inside her and tried to do the same thing. She didn't get as deep, but the thrill was just about the same, given whose mouth I was now in. After a few rounds each, they resumed just sucking me normally. But I wasn't about to give in to my pleasure so soon. "Why don't we move to our bed?" I asked them.
"Why don't you cum all over our faces?" asked Aria in return.
I grinned, enjoying every moment of this. "Soon. But I want your breasts... I want all of your breasts on my cock at the same time!"
The women laughed and we got out of the bathroom. After drying ourselves quickly, we got up to our room. As I placed the camera in a corner, I realized that less than an hour earlier, my mind had been blown by Aria's lingerie photoshoot. And now I had fucked her, and been sucked by her and Nella at the same time. Aria threw herself on the bed and Nella followed her, kneeling first. She didn't get far. As soon as I saw her kneeling, I stepped in behind her, found her dripping pussy and impaled her. She cried out half in surprise half in pleasure.
As I fucked her, Aria saw an opportunity and scooted under Nella's face. Without waiting a second, Nella lowered herself down and began eating her friend's pussy. "Damn Nella! You're so fucking good as this! I've never met a man anywhere close to being this good! I've fantasized about you sucking my pussy every since that first time!"
I laughed behind Nella, staring at her face in Aria's pussy. "You know we're going to have to talk about this lesbian thing between you two, right?"
Aria laughed, and said "Yes... Don't worry. For now, don't distract her, your wife the magician is going to give me another climax!"
I kept fucking Nella, slower than my reptilian brain wanted to. The feelings and the glorious sight in front of me would drive me to my own climax in a matter of seconds if I wasn't careful. I almost stopped fucking Nella as Aria's voice rose a few minutes later, rose until she cried out her second climax. I was mesmerized by her body as she did, twitching and tensing around Nella's face, her breasts being thrown every which way in the process. When she pushed Nella away, I pulled out and dropped on the bed next to Aria. Nella joined us and said "So, you want our four breasts on your cock at the same time? How dare you suggest that Aria would put her breasts on your cock, you degenerate adulterer?"
We all laughed at her joke. Soon after that, they both knelt next to me and leaned over. I wasn't sure exactly how they managed to arrange themselves, but soon I was fucking their four breasts. It was unimaginably good. I could have stayed here for hours, but as they took turn taking the tip of my cock in their mouths before spitting more saliva on my shaft, I knew I couldn't last much longer. "Can I cum in Aria's pussy?"
"Of course." they both said at the same time.
"Now would be a good time!" I said as they laughed.
Seconds later I saw Aria empaling herself on my cock, squatting above me and fucking me very intensely. I probably lasted no more than ten seconds, but that didn't matter now. I felt a stab of pain as my orgasm crested, a sharp pang of physical shock as my entire body convulsed under Aria. At the same time, Nella straddled me and pressed her pussy against my face. How the fuck could I have forgotten about one of my favourite fantasy positions?
But Nella hadn't forgotten. As I shot jets of sperm into the most desired and taboo of pussies, I ate my wife's wet pussy and drank in her juices. I was pretty sure they were kissing above me, but didn't much care. All I cared about was the hot pussy around my cock being filled by an overdose of my sperm. I could now hear the wet cum-filled sounds of her pussy pushing out the excess with ever stroke. Eventually I grabbed her thigh and stopped her. I remained there, eating Nella and slowly stretching my climax's post-peak pleasure inside Aria's pussy.
At one point, after an undetermined amount of time, they both pulled away from me and kissed me. I think I heard Aria saying "Are you opposed to drinking your husband's cock from another source?", but it was all a blur. When I turned around on my side, I watched them locked into a fierce 69 as they pushed at least one orgasm each out of the other's body. I was way too spent to join them, but I knew I was grinning like a fool as I watched them.
Aria spent the evening with us and somewhere deep in the night we fucked again. This time, only a few hours since my last climax, I was able to last a lot longer. I fucked Aria really hard, and she kept crying for more. By the time I came, we were both dripping with sweat and she'd had three climaxes. Nella's presence, either in a long kiss, a long session of breast sucking and clit tonguing as I fucked Aria, helped a lot.
I had no idea what tomorrow held in store for us, if this was a one time explosion of pent-up lust or if this would turn into something deeper, more important. As I came a second time in Aria's sweet pussy, I focused on the present before pretty much fainting away as my climax faded.
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I had been sure I was awake but then I startled awake as I felt something move on my bed. I opened my eyes but my room was still pitch black. There was someone on my bed, crawling up towards me but I was too groggy to do anything about it. I took one deep breath, trying to clear my head but before I could, I felt my face being smothered.
For an instant I panicked, having watched too many movies where people get killed with pillows during their sleep. But I quickly realized that what was smothering me wasn't a pillow. It was much hotter, much firmer and yet incredibly softer. I groaned nonetheless and heard a female voice whispering "Shhhhh!" Reflexively I opened my mouth and suddenly something warm and rubbery slipped in it. When I closed my lips around it, I realized that it was an engorged nipple.
So I was still dreaming... I was a virgin and there wasn't any girl that could just jump into my bed and offer me her breasts. I grinned and decided to enjoy the dream for as long as I could before waking up fully. I wrapped my hands around those breasts and opened my eyes wide as I felt their size. Damn! These were large breasts! Large and firm!
I heard my imaginary companion gasp as I sucked her nipple deep in my mouth, then giggle slightly as I released it. Burying my face between those mounds, I pressed them against my cheeks and shook my head. When I did, the girl sat on me, my hard cock pressed against her crotch. There was a thick blanket between us but the feeling of a girl on my cock was wonderful nonetheless.
I could smell her, could hear her soft cries of pleasure, could taste her... This was an amazing dream! But why the fuck would I dream this fantasy in the dark? Usually we don't taste and smell much in dreams but we see everything. Now it was the opposite... In any case, all I wanted to do was enjoy those breasts as much as I could.
When I reached for the other nipple and sucked it into my mouth as well, the girl whispered "Are you going to be a naughty boy today?" The voice seemed familiar but everything was hazy as I dreamed. Everything but those breasts. Shit! I had never even touched breasts in my life, not even by accident, and there I was feasting on two breasts that I couldn't have imagined any better. They were bigger than most, heavy on my face and their thick flesh seemed beyond what was possible. Then again, I was dreaming!
The girl placed one of her hands behind my head and pulled me against her generous flesh, guiding me to her other nipple again. As I woke up more and more, the feelings became even clearer, more powerful. Upon the breast I wasn't sucking, my hand opened as wide as it could and clamped down on the mammoth flesh. I felt it bulging between my spread-open fingers before letting my hands slip down until I could pinch her nipple.
I wondered if I would taste milk in this, my favorite dream ever. But as I sucked and bit slightly harder, I didn't. I somehow had the feeling that this was a lucid dream, yet I couldn't quite control it. Then again, having a busty girl waking me up with her breasts was just about as good as life could get! I forgot about the milk and switched back and forth between her breasts, licking their many curves, the line under them where her abdomen began, then higher up until I reached the girl's collarbone.
As I explored what felt like extraordinarily real breasts, the girl began breathing faster. As she did, she also ground herself harder against my cock. By now I was fully hard and my cock was pointing upwards. She whispered "So big..." She was pressing her pussy against it, rubbing it up and down my length. Again I wondered why I was dreaming with a damned blanket between us. With one roaming hand I had discovered that the girl was completely naked. What was wrong with me? I dream of a naked girl in my bed and put a blanket between us! Fuck!
I opened my eyes and looked up but my room was still too dark and I couldn't even get a rough idea of what my dream girl looked like. She spoke again, whispering "Are you going to take me again in the garage, on your car, naughty boy?" Once more the voice felt familiar, and I thought that the dream was taking a strange turn. Take her again in the garage?
I replied, gasping, "I'll take you anywhere!"
And then everything abruptly stopped. "Theo?" I heard the girl cry out as she pulled away. "Theo, is that you?" she asked again, this time moving off the bed. I reached for my bedside lamp but hit a wall instead. I reached to the floor for my iPhone and turned its light on. For a fraction of a second I saw my sister Paula, my naked sister Paula, running out of my room saying "Oh my gods!"
But it wasn't my room. More awake than I had thought, I looked around and remembered that I had slept in my Dad's room last night. Obviously my sister wouldn't wake me up with a glorious breasts feast but if she had done that here, in our dad's room... Oh my fucking gods! My sister had thought that I was Dad! And she had done... Shit! I knew Dad had been single for a while now but... Damn!
I stood up naked and tried to wrap my head around what had happened. Had I feasted on my sister's heavenly breasts for long minutes? Had I really done that? And then, had she really been thinking that I was Dad, and that this was something that happened regularly between them? My first instinct was to go to her room and confront her about it. But I was naked myself and hard as a rock.
So I decided to do what any guy in the world would have after such an incident. I fell back down on the bed and masturbated, my mind filled with my sister's breasts. I had fantasized about her breasts ever since she started developing but as her cup size kept increasing through the years, my interest turned into a fascination, then into obsession. My sister had amazing breasts, both huge and firm, defying the laws of the fucking universe.
And I wasn't the only one who thought that. There was a secret "Paula's Breasts Appreciation" webpage, run by a couple of my friends. There was a password on it and about fifteen people had access to it. There was no nudes on it but the site was filled with pictures of my sister's breasts in thin dresses, tank tops, swimsuits and bikinis, all taken by guys at school with their cellphones. At first I had been horrified about the site but then again, I agreed that they deserved the attention.
A minute after falling back to bed I climaxed all over my chest as I relived the storm of feelings that had assailed me just two minutes earlier. I hadn't had such a powerful climax in months and usually I had to work up to it by masturbating for a long time. This was one of my quickest yet most powerful climax ever! I cleaned myself up, put on a pair of jeans and paused, trying to make sure I fully understood what had happened.
Paula hadn't known that I would be in Dad's room as the decision had been made late last night. I had arrived late from an evening at a friend's house and found my Dad packing a suitcase. Paula had already been asleep. He had to leave for my grandmother's house as her health was taking a turn for the worse. She had been sick for a long time but now he had gotten a call and feared the worse.
He had asked me to sleep in his room because he'd had to use my computer. Dad worked in a 3D company and he sometimes had to use my computer to do night-long and sometimes even day-long renders when he couldn't do them at work for some reason. When he did that, the fans on my computer had to rev up at 100% and it was very noisy. At night I had to wear earplugs. Given that he had paid for half of my sick gaming machine, I didn't mind. $1500 and be forced to wear earplugs two or three times a month? No problem!
But Paula didn't know that. So this morning she had come to wake Dad up in her very special way... Shit, that was crazy! I took a deep breath and headed up for her room. I walked in front of my own room's door, which was just next to her's upstairs. I knocked on her door. Paula didn't answer. I knocked again, saying "Paula... Please open the door. I won't enter if you don't want me to but I think we need to talk."
"What is there to talk about?" she cried without opening the door. "You deceived me and abused me."
"Paula..." I sighed. "Please let me in."
"Ok. Come in."
I found her sitting cross-legged on her bed. She was dressed and had a huge pillow in her arms, hiding most of her body. She looked angry, yet despite her words, she knew she was the one in trouble. But as we talked and I confronted her about Dad, she became angrier and angrier. I tried to make her understand that I hadn't done anything wrong but she kept insisting that I had. Even though she was a couple of years older than I was, she was obviously shaken beyond logic right now.
I was ready to get out of her room and tell her that I would forget it ever happened. But she misinterpreted my words and in her following tirade she called me a pervert. Well that was too much. The straw or the drop, I didn't much care but it was one affront too many. I froze on the spot and stared at her with an angry expression on my face. I saw Paula's eyes opening wider slightly. She was surprised at my anger. I slowly grabbed her chair and sat right in front of her. As I explained that she was the one in trouble, that I could tell Dad, that I could tell her friends or even my friends about what had happened, fuck that, I could even tell the police, her expression changed.
Her anger towards me vanished, and she was left with shock, frustration and fear. She now knew I had the upper hand. I interrupted her before she could talk and said "Listen, and listen carefully." I did my best to look calm and menacing but my heart was pounding. "I'm going to ask you to do something, and if you even think of saying no, I'll tell someone what you did."
"Who?" she asked, very nervous.
"I'll pick one at random. Either dad, your friend, my friends, the cops, even the damned principal at school." I paused, and saw that she had understood. "Now. Tomorrow morning you're going to come to my room and wake me up just like this morning. Understood?" She paused for only a second before nodding. "Good girl..."
As I walked back down to the kitchen, I took a few deep breaths and grabbed the edge of the counter. Shit! All I had wanted to do was make sure that she was alright, tell her that her secret was safe with me and even tell her that she was stunningly beautiful and that I had profoundly enjoyed it. And now, instead, because of her misplaced anger, I had gotten a promise that she would do it one more time.
Paula walked down a while later, and wouldn't look at me. Before she left I told her about grandma and the fact that Dad was gone for a few days. She looked sad, nodded and left. I spent the rest of the day lost in a daze of pleasure and expectations. I kept watching the time and counted the hours until tomorrow morning. Dad sent me an update telling me that grandma was doing better than he had feared but that he would stay there for a few days to help grandpa around the house.
He asked me to open a port for him to be able to transfer his work from my computer and asked me how things were going at home. Grinning ear to ear, I simply wrote "Fine. Everything's just fine." He had no idea that I knew his little secret.
Much later, close to dinner time, Paula came back home and sat in front of me at the kitchen table. She seemed a lot calmer.
"Look, Theo, I'm sorry for this morning. I just came back quickly to tell you this." She still had trouble looking me in the eyes. "I... I know you did nothing wrong."
"Ok. Thanks for that." I said calmly. "But this doesn't change the—"
She interrupted me "I know, I know... I deserve it, I deserve being blackmailed. Can you imagine how scared I was..." She looked at me briefly before lowering her eyes again.
"Maybe... I'm not sure I can but I have a rough idea."
"You're not... not disgusted?" she asked, her eyes staring at the table.
I was surprised by her question as her breasts on my face had been one of the highlights of my entire life! Then I realized that she was talking about the fact that she was having sex with our Dad. She didn't know, and didn't need to know, that I was reading incest stories on Literotica at least once a week. Neither did she need to know that I have been fantasizing about her for years. I was not going to tell her that.
Instead I took a deep breath, paused for a minute and said "Look. I'll grant you that it's strange but hey... We all have quirky fetishes and secrets..."
Paula looked up briefly again, a small smile on her face. "And you want... you really want me to come to your bed naked? You don't find that strange? You're not repulsed by the idea?"
This time I couldn't keep a straight face and lie to her. "Listen Paula... Heck! This is our strangest conversation ever..."
"By far!" she said, laughing nervously.
"You're gorgeous and sexier than any other girl at school... So yeah it's a bit weird but damn... I don't think there's anything I wouldn't do..." I pause, wondering if it was a good idea to tell her this. Yet as I wasn't a mafia boss trying to swindle a politician, I finished my sentence. "...anything I wouldn't do to kiss your breasts again."
Paula looked at me longer this time. Quite a bit longer in fact. Just as our stare was starting to be very awkward, one corner of her lips rose up and she said "Well. This is the strangest compliment I've ever had, brother, but thank you." She stood up and headed for the door again. "I'll be at Mary's place tonight but I'll see you tomorrow morning." I couldn't quite read her expression before she left but she didn't seemed as pained as she had this morning.
Today was the longest day ever. Nevertheless I managed to get to 10 o'clock at night and even managed to fall asleep before midnight despite my nervousness. I don't know if I dreamed or not that night but when I was woken up by that same amazing pair of breasts, I was grinning into her exquisite flesh. Fully aware that I was awake this morning, I enjoyed the experience even more than yesterday. I had also let the blinds opened and could now see her. I moaned and groaned, sucked and licked, massaged and squeezed her breasts until I was ready to count the number of beauty marks she had on them!
Paula wasn't as sensual as yesterday, nor was she saying naughty things to me. Yet she giggled a few times as I devoured her breasts, which was a good thing. I didn't want her to feel like a sexual slave. Like yesterday, I eventually guided one hand down her side, to her hips and to her ass. Where, unexpectedly, I found a pair of panties.
"Hmmm..." I said, my mouth still pressed against her flesh. "That wasn't part of the deal."
"What?" she said. "You want to fuck me?"
"No!" I replied, gasping at the thought. "I just want this morning to be exactly as it was yesterday."
Paula pulled up and removed her panties. As I stared at her small, nicely trimmed bush, she pushed me back down on the bed, reddening. She was smiling now but a shy smile. It was the prettiest smile I had ever seen but I didn't want her to feel so shy or ashamed. I wanted this unique morning to be pleasurable for her as well.
"Shhhh... You don't have to be shy, Sis... As I told you, you're gorgeous and are just about perfect."
"Shut up and suck on my breasts, brother..." she said, giggling.
And I did. Eventually I felt her shifting above me and felt her pussy pressing against the underside of my cock. Of course, the blanket was still there but I had chosen a thinner blanket last night. I could feel her warmth and even felt her lips spreading around my shaft. When I felt her pussy getting hotter and wetter, I knew I would go crazy if I kept going.
I let my head fall back on the bed, grinning like an idiot. Paula climbed down from the bed and stood there, naked, letting me stare at her. I was ready to thank her for this opportunity and that I would keep her secret. But before I could, she said "How many times do I have to do this for you to be satisfied?"
Had my eyes not already been open wide to drink in her beauty, they would have betrayed me. I was expecting this to be a one time thing and I had to think fast. I feigned a long yawn and an idea popped up in my head. Instead of replying, I asked her "How badly did you hate doing that?"
"What?" she was surprised. "What kind of question is that?"
"A simple one." I said calmly. "Look, Paula. I think you know that these last two mornings were amazing for me. You walk around with that pretty face of yours, with that remarkable body and those magnificent breasts every day. I dream about girls that look as beautiful as you do knowing that I won't ever get a girlfriend as hot as you are." I paused, took a breath and added "I will remember these two mornings for as long as I'll live but I don't want to make you do this if you hate it."
Paula looked at me, still surprised. She hadn't expected this at all. Frowning, she asked "So if I never came back to wake you up or didn't do any other sexual thing with you, you would keep my secret?"
"Of course I would. I only blackmailed you yesterday because I was angry." I said, sighing, knowing that my words meant that such a morning would never happen again.
"Oh. I said I'm sorry..." she replied. She was still standing naked in the morning light, looking like an angel.
"I know. And if you hated doing this, this morning, I'm sorry as well."
"Yeah, sorry with a huge grin on your face!" she said, smiling herself. "Look, Theo, I don't know if I'm going to do it again... Please don't wake up every morning expecting this."
As Paula left my room, she said "Don't hurt yourself now..." and winked at me before closing the door behind herself. I did masturbate and came in buckets like yesterday but I didn't, as she had asked, hurt myself. I stayed in my room afterwards and took the time to write down everything that had happened, everything I had felt. I was grinning and almost hard again as I finished. Paula had left a door open but I wasn't expecting anything else. If she woke me up again, great. If not, at least I had these memories and was convinced that I hadn't hurt her in the process.
I was in a great mood when I got out of my room later. The sun was out and so was Paula. I hadn't heard her move about the house for a long while. A quick shout confirmed that she was gone. I put on my swimsuit and headed for the pool. To my surprise, I saw that Paula was there, gardening. It had become quite a hobby for her this summer, and I knew she enjoyed every second of it.
I stopped in my tracks though. She was kneeling over her herb garden, and while she wasn't in a sexually suggestive pose, her clothing told a different story. Usually when she was working in the garden she wore old sweat pants, a dirty t-shirt over a sports bra. One could always conjure up fantasies about a sexy gardener but that clothing made it hard to do.
Today, though, was another matter entirely. I truly hadn't expected anything else from Paula after our little chat earlier. But this... This couldn't be a coincidence. Instead of old sweat pants, she was wearing a pair of very short shorts, old jeans that she had cut herself. Short shorts, if you catch my drift. Her long legs were just about completely exposed, especially since she was barefoot. And instead of her old baggy t-shirt, she was wearing a small and loose tank top with a bright blue bra beneath. With her long hair pinned sexily atop her head, with loose strands gleaming in the sun, she now looked like a gardening fantasy.
When I finally closed the door behind me, she turned around and grinned. She stood up, walking towards me acting as if she didn't look like a goddess of nature walking our earth. I could see most of her bra, a sexy blue lace number speckled with white flowers, as the tank top was pushed aside by the soft wind. Paula had blotches of dirt all over herself. Working under the sun, her skin was now covered with sweat and she seemed to glow.



She grabbed my hand and pulled me towards her little garden, proud to show me what she had done. I stood there frozen listening to her and barely able to make little "Uh-huh" at what I hoped were appropriate times. As she pushed strands of her hair back from her face, she added more streaks of dirt on her face and somehow it made her look even sexier.
Now that I was closer, I could see that her bra wasn't just nice, it was remarkable. It must have cost her a fortune and she wouldn't wearing it for gardening. In the back of my mind, I had allowed myself to hope that she would, maybe one more time, wake me with her breasts. Someday. Maybe. But this couldn't be a coincidence.
I realized that I had been pummelled by surprises in the last 24 hours. First I got woken up by majestic breasts, then I learned that those were my sister's breasts, then I learned that she was probably fucking our father, after that I somehow managed to force her to do it to me again, then that she was expecting to do it more, and now this... I was reeling from shock and pleasure, having completely lost my bearings. What the fuck was going to happen next?
There was one part of me that wasn't lost though. My cock. Quite on its own it had decided that it was time to raise mast again! Wearing nothing but a thin swimsuit, I knew it was going to be obvious very soon. Before Paula could notice it, I congratulated her and jumped in the pool. From time to time I came to watch her work and instead of asking why I was staring at her, Paule simply smiled at me and kept working. And showing off.
For the next hour or so, as the morning continued being gloriously sunny, I spent time fooling around in the pool long enough so that I didn't seem like a stalker when I came to see her. But Paula really didn't seem to mind. In fact, she often came up to me with a few herbs, bringing them to my nose. At one point, as I was swimming lazily on my back, I heard her crying out. When I looked at her, she was holding the water hose in one hand and what seemed like a broken water gun in the other. And she was drenched.
She had already been sexy enough, but now... gods! Her wet hair was clinging to her face and neck, some strands going down between her breasts, and the lose tank top now looked like second skin. Rather, transparent second skin. I just stood there staring at her, a smile on my face. I almost told her that she was beautiful again but I got the feeling that we were in a strange mood that would fade if we made it explicit. But she stared at me just a few seconds longer than usual and lowered her head demurely, then she looked away.
I got out of the pool and headed out for a run. Half an hour later I came back and Paula was still working in the yard, dirtier than ever. I hopped in the shower and smiled as I saw that I had a partial erection. Surprising me once again, Paula entered the bathroom as I was showering. "Hello?" I asked, curious.
"Sorry, I really had to pee!" she said.
"You're peeing right now?"
"Yeah!" she replied, laughing. "Do you have a pee fetish?"
"What? No!" I cried out. I didn't but I couldn't deny the fact that seeing her pee through the frosted shower curtain was exciting.
Paula laughed. "And I'll have to take a shower as well."
"Come and join me then!" I said, risking it.
To my delight she laughed even as she said no, "Dream on, brother..." And then, after a minute as she stood up, she added "Well, I may need someone to do my back. I can feel a crap load of dirt there."
"Are you serious?" I asked.
"Yeah. When you're done I'll jump in and you can do my back." she said matter of factly. Then she added "But don't peek!" laughing again.
"gods..." I groaned, smiling.
A few minutes later I was finished. When I came out of the bathroom she was waiting for me, wearing nothing but her shorts and bra. Damn it was a nice bra, and fucking damn it was a nice pair of breasts. When she saw me looking at them, she said "What? You've seen a lot more earlier!" I grinned and shook my head. Two minutes afterwards she called my name.
Until the very moment I entered the shower, I was expecting her to call it off, saying that the washing her back thing had been a joke. But as I stared at her back, ass and legs, with the curtain pulled back, I groaned. "Damn you're hot, sis!"
"Why, thank you... Now, care to grab the soap and loofa?"
"Sure." I said, grabbing only the soap.
When I began lathering her upper back with my bare hands, she snorted. "Can't find the loofa?"
"Nope." I could see that she was smiling.
I washed her dirty back and moved down slowly until I reached her lower back. I didn't even think to stop as I grabbed her ass with both hands at the same time. Heck, I even knelt down as I did, staring at her soapy ass. "Shameless... Outrageous!" she said in a funny voice. "Kids these days... No respect!" she was laughing as she finished. Eventually I stood up, my erection making a huge tent in the towel I had wrapped around my waist.
I said "Thanks Sis." in a more serious tone.
Paula turned her head slightly, looked at me with a smile and winked. "No problem, little brother."
I was grinning like an idiot once more as I left the bathroom. As Paula was getting out of the bathroom after finishing her shower, our Dad called and we got some information on grandma. She wasn't as strong as she used to be but they were not fearing for her life. Dad told us that he would spend one last night there and come back the following day. I was concerned about my grandmother's welfare but I was also acutely aware that my sister was standing right next to me wearing nothing but a towel.
When she came back from her room, she was dressed in a very sexy summer dress. And nothing else. The dress wasn't see through but it was immediately obvious that she wasn't wearing a bra and I figured that she wasn't wearing panties either. I smiled at her when she walked down from her room, and she frowned, feigning ignorance. I went back to my own room and stripped completely before putting nothing more than a pair of jeans.
When I came back down, Paula looked at me from head to toe. "Theo... You know that if you spent six months in a gym, girls would be all over you?"
"Six months in hell, you mean?" I hated gyms with a passion.
"Yeah, six months of hell and then years of easy girls. Your call."
"You really think so?" I asked.
"Sure!" she said before coming over to me. "Suck your belly in... There." she said, caressing my belly and pecs with her hands. I suddenly looked up at her and she was smiling, waiting for my eyes. Grabbing my sides firmly she said "Oh yes, work those muscles for six months and I'll guarantee that girls will look at your very differently."
"Six months?"
"Not one more..."
"But it's so boring!" I said.
"Well I could help you... I could motivate you, no?"
She was smiling as she said it and I was suddenly a lot more interested. We talked a bit about how much time I'd have to spend there but not what she had meant by motivation. It seemed that we had moments when we could openly talk about my attraction to her, and others where things were best left unsaid.
We ate together and spent most of the evening relaxing in front of the tv. I got a few opportunities to confirm that she wasn't wearing panties as she crossed and uncrossed her legs on the sofa. Each time though, she happened to be looking at me afterwards. She knew exactly what she was doing.
As the hours went by, we both became more and more nervous. I was afraid that night time, and so bedtime, was a delicate situation tonight. After a rather long silence, Paula suddenly asked "Would you mind massaging my feet? They're hurting after all the time spent standing today..."
I groaned. She knew I hated massaging her feet even though she loved it. "Aw... Right now?"
"Sure, why not..." she said.
"Ok." I said, trying not to smile.
"Great! I had a feeling you'd say yes tonight..."
She knew why I had accepted. And I got my rewards not even a minute into the massage. Paula was on the sofa and I sat right in front of her, placing her foot on a little stool. As soon as I began massaging her feet she let her head fall back against the sofa and moaned in pleasure. She also, much more importantly, opened her other leg slightly. Looking up, I saw her pussy peaking from between her thighs. It wasn't much, especially since the dress blocked most of the light but it was enough.
After a few minutes she had opened her leg a bit wider. When she scratched her thigh, pulling the hem of her dress in the process, I grinned. With better light, I could now see her pussy in much more detail. I had seen her naked this morning, as she was standing with her legs closed but this... Damn! For a virgin guy, this was a remarkable opportunity. My cock was already hard and I had to shift it in my pants to be more comfortable.
I began moving my hands higher up on her legs, as I did on the few occasions I had massaged her feet before. I slipped my hands up to her knee and massaged her calf as I moved back down. After a while, Paula told me that it was time to do the other one. Very slowly, she put her foot on the floor and raised the other one. For about five seconds, I had a very explicit view of her pussy. And even after she placed her second foot on the stool, I could see that she had opened her other thigh more than the first time.
She was still laid back, her head against the sofa, not looking at me. She was moaning in pleasure and I couldn't help but be aroused by those moans. I guided my hands up after a while and this time I even pushed up to her thighs. "Oh yes... That's good. My thighs need a lot of love..." Fuck! They certainly did!
"Want me to get the oil?" I asked.
"Great idea!"
I got up and saw her looking at my erection. I went to the bathroom, then had to go up to her room to find the bottle of almond oil. When I knelt back in front of her, the stool was gone, so I got closer. I then glanced at her pussy and saw, quite clearly, that it was glistening. Had she been masturbating? When I looked up into her eyes, she just smiled innocently.
The hem of her dress was now pulled way up and her pussy was now unmistakably visible. But Paula let her head fall back on the sofa again and just closed her eyes in silence. I scooted closer, kneeling between her legs. I was getting hotter as I caressed her, and gave her the best massage that I could. She was still moaning and complimenting me.
I was still painfully erect in my jeans but I was aroused beyond belief. Ten minutes later, I couldn't believe that she was still letting me caress her like this. Sure I massaging her thighs but I was also plainly caressing her thighs as well. Her skin was smooth and soft and as my fingers slid with the almond oil, my pleasure was almost certainly greater than hers.
I decided to push things a bit and pushed my hands higher until I reached her waist, then came back down on her hips. Doing so, I pushed her dress higher still and I could see her entire bush. She was trimming it but even if she had been fully wild, I would have seen it all. I massaged her sides, her hips, her belly and even pushed my fingers very close to her bush. Paula was still moaning occasionally and I was overwhelmed with pleasure.
At one point, I let my thumbs just graze her bush. Paula smiled and lifted her head. "That was a wonderful massage Theo... We should do that more often. Thank you." I had been soft but it was the limit. I smiled as I pulled away, and Paula pushed her dress back down. She then said that she would go to bed, being now fully relaxed. As she was climbing the stairs, she said "See you tomorrow morning?" My disappointment faded as hope bloomed once more inside me. I followed her soon after, going to my own bed and falling asleep with a grin on my face.
Once again I was surprised. I woke up with a start and for a brief moment I thought that this was morning and that Paula had come again. But a brief look at the window told me that this was the deep of the night. I had also been profoundly sleeping that time and I faded back to sleep within moments... only to startle awake moments later. There was something on the bed and I slowly realized that this time that person was under the blankets.
Before I could even smile I felt a hot mouth on my cock. I had been sleeping on my back and naked but without an erection. In a flash my entire soft cock was in Paula's mouth and she was even licking my balls at the same time. "What the..." Was I dreaming for real this time? But as I took a deep breath and actually pinched myself, I accepted the fact that my sister was really under my blanket and really was sucking on my hardening cock.
It was a very peculiar feeling! I could feel my cock growing as fast as plants on those time lapse videos, all of it inside her mouth. Paula was moaning, then gagging as she finally had to pull back as I grew and grew. Eventually I was fully hard and my sister was now sucking my cock up and down, taking me as deep as she could. As I woke up more and more, I was gasping for breath, overwhelmed with pleasure.
At one point I felt my cock slipping entirely from her mouth and she said "Damn that's a big cock, little brother!" With that she moved up until her head popped from under the blanket and I could feel her large warm breasts on my chest. "Sorry bro, I couldn't wait until the morning!" As she finished, she kissed me. And as with so many firsts in my sexual life, I was now having my first real kiss with her.
We shared that kiss for a long time and Paula guided me with a few whispers, telling me to be slower and less aggressive on a few things yet fiercer on other. She definitely liked having my tongue pushed hard into her mouth, where her own tongue was meeting mine in a duel. In those first few minutes she taught me how not to breathe into her mouth as we kissed, to suck her tongue hard into my mouth, suck her lower lip away from her teeth and nibble on it with my own teeth, taught me to gauge how hard to press against her mouth as we kissed and how to modulate that pressure if she pressed back, to bite her tongue and let her bite mine from time to time...
I was learning all of this as fast as I could and in the back of my mind I knew I would need more lessons. As pleasurable as feasting on her breasts had been, somehow this first very long kiss was right up there with it. I don't know how long my first kiss lasted but Paula would later tell me that it had been at least twenty minutes. I didn't know if it was true but the intensity of that kiss would shape how I kissed and liked to be kissed for the rest of my life.
On their own accord, my hands eventually slipped from her shoulders and neck all the way to her ass. My cock had been nestled between our bellies ever since we had begun kissing but as I squeezed on her pert little ass, I felt it surge and swell even more. Breaking our kiss, Paula said "Oh... Hello there!" in response to my cock's reawakening. She moved slightly to let it grow fully, then giggled. "I don't know if I should tell you this..." she said into my ears, planting more kisses on it as she did, "but you're bigger than Dad!"
"Paula!" I said, laughing.
"What? It's true!" she replied, laughing even more.
"This is both disturbing and nice at the same time!"
After kissing my lips a few more times, she reached between our bodies with a hand and pulled her pelvis up slightly. I felt the tip of my cock being pressed against her wet lips. Paula said "Are you really a virgin, little brother?"
"Yes." I said, my voice shaking with excitement.
"Would you prefer being on top for your first penetration?" she asked, still rubbing my cock against her lips.
"No. Guide me in and once I'm all the way inside, would you mind sitting up?"
"Of course..." she said, giving me one last kiss before pushing my cock against her hole. It was still dark in my room and I reached for my bedside lamp. Paula looked at me when I turned on the lamp and grinned. "Ready to lose your virginity, little brother?"
"gods, yes!" I gasped, already shaking even before I began slipping into her.
"Here we go!" she said as she moved back down upon my cock.
I gasped as I felt my cock parting her inner lips and then her muscles. Slowly my body arched upwards as she kept pushing down and engulfing my cock. We both groaned at the same time when we felt her outer lips spreading around the thicker base of my cock, our pubes entangling and the tip of my cock stretching the core of her pussy. She said "gods, that's good!" I, on the other hand, couldn't even breath properly and felt my entire being shaking, spasming as her pussy relaxed around my shaft.
Paula stopped moving, just maintaining a constant pressure over me, keeping me fully sheathed. I felt her thighs and ass pressed hard on my own thighs and her large breasts moulded against my chest. She was gently kissing and nibbling my ear as I gave her my virginity. I could feel that she was smiling against my skin and I heard her making small noises against my ear, small moans and bits of breathless laughter.
After my body spasmed one more time and I had to breathe again, Paula giggled yet didn't move, letting me enjoy this first penetration as long as I wanted. Eventually she felt me pushing up against her and she whispered "Are you ready for this brother?" I could only reply "Uh-huh." and gasped again as she moved and sat up. I had already seen her naked yesterday morning but this... this was incredible!
I watched her rise up like a glorious sunrise, her twin globes of heavy flesh coming into view, changing shape subtly as they went from being suspended under her to resting proudly on her chest... I already knew that losing my virginity was changing me. I didn't know how yet, but I knew that it was. My eyes were darting to her breasts like crazy bees over an abundance of wild flowers but I was mainly staring into her eyes by now.
And then, to top it all off, I felt her pussy taking me even deeper. Her weight and new angle pushed her down lower upon me and I felt her lips opening slightly wider around the base of my cock as well as my tip pushing deeper into her. I threw my head back and opened my mouth in a silent scream. Once more I gasped as I was forced to take a deep breath and felt my head spinning for a moment.
When I looked back into her eyes, she looked to me like the most beautiful and sexiest girl in the world. She was my sister, taking my virginity. "Grab my breasts..." she whispered. Mechanically, as if seeing someone else's hands reaching up, I felt the intense warmth and softness of her breasts filling my opened palms. Paula was moving very slowly sideways, undulating upon me like a flame in slow motion.
I was drowning in more pleasure than I had thought possible when, eventually, Paula lifted up a few inches before letting herself fall back down. For a third time I gasped and arched my back, overwhelmed with too much pleasure. I managed to whisper "Again..." and she did. For the next eternity I felt her fucking me ever faster until I felt myself being pummelled to the bed. I found myself grabbing her hips and meeting her every stroke and I was unexpectedly wracked by my climax.
Like most teenagers, I had spent my fair share of time masturbating and I was pretty familiar with the first signs of my own climaxes. Not now, not tonight. I was taken by surprise and shook like a damned rag doll as Paula's pussy pushed me over the edge. I cried out, then screamed as I was ravaged by so much fucking pleasure! I gushed so much sperm into her, not even considering the possible consequences. I felt like I was being reborn, transformed into a version 2.0 of what I was.



While my pleasure eventually waned, I opened my eyes when I heard Paula laughing in staccato. She was still riding me, her breasts bouncing up and down with her thrusts but now she had her hands on her head, her mouth wide open in a grin. My first climax inside a pussy had altered me, yet the sight of this stunning girl climaxing on and around my cock was another shock. I was transfixed by the beauty I was experiencing, her glistening skin, dancing breasts, dark bush and the sight of her thighs working hard to pump my cock in and out of her pussy.
Paula finally crashed upon me and nuzzled my neck before kissing me on the lips. "I have a feeling," she said, still breathing fast, "that you're disappointed that it's already over, right?"
"Uh-huh..." I managed to reply.
"Well, little brother, this is just round one. I'm not going to let you believe that guys can only climax once before needing a long recharge time... In a few minutes we're going to take a shower together." She giggled when she felt my softening cock twitching in her sperm-filled pussy. "See? Anyways... I'm going to clean myself up and teach you how to eat a pussy, you're going to tell me how you like to be sucked and I'll let you try all the positions that you've been dreaming about... How about that?"
She laughed again as my cock surged inside her at the thought. I sat up with her and grabbed her in my arms. When she wrapped her legs around me, still laughing, I walked to the bathroom and soon enough, we were in the shower together. "Kneel down, little brother. I'm going to let you clean my pussy and then allow you to do what few girls would. I'll let you explore my pussy with the lights on. And then," she added with a different tone in her voice, "I'll teach you to eat my pussy until I climax at least once."
And so I knelt in in front of my sister in the warm shower and spent the next five minutes cleaning her up with soap. I then rinsed her and explored what which I had only seen onscreen before. It was a remarkable experience. True to her word, she let me do anything I wanted, even when I asked her to place her foot on the side of the bath to raise her leg up. My eyes did most of the exploring at first then my fingertips, then I slipped one or two fingers inside her until, finally, I kissed her pussy for the first time.
I felt her hand on my head then and closed my eyes as she taught me most of what my girlfriends would be thankful for and enjoy for years and years. Being in the shower, I didn't taste much at first but as Paula became more and more excited and guided my tongue deeper and deeper into her I tasted her juices and actually loved it. I didn't know if it was because she was my sister but I truly liked her most private taste.
Being only half conscious of what she was telling, as if my body was reacting to her words on its own, I lost myself in the pleasure I was feeling. Soon enough, I opened my eyes when I felt Paula bucking against my face. She then started to moan louder and louder until she pulled me very hard against her pussy, grinding it on my face as she climaxed.
She cried out and laughed as she climaxed and the look I saw in her eyes when she released me was dazzling. Breathing hard, she joined me on the floor of the bath and kissed me. After a long hug she said "Your turn, brother..." And so, barely believing what was going to happen, I stood up and felt my cock sliding against her breasts, then chin, then mouth.
Paula teased me a long time before actually placing my cock into her mouth but I was enjoying every minute of it. She asked me to let her set the pace and intensity and depth and so I did. After the delightful caresses of her tongue on my balls and shaft, I groaned when her lips wrapped around my shaft. I had both my hands on her head at that moment and dearly wanted to pull her in. Miraculously though, despite my eagerness and inexperience, I managed not to.
Eventually it was her who went as deep as she could, flooding me with pleasure almost as intense as her pussy had been, yet so different. My eyes opened wide as I stared at her head going back and forth, watching my cock appear and disappear into her mouth. Her twirling tongue was wonderful but Paula quickly noticed that I was grunting in pleasure every time she pulled me as deep into her as she could.
And so soon afterwards I was deep into her mouth with her fingers caressing my balls when I climaxed again. I grabbed the shower head and held on for dear life as a rush of pleasure bloomed from the tip of my cock and filled my entire body. At the same time, the sperm I had left was gushing forth into her mouth and I was gasping with pleasure as I watched her swallow it all. I cried, feeling this second climax rocking me from head to toe.
Eventually I pulled away and knelt back down to her. We hugged and laughed together. Ten minutes later we had switched the shower off and were laying next to one another in the filling bath. It was physically awkward but there wasn't any other place I would have rather been. It was still the middle of the night, and we were still all alone in the world.
We relaxed there and washed each other before going back to our rooms. Her room to be more precise. When she invited me to her room, in her bed, I looked at her. Somehow that was very different than being in my own room and bed with her. Under the thin blankets, in utter darkness this time, she was slowly caressing my belly and teasing my cock with her fingers. At the same time, I was enjoying her breasts. She asked "Up for one more time?" and I grinned.
Despite having lost my virginity less than an hour ago and then having my first blowjob in the shower with her, my heart still thumped hard in my chest when I rolled over her and felt her thighs part. When the tip of my cock touched that little furnace of a pussy my sister had, I swallowed hard and felt myself trembling again. As I pushed deeper into her, Paula lifted her legs higher and higher until they were pulled back against her sides.
We hugged hard as we made love, very differently this time. We clutched at each other as we were climaxing, her arms and legs wrapped around me. As we kissed again after that climax, it became clear to me that this would not be a one time thing. Not at all.
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Tom sighed as he heard his mother call for help. He put down his novel and headed to her room. She was at her computer and was puzzled by some issue or another. Again. She explained it to him as best as she could, and in seconds, Tom nodded and bent over her. He shook his head as he worked, refraining from telling his mom that he had explained this specific issue to her time and time again.
By now, Tom had accepted that his mother wasn't the brightest person around. "Well, that was some understatement!" he thought. At best, she was what you'd call naive; at worst, just plain dumb. Tom thanked his unknown father once again for his sharp mind. Tom was only 18 years old, but sometimes he felt as if he was the older one, the wiser one.
Then again, as Tom stole glances down his mother's cleavage, she wasn't without assets. Her breasts were extremely large, and that gown, at that angle, didn't hide much. She seemed oblivious to the fact that he had a good standpoint. Closing his eye for a moment, he focused back on the screen and tried to reconnect the computer to the printer.
When he was done, he looked at what she had been doing and saw plane tickets to Japan. "Mom!? Are you going to Japan?" he asked, stunned. Japan had been one of his dream vacations for as long as he could remember. Before she could reply, Tom had a brief fantasy about going to huge manga and anime conventions. "Maybe even find a way to sneak into a hentai one?" he grinned. Stealing a glance at his mother's deep cleavage, he confirmed what he had noticed for a few years now: his mother had a body as similar as possible to the many big breasted, small waisted and long legged beauties in hentai animations. Her large blue eyes and bright blonde hair completed the image.
"Yes I am!" she said, breaking his reverie. "In fact, yes we are!"
"What? Really?" Tom cried out. "Oh my gods! Thanks Mom!"
Tom's mother, Alexa, stood up and embraced her son in a tight hug. The fact that she wasn't wearing anything but a thin nightgown didn't even cross her mind. It certainly crossed Tom's mind! As happy as he was to learn that they were going to Japan, that wonderful thought was brushed aside when he felt his mother's breasts directly against his chest. He had swam earlier and hadn't changed yet, so he was topless. Despite how wonderful the hug felt, he knew he'd have to pull away soon. His mother was naive, but she'd know what a growing erection against her pussy would mean!
He sat on her bed and listened as she gave him all the details of the trip. Later on, he went to bed in his own room and couldn't sleep. All he could see in his mind were the sexiest and wildest anime and hentai girls he could remember. And so, as was almost his routine, he grabbed his tablet, loaded up one of his favorite hentai, Immoral Mother. Not the best drawings or best dialog, but an immoral mother... Tom couldn't pass this up. He came hard and fast, imagining his own mother and himself.
As he fell back down on his bed to try and sleep, he smiled as he recalled that he had actually caught his mother having sex with one of her transient boyfriends in the past. He hadn't been able to see, only hear, but once his initial shock had passed, he had masturbated furiously to the sound of his mother's moans. Tom felt his cock twitching at the thought, but took a few deep breaths and calmed himself down.
Three weeks later, Alexa was in her room packing her stuff. Hesitating between her red bikini and her black, one piece swimsuit, she chose the latter. After all, she wasn't going to Japan to find a boyfriend. She'd spend all her time with her son, so the black one would be perfect. Looking at it in the bright light of the morning, she saw that it was getting worn, and had gotten sort of transparent around her breasts. Alexa shrugged and threw it in her luggage anyway. "I'll get another one after this trip."
In his room, Tom was also packing his stuff. He brought a few of his favorite mangas, loaded many hentais on his tablet and packet a brand new bottle of lube. He was seeing this trip as a fantasy filled series of masturbation. He knew he would get time alone, as his mother would probably leave him alone most nights to go to clubs or during the days to go shopping. He simply hoped that she wouldn't bring guys back to their room. Nah, probably not. She had never done it before... In any case, since they only had two single beds in the room, it would become be very, very awkward.
The next day, after one of the longest days Tom had ever known, they closed their hotel door behind them and fell on their beds, exhausted. Damn, Tokyo was far! Neither of them actually knew what time it was here, but they needed to sleep so badly that they simply closed the lights, undressed and fell asleep.
When Tom woke up, it was still pitch black in the room. In the darkness he got up, made sure his mother was still sleeping and went to the tiny kitchen to get a glass of water. He was completely naked, but wasn't afraid that his mother would wake up: she was snoring slightly. He took a long piss afterwards and stood a few minutes in front of the bathroom mirror. Thinking about hentai girls, he played with his large cock until it was fully hard.
And fully long. Despite being a virgin, Tom wasn't ignorant about his special gift. Comparing himself to pornstars and hentai cocks he had seen, Tom knew he had a truly big cock. He hadn't shared this with any of his friends, but his erection was nine inches long. Part of his mind worried that his girlfriend, once he would get one, would be hurt by his size.
But most of the time he imagined the shocked look she would get the first time she would see it. He then imagined that she would redden, that her jaw would go slack and that she would drool with lust. Again, somewhere in the back of his mind he knew that this was highly unlikely, Tom shook his head and smiled as he looked at his cock. Would they even be willing to let him fuck their delicate asses? Every time he saw anal in a hentai movie or comic, he came so hard! Same thing with deepthroat. Could his huge cock fit in a small girl's ass or throat? He vowed that he would find out one day!
Before going out, Tom looked at the peculiar bath and shower area in the bathroom. It was on a lower level, and there were five ceramic-covered steps you had to climb down. When he did, he saw a rather large area all covered with ceramic tiles. There were two shower heads and a bath, but no drapes or glass walls. All open. Strange, he thought.
He went back up and grabbed the doorknob. Just as he was opening the door, getting ready to make sure his mother was still sleeping, Alexa entered the bathroom in a hurry. She bumped into Tom face to face and both startled. Alexa had always been clumsy and absent-minded, and the pair had often bumped into one another like this. Yet that night it was very different. Tom was fully naked, his hard cock pointing straight towards his mother. Alexa was only wearing a thin nightgown again, no bra, no panties.
Before any of them could react, they clearly felt the length of Tom's cock pressing against, then sliding against her belly before being crushed by their two bodies. Her breasts flattened against his chest before bouncing back. Alexa felt her son's cock like a huge bar against her belly. Stunned, groggy and still half-sleeping, she looked down at her son's exposed cock and said "Oh my dear gods in heaven, you have such a huge cock!" A second afterwards, she cried out in shame, placing her hands on her eyes. "Oh no! Oh no! Shit! I've seen my son's cock... Shit!" Tom was too shocked to say anything. Alexa said "Fuck, I really have to pee!" As she pulled her nightgown up and sat on the toilet, she looked at Tom, her big eyes wide open and said "Get out!"
Standing alone outside the bathroom, Tom was breathing hard, unable to fully realize what had just happened. He raced to his bed, jumped under the covers and waited for his mother to come back out. When she did, he very dimly saw her sit on her bed. "Tom... I'm sorry about... Oh shit..."
"It's okay mom, it was an accident."
"Yeah, I know, but still... what I said..." she sighed deeply.
"Mom, let's forget about it, or let's just say it was a dream. Okay?"
She sighed again and, with her high-pitched voice, said "Okay." and with that, simply reclined and stopped moving.
Tom was still as hard as a rock, having seen most of his mother's breasts in the gaping cleavage. He was now holding his cock with both hands, trying to relive the accidental contact as vividly as possible. He tried to move as slowly as he could, but he knew he wouldn't be able to wait long before reaching an orgasm. He prayed that his mother was sleeping when he arched under the blankets, trying to catch most of his sperm in his hands. He got up again in the darkness and went to the bathroom to clean himself up.
Alexa, next to him, heard and saw everything. She closed her eyes tightly and tried to ignore the fact that she was hearing her son masturbating. When he arched upwards, she looked with one eye and saw his hands tenting the blankets as they held his cock. So. Fucking. Big. Alexa had seen, tasted and fucked many cocks in her life, but nothing even close to this big. "He's probably even bigger than my Trusty Black..." she couldn't help thinking. Her "Trusty Black" was her biggest dildo, roughly ten inches long.
As she looked at him walking right in front of her she could discern his cock, still hard and bouncing with his every step. "Shit..." she said, trying her best to ignore the hot and wet feeling between her thighs. "No, no, no... this is bad... I can't feel that way about my son!" Yet, she sorely wished that she had brought Trusty Black with her on this trip. Feeling it's girth in her pussy or even her ass would be wonderful right about now. The first time she had managed to fit it in her ass, a few months ago, had been a powerful experience. "But no!" she bit her lower lip and closed her eyes. "This is crazy!"
Both of them eventually found sleep, Tom contented with his climax, Alexa frustrated by her refusal to masturbate while thinking about her son. The thought that Tom was masturbating while thinking about her didn't even cross Alexa's mind. To her, he was just a normal horny teenager. He would never think of his mother like that. So the next morning she decided not to change into something more proper than her nightgown.
When Tom woke up and saw his mother up and around wearing that nightgown, he decided to fake being sleeping a while longer. She had worn it once or twice around him in the past, but always with a bra and panties. Today, it looked positively sexy. When she moved into the sunlight, it turned it almost transparent and Tom could see just about everything. Alexa was shaven, or else her pubic hair was very, very pale gold. He could see her huge breasts moving around freely, their mass and girth swinging back and forth with her every step. They seemed to be capped with pale pink nipples, but the double thickness lapel made that harder to detect.
He finally turned around and waited for his erection to go down before reaching for his boxers and getting up. He knew he was taking a risk by wearing nothing but his boxers, but he took it. He knew his brain was awash with lust, but he didn't care. He gave his mother a kiss on the cheek and sat down next to her before fixing himself a bowl of cereal. Distracted by her cleavage and the fact that one of the lapels was gaping dangerously, Tom put the milk jug directly on the side of his mother's bowl.
When the bowl spilled all over Alexa's lap, Tom's first and very quick reaction was to lean towards her and try to grab the falling bowl. Alexa's own slower reaction was to lean forward and get up. The timing was as unbelievable as yesterday's incident, and had similar results. In a flash, Tom found his head buried between his mother's breasts, the smooth and silky skin of her breasts covering his entire face. When her upwards movement continued, it pulled him up higher and his chin got caught in the fabric for a few seconds.
When she did finally pull away, she immediately turned around and went to the bathroom. Tom stayed in the kitchen, stunned beyond words. He stared thoughtlessly at the falling milk, a huge dumb grin on his face. Never in his life had he thought that breasts could be so soft and wonderful. When his mother cried his name, Tom woke up from his sensual trance and grabbed the bowl.
A few minutes later he brought her another gown and she grabbed it from the bathroom. This time she had been hiding behind the door and Tom couldn't see anything. Then again, she hadn't see his hard cock poking out from his boxers. Before she could clean herself and come out, Tom put on some jeans and a shirt.
When Alexa got out of the bathroom, she was smiling "Damn... I don't know if it's because we're in Japan, but these accidents are... weird!" Tom prayed that she wouldn't look at his thighs, given that his long cock was clearly visible going down his pants. Not fully soft yet, it created a visible shape under the fabric. But she didn't look. At all. Tom wondered if she really was as dumb as she looked right now. To his surprise, his mom didn't talk about the accidental contact.
After they finished cleaning up, they opened the blinds and saw the dreadful weather. Soon they decided that they would stay indoors and probably enjoy the pool downstairs. In the bathroom, Alexa put on her swimsuit and looked at herself in the mirror. "Ok, still ok. I really have to replace it after this trip though." Squinting, she leaned forward and thought she could see a hint of her nipples through the very thin fabric. "In any case... who would look there. I'm only here to spend a good time with my son."
When his mom removed her terrycloth robe and he could see her wearing her wicked swimsuit, Tom knew he would have to get in the water quickly. He knew his mom called that swimsuit her "proper one", compared to her sexy red bikini. And while it wasn't as intensely and ridiculously sexy as the bikini, the black one piece swimsuit wasn't exactly proper either.
It probably would have been on the body of a normal woman, but his mother didn't have a normal body. First and most obviously her breasts: they stretched the poor fabric beyond its limits, and the thin spandex did absolutely nothing to hide the fact that Alexa had massive breasts. Round, very high and thrusting forward more than should be possible, they couldn't possibly be hidden or attenuated by a swimsuit. And those colossal breasts turned what would otherwise be an appropriately sized suit into one that was too small.
The upward tension created by her breasts turned the suit's proper cut over her hips into a lot less proper one. It enhanced his mother's nicely flaring hips, and the elastic bands also cut two deep creases on her asscheeks, splitting them almost exactly in half. Most of her very rounded buttocks were visible, and the fact that the suit was digging so deep in the firm spherical flesh only enhanced their curves. On either side of that crease, her flesh surged. And finally, of course, the too tight swimsuit highlighted a very nice camel toe each and every time.
As he jumped into the pool, Tom grinned, thinking that despite the rain, this trip was already wonderful! What looked like a relaxed and rather intimate day where mother and son would be alone together suddenly changed. A few minutes after they began swimming, a contingent of young kids appeared and jumped into the pool with them. When the kids began to play marco-polo, Tom and Alexa didn't have much of a choice: either they would play or be forced to get out. They decided to play along.
Of course, they tried their best to avoid the kids and get the blindfold, but from time to time they got hit and had to play. Every time Alexa avoided being touched, she jumped up and down. But given that the water only went up to her waist, her breasts bounced with her, making a show Tom couldn't miss.
And quite a few of the fathers around the pool noticed it as well. Tom felt both proud and jealous of the looks his mom got, especially from one of the fathers who looked more intently at her. At one point, while Alexa was walking blindfolded with her arms in front of her, the man stared at her breasts non-stop. A bit later, while Tom had to do his turn with the blindfold, he was worrying that the man would take the opportunity to ogle his mom once again. He moved around quite fast in the pool, trying to get rid of the blindfold quickly.
At the same time, his mother noticed the man and smiled at him. The man reddened and, probably because he had a wife nearby, stopped looking at her. Alexa was slightly disappointed, as she had briefly hoped that she could have seduced him for a quick fuck. She really needed to let some steam out, and that handsome man had seemed easy bait.
Just as she was turning around to see where her son was, Tom moved right towards her, his hands outstretched. Before he could stop himself, he closed his hands on his victim, confident that it was one of the kids' shoulders. It wasn't. When he felt the soft, pliable yet dense flesh of his mother's breasts, it took him a few seconds before being able to let go. As he heard his mother laughing out loud at his mistake, he released the impossibly supple breasts, the first and only two he had ever touched in his young life.
Alexa, once again, didn't even begin to imagine that Tom wold feel anything but embarrassment about the incident, and laughed as she hugged him. "Oh my! Another accident! What's up with the world today?" She asked, still laughing and hugging her son close against her breasts. Tom was going mad, and knew that she would feel his cock any second. Still reeling, Tom saw his mother put on his blindfold and begin to roam about crying "Marco!" as if nothing had happened.
But something had happened! He had closed his hands on his mother's unimaginably sexy breasts! He was now hard as a rock again, realizing that only twenty minutes ago his face had been buried between them! This was indeed crazy! Looking at his mom, a huge grin on her face as she played, Tom wondered again if she really was that naive.
And she was. Alexa, while trying to catch other kids, was only concerned with her own feelings. In her mind's eye, Tom was pure and angelic, with no sexual thoughts whatsoever about his mother. She, on the other hand, hadn't been able to forget about his monstrous cock. Even blindfolded, she knew that her nipples were very hard, poking what must be obvious mounds on top of her breasts.
She guessed that the stranger would get another eyeful, and hoped that it would provoke him into such lust that he would cheat on his wife with her. She even jumped up an few times, aware of the effect that would have on her breasts. Maybe he would agree to a blowjob? "Damn!" Alexa thought. "What I wouldn't give for a good face fucking! Feeling his hands on my head while he would ravage my mouth!" Little did she know that her nipples and jumping was also making the water around Tom boil from his hot blood.
After a while, mother and son both tired of the game and decided to get back to their room. They kept their bathing suits on, hoping for another opportunity to go to the pool later. Convinced that her suit was proper, Alexa moved around unconcerned about how sexy she could look. And while she stole a few glances at her son's cock, which sometimes was visible through his trunks even when soft, all Tom could do was not stare at her all the time.



They ate together, and Tom almost went mad seeing the drops of milk from his mother's glass falling on her breasts and slowly disappearing in the deep cleft between them. But no accidents happened. As they were both relaxing with their tablets, Tom in the only living room chair and his mother sitting in bed, Alex said "Tom, could you come here honey?"
"What's up?" he said as he got up, glad to feel that his cock was soft.
"Is this real?" she asked him.
Tom almost said "No" before arriving next to his mother. As he looked at the email she had received, he frowned and read slowly. "Did you buy a ticket for that?"
"Yes, a month ago..."
"Well, as far as I can see, it's legit!"
"What? I'm going to get a Tesla for a year?" Alexa cried out.
"Looks like it!"
Alexa stood up and danced in pure pleasure. Tom read the message again and recognized the local dealer's name and address, and it really seemed genuine. Looking up at his mother again, his heart began to beat faster. Her dance, mostly made up of big jumps, made her breasts bounce lewdly up and down again. And as he thought that the show couldn't get any better, the thin and tired material finally tore right between her breasts. In a flash his mother's breasts were freed and she bounced two more times before realizing what had happened.
During those delicious seconds, Tom's eyes grew wide as he discovered and delighted in the sight in front of him. Right in front of him, at most three feet away. He had stared at them for months, had buried his face between them and had touched them with his hands earlier today, but this unrestricted view was a new thing. And it was glorious. So large, so round, so full of life as they bounced, looking as if Alexa wasn't any older than he was... Damn, she really looked like a fantasy girl in a hentai animation. The two pink aureolas and pronounced nipples captured his attention and if she hadn't covered herself faster, he probably would have been hypnotized by them!
But Alexa did cover them before running to the bathroom, laughing all the way. From behind the door, she shouted "I won a Tesla for a year!", apparently unconcerned with her flashing. Then, a few moments later, she added "Could you bring me a shirt please?" Still shellshocked, Tom rummaged through her drawer and selected what seemed like his mother's sexiest blouse.
For the second time today, he knocked on the bathroom door to give his mother something to wear. When he saw his mother grasp the blouse and look at it, Tom froze, suddenly afraid that she would realize that he had chosen this one. The sexiest one, mostly transparent. But she didn't. She just thanked him and closed the door. A minute later she asked, still in the bathroom, "Are you sure about this blouse?"
"Yeah, no problem mom..."
"Ok then." she replied with her piping voice.
When she got out, Tom broke the world record for willpower by not reacting. His sexy mom had pulled her swimsuit down to her hips and only had her transparent blouse above. Somehow, she seemed a thousand times sexier than she had, fully topless, a minute ago. Seeing those breasts sway, jiggle, bounce, rebound, bob and jostle against one another as she walked almost made him go mad.
Alexa, slightly surprised by her son's choice of blouse, only saw it as a confirmation that he wasn't seeing her as a woman, only as a mother. She had seen the effect of this strange combination of a half-off swimsuit and a transparent blouse in the mirror, but never thought that Tom would react to it. In fact, she walked right up to him and jumped up once or twice again, happy about the Tesla. After that, she said "Well, now I'll have to go and buy a new swimsuit."
"In this weather?" Tom asked.
"Bah, I have an umbrella." Was his mother's reply.
A few minutes later, after having changed into something that was actually more proper, she headed out. Tom grabbed the discarded blouse and placed it against his face to take a long sniff of his mom's scent. To think that this fabric was right against her nude breasts... Tom knew he had a few hours before his mom came back and decided that this would be the best time to release a lot of his sexual tension.
He grabbed his tablet, his earphones and his bottle of lube before heading for the shower. Careful not to slip on the ceramic steps, he walked all the way down and looked around for a good spot. Finding nothing that was perfect, he simply sat down on the floor, his back against the wall. It was strange to be facing the stairs, but he was all alone and didn't worry. He plugged the earphones and placed the tablet on the floor. Dropping a long line of lube on his cock with one hand, he spread it all over his cock with the other, beginning to masturbate slowly.
With his other hand, he loaded up a very good hentai movie and installed the tablet next to him. Despite the animation, Tom wanted to take his time and stretch this pleasure slowly. Soon he felt his ass slipping on the ceramic because of all the lube that spilled over, but all that it did is add a little extra sensation. Wrapping his big sack with his lubed hand, he played with his balls to give a bit of a break to his cock before coming all the way back up his huge cock. Alternating between watching his hentai and his cock, Tom zoned out.
Alexa spent quite a while in the only store that was nearby and got out slightly disappointed but with a new swimsuit. It wasn't as nice as her other one, but it would have to do. When a strong gust of wind flipped her umbrella over itself, the shaft folded sideways. Her umbrella ruined in the pouring rain, Alexa cursed and had to run the last two blocks to her hotel. She hurried to the elevator and sprinted to her room. Fumbling with the keys, cold and drenched to the bone, she moaned when the door finally opened.
With the bathroom right next to the door, Alexa didn't take the time to look inside and only said "I'm going to take a shower!" believing that Tom was in the small kitchen. She closed the bathroom door behind herself and undressed quickly, shivering. She half ran to the stairs and, well, simply went too fast. She slipped on the first step and the only thing she could do to prevent from falling on her ass was to skip three stairs and try to regain her balance on the last one.
She didn't succeed. Going very fast, her feet as wet as the rest of her body, she slipped again and ended up flat on her ass, sliding right towards Tom. Alexa barely had time to see him there, saw that he was naked, masturbating his giant cock. All she had time to say was "Tom! Move away!"
Tom, as it happened, has had his eyes half closed for the past two minutes, lost in his pleasure. He was sitting right on the floor, his legs opened wide. He didn't hear his mom coming in a lot earlier than he had thought and opened his eyes just as she was slipping towards her. On her back, her legs in the air, his eyes focused on her displayed pussy and he never had time to move.
As luck would have it, mother and son were perfectly aligned and in a great crash, Tom's fully lubed cock slipped all the way inside his mother's pussy. Alexa cried out in surprise, pain and most of all, deeply satisfying pleasure. Tom's reflexes, despite bing a virgin, made him grasp his mother's hips, holding her right there, impaled on his cock. Breathlessly, laughing a crazy laugh, Alexa said "Oh gods, this takes the cake!" After a moan of pleasure, she added "This is not really happening! Fuck!" she laughed again nervously.
When she tried to push against the side of the bath against which Tom had been leaning, her feet slipped and all her efforts accomplished was that Tom's cock slipped half-way out before he pulled her all the way back against him. They both moaned this time. "Tom!" she said, laughing. "Let me go! This is just an accident..." But Tom couldn't let her go. He bent over her and began to fuck her pussy before his naive mom said "Come now sweetie... You can stop playing now."
Alexa was trying to remain cool, but she was burning with pleasure. She tried her best not to let it show, but sooner or later Tom would realize that she wasn't pushing him off. And then he would think that she was a bad mother. But damn! That huge cock inside her... She wrapped her legs around his waist, enjoying his quick pounding before finally releasing him and pushing him off. "Ok now, playtime's over honey!" she said with her high pitched voice.
She did pull away from him, but gasped as his cock left her pussy. Shit that had been good. But she couldn't let her baser instincts soil her perfect angelic little boy! Not even realizing that the floor beneath them was covered with lube, she pushed off against the bath and got on all fours. Big mistake. The next she knew, Tom had also pushed himself off of the bath and his big cock slipped all the way back inside her.
Her upper body crashing on the floor, Alexa gasped and moaned her pleasure loudly. She felt her big breasts sliding against the floor and shaking with her son's thrusts. "Shit," she thought. "He's not thinking right, it's just animal instincts..." Alexa still couldn't see that her son was enjoying this as much as he could.
Staring at his mom's upturned ass, as well as her breasts on either side of her small frame, Tom grasped her hips firmly and pounded her hard. When his mother said "Tom, cut it out, you crazy teenager!", still laughing nervously, Tom barely heard her. He was having the time of his life, loosing his virginity to his own mother, whose body incarnated all of his fantasies. Even her little moans were hentai perfect!
He felt his mother twisting again and managing to pull away from his cock. But she slipped and raised her ass again trying to get away. Tom drove forward as hard as he could but slipped as well. This time though his cock ended up an inch higher than before. For that precious moment when his cock opened its very first anus, time seemed to slow down for him. Tom felt his mother's asshole resisting briefly, his cock bowing very slightly against it before Alexa's body relaxed and he exploded into her. Gasping, he looked down and saw his cock buried halfway inside his mother's ass.
Alexa cried out in pain, but her scream turned into a long groan of pleasure. Tom's cock, as big as it was, was more than lubricated enough to slip inside her, especially given all the fun she'd had with her Trusty Black. "Tom!" she cried, hoping that her overwhelming lust didn't show through her words. "Now this is really getting out of hand... You can't see me like this, can't hear me moaning... Stop it!" she said again, more embarrassed at the thought that he would discover her pleasure than any repulsion to being fucked by her son. When she felt him push all those amazing inches all the way inside her ass, she gasped again, crying out in pleasure. "You can't do that, you can't really want to—"
"Of course I do Mom..." Tom interrupted her. "I've been wanting to fuck you for a long time. You're the hottest, sexiest woman on the planet and my cock has kept growing and growing as I thought of you naked and fucking me like this."
Hearing these words completely shattered Alexa's view of her son. If her mental image of him hadn't been updated in many years, she suddenly realized that he was a healthy young man with a huge cock and that he wanted her badly. As she felt her son's cock twitching deep inside her, Alexa felt herself melting from all the lust and pent up hunger. As he fucked her ass, she felt her asshole stretching to his girth and her bowels adapting to his length. Her moans lengthened as well and her cries got louder and louder. She was getting sodomized by her sweet boy and his mammoth cock, and she was loving every single inch and minute of it.
All of a sudden she said "Fuck me harder then... Push your fucking horse's cock all the way inside mommy's asshole, my sweet son!" As he did, she began crying "Fuck!" faster and faster, groaning in pain as he hilted himself inside her with every stroke. She silently thanked god for her hours of play with her "Trusty Friend", which allowed her to take that cock without dying!
Kneeling behind his mother, his perfect hentai fantasy, Tom's eyes were glued to the junction between his thick tool and his mom's asshole, watching in glee as she took all of him with apparent ease. Then, doing something he'd seen in a hentai he pulled his cock out, pushed it slightly lower and impaled his mom's pussy. The change made his legs feel weak from the intense pleasure. Alexa gasped "Tom! You're not supposed to do that!"
"Oh, sorry mom!" he said, before pulling out and up to her ass again.
She groaned and cried out as he pushed himself all the way inside her ass. Alexa said "Well, now it was too late, so—"
"OK then." Tom said as Alexa collapsed on the wet floor with only her ass in the air. Tom, misunderstanding her, pulled his cock out and drove himself back into her pussy.
Alexa bit her lower lip, enjoying this naughty and dirty pleasure immensely, a dumb grin on her face as she abandoned any notion of telling him why he wasn't supposed to do that. Despite this being his first time, despite the fact that he was loosing his virginity to his mother and despite the fact that his mother looked like his best fantasy, Tom lasted a long while. Eventually though, after alternating between her ass and pussy many times, he stared to buck in too much pleasure. He gripped her hips more strongly and fucked her ass until he filled her with sperm.
Alexa was shaken by his lust and his climax triggered hers as well. They cried and moaned together, him thrilled beyond words by his first climax in a girl, her because she acknowledged that she had been repressing an incest fetish for a long time. When his cum overfilled and ran down her inner thigh, Alexa shivered and her orgasm peaked again.
Soon, Tom was exhausted and pulled out of his mom's ass. He fell on his side, looking at the profoundly sexy sight of her mom on all four, her dripping asshole winking at him. Alexa turned around and helped her son up. He was still rock hard, and Alexa was far from being done. She opened the shower and washed him thoroughly, making sure his cock was perfectly clean. She then lay back on the bath's wall, balancing herself with her legs wide opened.
Tom, seeing this, walked towards her and prepared to fuck her pussy again. Suddenly he had another idea. He moved next to her head and straddled the bath wall. When his mother, intrigued by his position, tilted her head backwards to look at him, Tom pushed his cock downwards. When she opened her mouth to talk, he pushed his cock inside her. All the fucking way down her throat. After seeing it so many times in animation, he never even hesitated, sure that his mother could take him.
Alexa's legs jumped up in surprise as she felt him invading her throat without warning. Barely able to position herself correctly, she felt him grabbing her breasts forcefully. When she pulled out long seconds later, she only had time to breathe before he pushed himself back in. Grinning like a madman, not even realizing how crazy it was to deepthroat an actual woman and not a animated girl, Tom leaned all the way forward.
When Alexa felt her son's mouth on her shaven pussy, she stopped worrying about his cock in her throat. "Fuck it!" she thought. "I'll just have to tap him to let him know when I need to breathe." Giving her boyfriends such deepthroats had always been a rare and special treat, and none of them had been remotely as big as her son! But the overwhelming pleasure of this extremely intense 69 made her forget about those lesser men.
Wrapping her long legs around his head, she crushed him against her pussy, forcing him to drive his tongue deep inside her. After tapping on his hip and taking a deep breath, Alexa contracted her body and writhed under her son as she felt her climax exploding. She had never climaxed twice in such a short time, and she knew that the incest thing and the ravaging deepthroat were more than enough explanations!
Tom felt his mother's throat relaxing as she buckled, so he fucked her even faster, hearing her gagging and making gargling sounds. As her pussy became hotter and exploded a lot of her juices all over his face, he grinned and drove his cock all the way inside her, crushing his balls against her nose. He came again, shooting all of his remaining sperm directly into her stomach. The amount of pleasure he was feeling broke all the previous records he had set after long rounds of masturbation.
A few moments later he pulled away from his mom, satisfied with the powerful gasp she made. She was red faced, gasping for breath as she sat next to him. She also had the sexiest of smiles and looked as contented as he guessed he looked himself. Mother and son shared a long look, both trying to understand what had happened so quickly. Tom wondered what life back home would be like after this, and Alexa was already considering moving to Japan permanently and becoming her son's dedicated wife. Glancing at her son's still hard cock, glistening with her saliva, she grinned and said "Ready for a third orgasm, sweet son of mine?" Tom took a deep breath and grinned.
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"Get up from that lazy butt of yours!" screamed my sister from downstairs. I had been alone in the house, playing LoL in my room for hours. When I heard the front door open, I knew Peach had come home. Peach wasn't her real name, obviously, but one given to her by a boyfriend long ago. Soon the name stuck with her friends, and even our older sister Aria used it from time to time. I dared to only once, and stopped when faced with her withering stare. Our parents even used it once in a while, but never understood why we laughed and Peach squirmed. You see, Peach had her nickname because her perfect ass looked like the rounded curves of a firm peach. I always called her Peach in my mind.
Anyway, that's besides the point. I had no idea why Peach would ask me to get off my butt, but I would soon find out. Peach burst into my room without knocking, and I thanked my luck that she hadn't come earlier. In fact, a quick glance under my desk revealed that one of the tissues I had used was still on the floor, probably glued there. In any case, she didn't notice it. "Get up big brother!" she said, a strange expression on her face. I turned around briefly, but kept my focus on the nearly done game. Peach was back from her daily run, and was dressed accordingly: black spandex from ankles to neck. As usual, I could detect a sports bra, but no panties. Damned little tease. She repeated "I said get up!"
"What's your problem?" I asked, irritated.
"Forget about that game, I have a favour to ask you!"
"Asking me a favour by shouting at me, calling me lazy and interrupting my game? Some nerve!" I replied, knowing the game was... and there it was. Another victory.
"You done now?"
"Yes, I am." I turned around fully, resisting the temptation to look at her body. She was damned fine. Both my sisters were, even though they were incredibly different. Peach took after mom; lithe, tall with an all natural, all genetic athletic build. Aria, instead, took after dad, but it worked. It worked damned well. She was smaller than Peach, but with a lot more curves: hips, thighs and breasts that would put most women to shame. I shook my head and tried to focus on Peach. "What do you want?"
"I want you to get in shape!" she said, with that strange expression on her face again. She seemed somewhat angry, determined and tried to cover it with a smile.
"What? What the..."
"I mean it! It's almost midsummer and by September, you have to be in great shape!" she said, adding a winning smile after that.
I paused, looked at her for a bit, unable to figure what she had in mind. "What the fuck is going on?"
To my surprise, Peach took a deep breath and sighed as she let herself fall backwards on my bed. She groaned before explaining herself. "I took a bet. With Jennifer. Oh... that was such a bad idea!"
"A bet? About me?" I asked, dumbfounded. Jennifer was Peach's best friend, another very hot girl with a passion for training. They were both instructors at our local gym. She barely knew I existed, ignoring Peach's gamer brother as if I didn't exist. This bet didn't feel good. At all. "What did you do? What did you bet?"
"Shit!" another sigh. "I bet Jen that I was such a good trainer that could get even you into great shape in four months. Three and a half to be more precise."
"What the fuck would you do that for?" I asked.
"I don't know... I thought I could... But now, seeing you sprawled on your chair in front of your game..."
"You're crazy! Even ignoring your talents as a trainer, why do you think I'd even accept?"
And then my sister giggled. Looking at her as she lay on my bed, I could see her breasts, a large B cup at best, jiggle on her chest. "Well, I told Jen that if I succeeded, she'd have to go out with you on a date."
"The fuck? You think I wanna go on a date with her?" I replied, stunned.
"Hahaha... Yeah right. I know you may not like her or the way she treats you, but I see you looking at her. You'd really say no to a date with her?"
"Well... I do have a decent amount of principles and integrity..." I replied, weakly.
Peach lifted her head from the bed and looked up, genuinely puzzled. "Really?"
"Yeah... I do. But, maybe, not that much!"
Peach laughed, before getting up. "So you'll do it?"
"No way!" Her face fell. It was almost comical.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that I'd like a date with her, but not if it forces me to starve myself, not play video games, abuse my body and work out hours everyday. She's hot, but there's more to life than a single date with a hot girl, a date that wouldn't amount to anything else afterwards in any case."
"Hmmm. Shit."
Peach jumped back on my bed, on her stomach this time. As she was thinking about my answer, I glanced at that perfect ass of hers. Pretty much identical to Jennifer, in fact. I'd eat that ass. Either of them in fact, sister or not. Damn! I even felt a tingle in my cock, looking at her now. But suddenly it hit me and I asked her : "Er, what happens if you lose?"
Another groan, as she buried her face in my pillow. "I have to record a video of me telling the entire world that she's the greatest trainer in the world, much better than I will ever be, and post it on Facebook. Crap!"
"Nothing worse?" I said, smiling, staring at her ass while she couldn't see me.
"That's utterly bad!" was her quick reply as she turned to look at me. And then, a quick "And stop staring at my ass, pervert!" But her tone was light.
In fact it was an old joke, and I replied with my usual. "If you don't want me staring, don't wear those pants."
I was expecting her to shake her head, but her eyes got bigger as an idea bloomed in her head. "Think about it brother! A date with Jen, with an ass nearly as nice as mine! Think about it, imagine it, picture it in your mind!" She was grinning again.
I couldn't exactly tell her that I didn't need to see Jen's ass given that hers was right there. "Nah... Sorry sis, it's too much work for a meaningless date. Besides, you know I won't get to do more than look."
"Fuck!" she buried her face in the pillow once more. But suddenly she lifted it again and said "What if she—" then stopped, before adding "Staring at my ass again?" Peach laughed. "Come on big brother... you know there are websites with nice asses all over the web." She laughed and tsk'ed me, but not with malice. Peach had always been sweet with me, which has not been the case for Aria. Once she had caught me staring at her generous cleavage and had screamed her outrage. I think Peach took my stolen glances as compliments, which, in fact, they were. That was part of it, at least.
Still on my bed, with her ass still on display despite her comments, Peach's expression changed. I could see it on her face: she'd had an idea. I didn't know if I should be worried. "What I'm about to tell you needs to remain absolutely private. Understood?"
I thought she wanted to spill something about Jen, but in fact it turned out quite different. "Ok sis, I can keep a secret."
"You like to stare at my ass?"
"What? Are you high?"
"Just answer the question, lazy brother!" she was now grinning, and looked like a wolf ready to pounce.
"Er... Sure, of course... You knew that!"
"Yes. So here's the deal. If you agree to train with me for the next three and a half month, I'll let you stare at my ass as long as you want. I'll even wear sexier clothes while we train."
"What? Are you serious? You'd really do that... you'd do that instead of recording that video? Wow, that's quite an ego, sis!" I laughed, but it was to cover my nervousness.
"You bet! So, interested? Think this ass," and she gave it a slap, making its firm flesh bounce, "can motivate you into great shape?"
"You are positively crazy, Peach!" I dared use the name, given the circumstance.
She opened her mouth in surprise, then grinned. "Oh you want that peach right here?" she asked, slapping her ass again. "You want that? Well get off your own ass and put on some gym shorts and a tee-shirt. We're going running."
She then left my room without waiting for an answer. Stunned that it had happened so fast. I cried out "Now?"
"Of course! Let me change and we'll hit the street!" she replied from her own room.
Five minutes later, we were outside in the driveway and Peach simply began running. She had spent the last hour running, but that wouldn't stop her. I followed her, still utterly stunned by what was going on. Then again, I immediately enjoyed my reward. Peach was wearing the same black camisole top with a sports bra, but now had a pair of very short spandex shorts, no panties. Fuck she looked good! I could feel the beginning of an erection as I followed her, and wondered if this wasn't going to cause problems. I was only 19 years old (Peach was 18), and fully aware that erections could happen regardless of the situation.
Soon enough, I fell into a sort of trance as I ran. I was nearly hypnotized by the sight of her cheeks bouncing up and down, twisting sideways slightly with each step. She was essentially naked. I had never seen her run with those shorts before, and they looked like black body paint. They even ran up very tightly in her crack instead of stretching taut between her buttocks. She was essentially naked except for the colour. Despite my arousal, my erection didn't grow fully, and it was just barely uncomfortable.
What soon became uncomfortable was my exhaustion. I really was in bad shape. I said a quick "Peach!" as I stopped, bent over, trying to regain my breath. She came back and stopped really close to me. She turned her back to me, saying, innocently "I'll give you two minutes, then we run back home." I could see her legs very close to me, and eventually realized that I was seeing the back of her thighs. When I turned my head, I found her ass right next to my face. Fuck it looked good! Despite my exhaustion, my cock responded, twitching in my tight shorts. I was maybe 6 inches away, actually too close to see it properly, but I didn't complain. The sin of her thighs was covered with a fine sheet of sweat, making them glow in the sunlight. "Fuck..." I breathed. "Fuck... damn that's a nice ass!" Peach laughed, then slapped my own ass before starting to run again. Shaking my head, I ran after her and tried to find that trance-like state liker earlier.
When we came back home, I went inside to change into my swimsuit and quickly dove in the pool. Peach and I were still alone, and as I relaxed in the pool, I head her voice from the upstairs bathroom window. "Are you sure about this? You really wanna try?"
"Well, why not... I do want to get in shape, and this is probably the best way to get there..."
Two minutes later she walked out of the house with her tiny red bikini. I stopped swimming and came to the edge of the deck, looking up at her. "Peach, you're absolutely gorgeous... I don't know if this type of compliments is part of our deal, but I don't care." I knew I was red-faced and very nervous, but I thought it would be well received. It was.
"Ah... Thanks brother. And, you know, that special permission to stare at my ass can be extended even when we're not training, but only when we're alone..."
With that she placed a towel on the deck, right next to the pool, and lay on her stomach. I spent the next fifteen minutes staring at her entire body as if my life depended on it. When she turned on her side with her ass facing me, which was probably very uncomfortable, I got an extra five minutes to look at her ass with her curves accentuated. "My turn for a question now... Are you sure you don't mind your big brother ogling you like a pervert?"
Peach turned around, on her other side to look at me. "To tell you the truth, I never minded. Sure it's strange, but what's the harm in looking?" As I was grinning, she continued "You know we're not done for today, right? That was just a twenty minute run, in other words a warm-up. In five minutes you're coming out and we'll start working on your abs."
"Aw..." I groaned.
And so five minutes later I was on my back on the grass, trying to get to twenty-five sit-ups. It was relatively fun, though, as Peach was squatting at my feet, holding them down, pushing her smallish breasts in a very advantageous position. They looked bigger, and seemed to grow each time I came back up. After that it was push-ups, with Peach kneeling right in front of me. Every time I was up, I could look at her long, firm thighs. From up close, very close. Then we went through a series of stretching exercises, with me trying to mirror her movements. Slightly out of breath, I said "Looking at you, I'm beginning to understand why you're so popular at the gym..."
"Pfff... Silly boy! I don't go there wearing my bikini for all the perverts!" she replied, winking at me with a smile. "Stretch! Go lower!"
About an hour later she finally said we were done. I knew she had seen my semi-erect cock through my swimsuit a few times, but she didn't seem to mind. She joined me in the pool for a few laps as I simply lay there exhausted. Contrary to my relationship with Aria, Peach and I had always been friendly. Sure she teased my about my gaming and I sometimes let her know what I thought about some of her boyfriends. On the other hand, we never really hung together. Nevertheless, those twenty or so minutes in the pool after training were surprisingly pleasant. Maybe it was because I could be honest with my glances or compliments, but we really connected. When she climbed out, glistening with dripping water and sexy as hell in the sun, she turned and looked at me "Now, remember: your entire body will be really tense tomorrow morning. Don't worry, it's normal. But know this: we will train anyway. If you're nice, I may even massage you before so as to ward off the worse of the pain."
"Don't worry about me, I'll be up for it." I replied, slightly afraid of being sore.
"Yeah... Hopefully not too, ahem... up, for it." was Peach's reply, with another wink.
"Shut up!" I replied, laughing. The little minx was talking about my cock.
She was laughing as well as she went back inside the house. I did my best to stretch in the pool, trying to prevent most of the soreness. In vain. When I woke up the next morning, everything hurt. From my ankles to my neck. I laughed, remembering that I had thought that about my sister's spandex. I groaned when I tried to sit up in bed. It hurt, it hurt bad. I suddenly heard Aria's voice form the corridor "He's up!" followed by Peach's muffled voice from downstairs. Aria came in my room, without knocking.
"Doesn't anybody knock in this house?"
Aria ignored my comment. She was already dressed for work: she spent most of her days at music camp, teaching young kids the rudiments of her art. Despite that type of work, and the clothes that went with it, I could still see the shape of her very large breasts and hips underneath. She said "Peach says that you have to get up now." And then she disappeared. Less than a minute later I heard her leaving the house. I then heard Peach running up the stairs (running!) to stop in my door frame.
"Ready, big brother?" She was leaning against the frame, making her left hip stand out sharply. Peach had nowhere near the generous and feminine hips of her older sister, but in this pose, with her tiny red bikini again, the effect was remarkable.
"Ready to stare at your glorious beauty in the morning light?" I was still sleepy, my head foggy.
"Oh... Thank you sweet brother. I meant ready for your massage?"
"Er, OK." I saw that she had a small vial of oil in her hand. "You're really going to massage me?"
"Sure! Didn't I say so?"
"Wearing that bikini?" I asked, knowing that my boxers would fail miserably at hiding my erection.
"Why not? Want me to go and change?" Peach asked, playfully.
"No! I mean no, no... It's alright."
"I thought so... pervert. getting turned on by his sister... sheesh! That's so bad!" she was laughing, and so was I.
"Well... don't be surprised when you ask me to turn around, OK?"
"What? Really?" she asked.
"Oh come on... You little tease!"
Peach laughed as I turned on my stomach. She climbed on my bed, straddled my thighs with her own and I felt her skin touch mine. When she began working her magic, I was in heaven. I was moaning and groaning, enjoying everything she was doing, from the nape of my neck to the sole of my feet. Softly, she said "There you go big brother... time to turn around." And so I did, keeping my eyes closed. I knew I was rock hard, and that it would be very, very obvious. Peach didn't say a word, but worked all over my chest, thighs and calves anyway. After a few minutes I opened my eyes and caught her looking at my cock. "Who's the pervert now?" I whispered. She recoiled in surprise, and I saw fear briefly appearing on her face. Then she grinned and laughed. "Guilty as charged! Sorry big brother... That wasn't part of the deal."
"Bah... If you're going to wake me every morning with a massage in that bikini, you can do anything you want with me."
"Good! That's good, big brother..." she said, accentuating the word big. We both laughed, dispelling the tension. "In that case, I'm going to ask you to run another twenty minutes again!"
"Aw crap..."
"Get up, change and drink a tall glass of orange juice. Then we'll run!"
Insanely, this became my routine for the next few weeks. When we'd be alone in the house, Peach would wake me up with a bikini-clad massage, we'd run for twenty or twenty five minutes, swim around a bit, she'd then let me see her ass as she sunbathed, cleavage as I did sit-ups, thighs as I did push ups and the most imaginable angles as we stretched and worked out in the back yard. It never became boring. Her naughty plan was working wonderfully well. Even after just three weeks I generally felt better, even if I was sore all the time. And Peach was happy. And we were growing a lot closer. It's as if the special physical intimacy opened the door to other types of intimacy. In these weeks, we've learned a lot more about each other. Even about usually private things. It was a very warm feeling, discovering my sister like this.
After 8 weeks, only 5 left until the arrival of Fall, Peach began worrying. I wasn't going to make it. Jen and her had set specific goals, and while my initial progress had been very good, things had slowed down. Despite all the stimulation, I was getting really tired of working hard and eating a strict diet. And, while I wouldn't say it, staring at her great ass and body every day for hours had lost some of its interest. Not much, grant you, but still... Peach knew we had to change something.
And the solution presented itself because of a special date with her boyfriend. She had talked to me about it for weeks, and when she came out of her room all dressed up for a fancy evening, I was shocked. It's strange how context can affect perception. I've spent the last 2 months with Peach nearly naked for hours everyday. That red bikini didn't hide much. But tonight, seeing her in her new dress all cleaned up, that was quite a shock. Later, I realized that it was her cleavage. Bikinis were nice and all, but I was learning that a nice push-up bra could do miracles. I spent the entire night thinking about her cleavage. I hadn't been a big fan of her make-up, or the way she had arranged her hair: an all natural look fit her a lot more, in my opinion. Yet that push up bra... Fuck! That night, and not for the first time, I masturbated myself to sleep thinking about my sister.
The following morning, there was no massage in bed. Peach had returned from her evening very, very late. I woke up first, broke my fast with the rest of the family and Peach was still sleeping when everybody left. I crashed in front of the TV, glad of a break this morning. Around 11, I heard Peach waking up, going to the bathroom and heading back to her room. I grinned and went up, carrying her bottle of oil. When I cracked the door to her room, I whispered her name. I smiled as I heard her croak a gravelly "Yeah?"



"Ready for our 45 minute run?"
"Forget it..." she managed to reply. "My head is still spinning!" she cried.
"Ooh. Did you drink water in the bathroom, just then?"
"Nope."
A minute later, I was back in her room with a huge glass of water for her. "You're dehydrated... You should know better, miss trainer."
"Pfff..." she said, reaching for the glass.
It was still very dark in her room, but I saw the silhouette of her right breast as she reached for the glass. I pushed my luck "Feel like getting a massage?"
"Oh gods yes! Would you?"
"Of course... You've given me one nearly each morning, all summer long."
"Oh, wait... I'm naked." she said, smiling a lazy smile. "Throw me my underwear."
Looking around, I found her magical green bra and panties, and couldn't help but steal a long look at the bra. "There you go." I said.
"Ha! You liked that bra from yesterday, didn't you?" she asked, grinning.
"Er, well..." I mumbled.
"Cut it out! I saw your eyes bulge last night! Crazy, no? Given that you've been staring at my breasts in a bikini everyday..."
"Well, not quite the same effect."
"I know... But it won't work for a massage. Take the blue one in the second drawer."
It wasn't a super sexy bra, but it wasn't a huge sports bra either. "There you go again."
"You have the oil?" she asked while putting her underwear under the blankets.
I spent the next half hour massaging, caressing, enjoying and revelling in my sister's tight body. Gradually she came back to her usual self and soon we were chatting. When she turned on her back and I did her front, she glanced at my hard cock through my boxers. "Even after two months? Thanks, bro!" she grinned.
"Thank you, Peach. Three months ago, could you have imagined that I would give you a full body massage in your bed, wearing nothing but flimsy underwear?"
"Nope, never. I'll have to thank Jen for that!" she laughed.
"Thank her for me as well! I got the better of this deal, sis! I think I'm going to miss these mornings and special staring permissions once Fall gets here."
She looked at me, from between her breasts, with a soft smile as I massaged her thighs. "Me to, big brother." After a brief pause, she said "Think you could do 35 sit ups this morning?"
"Aw... No way. I'm sorry if I'm not getting better fast enough. I'm going to die before getting to 35."
"Shit... All that hard work..." And then, just like what happened at the very beginning of this crazy bet, her face changed, and I knew she'd had an idea. "Hmmm, just how much do you like my green bra?"
"Er, quite a lot, why?"
"Give me thirty minutes, and meet me in the backyard, already warmed-up. Think you can jog alone today?"
"Maybe, yes, just today..." I replied, a half-smile on my face. Fixing her ass while I jogged had become a wonderful combo.
"Ok, see you then!"
When I ran into our backyard, a bit sweaty but not drenched like I was at first, I stopped dead in my tracks. Peach was standing in the yard, with her green lingerie. And while, in absolute fact, her red bikini exposed more skin, I was nonetheless shocked. Shocked at just how sexier she looked. Fuck! I felt a buzz in my lower belly and had to refrain from growling out loud. My body, flushed with hormones from the run, knew what it wanted. "Come here and do 35 sit-ups. Right here and now. I know you can do them." And so I came. So to speak, at least. I was used to those sexy sit-ups, bringing my face near to her bikini cleavage. And so I sped through the first twenty sit-ups as usual: Peach was squatting and holding my feet down. But this morning, I made it to 27 a lot easier, staring into that wonderful cleavage.
When I began to groan with each repetition, Peach repositioned herself. She moved in much closer, sitting herself on my feet and holding my thighs with her hands. And she leaned in. When I came up for my 28th, I was really, really close to her breasts. I had become used to being maybe ten inches away, but now it was three. Very fucking close. 29, 30, 31, all the same. I had never broken 30 before, and had four to go. As I went back down, I said "What if I can..." then paused as I got up, then added "touch them?" as I rose for my 32nd.
"I'm not gonna move until you reach 35."
I rose for my 33rd and reached as much forward as I could. Maybe one inch away. As I fell, tuckered out but convinced I could reach them, I took a quick deep breath and pulled up again. And so, for the first time, I kissed the inner swell of my sister's left breast. Down, then back up again, and I licked her right breast from the exposed base until it flared out on her chest. When I crashed down after that, Peach said "Keep going brother... If you can reach them again, I'll hold your head there for a few seconds." My eyes bulged wide opened and I tried again. I was experiencing more pain than ever before, but I knew I had to do it. And so I did. And Peach kept her promise. For those few very quick seconds, I had my face buried in her cleavage.
Peach didn't have very large breasts, but she was wearing a bra that made them seem much larger, was bent forward, arms in front to hold me, and, most of all, she was my sister. I had my face buried between her breasts, kissing and licking as much skin as I could find, even darting my tongue under that magnificent bra. Instead of letting me fall back down afterwards, she gently guided me, following me most of the way. She ended up nearly on all fours above me in her sexy lingerie, my hard cock obvious and my saliva all over her cleavage. "There you go..." she whispered as I trembled, for many different reasons. "I knew you had it in you, brother!" I was in so much pain, and my brain was still overwhelmed. I only managed a little smile.
A bit later, when I managed to get up, she had dried her cleavage with a towel and was walking back towards me, grinning. Still worried, I asked "Are you sure about this Peach?"
"About what?" she asked, apparently genuinely puzzled.
"Well, I mean... about... my face in..."
And then my sister, my sweet sister who had allowed me to kiss her breasts, began laughing. "You worry too much, bro. Are you enjoying this... whatever this is?"
"Of course!" I briefly looked at my shorts, where my erection was plainly visible.
"Do you believe you're forcing me into this?"
"Well, no, but—".
She interrupted me "Know one thing, brother. I'm not going to do anything I might truly regret for that bet. And the same goes for you." she said, leaning in close to my ear to whisper "The moment you don't want to kiss my breasts, just let me know and I'll stop you."
We laughed again and spent the rest of our two hours together having a lot of fun despite the pain. The lingerie helped. A lot in fact. It's strange how human motivation can work, sometimes. We made sure to be decent before anyone would come back home, and I spent the evening relaxing, preparing for tomorrow. In my bed, as I was getting ready to finally masturbate to images of my mouth on Peach's breasts, she opened the door. On all fours on my bed, she leaned in and whispered "Tomorrow morning, you're going to do the full hour jogging with me. I'll give you something to look at... Believe me you'll want to follow me."
And so I did. I did get my morning massage, with her red bikini again. But I did get the feeling that I was feeling more of her body. Usually she moved from top to bottom, but this morning, after having done my legs, she moved back up, sliding her own inner thighs around mine. When she worked on my back again, I could feel her skin gliding on mine. And while I was on my back, the feelings were even more intense. Once, when she reached down to get the bottle, one of her breasts grazed my belly. It had never happened before. An accident, perhaps? Before finishing, she leaned forward and used her entire forearms to massage my chest, forcing her breasts much closer to my skin.
After my shower, I met with her outside, and was really pleased to see that she was wearing a skirt. A very short skirt. "Ready to watch me run and bounce around with this?"
I grinned, shaking my head. "You little tease!"
"I'm only a tease if you don't get to see anything... What if I told you that I'm only wearing a g-string under it?"
I couldn't reply, and motioned her to run. We did our one hour. One full hour of jogging. It was mindbogglingly pleasant. When we ran through the part of the trail in the forest, I noticed that Peach began to jump and bounce around a lot more. So did her skirt. I could see most of her ass as she did, a lot more than her bikini revealed. There was a steep cliff near the end of the forested path, and usually it was hellishly difficult for me. But now, I was looking forward to it. Looking up her skirt as she ran all the way up, I was panting and grinning. Peach suddenly stopped, and said she had a small cramp in her thigh. She then proceeded to bend forward, stretching herself. And, obviously, showing me her ass completely. I stared at her, fascinated by the sight. She laughed as she resumed running, daring me to catch her.
That entire week was mesmerizing. Lingerie, skirts and g-strings fought with each other in my mind, and the breast-kissing sit-ups became the norm. Once, as she was holding me for the final gift, I felt my tongue reaching her nipple under her bra, feeling its taut, hard and excited flesh. I was briefly afraid that it would piss her off, but she simply smiled as she gently lay me down afterwards.
The next week was even more intense. Both more gruelling and wonderful. The early massages had once again become more than just fun: I truly needed them after what Peach put me through. But everything was becoming even sexier. It was otherworldly. At one point, she removed her g-string from under her skirt as we entered the forest for our jog. And then she sped up like the damned road-runner. But I caught up quick, amazed at the naked glances I was now allowed. When she reached the top of the cliff, she slowed down, allowing me even more. I saw her pussy flashing, confirming that she was mostly shaven.
When she paused at the edge of the forest, I expected her to put her g-string back on. Instead, she handed it to me and said "If you can get back home before me, I won't wear them for our entire jog tomorrow." And then she sprinted. But that was a miscalculation on her part. Speed had never been an issue for me. I was significantly taller than she was, and had always been a good sprinter. Long legs will give you that. And in the past few months she had given me a lot more endurance. We had about a ten minute run in front of us, at most. I passed by her after three minutes, and despite her best efforts, she couldn't catch up to me. And the next morning's jog was indeed panty-less. Which was amazing. After that morning jog, I had a very good idea of what her pussy looked like. Even more amazing, that panty-less run became the norm.
It was just crazy. Then, as the deadline drew nearer yet, Peach stepped up the craziness even more. Before we began our sit-ups, she said that if I hit 40, she'd remove her bra. And as magnificent as that bra was, I really wanted it off. By 32 I was kissing her breasts, not even slowing down. When I hit 39, groaning all the way, I didn't even bother trying to kiss her breasts, but forged on to 40. Peach was laughing as I crashed down after my 40th sit-up, and unclasped her bra. She placed her hands on her hips, grinning and red faced as I stared at her breasts. They were as stunning as I thought. They were not overly large, but they were still round and full, thrusting forward proudly. Laughing, she made them bounce left and right a few times as I stared at the pale pink aureolas and nipples. What Peach hadn't counted on was the fact that I had enough energy left for one last sit-up. She cried out as I sat up again and closed my lips around her left nipple. In reflex she placed her hands on my head, pulling me close. A few seconds later, she felt me shake and tremble and she guided me back down.
"Damn!" I said, pain threatening to overwhelm me, as much as pleasure.
"You sly devil!" Peach said, grinning and even redder. "Do you realize that you've now officially gone further than Matthew?
"What? Get out of here!" As crazy as things had been, it had not prepared me for the following conversation.
"I'm serious." She took a deep breath, but didn't reach for her bra. "In fact, we both want to go slow. I went too fast with Jordan, and I really don't want to make that mistake again."
"Oh..." I didn't know what to say or do. "I'm sorry?"
Peach turned to me and smiled. "Thank you, even if you're fumbling for the right words." with that, she lay down on the grass next to me, on her back, still braless. "Can you keep a secret?" she asked me.
"Peach, do you really need me to answer that? Do you realize that if any of what we're doing were to come out, we'd be in fucking deep trouble?"
I was really glad to hear her laugh out loud. "You're right. So, here goes: I'm not even sure I'm technically a virgin anymore."
I wasn't expecting that. It took me a while to react. "I, er, didn't think you were, actually..."
"Really?" she seemed genuinely surprised.
"You've had quite a few boyfriends already, and are, blindingly obviously, very at easy with your body. And in any case, how can you not be sure?"
"Remember Kevin?"
"The bastard? Yeah I remember."
"Well, we were fooling around, naked in his bed. I made him promise that we could do anything except penetration. And it was really, really fun. Until he tried to penetrate me. And he did, at least part of the way."
"Fucker... He doesn't know what's coming his way the next time—"
"Shhhh brother. Let it go. I've made my peace about that. But did he penetrate me deep enough?"
The entire conversation was utterly strange. Peach and I had gotten very, very close in the last few months, spending inordinate amounts of time together, working and talking. The strange physical intimacy, usually not shared between brother and sister, had definitely allowed our relationship to deepen. Judging by her actions with me and her confidence, I knew she was perfectly at ease with her body and with sexuality, despite her young age. She seemed a lot more confident than I was, in any case.
"Penetrate you deep enough? To count as losing your virginity?"
"Yeah..."
"Nah... No he didn't. I think you'd know, and in any case you're going to lose it when you decide to. Look, " I said, taking a pause. "I've had sex maybe five times with my current girlfriend, so I'm not an expert. But I'm pretty sure you get to decide."
"Bah, it's not that big of a deal... It's not as if we were still saving ourselves for years until our wedding night. I've found that I get bored when my friends talk about the big night. But you're right, I think I'm going to give it to whoever I want, regardless of what Kevin did."
"Good for you!" I said, turning on my side, and marvelling at the fact that she was still topless.
"I'm a virgin then!" she added laughing.
"Yeah... The most confident and sexually awake virgin I've ever seen!"
"Thanks big brother!" she said, before kissing me on the lips. Really quick, almost innocent. Then, without leaving me time to react, she got up and said "Now, we have to find a way to make you work on your push-ups. Hmmm, still wanna stare at my ass? Are you bored yet?"
I grinned, shaking my head. "Nope!"
"OK then, you're going to get your best look yet! Do 30!"
As I was labouring through the first 20 pushups, I wondered what she had in mind. As I called 25, she dropped on all four right in front of me, her panty-clad ass way up in the air. In that position,I could only look at it when I was fully up. But boy could I look! Soon I realized that she wasn't really offering me her ass. Instead, it was her pussy that was in obvious display. She had her own legs below me and between my arms, so when I pushed up I was just about touching her. At this distance, the lace of her panties became see-through, and I got quite the view. Soon I was going for 30, before crashing to the ground.
"See what happens when you're properly motivated?" she laughed.
The toplessness became part of our daily routine, but usually we stayed indoors for that. The pussy tease as well. Three days later, as I was pushing up for my 26th push-up, I called her a tease. Her answer was simple "Do 30 and I won't tease anymore." I felt a rush of pleasure in my belly, and renewed strength. When I did reach 30, her hand appeared and pushed the crotch of her panties aside. I had gotten very good looks at her pussy every time we ran up the forested path, but this was something else. I was shaking as if an earthquake had its epicentre in my chest, but I remained there as long as I could. Five seconds. But five glorious seconds. Sprawled on the grass, trying to control my pain, I croaked "Damn it Peach... You're fucking gorgeous from very damn angle!"
"Wow... Gracious even when exhausted! Wait and see what I have in store for our jog tomorrow... Fifty minutes."
"Only fifty?"
"Yep. The same route though, so we'll have to go quicker."
"Crap..."
As I went to bed that night, having seen my sweet sister naked from every angle, having sucked on her breasts more than once, I was rock hard. That too was now part of my routine. I masturbated while thinking about her, cumming inordinately fast without the need for porn. When I saw myself in the mirror behind my door, I was shocked. Mom and Dad had made some comments, but I thought they were just encouraging me. But after ten weeks or so, the results were clearly visible. I had lost a lot of flab and gained muscle mass, and I knew that my cardio was above and beyond what I had before. I cleaned myself as good as I could and went to bed. As I reached for my boxers, I paused, and decided to let them there. It was only fair that Peach would see me naked. I almost masturbated again before going to sleep, but resisted the urge.
When she opened the door the next morning, her red bikini telling me that we were alone, I turned on my stomach. When she pulled the sheet and gasped, I turned my head around and looked at her. She was grinning and said "About time!" and we were laughing together. I had never been so at ease and comfortable with another girl in bed. The fact that she was my sister made things a bit stranger, but somehow a lot naughtier. The back massage went pretty much as usual, but when I turned around, Peach kneeled above my thighs and stared at my cock. "Hmmm, very nice big brother. Very nice. Gisele is a lucky girl..."
"Well, that may be, but she doesn't seem to want to have sex all that often."
"Yes, you told me... four times only, and eight months together now?" she asked.
"Yeah."
The utter abnormality of the situation didn't even register, for either of us. We were brother and sister, talking about our sex life, while she was massaging me, wearing nothing but a tiny bikini, and I was naked, my erection proudly displayed. The only time I felt her hesitating was when she did my shoulders, forcing her to bend further forward, making her belly touch my cock. But even then, she fumbled with a single word and kept going. Before finishing, she sat up straight and looked at my erect cock. "I'm no expert, but that's a really nice cock... Shame on Gisele if she doesn't want to enjoy it more often..." she sighed. "Meet me downstairs in ten minutes!" As I showered quickly, her last comment struck me. That was rather intense, despite everything.
As we ran, her with the same skirt and no panties, I tried to discover what she had in mind. When we came to the forest, she stopped, and asked me if I was ready to run really fast. Of course I was. In seconds, Peach had stripped completely and said "If you can catch me, we'll do your exercises naked at home!" And she bolted. Like a young colt. After just a few steps, she threw her few clothes (camisole, skirt and bra) up in the air. "Bring my clothes!" she cried as she disappeared around the first bend. Shit! I was faster than she was in a straight line, but this was no straight line! I grabbed her clothes as fast as I could and exploded after her.



It was profoundly strange, to chase after your own naked sister in a public path. Granted, we hadn't seen anyone here since I began running, but still, the probabilities were not zero! As I ran, I caught glimpses of her trough the trees, and sometimes had a great view of her athletic body running in front of me. The cliff at the end of the path was coming really soon, and I wasn't sure I would be able to catch her. But the thought of doing our exercises naked together was enough to send an added shot of adrenaline and testosterone through my system and before we reached the top of the cliff, I caught her. And I mean caught her. I grabbed her arm and as we stumbled to a stop, managing to remain standing, I was holding her in my arms, naked or not. We were both breathing like steam engines, but we clung to each other nonetheless.
Eventually we let go, gently, smiling at each other. She put her clothes back on and said that we still had to make the 50 minute time. We did, easily. The sprint made all the difference. Back home, after jumping in the pool to clean ourselves quickly, we went down to the basement for privacy. We then stripped down completely and, as if nothing was out of the ordinary, we did our usual routine. Well, let me tell you that doing sit-ups is by far the worse way to show off your cock. Damn! I was hard as a rock and my cock looked like it was three inches long as I sat up. Luckily it didn't look as bad when I was down, but still! Nevertheless, I was still able to kiss and suck on her breasts, feeling her fingers tighten in my hair as I finished.
When I did my pushups, it was remarkable how many I managed to do. I was staring at my sister's naked pussy mere inches away from my eyes. And lips. I really, really longed to reach out and kiss it, lick it and eat it. But every time Peach and I went further in this strange intimacy, it has been her making the decision. I would leave it to her again. During the stretching exercises, I got to see everything I could have wished for, from every angle.
As usual, the naked addition became a routine. The next week, the second to last before the deadline, Peach added two new exercises. Painfully hard. They were endurance exercises, designed to tone my core. The first one was the table, where I ended up transforming myself in a table, with my knees bent at 90 degrees and my arms under me. I was facing the ceiling, and had to hold the pose for as long as I could. After that, I had to do the plank, which was essentially the reverse, holding myself on my toes and elbows, facing the ground.
I was horrible. But Peach was confident that in two short weeks I would get a lot better. And I did, thanks to her, ahem, encouragements. After the third day, Peach decided to stand over me as I did the table. Yep, her legs on either side of my hips, her opened pussy above my cock. She timed me first, then added this "If you last for more than one minute, I'll slowly lower myself towards you. I'll stop if our bodies touch or if you fail." If our bodies touched. Understatement of the year. If her pussy touched my erect cock, was more like it. And for three days I failed. Utterly. Then, on the fourth day, I spent the entire morning focused on that exercise and decided that I was going to maintain the position no matter the pain. And it worked. For three seconds. But when I felt her pussy, quite wet actually, touch the underside of my cock, I felt electrified. When I fell down after those seconds, Peach simply jumped up and clapped, congratulating me. I wasn't sure that she fully realized that she was congratulating me for touching her pussy with my hard cock.
The same thing finally happened, during the last week of exercises, with the plank. I couldn't hold it long enough. Ironically, I learned that I could hold my erection for a very long time, but the plank... After the fourth day, Peach said pretty much the same thing "If you hold it for more than 1 minute, I'll come and place my pussy just under your head. If you hold for two minutes, you can do whatever you want... as long as I remain in the position. As soon as you fall, I pull away."
"OK, I'll give it a try." I said, as if it was nothing out of the ordinary.
This time it worked a lot faster. The second day I reached the 1 minute mark and watched my sister sit in front of me before opening her legs and scooting right under my face. It was amazing, amazingly wrong and amazingly wonderful at the same time. And while I failed to reach the two minute mark during the first two days, I came close. I finally succeeded on the third day and finally heard her whisper "Go ahead..." and so I did, licking, kissing and eating her pussy, devouring her as fast as I could for as long as I could. She did pull away when I fell, but only just out of my reach. She was smiling as I turned to look at her.
Two days later (two days during which my cock and mouth touched her pussy), which was also three days before the end of summer, we decided that the last 2 days would be for rest. It wouldn't help if I arrived at the test and was exhausted. So, as Peach entered my room completely naked to give me my massage (not the last, she had sworn) with her bottle of oil and her cellphone, I asked "Think I will make it sis?"
"Yeah, pretty sure you will, big brother. Here, have a look at what you looked like 3 months ago."
"Oh my gods!" I swore.
"Yeah. You will make it. Now lay down and relax. And enjoy."
When she was done with my back, Peach asked me to turn around. When she climbed over me again, she lowered herself a bit higher than usual, placing her pussy against the underside of my cock. By reflex, both my hands went to her hips before I pulled them away. As she massaged my chest, she began moving on my cock, sliding up and down. Then grinding herself upon it. It was completely surreal. I didn't say a word, and she didn't go any further, but it was killing me. When she was done, though, she said "No jogging this morning. I need you to nail the table and I have the best idea to motivate you."
I had no idea what she had in mind beyond what we were already doing. But as I assumed the position, she squatted above me. Soon she was letting her pussy slide on my cock, form my balls to the tip. Then, looking at the watch, she moved back above my balls and grabbed my cock with her hand. Pulling it up, letting a thick glob of saliva to drop on it, she coated my entire length. "Don't even think about moving, and keep your mouth shut." she said, a curiously serious expression on her face. "I've been dreaming about this for weeks now..." And with that, she lifted herself up, pulled on my cock and empaled herself upon it. "I choose you, my dear brother."
I was floored. And I didn't care about the table right now. Not at all. My cock was inside my younger sister's pussy, sheathed as deep as it would go. I lowered myself to the floor and grabbed her hips again, pushing up so that the last inch drove me to her depth. I had been refraining from initiating more contact, and Peach had wanted nothing else... Fuck! But this was so damned good! Peach rose up upon my cock and lowered herself again. Even better this time! It was mesmerizing. Soon her saliva and her own juices were flowing all around me and we were fucking properly. I couldn't really believe what was happening, after having imagined it so many times!
Peach placed her two hands on my chest and increased her rhythm. "Damn, brother... This is so fucking good!" It was, and then some. She was technically a virgin (well, had been!), and I was barely experienced, but we both cared so much about the other that we were attentive to the smallest of sounds or movements. I was fucking my sister! It was not possible, yet there I was, thrusting into her wet, burning hot pussy as she moaned above me, as thrilled as I was about the whole thing.
When I saw her breasts bounce back up after Peach drove herself down harder, I moaned and opened my mouth. So firm, so perky, so beautiful. I reached up and despite having kissed them and sucked on their nipples, I had never touched them with my hands. As my fingers closed around their flesh, I closed my eyes and tried to focus my attention. But Peach's pussy was overwhelming me. It felt as if I could feel distinct sensations all over my length with each of her strokes. Everything was new, everything was bright and glorious.
Eventually she sped up even more and things got even better. She was now riding me quite fast, driving herself upon me with each downward stroke. I could feel her squashing her clit on my pelvis, and could hear her moans getting higher and higher. Soon I saw her climaxing, her mouth opened and head thrown back. And then she screamed. Loud! She grabbed my skin and muscles in her hand and squeezed hard as her first penetrative orgasm rocked her. Orgasms, I should say. When I grabbed her ass very firmly and pulled her harder against me, it triggered a second, very fast climax. But she never stopped pounding me into the floor, moaning my name and screaming her peaks of pleasure all the while. "Oh my fucking Gods..." I groaned, letting my sister know that I was about to climax myself.
"Oh, oh, oh! Cum inside me! I want your cum to be the first... Fill me! Fill my little pussy, big brother!"
Did I ever! I had taken the habit of masturbating every night, but I emptied my balls of everything they had that morning. Soon I heard the wet, sticky sound of my my cum being pushed out of her tight hole with her thrusts. And, like her, I never stopped. I kept fucking her, thrusting myself up inside her, willing my cock to remain hard. And it did. But Peach came again. We would soon learn, in the months to come, that it was really easy for her to trigger multiple orgasms. It had happened a few times while masturbating, but when she fucked, it was almost every time. I didn't know that at that moment, and I felt like a fucking God. Here she was, laying flat above me, squeezing me hard as she came again a third time as I held on to her ass.
After pushing one of her leg lower, I rolled her onto her back and mounted her in the missionary position. Hard. By now we were both barely coherent, and Peach was writhing below me, driven hard by my pelvis against her clit and my cock deep inside her. "Fuck you have a big cock brother!" I knew I didn't, not objectively at least, but hearing those words had a striking effect on me. I was already hyper confident with her multiple orgasms, and now I felt even better. I felt, with every stroke, like a huge piston giving my sister immense amounts of pleasure.
Nevertheless, I eventually pulled out and turned her on her stomach. "Place your hands on your pussy." I asked her. When she did, I kneeled above her ass, slapped it a few times with my cock and found her pussy again. I then slid both my hands under her body, and hooked my hands on her shoulders. Pulling myself up, I began fucking her harder than ever before. Not too fast, just really hard. Peach, in great shape, took it all in stride and I heard her moans become staccatoed, chaotic. So did her breathing. I could feel her round and firm ass on my skin, clenching and releasing in time with me.
Eventually she began spasming in off-beat rhythm with me. Her breathing became even more ragged, and her moans crescendoed again. I was stunned that she was going for her fourth orgasm in less than twenty minutes. We were both covered in sweat, our skin sliding against the other's, our sexes in perfect sync. I felt Peach's entire body clenching around her clit as she was rocked, and raked, by her pleasure again. From her mouth, a mess of screams, groans, growls and moans were flooding, filling the entire house with her overflowing pleasure. My own pleasure followed suit, driven by the clenching motions of her pussy around my cock, her powerful muscles overwhelming my cock.
Sprawled over her as our bodies finally had their fill, I slowly fell to the side. Peach turned to her side to face me, a bright smile on her face. "Oh my Gods! What the fuck was that? This is insane!" she said, laughing and grabbing my chest once again. Reaching down between her legs, she pulled her hand back and looked at a glob of my sperm. "So, I have my big brother's cum all over me... Finally! Fucking finally! Took you long enough!" I stared at her, astonished by the intensity of her lust. When she licked her finger clean, I grinned, knowing that soon, very soon, my sweet sister was going to be the first girl to suck my cock. I pulled her to me and held her tight, and she hugged me back, really hard. We kissed, kissed for a long time, naked in our basement, surrounded by discarded training equipment. We were at peace despite having committed one of the worse sins and worse illegal act possible.
At peace, and alone. At least, that's what we thought. But we wouldn't learn about that until much later. In the meantime, I passed Jen's damned test and smiled as she cursed, acknowledging that she would have to be forced to have a date with me. But as sad as she was to spend an evening with me, she became positively furious when I said that I really didn't want to. In fact, two of her friends had to restrain her because she wanted to hit me when I refused her. In fact, even when one of those two friends winked at me with a smile, I knew I didn't want any of them. I couldn't date my sister, obviously. Heck, she even had a boyfriend! But right now all I wanted was to be with my sweet sister Peach, alone in our basement, our rooms, our beds, in the kitchen, in the pool, etc...
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"Spring..." I thought, looking at the late Spring sun through my window. I was still in bed, still groggy but with a lazy smile on my lips. I was smiling for two reasons. I took a deep breath, savouring the glorious pleasure of my almost-daily blessing: watching Scarlett dress. That was the first of my reasons. This morning she spent at least twenty minutes, naked most of those minutes, backlit by the sun. Her pale white skin, creamy and flawless, her generous curves on a small frame, her long, thick dark hair tumbling in heavy locks, the light on her pale pink nipples... I've been living with her for almost a year now, and I've been graced by this ritual most mornings. I didn't think I'd ever get bored.
Suddenly I laughed and said "Pick your most boring underwear my love... You're going to be wearing dirty and baggy clothes anyways." She was going to spend the day helping a couple of friends to paint their new house. I didn't know them much, and really hated painting, so I was excused.
Hearing my suggestion, Scarlett looked at me, frowning. "First of all, I don't own boring underwear, I only have fine lingerie. Second of all, wearing sexy lingerie is incredibly important, especially when wearing baggy clothes. It makes me feel sexy despite the sweat pants."
"Hmmm. Carl isn't such a bad looking guy. Is that why you're taking such a long time? Should I be jealous?"
Scarlett slowly turned around to face me, fully naked with a very small, black and lacy bra in her hand. "What? You jealous? I don't believe it!" Faced with my silence, she added "Why don't you fill me up with your sperm to mark your territory?"
Scarlett's eyes opened wide when she felt my hand grab her wrist hard. Before she could do anything about it I had pulled her in bed with me and had rolled over her. Laughing, she parted her legs and laughed harder when she felt my fully erect cock against her pussy. "Haha! I've always known it!" she said, before spitting in her hand to coat my cock with her saliva. "You're nothing but a brutish alpha male, keeping me for nothing more than my body, said body to be used whenever and however you want..." she sighed exaggeratedly "I'm only a poor little victim of your will and your cock... Oh gods!" she gasped as I pushed in, reaching her innermost depths in two thrusts. Laughing still, she added "What will you ever do with me after you buy your first real doll? Throw me to the curb and let me grapple and prostitute my way from one client to the next?"
"Shut up!" I said, laughing. "Sometimes you make me wonder if you're really crazy.
In spite of her distracting words I was now fucking her in earnest, feeling her warm pussy becoming wetter with every thrust. I don't know if it was a psychological or biological thing, but I'd never known a woman that could get wet as fast as Scarlett. Either she was in a constant state of semi-arousal, or she could switch that state on at will. She was even grasping my cock with her muscles, milking me like a maid milking a cow. Scarlett laughed and wrapped her arms and legs around me. "Fuck me hard, lover. I need to be outside in ten minutes, Maria is going to pick me you."
"Fuck Maria!" I said, but laughed as she reinterpreted my comment.
"What? You wanna fuck Maria? Well, I can talk to her if you want, master..."
"Fucking little tease!" I replied, laughing.
"Tease? I doubt Carl would agree, but I'm sure Maria would be willing..."
"Stop it!" I said, laughing.
"Fuck me..." Scarlett said, laughing and pulling me close to her, muzzling her lips against my neck. "Fuck me good, love of my life..."
And so I did, a lot harder and faster than I usually do. And now, twenty minutes later, I was still grinning in bed. I still remembered how her legs shook as she climbed off from the bed. Not only was I blessed with the morning gifts, not only was I overwhelmed by the greatest sex of my life, but now, this morning, I was also holding something in my hand. Looking at it, I took a deep breath. Scarlett's pussy may have been filled with my cum, but the ring I was holding between my fingers was something much more serious.
Last week I wandered in a jewelry store, alone, trying to convince myself that I had ended up there haphazardly. I hadn't. I couldn't help myself. I've been thinking about this for months now. I wanted this more than anything in the world, and yet... Yet I couldn't help remember the very intense discussions we'd had about marriage during our first few months together. Scarlett was and still is a profoundly convinced feminist, and like most of them, she didn't believe in marriage, in the locking of rings on the fingers of women. Then again, even in the midst of a fantasy roleplay before her fantasy rape, she had teased me about it.
Later that same day, as I packed my bags for our trip, I wasn't sure if I should bring it with me. We would be spending five days in Colorado, which was quite stunning in May, the peculiar mix of snow and Spring warmth making it a very nice setting for a proposal. But we would also be spending these five days with Karianne and Judd, which, while conducive to intense sexual pleasure, wouldn't be ideal for such a gesture.
Also, I would have to spend some time with my colleagues. The official reason for the trip was the conferences, but I decided to make it a fun trip by inviting Scarlett and soon Karianne and Judd joined in. They both loved skiing and couldn't pass up the opportunity to enjoy the legendary spring skiing there.
Looking back at the ring, I wondered: "What if she said no?" Could we go on with our perfect relationship after such an incident? I sighed a few times, trying not to think about it too much. I smiled as I remembered the set she had chosen quickly after being fucked a lot harder than I usually like. Her fully black Ultimo Promise demi bra and matching panties, garters and suspenders was stunning. When she pulled her sweat pants and shirt over them, I almost pulled her back in bed with me, but she managed to flee before I could. I placed the ring back in its little box and hid it as best I could in the suitcase. Who knew what would happen on that trip?
Very very early the next morning, in pitch darkness, we took my regular car and headed for Judd's apartment. I would have loved to take my Charger, but the thought of leaving it in the parking lot for a week was unacceptable. Our plane took off while the sun was barely beginning to lighten the eastern horizon. Scarlett had snuck ahead of us and took the seat next to the window, which meant that I went second. Karianne said that she didn't want to sit next to the aisle, so she followed me. Judd grumbled for a minute, but he was still very tired and fell asleep ten minutes after take-off in any case.
The fact that the plane went high meant that the sun peaked earlier than it would have on the ground, and the three of us spent a few minutes enjoying the stunning view. Given the very early hour, flight attendants offered us blankets, which we took. Soon after we were all covered, Scarlett grabbed my hand and pushed it under the elastic waistband of her skirt. This morning, while she had chosen a stunning green bra, she hadn't worn any panties under her long skirt. "I'll be much more comfortable during the flight." she had said. Now, she looked at me with a smile and whispered "Make me cum, it'll help me fall asleep."
"Of course, mistress..." I whispered back. I pushed my hands slightly lower and felt her smooth shaven mound and lips. I began slowly.
From the other side, Karianne said "What are you guys talking about?"
I grinned. Ever since Scarlett and I talked on the way back from the Halloween party, and I had explained how my love for Karianne wasn't threatening, Scarlett's attitude about her friend had changed. She hadn't really considered that love, like friendship, could be inclusive instead of exclusive. Before that conversation, the three of us had shared a few sexual nights together. But between those nights, nothing overtly sexual or particularly intimate had happened.
After the conversation though, Scarlett actively began to nurture that intimacy even during our most mundane meetings. Once, in an elevator, she had turned to us and said, grinning like a schoolgirl, "I want to see you two kissing!" Karianne and I were both surprised, but we happily obliged. I had no idea how Judd would feel about this, but Karianne certainly didn't mind. Scarlett kissed us both afterwards, releasing Karianne's lips just as the doors opened.
In the plane, I looked at Karianne and motioned her to lean over. In her ear, I answered her question. "I'm fingering her to climax to help her fall asleep."
"Interesting." she said, a serious expression on her face. "I only have one question: can you multitask?"
I grinned, kissed her lips before she grabbed my fingers and wet them in her mouth. I then slipped my hand under her blanket. When my fingers pushed under the waistband of her yoga pants, I discovered that she had gone commando as well. I felt her tight, lean flesh resisting the pressure of my fingertips, so different than Scarlett's smoother, rounder body. I slipped my fingers against the strip of hair above her lips to finally reach her pussy. I began gently and soon felt her body becoming hotter and wetter. We all closed our eyes and I did my best to bring both of them to climax.
It was a very peculiar experience. On either side of me, two very different young women were feigning sleep while enjoying my fingers. Soon they were both guiding me with their hands and I had to adapt to two different strategies. Scarlett wanted me to push hard and quite fast with many deep plunges inside her. Her legs were wide opened, her pelvis pushed forward, allowing me all the access I wanted. Karianne, literally on the other hand, kept her thighs clamped around on my hand, limiting me to a continuous pressure on her closed lips. As I had learned in the past, Karianne had a very sensitive clit. We soon found a rhythm, with her thighs pulsing around me.
I had to give them both credit: they both climaxed in near perfect silence. By the time they both settled down, I was hard as a fucking rock, but both of them were now trying to fall asleep for real. I whispered "What about me?"
"We'll make it up to you in the snow, my love..." was Scarlett sleepy response.
"Shit! I could fuck anything right now... Even that ugly flight attendant!"
Karianne snorted; the woman was damned ugly. She turned towards me and opened her eyes slightly. "Let me lay my head on your shoulder..."
After she did, I felt her hand on my pants. She deftly unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans before freeing my cock. Her warm hand on my flesh felt wonderful. Against my ear, while she was jacking me off, she whispered "Hold the blanket up so that everybody doesn't see it jumping up and down... Now, can you imagine the both of us in the bathroom, way back there? You'd push me in, lock behind you and force me against the wall. I'd feel your big cock against my ass, through my tight pants. I'd already be wet. Dripping wet in fact, just like I am right now. You'd force my pants down to my thighs and push your cock between my cheeks until you'd reach my burning hot pussy." Karianne paused, then giggled. "Knowing you, you'd probably caress my asshole a bit before going lower..."
I laughed with her. She had an amazing ass, a dancer's ass, a virgin dancer ass, and she'd had made me a promise that if ever she changed her mind about it, I'd be the first. Karianne worked my cock gently at first, then soon with increasing pressure and more complicated techniques. I felt her fingers closing and releasing as if she was playing a flute, first from the base to the top, after that the other way around. A bit later she gripped my flesh firmly and made the skin rotate slightly, all the while keeping a constant up and down motion. When I felt her cooler left hand grabbing my shaft, she slipped her right hand down to my balls and fondled them.
All the while she was still talking, explaining what we could be doing in the bathroom. "You know you could shaft me in a single push, right? You could force that cock of yours all the way into me and test to see if you can still fill me completely. Think you could still force my cervix back?"
"Fucking right..." I growled very low in my throat. "Shit, I could force your damned trachea back!"
Karianne giggled. "Oh naughty man! That's Scarlett's special gift..."
After saying that, she pulled her right hand away, spat in it before bringing it back under the blanket. Using her left hand she pulled my foreskin all the way back and covered my glans with her wet hand. And suddenly I was in paradise. Even deeper in paradise I mean. Karianne alternated with soft grasping motions before twisting her hand around the tip of my cock. "If you were to fuck me in the bathroom, think I could keep silent as you'd pound me? Think I could contain myself with your thick cock plowing my pussy as if you owned it?"
Before I could think of a decent reply, I felt my balls contracting, then my entire body as I climaxed. Karianne moved her hand as far as it would go upwards, closing her fist to make a small hollow while keeping her pinky wrapped tightly against her palm. Every time I spasmed she released her pressure very slightly, letting the jets of cum flow, before closing down again to capture them. I managed to remain silent through the entire time, transforming a groan into a cough only twice. When I felt her pulling her hand away, I opened my eyes and watched her as she drank the cum she had saved. It was a remarkable sight, and augured well for the rest of the trip.
Karianne grinned, kissed me with some sperm still on her lips and eventually settled back on her seat, ready to sleep. Judd had slept through it all, and I was pretty sure that Scarlett wasn't feigning her own sleep on my other side. Looking at Karianne's peaceful face, I saw one last trace of sperm glistening on her lower lip. I leaned over, whispered "Let me kiss you again, exquisite woman." And so I did, much longer this time. Much longer. If at first it was a playful kiss to remove my sperm, it very soon changed into something else. We probably kissed for well over ten minutes in the silent plane, our face bathed by the orange sunrise. When we stopped, the long stare we shared was almost as good as the kiss. Karianne was stunningly beautiful, and sexy, and right now her smile was mesmerizing, her eyes glowing.
A few moments later I was, like her, reclining in my chair, my eyes closed. Strangely enough, I was pretty sure that Judd would have minded that last kiss and stare a lot more than the mutual masturbation. And to be honest, Karianne and I hadn't shared such kisses often. Karianne, Scarlett and I have been growing a lot closer in the last few months, but this was something else. Scarlett knew that I loved her, and I was pretty sure that she had told Karianne. I had never said it explicitly, but right then, after our long kiss, I came very close to.
A few hours later, in our respective rooms, when Scarlett casually mentioned that Karianne and Judd were going through a rough patch, I froze. Scarlett, holding one stunning piece of lingerie in her hand, saw my reaction. "What?"
"Hmmm. After I pleasured you both, in the plane, Karianne returned the favour." I said.
"Yes, I know. I heard you both when you began. So?"
"Well, after we were done, she had a bit of sperm on her lips—"
"She gave you a blowjob? In the plane?" Scarlett asked, surprised and smiling.
"No no! She just caught my sperm in her hand. In any case," I continued, smiling at the sight of Scarlett's disappointed expression. "when she reclined in her seat, I saw that she had a bright spot of it on her lips and I leaned in to kiss her. And she kissed me back. For a long time. Quite a long time."
"Again," Scarlett asked, not understanding why it was important, "so?"
"It wasn't a 'thank you for the good handjob' kind'a long kiss..." I replied.
"Oh." Scarlett looked at me for a moment. "And you're surprised?" I nodded. "Why? She does love you, you know?"
"What? No, I didn't!"
"Of course she does... Who could resist you?" Scarlett asked, smiling, not realizing how serious it was for me.
"But that changes things!" I said reflexively.
Scarlett frowned and dropped her lingerie back in her suitcase before sitting next to me. She was serious, but had a little smile as she said "What's wrong with you, mister 'we can love many people and it's no big deal and love is inclusive'?" I laughed, I had to laugh. But Scarlett continued "Why do you think I keep pushing you two together? Why do you think I make up excuses to leave you alone from time to time?"
I looked at her, completely taken by surprise. And the male in me asked a question before I could censor it "And do you have such feelings for Judd?"
"Oh dear..." she paused. "I don't think I've ever seen you so young, Mr. Professor. Jealous? You who showed me that we could love freely? I know I teased you about that yesterday morning, but... Should I be flattered as a woman in love, or insulted as a feminist? Oooh..." she grinned mischievously "I'm going to use that against you someday, master debater, and you're going to lose! You can't say something grand and noble, but act in a completely different manner!" she laughed, and I stared at her, dumbfounded. "But, that is for another time." she said. "To answer your question, no I don't have such feelings for Judd. I do like him, he's fun to be around and he was pretty good in bed as Batman, but no more."
Scarlett was staring at me, trying to gage my reaction, watching every last detail of my expression, my posture, my breathing. "But I'm pretty sure," she continued, "that you wouldn't have been happy if I'd told you that I did love him." I couldn't reply, knowing that my own feelings weren't in sync with my beliefs. She was absolutely right. And just as I was about to tell her that I was going to pull away from such intimate contacts with Karianne, she was ahead of me. It was amazing how, sometimes, she could read me like a book. Another shot to my ego. As I took a breath to talk, she placed her finger on my lips and said "Don't you dare take your distances from Karianne. I'm pretty sure you were going to say that if you couldn't handle me loving another man, that you shouldn't love another woman."
I stared at her, stunned. She was indeed reading me like a book! Fifteen years younger than me, and even with me being a philosopher, even with the countless questions and deep soul searches I'd made through my life, she had seen right through me. And she wasn't done. "I think it's easier for me to accept Karianne in your heart than it would be for you to accept another man in mine."
"What? Why? Shouldn't it be the same?" I asked, trying to regain some sort of presence in the conversation.
"Of course not!" she said, shaking her head with a smile, exactly how I look when some of my students ask dumb questions. "You've stepped into my domain now, my love. While our culture is changing on that point, we've been exposed a lot more to lesbianism than to male homosexuality. In porn and even in mainstream movies and tv shows, we see a lot more lesbians than gays. And you're older than I am, having been born in a different world, with such a retarded moral code..."
I froze for a few seconds, my eyes opening wide. And then I laughed, seeing the sparkle in her eyes. I pulled her to me and hugged her hard. Still holding on to her, I said "If you ever feel love for another man, please let me know..."



"Oh, that must have been hard to say..." I felt her cheeks move as she smiled against my neck.
"Don't push your luck, little girl..." I growled.
Moving back, she looked at me. "Or what? You're going to punish me?" she asked in her highest pitched voice, lowering her head and looking at me with a sad expression. "You know I hate to be punished!"
"You little minx! You know perfectly well that if I were to strap you to the bed and have my way with you, you wouldn't hate it, you'd climax! In fact, you're probably getting wet just thinking about it!"
"Now now! Don't be a tease!" she said, her expression changing.
After dinner we decided to head out. Scarlett asked me to leave first, to get ready. "Ready for what?" I asked, but got no answer. I found Karianne's room and headed out with her and Judd. With the sun setting, the view was breathtaking. And I wasn't talking about Scarlett. Late Spring back home was a mess of dirty snow, slush, grey skies and cold rain. Here, it was glorious! The snow all around us was pure white, yet it wasn't cold at all. I wasn't sure I understood how the mix of high altitude, low pressure and other such phenomenon explained this paradise, but it was stunning.
We walked to the extensive spa section. On the website of our hotel, we were truly amazed by that. There were heated pools, cold pools, mineral water pools, dry and wet saunas as well as countless jacuzzis all over the place. Some of them rather secluded. And each and every one of those spots had a splendid view to the mountain as well as heat lamps that were supposed to allow us to be comfortable in swimsuits.
Back in rooms, we hadn't really known quite how to dress. We'd seen many people dressed in shorts and tee-shirt despite the snow everywhere. We had settled on our swimsuits and covered ourselves with thick bathrobes. Near the heated and mineral pools, despite the fading light, it was warm enough that we soon discarded our bathrobes. We found an empty jacuzzi and settled in to wait for Scarlett.
She joined us a few minutes later, and the three of us froze as she walked in. Her bikini was rather small, but we'd all seen her wearing smaller ones, or even nude many times. Yet somehow that bikini was something else entirely. The top was quite typical: it was a string bikini, a real one, and the small triangles of black fabric covered her nipples and most of her breasts's lower part. Then again, a typical string bikini on Scarlett is a mind-bending affair. It was remarkably sexy, as expected, but that was not what made that bikini special.
Normally, sexy bikini bottoms are shaped like a V, with the strings extending and enhancing that delicate line between a woman's mound and her thighs. And such bikinis usually work very well on Scarlett. This one wasn't a typical sexy bikini. The bottom was also a string bikini, with thin strings holding the small patch of spandex. What made it unique was that these strings were perfectly horizontal. And the line they made was quite a few inches below her waist. If I'd had to imagine what such a thing would look like, I don't think it would have worked in my mind. But boy did this bikini work!
Scarlett had curves in all the right places and even her mound was pronounced, as if it was challenging men around her, cheeky and insolent. On either side of that mound, just before her skin rose to become her upper thighs, there was a cleft. A deep and very sexy cleft. Now, instead of extending that clef, her bikini's horizontal strings cut right across is. The effect was remarkable, as the black fabric bridged the cleft, showing the smooth transition where her lower abdomen faded out to nothing.
Somehow the horizontal line served as a clear contrast to her curves, breaking the normal lines but highlighting them even more. The startling horizontal black line cut across her upper thighs, her hips and her mound, highlighting a new sort of cleavage. I had often admired the cleavage her breasts often made as well as the buttocks cleavage that some of her dresses with low cut backs made, but it was the first time I was seeing a cleavage between a mound and a thigh!
Obviously if her pussy hadn't been flawlessly shaven we would have seen a lot of her bush. As it stood, it was painfully sexy and as she walked towards us, the dance of her thighs and the veiling and unveiling of those two smooth clefts were breathtaking. She walked to the jacuzzi and slowly walked in, as if nothing special was going on. When she settled comfortably in the hot water, she looked at us, as we stared slack-jawed, and laughed. "Well well, looks like my hunch was right! I wasn't sure about that bottom, but I get the feeling that it works!"
"Damn!" I exclaimed! "I'm torn between the desire to ask you to stand up to see it again, or rip it of and fuck you right here!"
They all laughed at my comment, but we did manage to make her stand up again. Scarlett modelled her bikini, or more precisely her mound and thighs and ass, to us in perfect calm and assurance, revelling in the attention she was getting. As she sat down, I looked around and saw that many people had also taken advantage of Scarlett's confidence. "Scarlett, if you do that too often, not only will you have to handle the three of us wanting to fuck you, but you may provoke an orgy..." Karianne and Judd looked around and saw a few people still looking.
"Bah... Just all in a day's work..." Scarlett replied, not even bothering to look around.
As we were all smiling at Scarlett's comment, Karianne asked "So, anyone here ever had an orgy?"
Scarlett replied, deadpan, "Not yet, but the day is young.".
"What counts as an orgy?" asked Judd.
"Oh, I don't know, anything more than four or five."
"Nope." he replied.
And it was the same with me and Scarlett. Her darkest fantasy rape had come close, but not quite what we had in mind when we thought about orgies. We talked about it for a while, and soon enough I felt Karianne's leg, then hand, against my thigh. I could also see that Scarlett was sitting closer to Judd and had her own hand on his thigh. Looking at him, I briefly wondered what I'd feel, or do, if Scarlett had told me that she'd had real feelings for him. Not a good chain of thought, not tonight, not with Karianne's hand creeping higher and higher on my thigh.
The four us us had first had sex together at Halloween last year, and twice since. But while Scarlett had encouraged some intimacy between me and Karianne, it hadn't been the case with Judd. Friendship and sex, which is what we had with Judd, wasn't what we had with Karianne. Looking at him, and judging by the awkward angle his arm was positioned at, I was pretty sure that his hand was right against Scarlett's pussy. When she turned her head to smile at him, I briefly tried to imagine how I'd feel if she had told me that— But no, once more I was confronted with the fact that it was not a good idea to imagine such a scenario. Fuck! I was supposed to be alright with that! When Karianne's hand brushed my cock through my swim trunks, it broke me out of my perfidious thoughts. And almost at the same time, Scarlett asked "What about you Karianne?" And I realized that while she'd asked the question, she was the only one who hadn't answered it.
"Oh..." she said, blushing. "Well, looks like I'm the only one crazy enough to do it! I've done it, only twice, and only in my freshman year."
"What?" Scarlett blurted out, clearly surprised. "And you've never told me about it?"
"No! I didn't tell anyone about it! But we weren't so close back then, so..."
"Well?" Judd asked, all the while placing his arm around Scarlett's shoulders and hugging her tightly. "How was it?"
"Crazy! I was single at the time, not even a sexual partner. One of my roommates, as I lived in a very inexpensive commune, invited me to an orgy one night. He was very nervous and I could guess that he wanted to fuck me. I said I'd try, but made it clear that we would not have sex together because I didn't want my daily life to be awkward with him."
"Poor guy..." I said, and the others laughed.
Karianne smiled and said "Now, now... It's not that bad. Let me finish. I was very nervous the first time I went, both fascinated and frightened by it all. We were in a huge house with people fucking everywhere. There must have been fifty people in that house... The second time I went, I was much more at ease, and ended up fucking so many—" Karianne stopped, and was suddenly very shy about it, not wanting to tell the number. "Let's just say that I fucked a lot of people that night. And at one point, I was on all fours sucking a cock and being fucked from behind. As a guy pulled away from my pussy, another one replaced him, and at one point I looked back and it was my roommate. I just sighed and let him have me. He came inside me, with a condom of course, and afterwards he simply lay there contended on the floor, looking at me being taken by— Oh fuck!" she swore, laughing. "I've never told that story and it makes me look like a fucking slut!"
We laughed with her, and Scarlett leaned forward, saying "Never fear, my little love bird. I'm probably wetter than this jacuzzi right now."
"And I'm pretty sure," I added, "that Judd and I are both hard enough to recreate that scene where you suck one cock and are fucked by another one."
Karianne smiled, and suddenly asked "So, are we going to have an orgy this week?"
There was a brief silence in the jacuzzi, where we all looked at each other. Judd asked, while he was now clearly fondling Scarlett's breasts, "If we need more than four people, how are we going to find people willing to do that?"
"Oh, I don't think that's going to be a problem..." I said. "We just have to let you two" I said, looking at both girls, "walk around in your bikinis and see which couples look up and smile as they talk about you."
"Wait a minute now!" Scarlett said. "I don't mind when the four of us fuck—"
But she was interrupted by Karianne. "Don't mind? You gush like a damned fountain when we do!"
"Ok ok..." she conceded, smiling. "But with complete strangers?"
"Of course." Karianne said. "Are you sure you want to run into those people afterwards?"
"I get that, but still... I've never had true one night stands in my life. Heck! John here is probably the guy I've had sex with that I knew the least." she grinned, looking at me. "Damned, dominating beast!"
We laughed at the joke, as Karianne and Judd already knew that Scarlett liked to be dominated in bed, and that sometimes I needed some prodding to become that dominant. "Come to think of it, I didn't really know Judd either when we had our first foursome... Am I turning into a slut?"
"Nah," came Karianne's reply. "Just revealing your true nature as a sex-obsessed feminist!"
As we laughed, Scarlett opened her mouth, looking furious. But she soon closed it, a baffled expression on her face. "Well, maybe."
After the laughter settled, I looked at Scarlett and asked "Are you serious? You're really opened to the idea?"
"But of course my love... As long as you're here with me, there isn't much I wouldn't be willing to try."
"Awww... Isn't that cute!" said Karianne.
As the joking and teasing piled up, I couldn't help but think about the fact that her own relationship wasn't going very well. Scarlett then said "It's getting dark isn't it? What if we turn off the jacuzzi lights... There. Oooh, much more intimate. Here Kar, take this," she said, giving Karianne her bikini bottom, "while I impale myself on your lover's cock." We smiled as we watched her move back and grin as she felt Judd's cock filling her. "All this talk about sex and too many cocks had me worked up pretty well!"
As Judd fully and openly grabbed Scarlett's majestic breasts under her bikini, Karianne turned to me and kissed me. And despite the passing time, the sleeping in the plane, despite dinner and the conversation, it was as if we were rekindling our earlier kiss. She mounted me face to face, pushed her bikini bottom sideways and let my cock slip inside her as we kept on kissing. It had already been many weeks since we'd had sex, and the feeling of my cock parting her lips in the hot bubbly water was exquisite. She had been wet already, but fucking in water is always a distinctive experience.
While it was dark, there were other people around and we couldn't just fuck as explicitly as we wanted. Even Scarlett and Judd were more grinding against each other than they were properly fucking. Soon though, we wanted something more. Scarlett leaned forward and placed her hand on Karianne's shoulder. We all heard her whisper "Let me think about that orgy thing, but in the meantime, instead of nearly having one with the four of us, why don't we spend the night with our currently, er, impaled partners?"
"Just like that? No orgy but a swinger's night instead?"
"Why not?" Scarlett said.
"What if the guys don't want to?"
"We just don't let them decide!"
Of course, while both girls got up a few moments later, Scarlett's bikini back where it belonged, Judd and I couldn't simply do the same. So we waited a bit in a peculiar silence, filled with smiles and eagerness. Judd said "I think I can manage it now." and he left with Scarlett. When I looked at Karianne, who had disengaged from my cock to let me cool down, she had a strange expression on her face. What she said took me by surprise.
"I've been wondering if he's come along with us only to fuck her one last time." she said. I didn't reply, but grabbed her hand. "I don't mind them fucking, obviously, but it doesn't feel right if he only came for this. And for the skiing."
"Is it so bad between you two?" I asked.
"No, not at all actually. Daily life with him is fun, and I'm pretty sure he likes being around me. It's just that we've both come to realize that our relationship is just that, fun."
"And you want more?"
Karianne frowned when I asked that. "Of course! I'm not a shallow person!" she replied, slightly surprised by my question.
"That's not what I was suggesting, my dear. But if you're having a great time with him, and he with you, are you sure you want something more right now in your life?" I looked at her, glancing at her young, proud and pert breasts. "You're what, 24? That's plenty of time left to find someone to build your life with."
"Like what you and Scarlett have?" she asked, grinning.
"Maybe, yes. Do you love him?" I asked.
"Yes. And I've told him and he's told me. But somehow, when he did say it, it hasn't impacted me like some of my other boyfriends. And I get the feeling it's the same for him. So we've begun to grow apart, and I fear we're on our last weeks together, or maybe even days. But it's not so bad. I may even be the one to break things off. I know I don't need to find my soulmate like Scarlett found with you," my heart lunged when I heard her say that, and I thought about the ring hidden in my suitcase. "but I do want to be with someone who deeply loves me."
I guess Karianne realized that she had said something. "Uh oh... You did know that she thought of you... Oh damn. Come on! Don't tell me you didn't know? Crap!" She looked furious with herself. I grabbed her, pulled her to me and kissed her lips.
"Don't worry about a thing, my little love bird." I said, echoing the pet name Scarlett had used earlier. Karianne looked at me with a strange expression, her earlier frustration evaporated. I looked into her eyes and said "I know it's not the same, but I do love you Karianne. You've become quite an important part of my life. It doesn't replace what you—"
"Shhhh." she said, a finger on my lips. She was grinning, her eyes glowing. "I know. And I would never want to come between you two anyway. But as long as we're being honest, I love you too, John. More than I thought I would at first. And, I do have a surprise for you." she said, punctuating her sentence with a quick kiss. "Give me fifteen minutes and come and join me in my room."
And with that, the little nymph rose from the water, got out of the jacuzzi with a memorable grace, and left. I stared at her as she walked away, enjoying her lithe silhouette, so different than Scarlett's. Maybe I was imagining it, maybe she did it on purpose, but her rounded little ass seemed to sway more than usual, which was saying a lot. Karianne was a dancer, and even when she was walking normally, she seemed to be made of some mysterious feminine fluid, her every movement captivating.
After the longest fifteen minutes ever, I got up and walked to our hotel and found her room. We didn't have adjoining rooms, which we had found irritating at first, but now didn't seem to bad. I knocked on her door and a few moments later saw the door open. The room was pitch black and I heard more than saw her moving quickly away. "Come in!" she said from deep within. When the spring-loaded door closed itself behind me, the single sliver of light vanished and I was left in utter darkness. "Walk forward a couple of yards." Karianne whispered. "Ok, now stop and undress." When I was done, she added "Don't move and don't touch me, let me touch you."
My cock, which was already hardening because of this unconventional setting, surged as she said that. I then heard Karianne humming a tune softly and judging by the sound of her feet, I guessed that she was dancing around me. Here and there, I felt her hands touching me, then a kiss or two on my shoulders and chest. She then let her hair caress my arms, then thighs, and heard her giggle as she blew on my hard cock. As she straightened, she made one of her breasts touch the underside of my cock, and I groaned. "Oooh, but we're not done." After that she danced more vigorously and began touching me more forcefully.
Karianne moved behind me and made her nipples trace two long lines from the small of my back to my scapulae before planting another kiss on my neck. As her kiss transformed and became wetter, I felt her nails tracing many more lines from my shoulders to my thighs. She then bit me gently and whispered "Tonight I'm not Karianne, I'm a fox." When she turned around, I felt a piece of fur touching my ass. When the image of Karianne wearing a foxtail buttplug burst into my mind, I gasped. But it couldn't mean... "I'm your fox. All yours. All."
Oh shit... From the first moment I saw Karianne's ass, I've been dreaming of fucking it. Fucking her lovely ass. But alas, I learned that she was an anal virgin and wanted to remain that way. Gradually, as she saw me having anal sex with Scarlett, she seem to open up slowly. A couple of months ago she promised me that if she ever changed her mind, I'd be the first she'd allow there. And now, now it seemed that... Damn! "You can touch it," she said "but don't pull it out now." She'd said 'now'. This was it!
She moved around me, grinding her ass and tail against my ass, hip, upper thigh and now cock. With one hand I grabbed her torso, between her breasts, and pulled her against me. I felt a guêpière below her breasts, but for now I didn't really care. With the other, I cupped of of her delicious asscheeks and mauled it ferociously. I'm pretty sure I could spend hours playing with her ass. While not quite as impossibly beautiful as Scarlett's breasts, Karianne's asscheeks were nevertheless mind-boggling. In fact, I was pretty sure I had never seen such buttocks with my own eyes. And now it was dark. My hands would have to do.
Yet that tail, which tickled my legs as much as it tickled my imagination, drew me. I gently wrapped my hand around it and felt it's length. The thrill I got was more powerful than I had thought. I then moved back up and closed my hands very close to her asshole and pulled slightly on the plug. Karianne gasped and laughed, turning her head to kiss me on the cheek. "Are you serious?" I asked, trying not to growl like the fox she was supposed to be.



"Oh yes... Tonight, I'm all yours. My ass is going to be another ring of virginity on your cock."
"Another?" I asked, playfully nibbling on her ear. "You will be my first virgin, my dear. Until meeting Scarlett, all my girlfriends had been older than me." Karianne moaned as I bit her lips a bit harder. I then asked "Can I ask you for another big favour?"
"As I said, I'm all yours, ask away."
"Can I see you dancing with the tail?" I asked my very favourite dancer.
"With pleasure my precious love." she replied, her voice low and throaty.
And with those simple words, spoken with innocent frankness, the mood changed. Karianne had created a very light, playful atmosphere, highly erotic with her promise of anal sex. And with those words, 'my precious love', she froze in my arms. "John—"
"Stop it." I interrupted her. "Don't say it. Don't say you're sorry. My heart jumped when I heard your words, and I don't want to take anything away from that moment." Karianne tried to turn around, but I grabbed onto her hip and held her in place. "You're not going anywhere, my little fox." I was glad to hear her very small laugh, only part of a giggle. I didn't want this to turn into a huge deal.
Karianne said "I'm not sorry to have said it, John. I just don't want you to think that I'd ever come between you and Scarlett. Or even try to."
"I know Karianne. You told me this twenty minutes ago. You are precious to me too, and I do love you. And if things don't work out between you and Judd, I know I'll be jealous of the next guy that will share your life. As crazy as that may sound considering how thoroughly happy I am with Scarlett. But regardless of what happens, I want you in my life. Telling me that I'm precious for you as well is the best compliment you could offer me..."
She kissed my cheek again, and took a few breaths before replying "So your favourite compliment isn't to be told you're exceptionally intelligent?"
"Oh... Now you're turning into a minx like Scarlett." I said, laughing softly. "I much prefer you as a fox. Wanna dance for me, precious love?" Once again I was echoing someone else's name for her, but this time it was different. It was her own, and it was completely true.
She moaned as she pulled away, saying "Anytime. I'll dance for you any time." And so she did. When she turned on the small lamp I could finally see the guêpière she had chosen to wear. She would later tell me that it was a piece from Klaudia Dessous. It was all black, and only covered and pushed-up the bottom half of her breasts. The light push-up effect was remarkable on her small breasts, making them even perkier, her pink nipples pointing upwards and forwards as if hungry. Below that quarter bra, her front was covered in a criss-cross leather pattern that ended up in a few arches just below her belly button.
Attached to two of the points between the arches were long strings that went down to her upper thighs, where two very fine and almost transparent hoses covered most of her legs. The effect was breathtaking, as the top of the garter was tight leather instead of the usual lace. When she turned around, I saw that her back was barely covered at all, and that she was chosen not to wear any panties. Looking up again as she was turning her slow tease into a real dance, I saw that she had a tight necklace around her throat in matching lace. Karianne was a sight to behold.
Of course, the wicked fox tail captured my attention as well. It was bright orange, red and yellow, seeming to grow naturally from between her stunning asscheeks. And she was making the most of it in her dance. I'm sure Karianne had countless dance moves she could have chosen for this, but her ass and tail were clearly her focus. As she turned, her long dark hair whipped around, usually in sync with the tail. Then again, at other times she moved it in counterpoint, making her ass and head turn in two different directions at the same time.
At first I stood as she danced in the single light, then I sat on the armchair. There were no words to describe her dance, and that was as it should be. It's possible, if hard, to transform a book into a movie or a poem to a story. But a dance... that was something else. And Karianne was a master.
What made her dance beautiful and sacred that night wasn't the wide stretches or fast spins or quick graceful moves. It was all that and so much more. She was serious and intense, she was playful and bright smiles, she was slow, she was fast, she was quick... She was a whirlwind of beauty and sexuality as she danced in perfect silence in front of me. She even became a fox for a few moments as she jumped on the chair, legs opened wide as she squatted above me, teasing my cock with her pussy. She growled and bit and barked a high pitched sound, kissing my face, lips and neck through all that.
Raising herself higher, she rotated her pelvis and played with her tail, caressing my shaft and balls in the process. As she rose higher and higher, her breasts suddenly became in reach and I locked on one of them. Karianne had smaller breasts than Scarlett, but that was the case for most women. Then again, they were a perfect match for her body and even her passion for the dance. Karianne's breasts seemed to be as nimble, quick and receptive as she was, always ready to move with her or have their nipples harden. All the while she was teasing me with the tail, she was also playing with me with her breast, moving it every which way, pulling out and back into reach, forcing me to switch to the other...
At one point, as delicious as these games were, I wanted something else. "I want you now, Karianne, I want your ass." She groaned as I said so, and gently pulled away. Turning around to show me her ass and walking in exaggerated motions, she walked to the bed and lay on her belly, crossing her ankles and pushing her ass out. I was still sitting on the chair, my jaw slack and opened. When Karianne whipped her long hair to the side to look at me, she grinned. Making her ass, and tail, sway from side to side, she whispered "Come, take me... The lube is right here." She looked on the nightstand, where a bottle of sliquid stood.
I had already had the pleasure of feasting on her legs and ass in the past. I'd even been allowed to caress her anus. But this was different. Much different. I got up slowly and walked to her, than walked on all fours above her on the bed. Part of me wanted to turn all the lights on and marvel at her beauty and grace, even in repose, but another part knew that this wasn't so important tonight. In the dim light, her legs illuminated from the side, the line separating light and darkness traced the smooth curves of her thighs and ass.
I bent forward to kiss her leg right above her knee, through the fine hose. Karianne giggled and twisted her ass, making the tail switch side. I moved higher and kissed her again, only to see her repeat her move, swishing the tail back to the other side. When I touched her again, it was with a fully opened mouth on her skin, and I let my lips and tongue trace a line all the way to her buttock, taking a playful bite of her flesh before releasing it. "Be gentle..." she whispered.
As I grabbed both her slender hips with my hands, I replied "Of course... Never worry."
As much as I wanted to grab her ass right now, I wanted to see more of her. Taking my time, I unlaced her guêpière from the top to the bottom near her perfect ass. I then unsnapped her garters, letting the garter where it was. I helped her remove the nice lingerie. And then, then it was time. Reaching for the fox tail, I grasped it at its base and gently pulled it off. Looking at her anus, seeing the pale pink star it now formed, I smiled. After dropping the tail on the floor, I kissed her asscheek again, then kissed closer to her asshole.
When she grasped what was coming, she asked "What are you..."
"Shhh... Let me enjoy this." I said. "I'm guessing you took a quick shower before I arrived?"
"Of course, but this—"
"Is part of what I've been dreaming about ever since meeting you."
When my tongue touched her anus, cleanly shaven and as smooth as her buttocks, Karianne gasped and tensed up. I grabbed her ass and squeezed my hands hard. When I released the pressure, she relaxed a bit and soon my ticklish tongue began to have its effect. Gradually I could feel her muscles giving way and soon she even arched her ass against my face. "Oooh... That... was... unexpected."
Pulling away from her wondrous cleft, I grinned and said "Why do you think Scarlett loves that so much?"
"Hmmm... Again!"
And I dove back in. Using my hands, I pulled her cheeks against my own, playing with my lips and tongue, revelling in this odd fetish of mine. My cock twitched beneath me against the mattress, and reminded me that as wonderful as this feast was, something else was on the table. Gently, I moved higher until my lips kissed her lower back. I reached for the bottle of sliquid and knelt back on top of her thighs. Raising the opened bottle high up, I let a thick stream of the stuff drop on her ass. She jumped from the cold, but soon relaxed as I began massaging the lube on her buttocks and finally against her puckered hole.
With my index finger, I gently pushed in, grinning as it went all the way in without a moan of pain. Of course, she'd had the foxtail inside her for a while. Gently, I pulled back and began playing with two fingers. Massaging one of her buttocks with my other hand, I whispered "Relax Karianne... You're in control here. You just say the word and I'll stop." As I felt her muscles relaxing, I pushed two of my fingers inside her. This time she groaned, but I was pretty sure I could detect some pain and some pleasure. Staring at the most amazing ass I'd ever seen with my own eyes, I was struck by the beauty of the scene, with my two fingers inside her. It was lewd, it was naughty, it was dirty, but it was beautiful.
After a few minutes of this, Karianne began moving against me, twisting her hips and rotating her pelvis against my fingers. It was time. I slipped my fingers out of her and grabbed the bottle once more. I poured a liberal amount of it on my cock and made sure to coat every square inch of my skin. I dropped a last drop on her ass and replaced the bottle. I found myself breathing faster as I grabbed my cock and pushed it against her hole. Before pushing in, I slipped it up and down, teasing her some more. I said "Do you realize how touched I am that you chose to let me be your first? How great a pleasure this will be?"
"I do, and I'm grateful that it's you, John. So... what are you waiting for?"
"Absolutely nothing." I breathed out. Repositioning myself to get a better angle, I said "arch your back a bit more... Oh Gods yes, just like that."
I placed the thumb from my free hand right next to her hole and gently pulled her cheek away while pressing down on my cock. Slowly, very slowly, I rose up slightly and found the angle I thought would be the best, the easiest for her. Staring at this glorious sight, I wanted nothing more than to fuck her ass like I was used to ravaging Scarlett's. But I couldn't. Not now. And so I pushed in gradually. When I felt the muscles of her sphincter spasming against me, I paused, letting her relax. When she did, I pushed a bit harder and felt her ring swallowing my glans.
As she squeezed hard around my shaft, all by reflex, I grinned. I was in heaven, and besides a small gasp, Karianne hadn't moaned out in pain yet. "There we go... Fuck! This is so beautiful! You're so beautiful Karianne! This is even more beautiful than I thought!" she laughed lightly, then moved just a bit. After she settled, I pushed in a bit deeper and felt her take a sharp intake of breath. One inch, a second and a third went by before she spasmed again. I stopped. I was expecting her to ask me to pull out, but she didn't.
"Shit! This is so strange... Familiar, yet so strange..." she moaned against the bed.
"This is heavenly, little love. This is unbelievable!" I paused, then added. "I'm in no hurry, take your time."
"Good thing too. Shit, how big are you?" she asked, laughing as she bit the blanket.
"No bigger then I was in the jacuzzi." I replied, smiling.
"Liar! You have a pump hidden somewhere!" she laughed and relaxed. Then said "Go, slowly."
And I did, pushing one more inch. Fours inches plus the head of my cock were inside. Only two inches to go until I sheathed myself balls deep in this young dancer's perfect ass. As those final two inches disappeared, she cried out in surprise and pain, and, I hoped, what sounded like, on a taken breath, pleasure. And at the very tip of my cock, I felt the spot where her colon began to turn, something I'd never felt with Scarlett. Karianne's small body made me experience something totally new.
And it looked like my cock was making her live some new feelings as well. "Dear gods!" she moaned as she felt my body pressed against her. "You're so fucking long! I feel like I'm getting a colonoscopy!" We both laughed, and hard. It was the most unsexy thing she could have said, and yet it worked. As I pulled back she gasped again, and groaned as I pushed back in. Then the cried out when I pushed as hard, but slow, as I could. "Jesus fucking Christ!" she almost shouted. Once again I grinned, as Karianne rarely swore.
When I leaned forward and over her, instead of squatting above her ass, she gasped and I moved slowly. The new angle changed the penetration. When I lay against her, I slipped my hands under her arms and grabbed her shoulders. Karianne understood what I was about to do and kept repeating "Oh gods, oh gods, oh gods..." as I readjusted above her. In the best position possible, I pulled out and slipped back in, slightly faster this time. Karianne grabbed both my arms, and kept swearing as I increase my rhythm more and more.
I couldn't believe how quickly she adjusted to my girth. Not that I was so big, but a first anal experience is usually more an exploration than raw pleasure. I could feel her body arching under and against me, and as I began pounding her full length, barely keeping the head of my cock inside her before sheathing myself completely, her moans changed. She was now groaning, growling as she pushed back against me harder and harder. "Shit! This is what I've been missing all these years! Damn! Take me harder!" I couldn't believe my ears and all my senses. I was already ploughing into her virgin ass pretty hard. I closed my eyes, grabbed her shoulders firmly and abandoned myself.
As soon as I did, Karianne's breathing changed radically. She was now taking very quick breaths after which she didn't breathe at all for a while. Then her breath exploded before another long pause. She surprised me, and I'm pretty sure herself as well, when she climaxed from anal stimulation alone. She also bit my forearm very hard. I groaned and pummelled her even harder, driving her into a frenzy. At this point I didn't know if she was just that orgasmic from anal sex, if my cock stimulated her g-point from inside or if it was simply the novelty. And I didn't care. Neither did she. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop, don't ever stop..."
She then became incoherent as wave after wave of pleasure ravaged her strong, lithe body. We were both covered in sweat and I could feel our bodies sliding and squishing against one another. I could feel my abs burning up and knew I wouldn't be able to match her stamina. My own climax also hit me like a Mack truck and I could barely believe that I was filling her sweet little asshole with my sperm. Karianne was still raving, not even slowing down. Luckily for me, as she heard me groan my climax, she began bucking, overwhelmed with pleasure. Reaching above her head, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled hard. "Fuuuuuuuck!" she cried one more time before pushing me off of her.
She remained on her stomach, arching her ass up and down and pressing her pussy against the bed. She sight was still breathtaking. She seemed to be glowing, from her damp hair plastered on her back to her gleaming thighs and of course her asscheeks. Looking between them, I could see her hole, pink and glistening with some of my sperm. I was still kneeling above her, my cock fully hard despite the climax.
When Karianne's breathing returned to something similar to normal, I pushed my cock against her again and grinned as she pushed back against me, sheathing me inside her. Very slowly I pushed deep and pulled out, repeating this process a few times. After a while I stopped and simply stared at her asshole. I whispered "Make it wink for me..." and she did, which made us both laugh. Hearing her laughter, I looked up and saw that she was half asleep, half awake. When I lay down next to her, she opened her eyes and began to cry. She was also grinning and kissed me. "Never before... I've never before felt anything... shit! Anything quite like this!" and she cried again, hugging me tightly. Less than a minute after that I felt her body relax fully. I held on to her for a long while.
After that I pulled away and went to fetch a warm towel. Kneeling next to her, I began to wash and dry her body. Through it all, Karianne didn't move, even when I turned her on her back. Now, I'm a man who loves large breasts. While Karianne's breasts were big enough to warrant bras, nobody would say that her breasts were big. But now more than at any other time before, I appreciated the beauty of her smaller breasts. They were nicely rounded, proud and firm even while she was on her back. Her nipples were hard and I couldn't resist taking one of them in my mouth again.
Karianne was barely conscious, and the sudden silence, after the wild rush earlier, made for a strange mood. I felt like a monk from the old world washing a sacred virgin for sacrifice. But Karianne was neither a virgin nor would she be sacrificed for a non-existant god. Instead she a a very dear friend, one of the few women I'd ever truly loved in my life. And she had given me a priceless gift, fulfilling an inestimable promise. Regardless of what would happen in our lives for the next few years, it was now crystal clear that Karianne would be a significant part of whatever life Scarlett and I would build. After a quick shower, I lay down next to her, covered us both with a thick blanket and fell asleep with her head on my chest.
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The next morning was another remarkable experience. Last night's unique encounter had left us both drained and we didn't feel like having sex, and we simply cuddled together and talked about each other for a while. After a while, Scarlett knocked and entered our room, wearing a long bathrobe. Smiling, she dropped the robe to reveal her nudity and she joined us in bed. After a few warm kisses and lots of hugging, Karianne asked "Where's Judd?"
Scarlett didn't reply immediately. After a pause, she said "Getting ready to hit the slopes."
"Oh. Well, I'm not all that surprised." Karianne said.
"I'm sorry love."
"Did you at least have some fun last night?" Karianne asked, smiling.
"Yeah, I did." she replied with a lascivious smile. "But I have a feeling I would have had a better time with you two here. How was it, your first time alone together?"
"Oh, you know, same old same old..." Karianne replied, keeping a straight face before exploding into laughter. "I decided to fulfill my promise."
"What?" Scarlett cried. "Seriously?" She looked at me and stared into my eyes. "I know you liked it. There's nothing I wouldn't give to have a cock and fuck that girl's perfect ass!" she said, smiling as she turned to Karianne. "And you, my dear, not too painful I hope?"
"No, not at all. I did the stretching exercises you suggested these last few weeks, and it worked! I know I'll be walking funny for a short while this morning, but fuck! It was mind blowing! And I'm not saying that just because I'm still lying in his arms. Scarlett! You should have convinced me to do it sooner! Damn!"
"She had an orgasm from anal only!" I chipped in.
"An orgasm?" Karianne repeated on a rising note. "I've had a slew of them! It just didn't stop! I fucking wanted him to break me! I'm pretty sure I didn't fall asleep last night, I think I fainted!"
Both girls laughed as I remained stunned, not knowing just how intense it had been for her. We spent about half an hour in bed together, with some light caresses but no penetration. Karianne brought up the subject of an orgy again, and Scarlett and I shared a look: she really wanted to do this, even if the dancer didn't explicitly state it. Scarlett winked at me, indicating that we'd talk about it later.
Karianne asked Scarlett "Did you bring any lingerie with you?"
"Of course! Who do you think I am?" Scarlett replied with a smile.
"Go get it."
When she came back, Karianne told me to sit back on the bed and enjoy the show. And enjoy the show I did. Karianne chose to wear a complete set from Lise Charmel. When Scarlett said "Ohh... Lucky girl!" I knew what she meant. Lise Charmel created very beautiful lingerie, but their bras didn't go anywhere near Scarlett's F cups. I looked with lust as Karianne put it on. The bottom of the bra was frilly black lace hanging in delicate patterns under the wire. The push-up cup itself was lined a deep red fabric covered with black lace. But the top parts was where most of the beauty was. There was two embroidered bright red roses on either side, with green embroidered leaves. The little bow between her breasts and on the strings above each cup, finished the look.
The front of her matching panties was very similar, with lower fringes of lace and two triangles of transparency above her mound. The back though, that was something else. Gone were the reds and greens, replaced with a fully transparent lace. There was a triangle on top with a bow, and the rest was just pure fine lace. And that transparency went low and deep between her legs. To finish up, she slipped on a matching set of garters, which were transparent hose all the way to the top, where a thicker elastic band held the garter up. There were a few more inches of hose above that, and the top and elastic were both embroidered with small red roses. It was amazingly beautiful.
When Karianne was done, Scarlett placed her chosen lingerie on the bed. She began by slipping in her panties first, making a show of it by letting her breasts swing and dance. Similar to the effect her new bikini achieved, these equally panties had a perfectly horizontal band at the top, and while the panties covered her pussy with a opaque black fabric, there was a loose curtain of lace from one hip to the other. As she moved around it moved as well, twisting and lifting up. When she turned fully around, the back was cut really high, exposing her fleshy buttocks as they burst from the small confines. While far from a g-string, watching Scarlett walk away with these was a remarkable show.
She then slipped on her bra, a Lejaby Demoiselle full cup bra. It was a small marvel of the lace-worker's art. There was only a small part that wasn't transparent, all the way back and to the sides. The rest was a artful mix of lace and fine ribs, all converging on her nipples. Those nipples were clearly visible through the lace, and the curves her breasts made as they were contained in there were breathtaking. The bra wasn't a push-up, but a pair of well supported 34F breasts couldn't help but have a nice bulge.
Now as dressed as they wanted right now, the two girls looked at me. "So," said Scarlett. "You're going to tell me that you're leaving? Really?"
"And leave us two girls alone in this room, with nothing to do but play with each other?" Added Karianne.
I managed, by sheer will, to extirpate myself from these two amazing young women and go to work. I really had to, given that I had a talk to give, and also because the college paid for the trip. As I closed the door, I saw them on the bed, kissing and already removing the lingerie they had just put on. I walked the corridors with a huge erection and prayed it would go away soon. I spent most of the day locked in with other philosophers, mostly listening but giving a talk late in the afternoon.
The four of us ate a quick lunch together, Judd included, and despite the tensions between Karianne and Judd, it was a bright and fun hour. When I emerged from the darkened room much later in the afternoon, I found Scarlett in a jacuzzi nearby, surrounded by four men. She was, quite clearly, the focus of all the attention. And she was loving every minute of it. I walked close and extended my hand.
I could almost feel the frustration when the men heard me call her "my love", yet they still stared like hungry hyenas when she climbed up from the water, wearing her devilishly sexy new bikini. As soon as she was out of earshot, she laughed and said that she had been conducting a mini sociology experiment, trying to see how they angled to get most of her attention.
Scarlett and I spent the next few hours together, eating alone as Karianne and Judd were apparently still on the slopes. We talked about Karianne's newfound, or rather renewed interest in orgies. Looking around once more, at the men, women and couples, and nobody stood out as interesting. I was still convinced that Scarlett and Karianne's body would attract a gaggle of volunteers, but like Scarlett I wasn't all that interested in an orgy with complete strangers. We couldn't find a solution, and at that point I had no idea that life would offer us a totally unexpected one.
Karianne and Judd suddenly reappeared as the sun began to set. They were not walking hand in hand, but they both seemed really at ease, smiling as they talked. Our foursome decided to find a secluded jacuzzi and repeat last nights evening.
We all drank some wine, but not enough to make us drunk. Just pleasantly mellow. Looking at Scarlett, I couldn't stop thinking about what Karianne had said about soulmates, and about the ring. I had no plan, no idea what or if I was going to do anything about it. I knew she wasn't interested, with her intense feminism having burned most of the beautiful aspects of this old tradition. But at some point, after a long and comfortable silence as we watched the very light snow falling around us, I said "Scarlett, have you ever seriously thought about marriage?" All I wanted to do was probe the subject with our friends around, so as to keep the conversation light. Boy did I misjudge the situation, and her.
At that point and time, she was sitting right across from me, and began to talk "Of course I have. It's not—" and then she stopped. And looked at me. Hard.
"Scarlett? What's—"
"Shhh." she stopped me, placing her finger on my lips. She then said, hesitantly, "Well, you know how I feel about feminism, and that marriage is only..." but she trailed off. Karianne and Judd remained silent: the sudden tension was palpable.
After a few silent moments, I saw tears in her eyes and was taken completely by surprise. I said "Scarlett, whatever it is, I'm sorry that—"
"Shhh." she stopped me again, and I couldn't decipher the range of emotions that flashed on her face. "I never thought..." she paused, took a deep breath, "I never thought I'd really feel this way about... I know I teased you about it recently, but..." Karianne and Judd were perfectly silent and still around us. "I never thought that such an antiquated institution could..." There was another long silent pause as Scarlett stared at me. Then, a whisper "Are you serious?"
I remained still, befuddled. But my heart nearly exploded in my chest. When I grasped that she was asking me if I was serious about asking her, I simply nodded. Scarlett said "Were you asking about what I thought because you... Were you planning on..." She stopped again and swallowed. Her eyes were brimming with tears. It was clear that while it was a complex issue for her, she was nevertheless ahead of me. I didn't answer a single word to her question, but the mere fact that I wasn't replying with a clear "No" was saying something.
Still staring at me, she whispered "Go, then. Ask it."
Even in the silence, I barely heard her because she was talking so softly. I could see that she was still shaking. "What?"
"Ask me." she whispered again.
I paused again, and eventually said, my voice tight, "Here? Right now? But I don't have the... I don't have anything to—"
"Doesn't matter." Another whisper from her, another shot to the heart for me.
"Will..." I stopped, cleared my throat. "Scarlett, will you marry me?"
After another silent pause, she smiled, then grinned, and said "I can't believe myself... But yes! Yes I will!". And then she jumped on me, splashing our two stunned friends.
I didn't even hear Karianne's very loud shout of joy even though she was right beside me. The rest of the evening was a blur in my mind. We spent the rest of it right there in the jacuzzi, and I know we talked about many things, but all I could think about was her "Yes I will." Scarlett had said yes to many of my requests, some of them strange and extremely intimate. This, though, this was something else.
At one point, she turned to me and smiled. I caught her message and stood up. She followed me out of the jacuzzi and we walked to our room. Inside, I went to my suitcase and found the ring. When she saw the box she placed her two hands on her mouth and whispered "You have one?"
"I've had it for a while now."
I kneeled in front of her and looked up. "Scarlett, the bright fire of my heart, will you really marry me?"
"Yes, my love. Of course I will!"
After I put the ring on her finger, we hugged and kissed for a long time. Then, sitting on the bed, she looked at me with tears in her eyes again. "Oh gods... If my friends could see me right now! Some would cry out and hug me, and others would probably excommunicate me from the church of feminism. Damn! I know my mixed metaphor is awkward, but right now I don't care." She paused, took a deep breath and looked at me. "You've told me many times that I've upended your world, Mr. Professor. But let me tell you, this takes the palm. I don't think I could ever do anything that will affect you as much as this affects me."
"Oh but you just did, my dear fiancée." I replied, smiling.
"Oh shit! I'm a fiancée now!"
We laughed together, which turned into a kiss and soon our bathing suits were dismissed. And despite the very deep feelings of love that we were drowning in, we didn't make love like prude angels. We share anything and everything that was possible to share. I took her mouth, fucked her breasts, ploughed her pussy and anus, she rode me, pushed me hard against the wall before pile driving her round ass against me while pushing against the couch, forced me to eat her pussy and ass until she creamed all over my face, I deepthroated her, I bounded her on the bed before having my way with her ripe body until she cried out in climax again, covered in sweat we went to the shower where I took her from behind as she mashed the shower head against her pussy and even played with the empty champagne bottle and her pussy.
It was naughty, it was carnal, it was lascivious and some of it was probably illegal in some states. But it was us, it was nothing more and nothing less than the bloom of our sexuality. A slow session of lovemaking in the missionary position would have been an affront to the sex life we had, to our fantasies and fetishes. I don't know how many times Scarlett came, but I exploded three times, even though the last time felt more like a wet firecracker fizzling and popping. As Scarlett fell upon me, laughing, I nevertheless grabbed her head roughly and pulled her in for another kiss. I had taken everything her body had to give and I still wanted to kiss her as much as I had on our first afternoon together. From the floor where we had ended up, exhausted, we lurched to our bed and fell asleep immediately.
We woke up very late the next morning. I was already an hour late, but didn't care much as I had the perfect excuse. Some of the colleagues with me here had seen Scarlett before, and some who hadn't had crossed her path around the spas. When I would tell them about what happened last night, they would congratulate me and forget about my tardiness. Which is exactly what happened 45 minutes later. I came out of the meetings rather late for lunch and couldn't find anyone of my foursome, so I ate alone. They were probably on the slopes. I was bummed out at first, given how excited I was, but I took the rare time alone to reflect on what the ring on Scarlett's finger meant.
I was interrupted by a man calling my name. "John?" I turned around, expecting to see one of my colleagues, but I was stunned to find Tom, one of my old students. I was very glad to see that it was him, given that he'd been one of my best student in years. I got up and shook his hand warmly, having lost touch with him about two years ago. We moved to a comfortable set of chairs near the mineral pools and caught up with each other's lives. About ten minutes into our conversation, I spotted two girls walking towards us. Could it really be? "Is that?"
"Yes it is!" Tom grinned.
In front of me walked two ravishing young women, roughly Scarlett's age. One of them was another of my gifted students, Angelica. She had been very pretty three or four years ago, and was spectacular right now. She had dark skin and very long dark hair, cascading down in curly tresses all the way to the small of her back. And her figure... Full, ripened breasts swayed with her steps, hidden by a snow white bikini. Next to her was, Milla, I think, one of their friends that had taken one class with me. She was also remarkably beautiful, leaner than Angelica yet with very nice curves where it counted. She had loved wearing short skirts in class, distracting the hell out of me. Her long, one piece black swimsuit contrasted sharply with her pale skin and startling blonde hair. "Shit..." I muttered before they came too close. Tom laughed beside me.
I got up and greeted them with a grin on my face, particularly happy to see Angelica. We spent the next half hour talking, and very soon their deference transformed into friendliness. I had to work to keep my eyes from wandering all over their bodies. It wasn't only because of their sheer physical beauty: something was intense in their attitudes and postures as well, as if they were sexually keen. I was pretty sure that one of them was Tom's girlfriend. Lucky bastard! Soon Milla let slip that they were here for a day only, given that they were staying in a nudist colony nearby. Tom snorted as she said it and Angelica shook her head, smiling.
I reminded them that I was more than just a professor and that I sometimes went outside the campus' library. "In any case," I reminded them, "we're not on campus and you're not my students anymore." We kept talking for a while after that, and I was very glad to see that the atmosphere was genial. As Angelica was talking, Tom said "Damn..." while looking over her shoulder. We all turned around and I laughed when I saw Scarlett walking towards us.
She was wearing her killer bikini, and despite the fact that I had seen it a few times by now, it was still magnificent and profoundly erotic. Not only that, but Scarlett was also wearing one of her pieces of head or hair jewelry, a complex network of very fine silver chains hanging in soft loops under a ring on her head. It was remarkable on its own, but atop Scarlett's head and body, it was breathtaking. I could see the ring on her finger, but I doubt that Tom noticed it. "Hmmm, Tom. Was that polite for your girlfriend?" I asked, a smile on my lips.
Without taking his eyes off of Scarlett, Tom replied "Look who's talking!" and both girl looked at me with raised eyebrows. After the awkward pause, Tom looked at the girls in turn, and they all grinned and laughed.
"I'm sorry," I said, "I wrongly assumed that one of them was your girlfriend."
"Isn't that a fallacy, professor John?" asked Angelica, still smiling.
"No, in fact it's an abduction error..." I replied, grinning.
Milla sighed and said "Well, it's not really your fault..." she said, looking at Tom and Angelica in turn, "It's complicated." But she was smiling as she said it. "Still, that girl... Wow."
Angelica nodded, and I realized that she hadn't moved her eyes away from Scarlett either. John suddenly remembered that Angelica was a lesbian, and understood the interest. When Scarlett turned in their direction, my three old students became silent. When Scarlett came and sat in my lap, they simply froze.
"Why are you surrounded by two gorgeous girls, my love?" she eyed them both for a few seconds before turning her eyes to Tom. "And who is that young man?"
"Scarlett, dearest, this is Tom, Angelica and Milla, all old students of mine. Students, this is Scarlett, my fiancée."
Milla and Angelica just sat there, slowly shaking their heads, and Tom grinned, looking at me. "You're kidding us. Right? That can't be your... It's not..."
Before I could reply, Scarlett turned her head around and kissed me deeply. A long, heady minute later, she released me and looked at Tom again. When he laughed, we all followed suit and the tension was dispelled.
Milla spoke first, and said "What else can I say, professor. Congratulations! Now, as for us. I'm with Angelica and Tom, well, Toms a special case. Let's say he's been granted a special access to our lives."
"How interesting." I said. Looking at Scarlett, I asked her "Think Karianne's going to join us soon?"
"She should. She was with Judd ten minutes ago."
"Karianne?" Asked Angelica. "Are you going to tell us that you also have two women in your life?"
I grinned. "Well, no. Not, exactly..." When Scarlett giggled, my three old students were all staring at me, unsure of what to think.



To break the silence, I said to Scarlett "Oh, by the way, they're all nudists!"
The three of them looked at Scarlett, eager to see how she'd react. They relaxed when she said "I've been trying to convince him to come with me at a colony for months now! Maybe you, who I guessed he's trained in the art of debate, can help me succeed!"
"Scarlett, you know why I'm not interested..." I replied.
"I know," but it's obvious that these two will have the same problem." she said, looking at Milla and Angelica.
"What problem?" that was Angelica.
"John says that whenever I'm naked in public, people can't stop staring at me, but I'm sure you have the same issue, no?"
Angelica smiled, and reddened slightly as she thought about her reply. She had, in fact, stared at Scarlett just minutes before. "Well, yes, but obviously not as bad as you... Gods!" I saw Tom smiling as Angelica was now flushed, and didn't know where to look.
"It's such a pain to deal with this sort of attention..." Scarlett sighed.
Tom looked at me, saw that I was shaking my head and smiling, and took a chance. "You're telling me that you don't like the attention?"
"What?" Scarlett asked, surprised.
"Oh come on..." Tom said, confidently. "Anybody who's not blind can see that you have a body that could raise dead men back to life, that you chose a bikini that highlights your voluptuous body so well that it makes men and women turn their head regardless of their sexual orientation, and that you crown your magnificent head with an uncommon and exceptional jewel."
Scarlett didn't reply instantly. Tom's obvious conclusion was that Scarlett loved the attention, which wasn't really a compliment. I saw her smile, unconcerned nor irritated by that implication. All she said was "You are extremely confident in yourself, yes?" she asked. "And in your relationships with these two girls, aren't you? There are very few guys my age with that sort of confidence." Turning towards Milla and Angelica, she smiled. "You two are very lucky." She then turned to me and said "Now, are you thinking what I'm thinking, my love?"
I wasn't, because I was entirely captivated and pleased by this little exchange. "Er, probably not."
"Oh, there she comes." Scarlett said, looking beyond my shoulder. "Maybe she will help you jog your memory. Isn't one of your philosophers interested in reminiscence?"
Turning around, I saw Karianne and Judd walking towards us. After I introduced everybody once again, Scarlett whispered something to Karianne. And I clicked. My new fiancée wanted to have an orgy with my old students.
"No!" I exclaimed, totally out of context. They all looked at me surprised, except Scarlett and Karianne.
"What?" Scarlett asked, trying her best to look innocent.
"No way José!" I said again, seeing a trace of a smile on her lips.
"Don't tell me you've never thought about it. I mean, look at—"
"Stop it!" I cried, unable to completely control my own smile.
In the strange silence, Karianne suggested "Why don't we all move to another, bigger pool? I've come across one that is very secluded. In fact, I'm sure we'll have it all to ourselves."
My three students knew that something was up, but they had no idea what it was. But, obviously, they were very curious and they agreed. They kept looking at me, Scarlett and Karianne, inquisitive frowns on their foreheads. Following four remarkably beautiful young women, towards what would perhaps, eventually, turn into an orgy, I shook my head and tried to wrap it around a single fact: Scarlett usually got what she wanted.
An image suddenly popped into my head and remained there for a few moments before I could dispel it: Angelica and Milla were on all fours side by side and I was fucking each of their pussies in turn. I whispered "Gods..." as I felt the pulse of blood in my cock. But just as suddenly, I remembered that I wasn't free this afternoon. I had conferences to attend! Looking at the time, I realized that I was already late. "Oh damn..." I said out loud. "I really need to leave, they're expecting me in fifteen minutes. Well, catch up with you all tonight!"
I kissed Scarlett and left, grinning like a thief that managed to get away cleanly. But soon, very soon, I also realized that all these people would spend the afternoon together in the pools. And that Scarlett and Karianne would work their magic and convince them of this crazy plan. Shit! I spent the next few hours being pulled in two very distinct directions: one moment I was thinking about philosophy, what my colleagues were presenting and what I had to say about it, and the next I my mind was filled with images of Angelica and Milla on all fours again, sometimes being tag-teamed by me and Tom.
It was utter craziness, absolutely impossible! Yet I knew that it was not. Judging by the way they had stared at her entrance, Tom and Angelica were already smitten by Scarlett. And Milla was open-minded enough to be in a strange threeway relationship as well as spending her vacation in a nudist colony... Oh damn.
Before I could even get out of the large building where I had spent the afternoon and early evening, I was intercepted by one of the staff. He gave me an envelop. In it was a message from Scarlett, telling me where they were. She also said to bring my swimsuit, if I thought I'd need it. I shook my head. When I asked the man where that specific pool was, a crooked smile appeared on his lips. He asked me to follow him and looked something up on his computer. He then gave me the directions as well as the current code for the gate. "The gate?" I asked.
"Yes. This pool is one of our private pools that guests can rent for exclusive access."
"Oh." I said, smiling. "Let me guess: the area is either walled or fenced in by thick greenery?"
"Indeed." he said, nodding his head, knowing I had understood.
"Thanks."
As I walked towards my room to change, I was still torn. I'd never had anything remotely sexual with one of my students, nor with old students. It wasn't strictly forbidden, as they were all adults, but still. I absolutely didn't want to use the authority I had, or the aura college professors had to seduce a girl or woman. Even after they left, it didn't feel right. I sat on my bed, putting my swimsuit on as I would have to walk there anyway, I tried to determine if Scarlett and Karianne had been successful.
I punched in the code and closed the gate behind me. I walked slowly, wanting to hear them before they could see I was there. I listened in, glad not to hear the sound of people fucking. Instead they were all talking, and had clearly become good fiends during the afternoon. But as I walked around the last bush, I was faced with quite a sight. They were all naked, obviously.
Scarlett was talking with Angelica, standing around a small table on which two glasses of wine rested. It was strange to see how similar and different they both were. While they both had long dark hair, Angelica's were curly all the way down while Scarlett's were a lot more straighter, heavier and thicker. Both were voluptuous, with generous breasts, flaring hips and full, rounded buttocks. Yet Angelica was significantly taller than Scarlett, and that changed all the dynamics of her body. Angelica, despite her dark skin, looked like a sexy valkyrie, whereas Scarlett looked like a goddess of fertility. They both were stunning, and despite the fact that I had indeed been attracted to Angelica while she was my student, there was simply no contest, now, in my mind at least, with Scarlett.
Across the pool, sitting next to each other and in each other's arms, Tom and Milla were talking with Karianne and Judd, who were both in the pool. Despite the close physical contact with bright Milla, Tom's cock was quiescent between his legs, which told me that he was indeed used to her nudity. I wasn't. She was definitely leaner and slimmer than Angelica, but sitting like this, the curves of her hip, ass and waist drew my eyes. Her long mane of brilliant blonde hair added to her beauty. Moving slightly as she talked, her breasts also caught my attention. They were a lot smaller than the other two women, but not small per se. Probably even a bit bigger than Karianne's. And those two prominent nipples, pale pink and begging to be kissed and sucked... Shit!
It was Angelica that saw me first. She placed her hand on Scarlett's arm and they both walked towards me. They teased that I was overdressed, forcing me to strip down. Despite the cold Spring air, there were many heat lamps that kept the entire area quite warm, including the ground. I told Scarlett that this would be a first inappropriate contact between me and a student, or even an old student. "Inappropriate?" Angelica asked. "What do you have in mind, professor?"
I froze, my mouth opened. Looking at her, guessing at the hint of a smile on her lips, I grinned and said "Yes, inappropriate. I've never been naked with any of my students, or done anything else with my students, for that matter."
"Oh, the pour souls..." Scarlett said. "I can imagine all those girls fawning over you, unable to get the slightest opportunity..." Both girls laughed as I shook my head. "Well, here's hoping that these two are not the first and last..."
Angelica looked at Scarlett, her eyes widening, before turning to me "This fiancée of yours is quite the beast... If all the stories she's told us about you this afternoon are true..."
"Oh dear gods in the heaven I don't believe in..." I said with feeling.
The two girls laughed as Milla and Tom arrived, having only heard my long-winded philosopher's swear. My mind was distracted, but I did notice that Milla was quite a bit more sexy as she walked, with her cleanly shaven pussy visible, and her light breasts bobbing enticingly. "According to her," Angelica said, "you practically raped her on your first date?"
"Argh!" I groaned, before pushing my swimsuit down and jumping straight in the pool. As I emerged, I said to Karianne and Judd "Help me guys! I'm being ganged up on by all these crazy people!"
Karianne swam towards me, grabbed me and before I realized what she had in mind, she kissed me on the lips, long and hard, before saying "He's mine! Don't hurt him!" in a playful voice.
When I turned back towards my old students, they were all staring at us, slack-jawed. Regardless of what Scarlett had told them, she hadn't told them everything. Scarlett, seizing the opportunity, said to my old students "Oh, right. I forgot to mention. While we're not precisely nudists, we're not exactly two vanilla couples either. Why, just two nights ago, these two spent the night together and for the first time—"
"Scarlett!" Karianne yelped, laughing.
Scarlett looked at her friend and grinned. "I thought you wanted to speed things along?"
"I do, but don't freak them out!" she laughed, still hugging me with her long legs around my waist and her pussy pressed against my hardening cock.
Milla, looking at us, said "We don't freak out easily..."
"Ok then." I said, looking at the three of them. You guys feel like explaining what's so complicated about your relationship?
Milla grinned, and looked at her two friends. "Guess I should be the one explaining, given that I was the only one living at the cabin all week long." And so she proceeded to tell us a little bit of their history together, and the remarkable week they spent in a remote cabin last Summer. By the time she was finished, we were all in the pool, sitting in the small alcove at the end of the pool. The bubbling was a lot softer than a jacuzzi, making for a more relaxed and silent experience. It also meant that, with the underwater lights, we could see what the others were doing with their hands.
And boy were we busy. In some parts of her story, Milla decided to be a lot more explicit than she truly had to. Scarlett leaned into me and began caressing my cock, knowing that the others would see. Her move triggered other similar caresses. But while our foursome was already quite at ease with this, our nudist friends were a bit more reserved. As Milla was telling us that Tom said that he loved her even though she had just hooked up with Angelica, Scarlett released my hand and sat on my thighs. Fifteen seconds later I was inside her pussy. I tried my best to hide the fact, but it seemed to be obvious anyway.
Once more, one of our actions made my old students' jaws drop. Angelica broke the silence first "Are you serious right now? You're really..." To my surprise, Angelica smiled, then laughed out loud. "Oh dear... Had I known that you were this crazy back then..." she said, looking at me.
"I wasn't!" I replied. "It's all because of her!"
But as we were laughing, Scarlett asked Angelica "Care to finish your sentence?"
"Not right now..." was her demure answer. "But now that you guys know our little story, will someone please tell us what you have in mind?"
Scarlett looked at her, smiling, and said "How badly do you want to kiss me right now?"
That was quite forward. "I've seen you look at me after lunch, and ever since we got here, with Joh gone. So, am I right?"
Angelica stared at Scarlett, and a small smile grew on her lips. Talking to me but looking at Scarlett, she said "Yep. She really is quite something John. Hold on to her. And as for you, I do want to kiss you. Very badly in fact."
"Why don't you?"
Angelica turned to look at Milla, and Tom. Milla said "As far as I'm concerned, this is a fucking dream and we should do anything we feel like doing. How about you, sweetheart?" she said, turning to Tom.
"This is insane alright, but why not."
Angelica grabbed Milla's hand, but slid forward towards us. All the while keeping her hand in Milla's, Angelica reached for Scarlett's thigh with her other hand, leaned in and kissed my fiancée. While I didn't directly get anything from that kiss, except perhaps a sudden squeezing of my cock in Scarlett's pussy, I was nevertheless shaken by it. I was inches away from a fully naked Angelica as she and the love of my life were kissing. If I hadn't already been hard, I would have been in seconds.
Looking around, I saw that this kiss was interpreted like the ringing of the first bell of the evening. Everybody was getting closer to everybody else, even though the people in already formed couples were closer with each other than with the others. Looking back to Angelica, I slowly raised my hand out of the water and placed it on her shoulder. When she opened her eyes in response, I was stunned by the intensity I saw in them.
As I caressed her shoulder and upper arm, something which would have been almost innocent in other circumstances, I felt the hairs on the back of my neck rising. I could still picture her sitting in my classes, usually in first row, staring intently at me as I taught. And she she was here, naked, kissing my fiancée while she herself was impaled on my cock. Never, in my wildest dreams, could I have imagined that anything like this would ever happen.
I guided my hand higher until I reached her face, I caressed her soft cheek and slipped my fingers in her hair. When I gently grasped a handful of her hair in my fist, she opened her eyes again and looked at me with the same fire. Angelica then grabbed my own hair, and moved her lips from Scarlett's to mine for our very first kiss. I felt her tongue inside my mouth in seconds, forgot about her past presence in my classes and abandoned myself in this impossible present. Between us, Scarlett slipped away, saying "I have a feeling she's been wanting to do that for a while..." I could hear the laughter in her voice even as the water replaced her pussy around my cock.
Now free to move as she pleased, Angelica closed the small gap between them and hugged me tightly as we kissed. That meant that her breasts also squeezed between us against my chest. Somehow the effect was very different that Scarlett's breasts, a mystery I'd have to solve later, maybe even with lots of practical comparisons... When her hair surrounded us, I was enveloped in her sweet aroma, a mixture of her skin and her shampoo. It was intoxicating and I held her closer and harder against me.
When I felt her legs moving up and onto her bench I was sitting on, I knew what was coming and I opened my eyes. Without breaking the kiss, she opened her own eyes and stared into mine as she positioned herself above my cock, then against and then finally upon it, sliding down my shaft. She moaned through our kiss as she slipped ever lower, as I reached ever deeper inside her. When she was finally sitting on my lap, she forced me to move a bit by slipping her legs behind and around me. One properly sitting, she pulled away from the kiss and said "You have no idea how many years I've been wanting to do that, professor."
"I think I do." I replied. "Exactly the same as I've been wanting it."
"Shit..." she grinned. "Now, pick me up and sit up on the ledge. I wanna ride you."
I laughed as I did, taking the few moments to look around us. Tom was standing upright in the water, with Scarlett right behind him holding his cock as Milla sucked on it. Judd and Karianne had been fucking close to me and Angelica, but I saw that Judd was now kneeling behind Milla just as Karianne was moving next to her, kneeling in front of Tom as well. My attention was pulled back to Angelica as she pushed me down on the grass and sat up upon me.
The sight was glorious, and I was struck by her beauty as she lifted her arms to push her mass of hair fully on her back. Despite being with Scarlett for nearly a year now, I was mesmerized by Angelica's breasts. While Scarlett's were higher on her chest and thrusted much more outward, Angelica's were wider and seemed heavier. And as she began riding me, I could see the difference. As I'd realized before, Scarlett's breasts were both very large and very perky, which sometimes made them look like silicon breasts. Angelica had the more normal looking large breasts, and they followed her rhythm upon me.
It had been a long while since I'd had a girl with a nearly full bush on my cock, and the effect was powerful. I was nearly hypnotized by her black bush on her dark skin as she rode me, so much so that I forgot to pace myself for a while. When I felt my climax's first surge of warning, I slowed down considerably. Angelica, above me, looked at me. I sat up and held her in my arms before whispering "You took me by surprise and I don't wanna climx too soon. You are one stunningly beautiful young woman Angelica. And so damned fucking desirable!" she laughed as I held her tight. "I've been wanting to say that for so long! Do you remember one of our last meetings before your thesis was done, in my office late one night?"
"Of course I do... I've thought about that evening many, many times..." she said.
"So did I, my dear, so did I. I came so damn close, pardon the pun, to asking you out that night..."
"You so, so should have done it!" she said, smiling. "Although I imagine both of our lives you be profoundly different than they are now..." she said, looking back at our friends.
Judd was now fucking Karianne while playing with Milla's pussy. Tom, on the other hand, was busy resisting two mouths and Scarlett's hand. Angelica brought me back. "Honestly, John, I don't really wanna fuck anyone else here, but I'll do it if I have to..." she said with a theatrical sigh. "I don't really wanna stop fucking you, but I guess I'll have to sometime. Ready to be taken like you would have been all those years ago in your office?"
"In my office?" I asked, curious.
"If you had asked me out that night, I would have pushed you against your desk and fucked you on the spot. I would have fucked you before the first date."
I was laughing as she pushed me down and still was as she resumed her very intense pounding. Looking at her, a dark goddess upon me, I grinned and knew I would let my climax take me. All I wanted was to let her cum before. And thankfully she did. As her moans turned to groans of pleasure, and as her pussy tightened around me, I released whatever control I had over my own pleasure and just fucked her back as intensely as I could. When she screamed, she leaned forward and kissed me, holding me tightly against her as we both came. I could barely believe that I was now filling one of my old student's pussy as she came all over me.



How rhythm eventually broke and we slowed down, milking our orgasms as much as we could. For the both of us, it was a very strange and very deep beginning to an orgy, but it was the release we both needed. After she pulled off of my cock, she sat next to me and we remained like this, my arm around her back for a few minutes as we enjoyed the show.
Scarlett was now on all fours, her knees on the bottom and her hands on the bench. Tom was behind her and Judd was sitting on the ground, his cock deep inside Scarlett. I could see that Tom was amazed by Scarlett's deepthroating gift, and that he soon would want to change places. Right next to them, Milla was sitting on Karianne's lap, her hand stuck deep between them both. It looked like she was using her fingers to caresse Karianne's pussy and the back of her hadn't to caress herself. They were kissing, but most of the time they seemed too excited to do it and playfully bit each other's necks. Staring at Milla's lovely ass as it rose and fell in the water, I said to Angelica "I need to fuck your girl..."
She laughed, saying "Likewise..." while staring at Scarlett between the two guys. "Shit! How the fuck does she do that?" she asked, looking at Judd's entire cock disappearing inside her mouth.
"I don't know, but I like it!"
"I'm sure you do!" she said, grinning as she got up.
I remained sitting there a few moments alone, wondering if Milla was right after all. Maybe I was still dreaming, asleep before the car show where Scarlett had come dressed like a heavy metal fantasy girl. Well, if that were the case I was probably in a coma... You can't sleep that long! But as I stared at her, she looked at me and grinned as the guys were trading places. "So damned lewd, the behaviour of a shameless slut." How many people would actually believe those words if they saw her right now. Yet I didn't believe them at all. Instead I saw her ring gleaming as she held Tom's cock before his first ever deepthroat, and smiled.
And got hard. Standing up, I was glad to see that my cock was now standing up as well. I walked back to the pool and walked to Milla. I placed my hands on her upper back and rubbed them all the way down to her waist and ass. She turned around and smiled when I said "I remember you from my classes little girl. You like wearing short skirts, right?"
"Yep!"
"Love teasing us with your pert little ass?"
"Oh yes!" she replied, laughing now as I squatted behind her.
She stopped moving so fast against Karianne and let me find my way up her pussy. When I slipped inside, I repositioned myself and pushed hard. "Here you go, little tease." She gasped as I filled her, then grabbed one of my hip with her free hand, pulling me even harder against her.
"Punish me professor, I've been a really naughty girl."
"Oh, careful, blonde nymph, he can get—" Karianne stopped as I began fucking this pert little nymph very hard, forcing her to grab Karianne's body with both hands. "As I was trying to say, Scarlett trained him well. He knows how to treat naughty girls." Milla didn't reply, she couldn't, really, but she laughed as I kept pounding her harder and harder. "Shit!" Karianne said, laughing now. "I feel trapped!"
Gauging her reaction, I grabbed Milla by the shoulder and lifted her clear off of Karianne. As I pulled out of her, I told her to walk to the table a few yards away, and to stand there with her legs slightly opened. "I wanna stare at your ass before I take it again." I finished. Milla looked at me with clear defiance in her eyes, but she joined in the game and stepped out of the pool. I stood there, arms crossed and cock spasming in front of me as she climbed out of the pool, pushing her ass out. "Oh, now I remember you clearly. Can't forget that ass..." I stared at her as she walked, making a stunning show of it as well. When she leaned over the table, pushing her ass outwards with her legs perfectly straight, I felt my blood boiling.
Once again, for a brief moment, I was struck by the similarities and differences between two girls, this time Milla and Karianne. Karianne's ass was perfect, yet Milla's, although very different, was just as luscious. Maybe it was the blonde hair, maybe the shape of their waists and hips... Nevertheless, as I walked towards her, it looked more and more tempting with each of my steps. As I stood and spread my legs behind her, slapping her nice cheeks with my cock, she surprised me "I know it may put a damper on the rest of the orgy for you, but if ever your fiancée has a bottle of lube in her purse... and if ever you really do wanna take my ass literally..."
I didn't answer, I growled. Milla laughed as I was looking through Scarlett's purse for her bottle of lube. Milla made her ass sway left and right as she waited, before leaning forward and laying down on the table, making her ass stand out almost lewdly. As I walked back to her, I said "I'll be done after this whether I fuck your pussy or your ass. But I think I'd be ready to forgo anything else if that meant I could fuck that ass."
"It's yours, professor... Just don't take me as fast as you did earlier..."
I smiled as I lubed my cock, and then gently lubed her ass. When the tip of my cock touched her asshole, I pushed gently in and was happy to see it enter without much resistance. Milla was clearly not, like Karianne had been, an anal virgin. I slipped into her like in a tight fitting glove, and we both moaned together as I filled her completely. Looking down at the very fine line of pink skin around the base of my cock, I whispered "So damned beautiful... Not what nature intended, but so fucking beautiful!" She giggled as I pulled back and started fucking her. My mind was reeling after a few moments as I looked at her long blond tresses glowing even in the dim light, then at the devilish curves of her hips in my hand. Seeing my cock disappear deep inside that ass, that teasing ass I had only seen with short skirts, was unbelievable.
Trying to pace myself again, even though it was easier now after my first climax, I looked back a the pool and smiled. Angelica and Scarlett were locked into a very intense 69, each of them alternatively on top as they rolled back and forth on the grass. Karianne was riding Tom's cock as he sat in the alcove, while Judd was standing next to her with a foot on the bench and his cock in her mouth.
When I laughed, overwhelmed by the sight, Milla looked over her shoulder and saw me looking at them. "Scoot to the side, I wanna see them!" she said, as if being sodomized was perfectly natural. We had an awkward and almost funny moment as I remained inside her and we turned around the table. Once she was in a good angle to watch our friends, she said "There, that's— Ugh!" she cried as I pushed deep inside her. "Damn, you seem to like anal as much as I do!" she said. I didn't reply, but kept fucking her delicious ass.
In front of us, Scarlett and Angelica both began moaning and crying out much louder and Scarlett's climax triggered Angelica's. Judd was looking at the two young women, a grin on his face as his girlfriend kept sucking him. Suddenly, Karianne pulled back to scream her own climax. And seeing and feeling such a beautiful girl climaxing around him triggered Tom a few moments later. He threw his head backwards and shouted as we could see his body spasming and twitching.
As far as I knew, Judd still hadn't cum. I knew that once he did, it was all over for him, so it was natural that he remained patient. But as he saw me sodomizing Milla, he didn't look patient. He walked towards us, his cock hard and dripping with Karianne's saliva. Looking at Milla, he said "Ever been fucked by two cocks at the same time?"
"No, not two real ones."
"Up for it?"
"Why the fuck not? This night is already as crazy as it can be!"
Judd asked us to move backwards until she cleared the table. When She did, he moved in front of her and squatted down. Slipping his arms under her thighs he said "Slowly now..." and proceeded to lift her up in the air. Seconds later, he was holding her at our height and managed to slip his cock inside her pussy while I remained in her ass. Milla let out a long string of curses, grabbing Judd fiercely and biting his neck. I grabbed her hips and began to slowly match Judd's cock. I had felt his cock from the inside of a girl before, but it always remained a very peculiar experience.
Milla was soon bouncing between us as we increased our tempo, guided by her moans. She didn't seem to be in any sort of pain despite the very intense position, and we just hammered her. When she spasmed violently, I grabbed her thighs to help Judd hold her up, and we smiled and laughed as she climaxed higher and higher, louder and louder. By the time she reached her apex, all we could do was try to hold the position as best we could. At one point I almost slipped out of her ass and drove all the way back in and she screamed one last time before calming down.
Scarlett suddenly appeared next to us, watching in fascination the raw intensity of pleasure Milla was experiencing. Looking at Judd, she said "Don't spend yourself in her, I still haven't gotten my two cocks in me!"
Judd looked at me and grinned. "That woman is crazy my friend! Crazy!"
"I know! And I just asked her to marry me! What does that make me?" He laughed. "Go to her... I'll take care of Milla.
We let her down gently, and she was still trying to get some sort of control on her muscles and breathing. But when I gently began to pull out, she grabbed my hand and said "No. Don't pull out. Just... just let me..." I turned towards the table and she leaned over, making her ass stand out again. As I slipped in deeper than the threeway position had allowed, she let out a long "Yessss..." after that, she added "Fuck, my legs still can't hold my weight." she giggled. Sometimes I wish I could cum as hard as some women can. Damn! She was still shaking all over and didn't want me to pull out!
"Why don't you lie on your back on the table?"
The table happened to be at the perfect height. I pulled out to let her climb on and she turned on her back. I grabbed both her legs, pulled them up to my shoulders and gently pushed back in. When I grabbed her thighs, she grabbed my arms and smiled at me. "Fuck my ass again, professor... Slowly this time." And I happily obliged. After a few minutes of this deliciously slow experience, Milla slipped one of her hands between her legs and began to masturbate. As she was contracting her muscles, the sensations changed for me as well and I was slowly reaching my own tipping point.
Making long, very long and deep strokes, I whispered. "Are you close?" Milla simply nodded and I heard her breathing change.
She suddenly said "Faster, just a bit faster."
Which was, of course, exactly what I needed. As I accelerated, I kept the same full length penetrations and it pushed us both over the edge. As she climaxed again, I felt a wet gush against my pelvis, and came with her. I probably didn't have much sperm left, but despite everything I could barely believe that I was filling another one of my old student's most intimate hole with my sperm. Milla's climax was noticeably less intense, but she did stare right into my eyes the whole time. And she was grinning, some tears in her eyes and I gently pulled back and helped her down from the table. We lay down on the ground, covered in sweat and absolutely, completely contented.
Looking around, Karianne was slowly drifting in the pool, swimming slowly on her back, staring at the night sky. Tom, Judd and Scarlett were disentangling themselves after a rather intense threesome. They all looked as satisfied as I was. Coming out from the pool, Angelica looked absolutely stunning, seeming to glow because of the dripping water and the lights from the pool. She walked towards me and Milla, laying down on my side.
The smiles I shared with these two girls were worth millions. I didn't get my dream of fucking their pussies in turn, but it was quite alright. If ever we went to their nudist colony, maybe then... Suddenly, instead of keeping that thought only for myself, I decided to tell them about it. They laughed as I told them, and I finished by saying "Can I ask you two to let me believe that it could happen? Even if it's not possible because this was just a one time thing for you. Just let me believe it." They both looked at me, then at each other. They then smiled before Angelica said "How about tomorrow morning?"
Scarlett, hearing my laughter, looked at me, a curious frown on her forehead. I sent a kiss to her, and she kissed back, before winking. She then mouthed I love you and showed me her ring. Despite the two stunning girls either side of me, she was still, by far, the most beautiful and sexiest girl here. Yet, right now, it didn't matter. I had her heart, and she had mine. Everything else was just gravy.
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Ever since hooking up with Scarlett, I've often had the pleasure of waking up in the morning to see her dress. This morning was such a morning, yet it was also different. When I woke up, the first thing I could see was Scarlett's unique body, completely naked, glowing pale white while being backlit by the morning sun. She was standing with her left side towards me, her breast squeezed in the crook of her arm.
That breast was, at first, the very center of my attention. Her breasts were big and firm, bulging outwards and upwards as if held by silicon. But there wasn't a trace of silicon inside her. At least not when she wasn't using one of her dildos! I often feared that one day I would wake up with another woman in my bed and that Scarlett and her breasts would prove to be nothing but figments of my own overly creative and ambitious imagination. They were just too perfect.
But I never "woke up", and Scarlett kept on giving from her breasts to her mouth, to her ass, to her smile, to her eyes and that remarkable person that I was still discovering. Scarlett was very different from me, yet we could be the poster child for "opposites attract". She was wild, free, creative and bold, while I was a lot more introverted, intellectual and home loving. Somehow though, it worked between us.
Right now I couldn't see her nipple as her arm, angled upwards from her elbow, was hiding it. Looking downwards instead, my eyes jealously followed her silhouette all the way to the small of her back, the deep inward curve highlighting her small waist. And then her curvaceous buttocks surged outwards, arcing until they met with her smooth, rounded thighs. I say rounded but Scarlett's thighs weren't big, they were just smoothly rounded all the way to her knees.
A sigh from her lips brought my eyes upwards again and I saw why she was holding her arm like this. She was staring at her engagement ring. The one I had given to her, the one she had happily accepted. Taking a slow deep breath, I said, "Having second thoughts?"
Scarlett turned her head towards me and smiled a soft smile. "Silly man. Of course not." But then her expression changed. "And it makes me afraid." she said in a small voice.
After that she sat next to me, forgetting the fact that her nakedness would severely affect my lucidity. Luckily for me, it wasn't a conversation during which I would have to maintain a high level of argumentation. Instead she told me again just how stunned she had been by the whole engagement. Not by my question, but by her acceptance. Scarlett was a convinced feminist, albeit a peculiar one. Still, the idea that marriage was enslavement had been hammered into her head so many times that she was still shaken by her own "Yes".
Scarlett leaned to kiss me on the lips, stood up and took her sweet time getting dressed. She was perfectly aware that this was one of my favorite moments of the day and she was gracious enough to prolong it when she could. After spending a few minutes rummaging through her many boxes of lingerie, she finally chose a deep blue set I had but rarely seen.
It was the Prima Donna True Romance set, a gorgeous matching pair with a fitting name this morning. She slipped on the panties first, taking the time to caress her legs in the process. As I looked at her fingers sliding on her pliable skin, all I wanted was to do the same. But I resisted the impulse and kept watching.
When they were in place, she turned this way and that, pretending to look at herself in the mirror. The back of the panties was a thong which barely hid anything. The swell of her bubble butt was fiercely highlighted, the blue thong a slash of contrast between her remarkable curves.
The front of those panties was an almost completely transparent lace of fine blue flowers, with bright white flowers as highlights on her hips. If Scarlett hadn't been flawlessly shaven, her bush would have been visible through the lace. But she was and I could see the top of her pussy peeking before the opaque crotch hid the rest of it.
Up top, the bra was cut from the same transparent lace with a lot more of the white flowers highlights. Compared to most sexy bras, it was transparent all the way down to the underwires. The very top was embroidered with very delicate blue flowers that showed more skin than lace. Lower the lace was thicker; it had to be to contain Scarlett's considerable and heavy breasts.
Yet despite the denser lace, her two pale pink nipples were clearly visible through the lace. There were also a few bright white flowers matching the ones on her hips as well as a few more adorning the straps. All in all, it was a gorgeous set and it displayed and enhanced Scarlett's stunning body.
Scarlett then slipped on a very old and tight pair of blue jeans with a rather simple white shirt. Scarlett often liked putting incredibly fine and sexy lingerie beneath very ordinary clothing. I asked, "Wanna put one of my baseball caps to go with this?"
"You have those?" she asked, surprised.
"Yeah, in a box in the trunk of the Charger."
"Perfect!" she said before kissing me goodbye.
I stretched and grinned as I heard her close the door behind her, feeling my erection rubbing against the sheets. But this morning she hadn't left me panting with desire. Instead, she had woken me up about two hours ago for a relentless cowgirl ride that had left me drained, giggling and contended. I had fallen asleep immediately afterwards. As I was getting out of bed I simply felt happy and found myself unable to stop smiling. That incredible young woman was going to marry me!
When I remembered that tonight we would be going to Comicon, my smile turned into a grin! Two months ago Scarlett agreed to come to a Comicon not too far from where we lived even though it wasn't her type of scene at all. She had come because of me. Even after a year with her, even after she had agreed to marry me, I was still sometimes startled that she would do things like that for me. Scarlett knew that I played D&D with old friends, loved cult classics like Firefly, sometimes played old school video games and she obviously knew I was into vampires as well.
Yet even though she didn't think I was a freak because of my geeky hobbies, it wasn't her thing. The live action vampire game had been a special gift for me, but the rest... Not really interested. How had I managed to convince her to come to Comicon? Cosplay! I had reminded her how much she had loved playing Harley Quinn at Halloween last year as well as a vampire in San Francisco last winter. She had enjoyed those two cosplaying opportunities even though the only roleplay she truly liked was sexual in nature.
She still had those two costumes, but was also curious to see what else she could try to make for Comicon. When she stumbled upon images of 2B from NieR: Automata it clicked and she spent the next few weeks buying what she could and making the rest. I was privileged to see her work as it progressed. Every time she came back out of her small sewing studio to show me what she had done so far, my jaw dropped lower and lower.
I don't know why I was still so profoundly shaken by her beauty and sexiness. It seemed like I was immunized to habituation as far as she was concerned. Sometimes she came out of her studio naked to ask me a question or search for an image of 2B, spending long minutes naked next to me. Yet when she came back partly dressed as 2B, I was still shaken by her sexiness even though she had been fully naked a minute before. Strange how the mind worked sometimes.
I watched as her costume became more and more complete. The easiest part was the long black hose and long black boots. Scarlett was even careful to buy a pair of hose that would be slightly too tight on her thighs to create that notable bugle. Then the dress itself, she'd had to make it pretty much from scratch, and the result was stunning. Very short and very flaring at the hips, with that lace design covering her cleavage. A long haired white wig and semi-transparent black gauze on her face completed the look.
Now at the con, it was clear that the end result of her costume was stunning. And I wasn't the only one that thought so. The gapes and stares and photo requests that she got all evening long reminded her of the attention she'd gotten as a vampire. And she loved that. I knew I could have teased her about the fact that she was a feminist and nevertheless enjoyed the attention her costume and half-exposed body were getting. I would do so, but later. Right now I was having too much fun.
Before we left the con, a group of young guys walked up to us and said that they really liked her costume. Soon enough, after taking a few pics with her, they asked Scarlett if she would be willing to come to their real-life D&D game and play a priestess. "Just once," one said.
"We would pay," another chipped in.
"Pay for any expense," a third one added, grinning.
"Your boyfriend would be welcomed, obviously," said a fourth.
"And nobody would touch you," the fifth added earnestly, looking flushed. He was the one that just couldn't stop glancing at her cleavage.
Now I knew that if cosplaying 2B had been fun for Scarlett, she had done it for me. Joining a band of real-life dungeons and dragons players, on the other hand, would be way out of her circle of tolerance. It was an expression we had discovered a few months ago while talking about my geeky side. Scarlett was opened to anything sexual with me. Absolutely anything, as I had learned through the months. As far as geeky stuff was concerned tough, she had a very limited circle of tolerance.
To my surprise, she didn't say no outright. I looked at the costumed guys and realized two things. First, they weren't that young. In fact, a couple of them was probably older than Scarlett. Second, their own costumes were very high quality. Now that I looked at them carefully, they would fit perfectly on a Hollywood set. For these guys, live roleplaying clearly wasn't a part-time hobby.
Scarlett looked at me through the semi-transparent blindfold she had on. When the guys saw us hesitate, one of them gave us a card and told us to contact them if she was interested. "You'll find pictures of our site on the website," they said before praising her costume again and leaving.
"Are you really considering it?" I asked her, dumbfounded.
"Maybe? I've never been a priestess before," she said.
I frowned, puzzled. "You're serious?"
"Will you owe me a favor if I do it? Don't you want to see me as a priestess in the middle of the night?" she purred into my ear, brushing the back of her hand against my crotch.
"Why would I owe you a favor?" I asked. "They'll pay you!" I added, smiling.
"Bah! Money, money, money... I don't care about that and I certainly I don't want favors from these guys."
A short while afterwards, we headed out and ended up alone in the elevator to the parking basement. I was thinking about her in the dress of a priestess, nude under the frock, her long hair wild and free... My cock was already growing when Scarlett brought me back to the present by turning away from me, raising up on her toes and arching her ass upwards. "How long have you been thinking about pulling those panties off?" she asked.
Staring at the back of her thighs, I turned towards her and placed a hand right next to her face on the elevator wall. With my other hand I reached under her short skirt, grabbed the panties and ripped them off of her. I had been thinking about that all evening long. I wasn't afraid of hurting her by ripping them off. She had shown them to me earlier today, telling me that they were the final touch to her costume. When I saw that she had been holding what looked like very ordinary white panties, I knew something was up. I saw that they had no linings or sown edges. She was showing them to me to make that clear.
And so in the elevator I ripped them of and threw them on the floor. Whatever happened from now on, Scarlett would be panty-less. "What are you doing mister?" she cried. "I don't know you and here you are, ripping my panties off... I knew that people that go to cons were all perverts... Oh well, do whatever you want with me then..." She was giggling by the time she was done.
I wasn't done. Instead, grabbed her ass then knelt behind her. I then lifted her skirt and pushed my face deep between her buttocks. Scarlett gasped as I pushed my tongue deep inside her pussy, tasting her already leaking juices. We had maybe ten seconds before the elevator ride was over, and I made the most of them. By the time we stopped, Scarlett was panting hard and my face was covered with her juices. I grabbed her discarded panties and wiped most of it off.
Our plan was simple, reminiscent of the semi-public fuck we'd had in the Bird's garage many months ago. But we froze as we turned the last corner and saw a Star Wars fight right next to my Charger. The sight was amazing, with those high-end swords that looked absolutely stunning and could take the abuse. I was tempted to join them, but then again, my own flesh and blood sword was already unsheathed and Scarlett was the only target I was interested in penetrating with it. "Shit..." I whispered. "They'll probably throw a tantrum if I back up in their midst..."
"Oh my love," Scarlett sighed. "You forget that I'm a goddess here..." she added, smiling.
She grabbed her panties from my hands and walked right into the melee. The twelve or so guys that were fighting all stopped at once and a strange silence fell over the parking lot. In that silence I started and backed-up my car. The Star Wars cosplayers moved away yet didn't really seem to notice me. A 69 Charger with a 383 and headers was a hard thing to miss thought. Scarlett walked to the door and opened it. Before getting in, she threw her panties to one of the guys and they stared, agape, at the bright white fabric. After closing the door, she blew them a kiss and as one they whooped as we drove away.
We were both laughing. Even as we did, Scarlett leaned over me and unzipped my pants. Before we were out of the underground garage my cock was in her expert mouth and I had trouble focusing on driving. My Charger was so wide that Scarlett was laying on her stomach with her belly over the shifter, thighs on her seat and her lower legs bent upwards at the knee. Soon I was moaning in pleasure, torn between the urge to stop the car or enjoy this blowjob as we drove.
When Scarlett asked me if I wanted her to take her time and stretch this as much as possible, I groaned a "yes". Given that she was so low, most cars we passed by didn't notice her. Then again, her white wig bobbing up and down did attract some stares. Twenty minutes later, I knew that at least three people had seen us and one guy even gave me a thumbs up.
When we were on the last country road that would bring us back to our town, we ended up behind a big semi. The road was very deserted at this late hour and I knew I would have no problem passing it. Then again, I also knew that he would see Scarlett. Before hitting the gas I said, "Scarlett, we're going to be passing a semi and I'm pretty sure that—" And I trailed off, grinning when I saw her lifting her ass upwards. I checked to make sure the road ahead was clear and pressed on the pedal.
Once we were right next to the semi's driver, I slowed down and matching his speed. I couldn't see him at all from my angle, but I laughed when I saw him turning on a side lamp, flooding my car with bright white light. "Oh the little pervert!" Scarlett said, all the while making her ass move from side to side. Reaching over her, I fully pulled the skirt over her lower back and grabbed a fistful of her soft ass.
The truck driver blew his horn. Still looking ahead to see if what we were doing was remotely safe, I slipped my hand to her pussy and plunged two fingers into her. The guy blew his horn again and I had to be careful not to blow my load. I was laughing, enjoying this little show immensely. I knew he couldn't see me and while Scarlett had a memorable ass, he wouldn't be able to identify her from it!
A few seconds later I saw headlights up ahead and knew I had to move. I floored the pedal and laughed again as Scarlett was pressed against the seat. But as wonderful as getting a blowjob from Scarlett while driving my Charger was I also realized something. The truck driver and the few other cars that had seen Scarlett blow me didn't need to see my face; my Charger was pretty noticeable itself! Right now I didn't care and drove as fast as I could to get home.
Scarlett and I fucked in the kitchen while she was in costume and again in our bed after a shower. I made sure to make her come twice to thank her for the 20 minute blowjob in the car and we were both grinning as we started to fall asleep afterwards. The last thought I had before drifting off was seeing Scarlett as a priestess. Would she really do it?
The next morning we checked the live-action D&D's website and were impressed by the quality of the physical site they had built. Over years, obviously. If the quality of their costumes had been an indication, the little town and fortifications they had built were the proof that these were serious gamers. I looked at Scarlett's expression as we were watching the pictures on my monitor and knew, as her smile grew, that she was going to say yes. Seeing a picture of the temple where she most likely would have to play clinched it.
In their reply email, it was obvious that the guys were thrilled by Scarlett's decision. I got the feeling that they had asked her on a whim, perhaps even on a dare, not really expecting that she would say yes. Two days later, after a longer wait than we had expected, we finally received an image depicting what Scarlett would have to wear. And she laughed. It was a publicity image from a game called Skyrim, where we see a woman from behind, barely dressed. "Of course!" she sighed, smiling still.
"That's why it took so long..." I said.
"Why?"
"They hesitated," I answered. "You see, they had a choice to make. They had to decide if they were going to ask you to wear a typical priestess gown, or else something like this."
"And you think they hesitated?" she asked, surprised.
"Of course! If they sent you this and you said no, they would probably lose you altogether. Then again if they didn't try to get you to wear the sexy costume, they probably would have regretted it, given your sexiness as 2B."
Scarlett hmmed, still looking at the image. "They say that they have the skirt, which is fully ajustable, and that they have something for the top." she paused, looked at me and smiled. "Something." I was grinning, already knowing that that something would be very flimsy. The woman on the image, which we could only see from the back, had nothing but very fine chains serving as a bra or bikini top. And even the skirt.., it wasn't covering much.
Three weeks later, in what was luckily a warm early summer evening, Scarlett and I stood in the church's bell tower and looked at the medieval village around us. I had to give it to the guys. I really did. They had delivered on their promise of an authentic experience and then some. In fact, I was barely believing it; we were in a damned church bell tower! Made by them!
Earlier today they had given us a tour of the place and even Scarlett had been impressed. I, on the other end, had been floored. It was a perfect place for a live action D&D game. Even though Scarlett's part would only play out late that evening, we had been given neutral clothing that wouldn't stand out in this place. Scarlett had been given a costume of a low level acolyte and had been instructed to keep her heavy hood on her head at all times. This way nobody would look at her. Then again, I thought as I looked at the outline of her breasts despite the thick cloth, some of the males here were bound to notice her.



After sunset, back in the church, one of the regular priestesses invited us both to a small anti-chamber behind the main room. It clearly served as a sewing room with lots of unused costumes as well as assorted pieces of cloth, leather and plastic. Amara was a very cute young girl with wisps of red hair poking out from under her headdress. Not truly beautiful, but when she smiled her cuteness soared. She closed the door behind her and opened a small chest containing Scarlett's costume.
Amara didn't have anywhere near Scarlett's beauty and sex appeal and for a moment I was afraid that there would be some tension. But I was wrong. Amara was almost as thankful as the guys had been for Scarlett's presence here. She could see that she was great for the role and didn't seem to be bothered by her beauty. They both examined the costume for a few minutes and before Amara could leave to let Scarlett change, my fiancee untied the knot on her sash and let her robe fall to the ground. She was, of course, utterly naked.
I smiled. Amara gasped. We had been alone when they had given us our first costumes, and when I had seen Scarlett stripping down completely before donning her robe, I had simply smiled and shaken my head. I hadn't been surprised in the slightest. Amara had had no idea that Scarlett would switch from being fully clothed to fully naked in a blink of an eye. And, more importantly, she had been unprepared for my fiancee's beauty.
I watched, smiling, as Amara's eyes scanned Scarlett's body from head to toes. She hadn't even seen her full, luscious head of hair free before, and her eyes widened as Scarlett loosened them up after they tumbled from the loose knot she had made. Then her eyes fell to her breasts and her mouth opened slightly. Amara did what I was still doing when faced with Scarlett's remarkable breasts; she was gaping. She saw that her breasts were slightly too large for her frame and surging from her chest like two massive mounds of white flesh. Amara took a step back and reflexively placed her hand on her belly.
Looking lower, Amara's eyes followed the smooth curves from Scarlett's small waist and slightly flaring hips, pausing on her shaven pussy before going all the way down her round thighs and fine calves. Even though the long black rose tattoo on her calf was stunning, Amara didn't even seem to notice it. With Amara frozen in front of her, Scarlett started and said, "Oh, I'm sorry, are you a lesbian?"
"What?" Amara asked, clearly shaken. "No, no. Sadly... I mean no, I'm not. Damn! Did I say sadly out loud?" she laughed nervously.
After Scarlett smiled and nodded, Amara added, "Oh me and my big mouth. But damn!" she exclaimed again. "You are preposterously beautiful! I didn't quite believe what the guys were saying about you and was convinced that the pictures they had shown me of you as 2B had been doctored. The thick robe now feels like it was a setup to make me react like this... Crap!" she finished, laughing.
Amara took a deep breath and calmed herself. She then looked at me with an expression that said "Lucky man!" She was deeply flushed and was still breathing quickly and I briefly wondered if Amara was indeed a lesbian. Some women reacted vividly to Scarlett's beauty, but most of them were either bi or lesbians.
A minute later Scarlett had the skirt on and adjusted. Amara, slightly more at ease now, laughed and said, "You're really going to wear this without underwear?"
"Well I don't have much of a choice..." Scarlett replied. "Anything would stand out. I'm sure that the person who designed this skirt was well aware of that. Can I assume that I'm the first one willing to wear it?"
Amara blushed and nodded. The skirt, as in the image they had sent us, consisted essentially of two pieces of cloth, about ten inches wide and thirty inches long. They hung from a fine golden chain, one in front and one in the back. It was incredibly sexy and didn't hide much. Amara and I could both see her hips, as well as most of her thighs and buttocks.
For the top, Scarlett tried putting on what looked like a white bikini top but made from a very thin non-stretch fabric. It hung loosely over her breasts and had clearly not been designed for breasts as large as hers. When she put it on, both her nipples showing, it looked so naughty as to be funny. Amara laughed with me. "Well... Looks like we'll have to find something else!" she said.
"What about this?" Scarlett asked, pointing to a long veil hanging on the wall.
"Oh, good idea. We could certainly use it to make... But, it's slightly transparent."
"So?" Scarlett said simply.
Amara paused, then frowned, then laughed out loud. "Dear gods!" she exclaimed. "You just don't stop, do you? You are going to turn me into a lesbian!" she was still laughing. "I think we're going to be talking about this sacrifice for years to come... Are you sure about this?" Scarlett was. Amara shook her head, smiling. "I wish I was as confident as you..."
A few hours later, not too far from her but still in the crowd, I watched Scarlett walking slowly towards the altar. It was fully night, and there were only four torches to light the scene. It was enough though... More than enough. I could see that just about every guy in the enclosure was staring at her. When she moved between me and a torch, I could see her breasts outlined as if she were naked. I could guess that many of the others around got the same treat. The long haired white wig, the same she had used for her 2B costume, had quite an effect on me, making her familiar body and face look brand new.
Scarlett was perfect in her role. She may claim that she's not into this type of roleplay, but I would confront her later about her obvious talent. Even when she said the ritual words in an invented language, she was flawless and her words tumbled out confidently. When she raised her retractable bladed dagger, her breasts shook and the crowd became even more silent. Timing her strike with a guy hidden behind the altar, she struck the peasant who had been chosen as sacrifice. The hidden guy squeezed a bag full of blood and it squirted all over the peasant. And Scarlett.
When Scarlett turned around, her face, veil and skirt covered with the fake blood, she opened her arms wide and threw her head back to chant a few more words. She also shook the hearts and lower bellies of most of the crowd, with the blood making the thin veil stick to her breasts. After a long pause the crowd erupted in cries, hoping that the ritual would appease the gods.
Someone then doused the four torches and the crowd slowly dispersed with Scarlett moving back behind the altar. After they all left I walked to her, anxious to learn how Scarlett had enjoyed her experience. To my surprise, she wasn't there. The sacrificed peasant was gone though, and a fake sword had been left in his place. Startled, I suddenly heard a big growl coming from deeper in the fake cave behind the altar. Laughing at myself, I found that I had reflexively gripped the sword.
Seconds later I was glad that I had. I heard someone bellowing a deep and rough "She's mine!" before charging me. It was a troll, or rather one of the guys costumed as one. We fought for a minute or two before I pummelled him enough so that he fled. I was breathing hard, adrenaline coursing through my veins. I knew that it was only a play fight, but still, it was exhilarating!
When I reached the end of the fake cavern, I could barely see Scarlett on the ground, her two hands chained to the wall. "Don't abuse me!" she cried. I growled, both at the thought that I could and also because I now understood one of the reasons she had agreed to do this. Scarlett still regularly tried to bring out the inner beast she saw in me. It was one of the constants of our relationship, had been from our very first meeting.
How long ago had she begun planning this? Had she planned on me being full of adrenaline, pumped up like an animal and unable to resist her body? Was that why the troll had been here? As she twisted on the floor, I saw her pale thighs shine on either side of the narrow skirt. My eyes were now adjusting to the moonlight and even though my heart was still pumping hard, my blood heated up at the sight. "Don't take me while I'm powerless!" she cried again. "You could do anything to me, but please don't!"
I almost laughed at her thinly veiled invitations. Then again, her thinly veiled breasts were heaving and moving around even more invitingly. I growled a deep "Shut up, damn bitch of a priestess." When I heard Scarlett unable to fully contain a moan of pleasure, I almost laughed again. My answer was my way of telling her that the game was on. I moved towards her and used my sword to move her skirt.
Scarlett cried and played her part well, but soon I had flipped the skirt sideways over her thigh and could see her bald pussy. Fuck! I was already hard in my trousers! I knelt on the floor and was glad to see that it was painted wood. Knowing that she wouldn't be hurt too badly, I grabbed both her feet and pulled her hard towards me. She gasped as she slid, her arms forced above then over her head by the chain. I pulled another time until it was taut and I sat on her ankles.
By now Scarlett was crying out and was feigning pain and outrage. "You're not going anywhere little priestess," I told her. "You're going to pay for what your brethren did to my family!" I said, inventing a simple story as I went along. She kept insulting me, promising god's wrath upon me if I raped her. I didn't mind. I grabbed the veil that was still covering her breasts and pulled it off. The simple knot gave and I threw the veil behind her.
Staring at the breasts I knew so well, with my hands on her naked thighs, I groaned in anticipated pleasure. Roughly, much rougher than I personally liked, I placed one of my hands over her pussy and pressed my thumb down between her closed thighs. A few second later I pushed my thumb against her clit and she cried out. A few more accusations of rape and other such awful things were thrown about, but I didn't care. Scarlett had managed to rile me up and I intended to give her what she wanted, a very rough ride.
Sliding up to sit on her thighs now, my thumb still mauling her clit, I roughly grabbed one of her breasts. Even though this was just roleplay, I grabbed its flesh really hard and squeezed. I grinned in the dark when I heard Scarlett gasp in what seemed to be real surprise. "You're so fucking going to get it now, bitch!" And to my pleasure, even though I had probably hurt her slightly, I felt her pussy becoming hotter and wetter. "What's this now?" I asked. "You're liking this? Really?"
She cried out that she didn't, but when I rubbed my thumb in small circles, she moaned out loud. "Oh my dear... Oh such a naughty little priestess. You're in for a rough ride." Without leaving her enough time to react, I jumped away from her and twisted her around until she lay on her belly. After sitting on her thighs again, I removed my thick cape, my tabard and my shirt before unbuttoning my trousers. Awkwardly, I leaned forward and pushed them off. Scarlett tried to get away from me a couple of times during that process, but stopped when I reached under her for one of her breasts again, squeezing it hard.
I finally found myself naked with my cock pressed between her buttocks. She was now keeping her thighs clamped together and I had to press my cock very hard between them to reach her pussy. I spat on the little space between her buttocks and thighs where the tip of my cock was nestled and felt the lubricant spread over me. When I first pushed upwards, I slipped against her asshole and heard her gasp. "Not this! Not this you perverted animal!"
"Just for that," I replied, "you're certainly going to get it. Just wait for it, priestess. You're going to get sodomized soon."
I so dearly wanted to do it now, but roleplay or not, there wasn't enough lubricant on my cock. Looking up, I saw that her hands were still pulled over her head and that the position must be uncomfortable for her. Screw that! At this point all I wanted was her sweet pussy. And I got it. Scarlett was burning hot and more than lubed enough for me. I had expected to take her slowly to spread the lube but surprised myself by ramming myself into her.
Reflexively she opened her legs to try and escape, but that only allowed me to go deeper. She gasped and cried out as I pretty much bottomed out. I'm not huge, but I'm big enough to fill her and in a few positions I can actually go deep enough to hurt her. And that's what I wanted to do right now. Well, I didn't really want to hurt her, but Scarlett being Scarlett, I knew she would love being pushed to the edge of pain. Growling again as I bit into her shoulder, I reached for my clothing next to us and pulled it close.
I slipped out of her pussy and pulled her hips upwards. After pushing the thick clothing under her lower belly, I pushed her back down. The stack of clothing forced her ass upwards and I grinned as I knew that this was one of the positions where I could go too deep. "You know what's coming, don't you little priestess?"
"Shit!" she cried, and for a moment I hesitated. It didn't sound like a playful voice.
"What?" I asked. "You want me to take you roughly?"
Scarlett breathed hard a few times as she tried to reposition herself. But I was holding her down very firmly. "You're not going anywhere, and that not-quite-deep-enough pussy is going to get it..." She groaned again, half in anticipated pleasure, half in fear. When I mounted her again, she gasped. As soon as I felt my upper thighs slamming into her ass, my cock buried as deep as it could physically go, Scarlett cried out. In real pain.
I knew she would want me to pound into her despite the pain, would want me to take her as roughly as an angry farmer would take a chained and sexy priestess. Yet I was still me and I hesitated for a very brief moment. During those few seconds, Scarlett said something she hadn't said to me in a long while, "Don't hold back now, professor..." I growled as I remembered how often she'd had to tell me this during our first months together.
Scarlett liked things rough in bed. Not always, but often enough. As I was now figuring out that she had organized this little bondage thing with the D&D guys, I knew she wanted me to be rough. And so I was. I slipped one hand under her right breast and the other under her left armpit. After wrapping my fingers around her shoulder and holding on to it very firmly, I pushed myself up into her as hard as I could.
Scarlett cried again, much louder this time, and I grinned like a wolf when her cry turned into a low moan before she ran out of breath. But before she could breath again I pulled back and drove into her again and let my full weight press down on her. This time she gasped with what little air she'd had left in her lungs. I pounded into her her relentlessly and I felt her managing to take a ragged breath.
As soon as she did, she moaned and cried out in pure pleasure despite the pain she was surely feeling. Into her ear, I growled "You're fucking mine, priestess... You're my fucktoy!"
Surprising me, Scarlett said "Forget the roleplay... Say my name."
"You're my very own personal fucktoy Scarlett..." I groaned, breathing hard. I could feel her squirming beneath me as I did and was surprised to feel her starting to spasm. She was close to climaxing already!
I renewed my assault on her pussy. Even if it lessened my leverage, I slipped my other hand to her left breast and mauled her breasts. She was now moaning and mumbling things incoherently, and the only word I could make out were "Again..."
And so I let my inner alpha male emerge and said "You like being my little slut, don't you? All your convictions and arguments about being a proud feminist... All bull! You're nothing more than a cock-slave! My cock-slave!"
I had to focus not to laugh as I was saying such crazy things. Yet in this fantasy, despite the fact that she had asked me to use her own name, Scarlett was turned on by this raw, alpha-male rubbish. She wasn't a hypocritical feminist; Scarlett truly believed all those things about equality and the mistreatment of women in our society at all levels. But when she was very excited, she also wanted to be taken like a sex doll. It was a paradox I was still working on wrapping my head around.
But right now it was working for her. Soon I felt like I was riding an angry bull as her pleasure exploded. Taking her by surprise, I pushed us forward to get some slack in the chain. Then, as she was still puzzled about this move, I shifted my weight backwards and pulled her up with me. We were both kneeling now as I kept fucking her, and when I slipped my hands from her breasts to her neck, I heard her gasping. Scarlett liked to be dominated and her neck was highly erogenous zone.
I grabbed it forcefully, using my thumbs to pull her head back. Her back was arched as far as it would go as I pulled her head backwards until she could look into my eyes. Her breasts were pushed forward lewdly and I saw her body shake and arch even more as I pounded into her in this strange position. She truly was at my mercy and her moans transformed into guttural groans of pleasure.
When I saw her eyes rolling up into her head, I knew her climax was fully blooming. She stopped breathing for a long moment as she arched her body even further, trembling all over. She then took a deep breath and surged upwards, freeing herself from my tight grip. I heard her trying to control her cries of pleasure, and failing miserably.
I pushed her forward and she fell back onto the heap of clothing on the ground. She cried out when I slammed myself back into her, pushing even more pleasure and a trace of pain out of her sweat covered and panting body. Abandoning any attempt at remaining silent, Scarlett was now screaming her climax for everybody to hear. In the corner of my mind, I was glad to hear that it really sounded like a girl climaxing. I hoped that the others would recognize it as well; I didn't feel like seeing a horde of warriors rushing to her aid with foam swords right now.
I think Scarlett broke her record for the longest climax ever. She seemed to be completely overwhelmed with her pleasure and she was trashing beneath me. I tried matching my thrusts wth her body movements and tonight it worked better than most times. My hands were still back around her shoulders and I was driving my cock as hard into her as I could every chance I got. I say every chance because sometimes Scarlett was moving so much that all I could do was hang onto her!
Before her climax waned, Scarlett froze for a long moment before stretching her body slowly in perfect silence. She gasped very loudly after that, trembling and moaning as she fully relaxed beneath me. I pulled out of her pussy gently and knelt next to her. Scarlett turned on her back. Breaking out of character, she was looking at me with a soft smile, still trying to regain control of her breathing. She was panting, sweaty and grinning.
But I wasn't done. I was sitting on my feet and rose up on my knees. My still hard cock, glistening with her juices, was about a foot from her face. The message was unmistakable. Her eyes opened wider for a moment a she remembered that I hadn't climaxed. Before she could do anything about it, I reached her knees and pulled her chain taut one more time. Standing right next to her face, my cock right above it, I said "I told you earlier priestess... You're going to get sodomized. But right now my cock isn't wet enough, so..."
When I squatted over her head and knelt down, she gasped out loud and tried moving. I was above her, over the chain, and could see her perfect body laid before me. We both knew that all she had to do was say our safe word, "Love", and everything would be over. She didn't. "Tilt your head back, priestess, I'm going to teach you something your god never has..." I grinned when I saw her tilting her head backwards.



I pushed the tip of my cock into her mouth and closed my eyes in delight as I felt her taking me in. And deep. Soon I felt the back of her mouth and pushed deeper still until I filled her throat. I was now on all fours above her, my eyes still closed. When I felt her muscles relaxing I pushed whatever remained of my cock inside her, groaning and shaking my head as I reeled with pleasure. Deepthroating was one of the most intense sexual gifts that Scarlett had given me, and I was still profoundly grateful even if I got to do it a few times every month.
When I felt my balls against her nose and her chin against my pubis, I gasped and trembled. I was trembling with pleasure as I felt her complete surrender to my lust. I opened my eyes and looked at her glistening pussy, knowing I would lower myself to devour it soon. But for now, I just wanted to fuck her throat. The man-on-top 69 is one of the most intense and dominant position, and I was enjoying it thoroughly.
But after two deep penetrations, Scarlett surprised me again. Taking advantage of my reeling mind, she pushed her legs upwards, trying to push me off. As I pulled away from her mouth I heard her giggle and I knew that she had made that sound just to reassure me that she was alright yet without breaking the roleplay. "Bitch!" I cried, pushing her legs back down while driving my cock back into her throat, hearing her gagging in the process.
And then I heard a gasp. Not from Scarlett. Looking up, I saw Amara's head poking from behind the altar. Her eyes were wide opened with shock. I would later learn that she had been Scarlett's partner for this little set-up. She had also been warned, by my fiancee, that whatever she would see would be perfectly consensual. She wasn't to freak out and call for help.
All that info would, later, explain why she wasn't in fact freaking out at the sight of me forcing my cock down Scarlett's throat while she was chained to the wall. Yet despite that warning and despite having seen the whole thing, the combination of my saying "Bitch" and forcing my cock down her throat had clearly been overwhelming. Taking a chance, I said "Amara! Come and help me, she's trying to escape!" Amara startled and looked at me. She was smiling, knowing it was a game, but was completely flushed, her round eyes bright. When she came out from behind the altar and I could see shock and lust warring on her face.
Giggling, she knelt at Scarlett's feet and pinned them down. I stared into her eyes as I pushed back inside my fiancee's throat, groaning with pleasure. I leaned down and pressed my face against Scarlett's pussy. Amara reacted quickly by slightly releasing Scarlett's legs. I heard both of them moaning as my mouth began working its magic on her pussy. I kept just enough discipline to keep track of Scarlett's breathing and a few minutes later we were both bursting with pleasure, well on our way to our climaxes.
Suddenly, taking another chance, I pulled away from Scarlett's pussy and looked into Amara's eyes. "Your turn!" I whispered.
This time Amara gasped in surprise, but when her eyes darted to Scarlett's pussy right beneath her, I knew she would agree. "Shit!" she exclaimed. She then added, whispering "Ok! But just her... If my boyfriend learns that I've had sex with the high priestess he'll be thrilled, but if he learns that you were also..." she trailed off, looking at me.
"Deal!" I said. "Enjoy her!" I was slightly disappointed, by seeing her staring at Scarlett's pussy with her mouth opened was very nice anyway.
I grinned as I saw her lean down and carefully position herself between Scarlett's thighs. It was, obviously, her very first pussy. I stopped fucking Scarlett's mouth, needing a break before cumming too soon in any case. I moved off Scarlett and knelt next to her. Amara looked up when I did, staring at my glistening cock with wide opened eyes. Soon though she lowered her head again and stared at Scarlett's bald pussy. She pulled her veil off and I was pleasantly surprised to see a thick knot of red hair pinned behind her head. After a deep breath, she licked my fiancee's pussy.  
Scarlett moaned when she felt the girl's tongue on her. She pulled her arms free of the fake manacles and grabbed Amara's head to pull her in. "Stop thinking about it... Just do what you like when guys eat your pussy..." she said to the girl who was a novice in so many ways.
Seconds later Scarlett threw her head backwards and laughed. Amara suddenly cried, "Oh my gods this is crazy," before plunging back in. Next to Scarlett's head, I could see that Amara was losing herself more and more, moving Scarlett's legs around to get better angles. And it was working, with Scarlett moaning harder.
Through those moans, a few minutes later, Scarlett told me "Why don't you lift that little priestess's robe and take her from behind?"
Before I could reply and let her know what Amara had said, I saw her lifting her ass upwards. Gasping, out of breath from staying between Scarlett's legs too long, she said "I have a feeling that you two can keep a secret, right? Well then I need that thick cock of yours inside me... Just fuck me! Christ!"
I didn't need to be told a third time. I knelt behind her and pulled the thick robe up and over her back. I was pleased with the nice little ass I found hidden there and soon I had pulled her panties down to her knees. I grabbed her buttocks with my hand, smiling at the firmness and then at the bounciness when I released it. Amara was, at most, twenty years old and while her ass wasn't as round as Scarlett's, it was pretty nice.
Deeper I saw a well trimmed but full bush peeking from between her buttocks. Dark red and lush, it contrasted with Scarlett's pale white and cleanly shaven pussy. Accustomed to Scarlett's shave and Karianne's small strip, I smiled as I lined up my cock with those furry lips. With my glans still wet from Scarlett's mouth, I pressed it between Amara's lips before spitting a large wad of saliva onto it. I groaned as then I pushed inside.
As I penetrated yet another girl's pussy since Scarlett had come into my life, I looked up at the woman who had agreed to marry me. Her eyes had been waiting for me and she was grinning, the pleasure from Amara's mouth obvious on her sweat covered face. Given that Amara was fully drenched, I just pushed on until my thighs pressed against her ass. At that point Amara groaned hard and rested her head sideways against Scarlett's soft thigh. "Shit that's a nice cock right there... Oh gods!" she gasped as I pushed as deep as I would go.
I pulled back fully and pushed back in, smiling at the farting sound of my cock driving back in. "Damn!" she said again, her entire body trembling as I sheathed myself into her. "You two are just sexual gods! You with your giant breasts and you with that damned cock! Shit!" As soon as I began fucking her properly, Amara was moaning and and groaning and grunting her pleasure. But she soon buried her face between Scarlett's thighs and gave her her best.
I very well could have cum in that little priestess's pussy... Amara knew that I didn't have a condom and she didn't say a thing when I fucked her hard and fast. But even though I was tempted to fill that new pussy, I had Scarlett's ass on my mind. A few minutes later, fucking Amara slowly by now, I grinned when I saw Scarlett's head thrown back in pleasure as her climax peaked. By then she was pulling Amara's head against her pussy with her two hands and I could feel Amara's pussy twitching with pleasure.
Soon enough, just as Scarlett's head fell back down on the ground after her climax, Amara's entire body convulsed once and I felt her pussy clenching very hard. Knowing I wasn't on the verge of climaxing myself, I increased my pace and fucked her hard as she climaxed. Amara lifted her face from Scarlett's pussy and remained on all fours as she shook with pleasure. Scarlett was her first woman, we were most likely her first threesome and she was bucking with too much pleasure. Her face was now resting against Scarlett's lower belly as she took each of my strokes with a cry of pleasure.
When she finally collapsed next to Scarlett, I looked at my fiancee and said "We're not done, priestess..." At this point, Scarlett wasn't in her role anymore. She grinned and stood up, removing her skirt once and for all. She then leaned on the altar, lifting herself on her toes and offering me what she knew I wanted. Her ass. I walked behind her, spat on the tip of my cock even though it was already glistening with Amara's juices, and placed it right against her soft anus.
I don't know how many times I had fucked her ass, having lost track a while back. Even though it had almost become a routine part of our sex life, I still felt my heartbeat increasing when I felt her smooth skin on either side of my tip. I looked down at her asshole as it slowly stretched around my glans, swallowing me gradually. I took my time and watched, fascinated, as her asshole opened up wider and wider until it enveloped my entire crown, tightening right below it.
I gasped when Scarlett tightened her muscles. I spat another gob of saliva right at the junction between her anus and my cock and pushed in. As soon as Scarlett relaxed I saw my cock sliding inside her at a remarkable speed. Before Scarlett, with the few girlfriends that had allowed me in there, it had been a slow and painful process. With Scarlett though, who loved having me there as much as I loved being there, it felt natural.
I had been inside her mouth, inside her pussy and even, unexpectedly, inside the pussy of another young girl. Yet as I felt her ass opening up to me, tight and welcoming at the same time, I groaned and closed my eyes. I felt her muscles relaxing with every inch, felt her sphincter spasming a few times as I pushed deeper and deeper. In a matter of seconds I was hilted inside her ass, my thighs pressed hard against her buttocks.
I could see her skin stretched taut around the base of my shaft and it seemed like her ass was made to welcome my cock. My thick, hard cock. When I flexed my pc muscle I saw my girth widening every so slightly as well as a thick vein bulging in the narrow space between my lower abdomen and her asshole.
I held her round cheeks with my hands, massaging and squeezing her flesh as I remained all the way in. Soon though I pulled out, seeing her sphincter pulled back slightly with me, so stretched it was around my cock. I slid my hands around her hips, preparing for the second penetration and spat on my cock again. With that better grip I pushed back in, watching in awe as her asshole was pushed back even before I was all the way back. I finally closed my eyes and began fucking her ass. As wonderful as her mouth, throat and pussy were, there was something unique about being inside her ass and I was reeling with pleasure, my orgasm rushing back after having receded while we switched position.
After a while I opened my eyes when I felt Amara's presence right next to me. She was staring at my cock ploughing into Scarlett's ass. It was clearly her first time seeing this. Amara was now completely naked next to me, her tight knot all undone now, with her long strands of red tresses tumbling all over her shoulders and breasts. Her sweet little breasts were covered with sweat, her skin flushed with a healthy reddish glow. Her mouth was slightly opened as she stared, fascinated. "One day... One day I'll ask my boyfriend to fuck my ass... This is insanely sexy." she said.
"Oh my dear... I can take a pause from Scarlett's ass and give you a taste if you want..."
When her eyes opened wider I was sure she would let me. Yet she bit her lower lip and finally shook her head. "Gods I want you to do it but... Shit. I've already gone far enough..."
Nevertheless she remained right there, naked next to me, her nipples engorged and huge on her small breasts. Without warning she grabbed my cock as I was pulling out and held it as I kept fucking Scarlett. Her mouth was slightly opened and she was breathing hard. I was praying that she would change her mind, but alas it didn't happen.
Instead, she saw an opportunity and jumped on it. Amara climbed the altar, sat right in front of Scarlett's face and opened her legs wide. Scarlett didn't miss a single second and dove right into our little priestess's red pussy. Even in the afterglow of her climax, it was clear that Amara was stunned by Scarlett's tongue. We had no idea how sexually experienced she was, but it seemed obvious that she had never had a partner gifted in oral sex. Having been blessed myself with Scarlett's mouth and having seen Karianne shouting her pleasure many times, I knew that my fiancee was such a gifted partner.
Soon Amara reclined fully on the altar and began breathing erratically. Both her hands were on her face and she was trying to bite back all the moans that were rushing up. In this position, her small breasts stood straight up and her nipples were fully engorged. The sight of Scarlett's head between the opened thighs and her moans of pleasure pushed me over the edge.
Despite the remarkable show in front of me, my eyes focused back on my cock penetrating her asshole as I came. Countless times, yet never jaded. I growled then groaned as I came, shaking like a tree in a storm. The crest of pleasure of this new roleplay orgasm shook me and I laughed as I filled her ass with the last few spurts of my sperm. I slowed down as pleasure became too intense and watched, grinning, as Amara's thighs were raised up, clenched around Scarlett's head. Amara was also biting her forearm and she was now covered in sweat as she climaxed herself.
I pulled away slowly from Scarlett's asshole, grateful as always. Scarlett turned her head around briefly and asked "Are you clean?" Nothing more before she turned back to Amara's climaxing pussy. I knew what she meant, and my heart skipped a beat. I looked down, and indeed our anal pleasure had left me perfectly clean. Scarlett closed her legs and arched her ass outwards even more.
When I pushed my semi-hard cock into her pussy, I groaned. I grabbed my soon-to-be wife's hips again and fucked her as hard as I could. I knew I was not going to cum again, but she clearly wanted to climax again before we were done. I took her very roughly, slamming her thighs against the altar in what must clearly be painful strokes for her. But as soon as Amara pulled away from her mouth, Scarlett shouted out extremely loudly.
Because I was not trying to climax again, I had the presence of mind to say "Amara... That scream will attract everybody here." her eyes opened wide in alarm. "We don't care being caught like this, but you..."
Amara grabbed her clothes before coming back to Scarlett and whispering "Lucky girl!", echoing the "Lucky man" she had said to me earlier. She then walked to me, looked at me for a second and rose up on her toes to kiss me.
When she broke it off, the taste of her tongue still on mine, I said "If you don't wanna wait for your boyfriend, I'll fuck your ass when you want. You're welcome in our home anytime."
I could see that she was shaken by my offer. But she soon disappeared before the others, including her boyfriend, got here. As I kept fucking Scarlett, I could see a few shapes in the darkness all around us. I didn't mind, and neither would Scarlett. If she even knew about them. Right now she was being ravaged by an incredibly powerful climax. She moved a bit on the altar and I felt her fingertips as she was caressing her clit. She cried "Fuck my ass again!"
And so I did, switching up to her sweet ass, fucking her hard as she stretched her climax into a wild mess of pleasure and pain and shouts. I knew that the people around us, in the darkness, were getting the show of their lives. But as good as it was for them, it was so much better for us. Scarlett finally began to spasm and buck against me and the altar. She shouted one last time before pushing me out of her. She was laughing and crying as she was slumped on the altar.
A minute later she was up, looking at me. "I'd fuck you again right now, you know that?" I said to her.
She lowered her head, her eyes upon mine and grinned at me. A wolfish grin. "You have the two hours of the drive to find your erection again. I'm planning on riding you all night long my love!"
As she put her skirt back on and walked back topless to the church tower, I grabbed her hand and grinned like a gloriously happy fool!
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Emily wasn't feeling great. Not at all in fact. And it wasn't the jet lag. Emily had just flown across the country, hoping that the change in scenery would help her through her gloomy feelings. She would spend a month at her good friend's house, away from her home town and with that good friend. The first three days had been pretty nice, the two girls catching up on news and enjoying small talk with glasses of wine. But it couldn't magically make the problems go away.
Sitting on the porch on a beautiful summer morning, Emily rocked the stroller gently. Her one year old daughter was sleeping, finally, and she could breathe and think about what had happened. In the end, it wasn't a complicated story: the guy who had made her pregnant had left two months after Kathy was born. He hadn't disappeared and would pay child support, which was a good thing. But she hadn't planned on raising this daughter on her own, nor on having to find a new lover with a baby in her life.
Emily sighed. On impulse, she decided to go to the forest earlier than planned. Her friend, Melissa, had told her that there was a beautiful forest with well maintained paths nearby. When Melissa's boyfriend had told her that the deeper parts of the forest were haunted, Melissa had laughed. "Don't worry about that... My boyfriend loves these crazy rumors..." Emily didn't care about rumors of haunted forests. Not this morning in any case.
She gently unclipped the top portion of the stroller and snapped it in the car, once more thanking the gods that she had bought this system. She drove the twenty minutes ride to the forest's edge and placed Kathy back in the stroller. By this time Kathy was awake but luckily she was happy and chatted endlessly in her sweet little voice.
The morning was glorious and so was the forest. Emily realized that there wasn't any such forest near her home as they had all been cleared away. The large map at the entrance said that there were miles and miles of paths to walk here. Soon Emily saw that it was indeed very well maintained, the paths well indicated and that she wasn't afraid of getting lost. An hour later, Kathy and Emily were both feeling good and enjoying the sights, smells and sounds of this old growth forest.
At one point Emily stopped at a bench and breastfed her daughter. She had only seen one other person all morning long and wasn't afraid of being disturbed. For some unknown reason, maybe it was the calm this forest radiated, Kathy drank quietly, easily and when she stopped, Emily was convinced that she had drank her fill. Kathy fell asleep a few minutes after having been put in her stroller and Emily enjoyed a long walk in perfect silence.
Later, much deeper into the forest, across the trees where the path curved, Emily saw someone sitting on a bench. At this point she hadn't expected to see anyone so far from the cabin. Emily had taken the red path, the longest of them all, and had probably walked two hours so far. She wasn't even sure she was on the red path, having taken a fork in the road twenty minutes ago.
When the trees cleared, Emily was intrigued by the woman on the bench. She had long pure white hair, but she wasn't old. Not at all in fact. She looked no more than twenty five and quite beautiful. She wore a long white dress that, even if loose, did nothing to hide the stunning, voluptuous body of this stranger. The bench itself was different than the other bench, being beautifully carved from wood instead of metal and plastic like the others.
When Emily walked closer to her the woman smiled at her, and Emily had to rethink two things. First the woman, a girl really, was no more than twenty. And second, she wasn't beautiful, she was jaw-droppingly gorgeous. In fact, Emily stopped walking involuntarily and stared at her. When she noticed it, the girl's smiled widened and became a lot warmer. She patted the bench next to her, inviting Emily to join her. Slowly, feeling awkward, she sat down. Kathy was still sleeping and Emily simply stared at this amazing girl. The girl, in turn, smiled gently and waited patiently.
Emily couldn't believe what she was seeing. The snow-shite hair, thick and luscious, falling in lazy curls all the way down to her hips, the bright blue-green eyes, the flawless, slightly dark caucasian skin and that smile... "I'm sorry..." Emily mumbled. "I didn't mean to stare... but you're easily the most beautiful girl I've seen in my entire life. By far."
The girl's smile widened and she replied "Thank you." in a very soft, sweet voice.
"What... What are you doing here?" Emily asked.
"Like you, I suppose, enjoying this wonderful day."
Emily nodded, but was still shaken by her beauty. Emily had always been rather proud of her own eyes, bright green that shone in the sun, but hers... Damn! They seemed to be glowing, not merely reflecting the light of the sun. And those breasts... Even hidden behind that dress, they commanded attention. Emily thought that her milk-filled breasts were big, but these... And from what she could see, Emily knew that if the girl decided to stand up and walk she would be graced with hips and legs beyond belief as well.
Eventually, led by that remarkable girl, they talked. For a long while. And all through that conversation, Emily realized that the girl wasn't all that young. Or rather, she couldn't be as young as her skin had led her to believe earlier. She was calm and confident, felt solid as a rock. Emily had never met people that felt like this that were also so very young. And during one of the comfortable silences, she suddenly asked "Can I ask how old you are?"
The girl smiled and replied "Probably a lot older than you, my dear."
"But... Yet you... Yet you look so young."
"Oh... Lots of time spent outdoors, enjoying the forest, working with my hands instead of sitting in front of a computer, and, of course, lots of sunscreen!" she replied.
Emily laughed with her new friend. "Ca I ask you another question?" she asked.
"Of course."
"What are you drinking?"
"Oh..." the woman said. "It's a concoction of mine. Wanna taste? No alcohol, I promise!"
Emily laughed, but agreed. It tasted, unsurprisingly, utterly wonderful. Licking her lips, Emily smiled and said "Secret recipe?"
"Of course..." the woman laughed gently.
Kathy woke up a bit later and Emily realized what time it was. Kathy wasn't hungry yet, but Emily certainly was! Before leaving her new friend she asked what her name was. "Triss." she replied.
"Well, I'm very glad to have met you, Triss." Emily said.
"I'm here most days, if you feel like walking all this way." Triss said.
"Just sitting here?" Emily asked, surprised.
"Well, no. But if you come around, I'll find you."
As Emily walked away, she felt strange. She knew that what Triss had said was very weird. And if a man or even an ordinary woman had told her that, she wouldn't have returned to the forest. Ever. But Triss wasn't an ordinary woman. Already Emily couldn't think of her as a girl, despite her looks. She was a mystery, a stunningly beautiful mystery. All she knew was that she was now feeling a lot better than she had this morning.
Back home, she talked about her peculiar meeting with the women with Melissa. They both laughed about the fact that she had met one of those magical creatures in the haunted forest. Later that night, Emily had to acknowledge that she had spent the rest of the day thinking about Triss. Before going to bed she took a shower after which she looked at herself in the mirror. She grinned, caressing her own curves.
She wasn't as voluptuous as Triss, but her pregnancy had left her softer, slightly curvier and, at least to her eyes, more beautiful. She grabbed her milk-filled breasts and enjoyed their girth and weight, but also the fact that they were still high on her chest. Lower, her post-baby belly had completely disappeared now, and her waist had fully returned. Leaning forward closer to the mirror, Emily grinned as she wondered if she had a blue tint in her green eyes. Maybe? She laughed, knowing that she was imagining the traces of blue she was seeing.
Standing back up, she looked at her figure again with most of the fog evaporated. Emily frowned, surprised to discover that she looked better than the last time she had looked. Letting her hands slide from her sides to her waist then her hips and thighs, Emily thought that her smooth skin was curvier than usual. And her breasts, had they been that big since Kathy was born? Releasing her breasts with a smile, Emily thought "Goes to show just how much your mood can affect your own perception."
In her bed, fully naked, Emily surprised herself by thinking about the girl. Well, not simply by thinking about her. Rather, she was imagining the girl dancing naked in the forest. Emily grinned and felt herself blush, but she couldn't stop those images from coming. She had never considered herself truly bisexual, but she did enjoy a few lesbian fantasies from time to time. And clearly, this woman had triggered them big time.
She slipped her hands to her pussy and wasn't surprised to find it wet. Minutes later Emily was biting down her moans as she climaxed for the first time in months. "Has it really been months?" she wondered. Arching her back, Emily felt her hard nipples brushing against the fabric and she moaned again. Her fingers were now idly caressing her clit, and Emily stretched her pleasure while thinking of Triss. She was already looking forward to tomorrow.
This morning, Emily was still feeling very good and Melissa noticed it. They talked for a bit before Melissa and her boyfriend left for work. As soon as they did, Emily packed the stroller in the rented car and headed for the forest. She walked much faster this morning, eager to get to the bench. About an hour and a half later, she saw the bench and Triss already sitting there.
Emily grinned and was glad to see Triss grinning back. "Did you miss me?" asked Triss lightly.
Emily started to reply in an equally light tone, but she paused for a moment before saying "Actually, yes. Yes I did." She sat down, and for a few moments the two women looked at Kathy chattering happily. In silence, Emily gladly tasted Triss's strange drink again, wondering what on earth it could be. After that, Emily turned to Triss and said "I've spoken a bit about it yesterday, but life hasn't been easy lately. Meeting you yesterday has made me feel good for the first time in a long while. So thank you. So yes, I did miss you."
Triss grinned and turned to hug Emily. Only slightly surprised, Emily only hesitated for a second before taking a deep breath and hugging Triss back. She hadn't felt that good in the arms of someone for months, and the feeling was so wonderful that she trembled. Triss leaned her head against Emily's cheek and hugged her harder. To her surprise and dismay, Emily felt tears welling up in her eyes. When she tried to pull away, Triss shook her head slightly and held her tightly as she cried.
Minutes later, Emily was feeling better. Much better in fact. She had gone from being highly emotional to feeling really good to feeling, if she were honest, aroused. She started to breathe harder and gently pulled away from Triss, her head lowered and her face red.
"You don't have to be ashamed..." Triss said.
"I'm not ashamed because I cried."
"I know." Triss replied softly.
When Emily looked up, Triss was smiling. Emily said "But... But I've never felt like this for a woman before."
"Oh, poor thing!" Triss said, genuinely saddened.
Emily was taken aback. "What?"
"Well, it is sad that you've never felt this for a woman." Triss seemed puzzled by Emily's surprise. "Man or woman or whatever, what does it matter?"
A small smile appeared on Emily's lips, slightly surprised to hear the other woman being mindful of current gender issues with her "whatever". She would later learn that Triss hadn't been talking about that. Not at all. Before they could talk about it further, Kathy woke up crying, demanding to be fed. "Do you mind if I breastfeed her here?"
"What do you think?"
Emily laughed and said "I'm sorry, force of habit."
"Oh... human cultures and their strange customs!" said Triss.
Emily was curious about the way Triss had spoken about human customs, but for the moment she focused on Kathy. When Kathy settled and began suckling, Triss leaned forward and looked at her with a grin on her face. "Don't they all look perfectly contented when sucking on a woman's breast?"
"They do..."
"Can I caress her?"
"Sure." Emily replied.
When Triss reached her hands to Kathy's face, Emily noticed that the folds of her white dress opened up quite a bit. Her eyes widened at the sight of her cleavage. Emily couldn't see Triss's nipple, but she could see that she wasn't wearing a bra. "So big and round with no bra?" she thought, surprised. As Triss's fingers were gently caressing Kathy's face, she asked "Do you want me to rearrange my dress?"
"Oh!" Emily cried, having been caught with her fingers in the cookie jar. "I'm sorry, I didn't—"
"Shhh." said Triss calmly, still looking at Kathy. "That's not what I said or meant. Do you want me to rearrange my dress?"
Maybe it was because of Triss's calm voice, but Emily felt really at easy. "No, actually. I don't want you to rearrange your dress." she whispered.
Triss moved slightly on the bench and suddenly the dress parted even more, fully revealing to Emily the wonderful breast.
As Kathy suckled on her breast, Emily stared at the absolutely perfect breast in front of her. So close. Triss's breast was breathtaking, defying the laws of nature and physics. It was too big to be so perky without a pushup bra, yet there it was. The pale pink nipple and aureola crowning it were mouthwatering, and Emily licked her lips involuntarily. Taking a deep breath, she whispered "Ever had children, Triss?"
"No, not yet..."
As she replied, Triss moved her fingers onto Emily's breast. As Kathy was still drinking, Triss began caressing Emily's exposed breast. Emily moaned, letting her head fall back. After a moment, looking back down, she stared at Triss's fingers as they caressed her skin. She wished that one of her arm were free to caress her in return, but for the moment she relaxed and enjoyed the sensations.
Soon Kathy was done and Emily placed her back in the stroller for her post-breastfeeding nap. When she sat back on the bench, her left breast still fully exposed, Emily looked into Triss's eyes. Once again they seemed to be glowing blue-green. Triss, her soft smile on her lips, said "You have really beautiful breasts, Emily."
"I was about to say the same thing to you..." she replied, laughing softly
As she was saying that, Triss brought her hand back to Emily's breast and cupped it fully. Some of her milk overfilled and ran down Triss's arm. Bringing her thumb and index finger closer together around the nipple, Triss squeezed it and laughed as a stronger jet of milk arced to the ground. Shaken by the situation, Emily stared at Triss and smiled as she saw a look of pure delight on her face. When she asked "Want a taste?" Triss gasped and looked up at her, nodding.
As if in a trance, Emily watched Triss kneel in front of her. Somehow, her dress was now wide opened and Emily could see Triss's two unbelievable breasts as she leaned in. But as amazing as they were, Emily forgot about them when Triss's mouth closed on her nipple. As Triss sucked hard and drank a mouthful of milk, Emily moaned. In seconds Emily felt overwhelmed by so much pleasure. Her mind was aflame and her pussy was tingling. She dearly wanted to masturbate, but even if the situation was now openly sexual, she didn't quite dare. Between two gulps, Triss whispered "Go ahead, do it. Or I will..."
Dismayed but intrigued by the offer, Emily wasn't ready to face the fact that she wanted Triss's hand on her pussy. Instead she slipped her own hand under her pants. Her pleasure grew as she did, her moans rippling outwards in the forest. She felt Triss opening her shirt and exposing both her lactating breasts. When Emily opened her eyes and stared at Triss's mouth on her breasts, she was stunned to see that her blue-green eyes were actually and literally, glowing. This time, they really were glowing. Faintly, but glowing nonetheless. But as another wave of pleasure washed over her, she closed her eyes again and simply enjoyed it.
Unable to refrain from doing it anymore, Emily turned her free hand upside down and cupped one of Triss's breasts. She was enraptured by the size, weight and firmness of that breast, but stunned by their heat! Triss was burning up! Once again though her lust won over her curiosity and soon she found Triss's nipple. When she gently squeezed it, Triss moaned and looked up at her with her magically glowing eyes. Part of Emily's mind knew that she was either dreaming or that the forest was in fact truly magical. Right now she didn't care.
Triss rose up slightly and kissed Emily on the lips. That was the trigger her body had needed, and Emily felt her climax unfolding, the pleasure rushing up and down her every veins and nerve endings, filling and covering her with so much pleasure! If last night's climax had been great, this one was mind-shattering. She could taste her own milk on Triss's lips. The devouring passion in the kiss made Emily's head spin for a few moments. She shook and trembled around her own pussy but managed to keep her mouth against Triss, not wanting to break the kiss as her orgasm surged.
Eventually it crested and gently faded away. Pulling her hand from her pants, Emily leaned forward and hugged Triss tightly. She felt Triss's breast against her own, soft yet firm, so big and so damned hot! Physically hot! The two of them remained this way for a long time. When Triss stood up and sat back on the bench, Emily could still see a faint glow in her eyes. As she was staring, Triss nodded. "Yes, they are glowing, my dear. I have to go now, but if you want to come back tomorrow, promise me one thing."
"Anything." Emily said, still shocked by the shared moment.
"Read up on the myths about this forest. The older ones."
Emily frowned. "What?"
"Just do."
"You're going to leave?" Emily asked, dismayed.
"Soon, yes." Triss said, getting up in front of Emily. There were drops of Emily's milk on her glorious breasts. "But I'm not going to leave until you're ready."
Emily leaned forward and hugged Triss again, placing her head agains Triss's chest. She could feel her hot skin on her cheek, and she could smell her scent, a mixture of gooseberries and wet earth. It was intoxicating. After a long while, Emily straightened up and looked into Triss's eyes again. "So, like a schoolteacher, you're sending me to the library?" she asked with a crooked smile.
"Or," Triss said, smiling "you could go on the internet." They both laughed. "I may live in the forest, but I'm not some backwards luddite!"
As they laughed, Emily asked "What are you?"
Triss smiled and shook her head. "Read up and, if you still wanna come, we'll talk about it tomorrow."
Comfortable and relaxed despite the mystery, Emily stood up and pulled of the brake on the stroller. Looking at Triss one last time, she said "You'll be here tomorrow?"
"Will you read up on the myths?" she replied instead of answering.



"I will. Promised." Emily said.
"And so I'll be here."
Emily left, walking with her two breasts out in the open, feeling them bounce with her quick steps. Soon she replaced them inside her shirt and spent the entire way back grinning. The orgasm had been very nice, but Emily knew that her smile was also due to the feelings she was already experiencing for Triss. "This is crazy!" she thought, laughing out loud in the forest.
About twenty-four hours later, Emily was walking back towards that fateful bench where she had met Triss. She was alone this morning, Kathy back with Melissa. What she had found on the old myths had shaken her to the core. She was still profoundly confused and agitated. Futanari? Girls with glowing eyes and... and actual cocks? With animal traits and glowing tattoos? That wasn't possible, right? If she hadn't met Triss, Emily would have laughed the whole thing off. "Yeah right... Nothing but pre-pubescent boys' fantasies." Yet as she was nearing the bench, she found herself getting more and more nervous.
What would she say? What would she— Emily's train of thought was interrupted as she saw Triss through the trees. The part of the forest where they were was very dense, but the bench had been placed in a small clearing. So while the sun didn't reach Emily very well, it shone on Triss. Emily stopped walking, staring at her new friend.
Triss was fully naked, standing up on the path in front of the bench, facing Emily. Emily felt a powerful pulse of pleasure as she saw her, amazed at the raw beauty in front of her. Triss's face was more beautiful than anything she had ever seen in her life, more so now than the days before. Emily had already appreciated the peculiar charm of Triss's long, thick white hair. Right now under the sun, it shone like a bright moon in the forest. Her tresses tumbled all the way down to the small of her back in lazy waves. Emily had also seen her blue-green eyes glowing yesterday, and now they were even brighter, even more magical.
Below that amazing head were two equally amazing breasts. And while she had seen them between the opened lapels of her blouse, seeing them offered brazenly like this... It made Emily's heart stop momentarily. It simply wasn't possible for human breasts to be so large yet thrust so far forward, stay up so high on her chest. Emily couldn't believe that someone like Triss would have implants, yet... Then again, if she was a futanari...
Lower still, Emily's mouth watered as her eyes caressed Triss's soft belly with a hint of a curve, her small waist and womanly hips and most of all the pure white patch of hair covering her pussy. Two thoughts warred in her mind. The first was that she wanted nothing more than to kneel in front of her and eat that bright pussy, her very first pussy. The second was that there wasn't any trace of a cock there. Triss was all female, more womanly than any woman she had ever seen before in her life.
Finally, Emily resumed walking and Triss's smile grew when she did. Emily was surprised to see that Triss was nervous as they stood face to face. "Hello." The white haired beauty said, her voice quivering slightly.
"Hello Triss." she replied.
"Glad to see you came back even though you..." Triss stopped, a question in her eyes.
"Oh, yes, I did read up."
Triss smiled. "And you still came?"
After taking a deep breath, Emily said "Yes. Futanari or not, I wouldn't have been able to simply not return. To simply walk away from you."
Triss's eyes glowed brighter as she heard those words. "You know, Emily, I'm so glad I decided to take a chance with you. Very few people come to this part of the forest these days. When I saw you, I was immediately intrigued. You were beautiful, a loving mother and clearly enjoying this dark forest instead of being afraid. And yet..." Triss paused, looking deep into Emily's eyes "and yet you didn't seem happy."
For a moment, Emily looked away, the skin tightening around her eyes. But quickly she looked back into Triss's eyes and both girls looked at each other in silence. Triss then said "It's been a long while since I decided to show myself to a human." Emily took a sharp breath as she heard the words, but didn't say anything. Triss added "And now, I'm really glad I did. Wanna come and see where I live?"
Emily smiled, but felt tears threatening to pool in her eyes: she knew she was very vulnerable now. She took another deep breath, feeling like she was as safe and as welcomed as she possibly could be with Triss. "This way?" Emily asked, tilting her head towards the forest.
"Yeah. One thing though..." Triss said, her soft smile turning into a grin. "Either I'm underdressed or you're overdressed..."
Emily wasn't expecting that and she laughed, hugging Triss. Looking around, she arched her brows. "Sure..." said Triss, answering the unspoken question. "Nobody comes here. In fact, this path isn't on the maps, my dear. Nobody can come here unless I let them in." Emily smiled as she removed all her clothing, enjoying the warm sun, the freedom of nudity and the closeness with Triss. Part of her felt self-conscious, especially given the irrepressible beauty of the woman standing next to her. Yet being naked next to Triss in the forest also felt, strangely, very natural. Emily grabbed Triss's hand and saw the white-haired futanari grin in pleasure as she quickly interlaced her fingers with Emily's.
As they walked, Emily asked, a smile on her lips "So... Futanari? Surely that's impossible? Right?"
Triss smiled back and said "Well... Let's just say that we're a well guarded secret."
"And everything I read online is true?" Emily asked.
"Oh..." Triss said with exaggerated sadness "Don't tell me you believe everything you read on the net?" They both laughed together. Triss then said "No... Not everything is true. We don't roam villages to haunt the hapless villagers, we don't eat children, we don't need the blood of virgins to stay alive and we don't have sex with animals..." After a pause, Triss added "Well, most of us don't have sex with animals... I have a cousin who was, let's say, more curious than the rest of us..."
Triss saw the surprise in Emily's eyes. "But don't worry... Like humans, each of us is different and we can adapt to our lovers."
"Oh?" Emily said, curious. "You could adapt to me?"
"Of course, my lover..." Triss emphasized the word, smiling. Emily realized that her words implied that they already were lovers. She smiled back but let Triss continue. "If you can remember what I looked like when we first met, you'll probably notice some differences."
Emily frowned, but couldn't remember any differences. "Hmmm, I'm sorry but I can't. You're just perfect."
Triss smiled and said "I may be perfect now, but I know I changed slightly since first seeing you in the woods."
As Emily was pondering that strange fact, they came to a small house made of living wood and plants and moss and flowers. After they went inside and sat on the most comfortable living sofa she had ever felt, Emily learned a lot of things about futanari. They didn't all live in forests even though most loved being in forests; they did have a cock when they wanted to have one, its size varied from one futa to another, but they were alway big; they did ejaculate, but not normal male sperm; that ejaculate had strange properties; they could decide, if they wanted to, to inseminate either another futa or a human woman; they could get pregnant from a human male; and they did have glowing tattoos and some futa had animal traits.
At one point, Emily stopped asking her questions and simply stared at Triss, at her eyes, at her lips, at her breasts, her white pussy, her long legs... Triss smiled and let Emily ogle her. She still held her hand in hers and the silent moment stretched for a long time. At one point, Triss softly asked "Are you ready?"
"Ready? Ready for what? What do you have in mind?" Emily asked, some of her nervousness coming back.
"Oh my love, I have so many things in mind." said Triss. "I wanna kiss you, I wanna suck more of your milk, I wanna taste your pussy, I wanna make love to you all day long and see, as the days go by, if we could become more than lovers."
Triss's voice had become hoarse the further she had talked, and Emily could see the overwhelming lust and love in the glowing eyes. Emily was now trembling. She had opened her mouth, floored by the answering lust and love she felt for Triss even though she barely knew her. But before she could reply, Triss's smile turned impish as she said "But for now, what I meant was: are you ready to see me as I really am?"
Emily's eyes opened wide in surprise and she laughed out loud. Before she knew what she was doing, Emily moved over Triss and kissed her directly on the lips for the first time. Soon they were both laughing, their arms and legs all tangled together on the couch. "I take that as a yes?" Triss asked, still laughing.
Triss stood up to face Emily and took a deep breath. At first, all Emily saw was that Triss's eyes were becoming brighter. Much brighter. Soon the entire room was illuminated by the light. Then she saw that small tendrils of light snaked outwards from Triss's eyes and slid along the skin of her face. She couldn't determine if they were on or in her skin. Then Emily saw Triss's aureolas beginning to glow. Much dimmer than her eyes, but still visible. And once more, those mysterious tendrils of blue-green light emerged from those aureolas and slowly stretched over her full breasts.
Lower down, the white hair covering her pussy began to glow as well, very white with a hint of green. Gradually, a very faint lattice of illuminated patterns appeared all over her body, covering her with what looked like glow-in-the-dark tattoos. Her legs were even more magnificent than they had already been. When she looked back up to Triss's eyes, Emily noticed that from the bright white hairs on her head, two small squirrel like ears had appeared. They barely peaked out of her generous hair, all white and fluffy.
On one hand Triss still looked like a normal human doing a great cosplay, yet on the other, her eyes made all the difference. In a fey voice, she asked Emily "Do you like squirrels, my dear?" Emily could only nod. When she did, she saw, from behind Triss, a long fluffy tail emerging. Triss had remained in this position to lessen the surprise, but was glad to see that Emily smiled and was moving around trying to see better.
When Triss turned around, Emily gasped aloud, yet moved from the couch to the floor and knelt to take a closer look. Triss's long tail, about a foot wide at the base, tapered of to six inches wide at the tip. But it was so light that it looked weightless. When Triss made it move, caressing Emily's nude body in the process, Emily laughed and caressed it for a while.
After that, she sank down to the floor, her back resting against the couch. Triss knelt next to her, looking into her eyes. "Are you alright, my love?" she asked tenderly.
"Yes..." Emily replied. "I don't know why, or how, but I do feel nice." After a pause, she looked at Triss and said "And what about your..."
"My cock?" Triss asked before standing up. "You're ready?"
Emily nodded, her eyes fixated on Triss's beautiful pussy. She was staring at the marvellous white bush and the flawless flesh beneath, the perfectly feminine outer lips she wanted to kiss. And from between those lips something round and fleshy suddenly appeared, the pale pink tip of Triss's cock. Rather quickly it emerged and grew longer and longer. Emily gaped as the entire crown burst outwards, looking very similar to a regular human male cock. But bigger. So much bigger!
As the shaft of Triss's cock kept growing, Emily's eyes opened wider in surprise. This wasn't just a cock, it was a monster! And it was still soft! Emily couldn't believe how long and thick the shaft was while it was simply hanging there, heavily moving side to side between Triss's thighs. It was covered with a few of the glowing tendrils and those interlaced with the thick veins that pulsed with Triss's heartbeats. When it finally stopped expanding, at least the length of her forearm, Emily was panting, her mouth and eyes wide opened, a powerful throb in her belly.
She knew she had saliva dripping from her lips, and juices dripping from her other lips. She wanted nothing more than to be fucked by that monster, but she knew perfectly well, without a doubt, that it would never fit inside her! Shit! She would probably have trouble simply fitting the head into her mouth, let alone her pussy! And when it grew to become erect... Shit! When she looked up at Triss though, she saw her beautiful, loving and smiling face looking back. "Don't worry about it, my sweet." she said softly. "Just sit on the couch and we'll take it slowly."
As soon as Emily was settled on the couch, Triss straddled her lap and placed one of her breasts an inch away from Emily's mouth. "I've already had a taste of your breasts... It's your turn now..." Briefly, Emily wondered what Triss meant by 'taste', given that she as not a young mother, but the thought faded away as she closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
As soon as Emily's lips closed on Triss's slightly glowing nipple, her mind stilled. Without being aware of it, Emily's mind had been caught in a whirlwind of emotions ever since she had seen Triss naked on the path. And seeing Triss beginning to glow and transform into this beautiful futanari creature had intensified that inner whirlwind. Despite how impossible this magical creature was, despite the fact that she was kissing another woman's breasts for the first time in her life, Emily felt good and quiet and grounded for the first time in months.
Triss began to moan and settled in closer. As she did so, Emily could suddenly feel her long thick cock against her own pussy as it hung there heavily. She gasped as she felt it twitch against her naked pussy and bit Triss's nipple at the same time. When Triss laughed, pulling her head even closer against her breast, Emily smiled before sucking harder on the soft, delicious nipple in her mouth.
To her surprise, she felt a jet of milky liquid squirting into her mouth and before she could think about what she was doing, she swallowed it. It tasted surprisingly like her own breast milk, but slightly thicker and a lot sweeter. Pausing to look up into the glowing eyes, Emily raised her eyebrows in a silent question. "Oh... I forgot to tell you. Our breasts are always filled with milk, regardless of the fact that we have children or not... Do you mind?" Instead of replying, Emily locked her lips around her entire aureolas and sucked hard, drinking a mouthful of the sweet liquid.
Triss moaned, wrapping her arm tighter around Emily's head, then whispered "I have to tell you that this milk has... well, special properties." Emily just moaned as she heedlessly kept drinking the stuff. Triss laughed gently. "If you drink great quantities of it, you may experience some bodily changes." Emily grunted, but didn't stop. "You could get slightly taller, and your breasts could get slightly bigger..."
Emily didn't mind. At all. Triss was already rather tall, so if she could catch up on her, the sex they would share would be even better. And what woman wouldn't want bigger breasts? Emily feasted on both of Triss's breasts, not even realizing just how completely crazy and impossible what Triss was saying actually was. She was well beyond the pale, both in her actions and in her thoughts.
She moaned in pleasure when she felt Triss's cock bulging hard against her dripping pussy. She wasn't especially surprised, though: it had been resting there for a while. But when she felt it's tip moving around and parting her lips, Emily's eye shot wide open. Triss was looking down at her, a smile on her lips. "Yes, it's lightly prehensile... Do you mind?"
"If I mind?" asked Emily, her eyes wild and grin wide. "Of course not! I want to get fucked by your big cock!"
Emily parted her thighs a bit wider, and dove onto Triss's breasts again. She moaned and groaned as she felt the hardening cock wiggling against her pussy. But when the tip parted her lips and muscles, her own muscles contracted around its base and Emily gasped. It was absolutely huge! She had forgotten about that! Throwing her head backwards, Emily cried out in pain. "Too quickly..." cried Triss, concerned.
"No!" replied Emily quickly. "Don't move. Oh my gods! Oh shit! This is so big!" she panted, her entire body still arched against the backrest.
When Triss pulled the tip of her cock out, Emily gasped again. Reading the expression of stupefaction on Emily's face, Triss smiled. "Scoot your ass closer to the edge, she said." Emily did so, curious. Triss then knelt and placed one of her breasts very close to Emily's pussy before squirting a long jet of milk directly onto it. She then used her engorged nipple to spread the milk all over Emily's pussy. Emily was laughing and moaning, but not understanding. "This will make things easier..." Triss said.
When Triss straightened up to let Emily move deeper against the couch, Emily couldn't help but stare at the huge, monstrously large cock rising from Triss's pussy. "Oh my gods!" she gasped. "This was in me? Impossible!"
As she was staring at it, Triss said "Sure it will... A lot easier this time."
Emily, still mostly on her back with her ass on the edge of the couch, her legs pulled back, was dubious. "You're telling me that all of this will be inside me without killing me?"
"Of course... The last thing I'd like to do is hurt you. I was just too eager a minute ago..."
Emily didn't have anything to reply, and just sat there, panting, her eyes darting between Triss's eyes and her turgid cock. Eventually, Triss knelt on the floor and placed her cock on Emily's belly. It went as high as her breasts. It couldn't possibly fit! As she began to caress it, feeling it's warmth and firmness, she saw a drop of precum leaking between her breasts. Grabbing it with her thumb, she then spread it all the way down Triss's cock. When another appeared, she did the same thing. After a minute or two, Triss's entire cock was covered with this incredibly slick coating of precum that didn't seem to dry.
Without saying a word, Triss pulled her cock back and placed it's head just above Emily's pussy. She let three or four drops of her generous precum fall directly onto her pussy and used her cock to spread it around. Looking down, Emily saw the hugely thick cock next to her pussy, and was still incredulous. Now way this would— But her thought was interrupted when Triss pushed the entire head of her cock into her pussy. And while Emily felt as stretched as earlier, more than ever before in her life, it wasn't painful. Looking down again, she saw her tiny pussy devouring this monstrous cock.
And it was unbelievably pleasurable. She was soon groaning, and Triss only had the tip of her cock inside her. As she pushed deeper, Emily's groaned turned to barely coherent cries and words of appreciation. In short bursts, Triss pushed deeper and deeper and Emily could feel her insides being rearranged to allow this impossible cock inside her. Just as she though that Triss couldn't go any further, and that the fraction of her cock she had inside would be the limit, she felt Triss's thighs pressing against her ass.
Opening her eyes wide in alarm, she looked down and saw Triss's magnificent white bush pressed against her very darker one. But most importantly, she saw that the forearm long and forearm thick cock was buried all the way to the hilt. It was impossible! "Shit!" she cried. "How long..."
"Oh, probably fourteen inches now... I'm really excited!" Triss replied.
Emily shook her head against the couch, unable to believe it. She should be dead, or in agonizing pain. She touched her belly with her hand and felt the huge shaft under her skin. Moving upwards, she felt the head disappearing beneath her lowest ribs. She felt a wave of panic rising, knowing that it was biologically impossible. Even if it had opened my cervix and fully penetrated my uterus... Shit! But then Triss pulled out part way and smoothly pushed back in.



The surge of pleasure that shook her almost made her lose consciousness. Looking between almost closed eyelids, Emily saw the Futanari between her legs, fucking her slowly but powerfully. She saw the glowing eyes, the huge, tattoo covered breasts leaking milk continuously, the tufted ears and the fluffy tail being tossed around behind her. She couldn't understand what was happening in her belly, but the brutal amount of pleasure she was overwhelmed by made her forget about it. Magic, pure and simple.
Emily was gasping and gagging as she breathed raggedly, feeling the fourteen inches of Triss's thick cock ploughing into her as if she had been made for it. She could also feel that Triss was still leaking precum inside her, and felt some of it overflowing and leaking down. Looking up she saw that Triss's breasts were much bigger than their previously impressive size, bouncing upwards with each of her thrusts. And to her surprise, she saw that her own breasts, trapped on either side by her arms, were also bigger. Bigger even than when completely filled with milk.
Triss, noticing the same thing, grinned and bent forward. While keeping her pounding rhythm, Triss closed her lips on one of Emily's breast and sucked hard. Emily laughed a crazy laugh as her pleasure increased as a result. After Triss drank from both her breasts, she rose back up and proceeded to fuck her even harder. Not even having to touch her cock anymore, Emily could see her belly bulging with each thrust, she could see the futa's cock disappearing under her ribs to thoroughly fuck her. Never before had Emily been taken like this.
Wanting to take some sort of control, she grasped the edge of the couch and pulled herself towards Triss. This gave her enough leverage to sit up and allowed her to gently push Triss backwards. The futanari understood what the human wanted and, while always keeping her cock inside Emily, she lay down on her back on the floor. Emily gasped again as she sat on Triss, driving her cock deeper.
Emily had fucked guys like this very often, but this was something else. She had to lift herself so damned high to reach the end of that cock... Fuck! And in this position, she could feel the increased size of her breasts. Having barely adjusted to their post pregnancy size, this was another such shock. Normally, Emily didn't have big breasts. A C cup at best. Nice, but not really big. Filled with milk though, she had had to buy D cup and even E cup bras. Now, looking at her breasts bouncing on her chest, she didn't even try to figure out what cup size she would need.
Instead, she rode her friend as if nothing else mattered. And Emily grinned when she heard Triss's moans begin to change. Suddenly, a question popped up in her mind and she asked Triss "Can I get pregnant from your cum?"
"Not unless you wanted to. Do you want another child?" Triss asked.
"No, not yet."
"Good!" Triss grinned naughtily. "I want your pussy all to myself for a while!"
Emily laughed as she kept riding her new lover and watched, amazed, as Triss climaxed. For a brief moment, everything that glowed on her body became a lot brighter. It almost blinded her! After that, Emily watched Triss twist and spasm under her, felt her cock twitching in her pussy and belly. Even though she'd had a lot of guys cum unprotected in her pussy over the years, she had never actually felt their cum. This time though, there was no question.
Emily opened her eyes in surprise as she felt the first huge jet of cum from Triss's cock. Seconds later it was already overflowing and leaking all around the thick base of Triss's cock. It was creamy white, glowing slightly, and it was flowing thickly in copious amounts. A second jet followed, and six more after that. Soon the floor around them was covered with it, as was Triss's belly. The glowing tendrils of light shone through it, making the sight even more fantastic. Triss was crying and shouting her pleasure and Emily rode her as long as she could.
Without warning, Triss grasped her arms and pushed her sideways. After they fell on their sides, Triss whispered hoarsely "Get on all fours, my lovely human..." Emily complied, stunned at the amount of cum that had overflowed from the futanari's cock. Her knees and hands were now covered with it! But then she felt a hot, thick cock landing wetly on her back and was amazed once again by its length. Shit! It almost reached her shoulder bones!
But before her mind could rebel against the magical, Triss pulled back and guided her cock against, then into her pussy. Emily cried out in pleasure as what felt like Triss's entire arm was pushed inside her. Triss grabbed her hip and resumed fucking her. As she was feeling Triss's milk dripping onto her back, Emily whispered "Again? So soon?" and Triss only laughed. Emily had had her share of intense manly boyfriends, but even though some had been rougher, none had taken her so absolutely. She felt like her entire torso was a pussy for that stupendous cock.
And she loved every thrust, every ass-slapping second of it. She was being taken, being possessed by a magical creature that shouldn't even exist. Her mind and her body were being transformed, moulded into this glorious creature's desires. Just like Triss had told her that her own body had changed to please her. Emily could feel her breasts swinging very heavily beneath her, and could now feel her dark hair covering more of her back and shoulders, hanging down lower and more luxuriously than ever before. And now, even though the cock that was pistoning in and out of her like a well oiled machine was big and long enough to destroy her inner organs, she didn't fell pain at all. She just felt filled. And her climax.
Emily's head dropped to the soft mossy floor as her climax exploded from deep inside her belly, as her entire body was raked with too many sensations. She had trouble breathing, overwhelmed by the desire to scream her pleasure continuously. She barely felt Triss climaxing again, shooting rivers of cum inside her. All she could feel was this humongous cock making her body into a source of bliss so intense, so powerful...
Triss seemed to intuitively know when to slow down, matching the receding edge of her climax perfectly. It meant that Emily shook with tremors of pleasure for numerous minutes instead of quickly coming back down from her pleasure as usual. Triss, after pulling out, lifted her bodily and brought her to her bed. Emily was covered in sweat, in Triss's cum and soon, in Triss's saliva as the futanari slowly kissed and licked every inch of her body. Emily drifted in and out of sleep for a few hours, and the two of them talked about the next few days when she was awake.
Back in Triss's house, Emily had noticed with bittersweet relief that her own hair and breasts had returned to their normal condition. Triss had said that if she wanted those changes to be more permanent, it wasn't her breastmilk that she would have to drink. Emily had giggled when she understood what the futanari was saying.
Later in the afternoon, the two of them went back out of the forest. As they drove into Melissa's driveway, Emily took a deep breath and smiled as they went inside. Triss had dressed conservatively and didn't look anything like the magical creature she had been while climaxing. She was still stunningly beautiful and her white hair were remarkable, but nothing more.
The evening with Melissa and her boyfriend was very pleasant, and Emily explained that she would spend the night with Kathy, at Triss's place. Even though the ride back towards the forest was remarkably ordinary, Emily knew that it was the end of a chapter for her. The course of her entire life was forever changed. She knew that without a doubt.
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Never in her young life could Jessica have imagined being so at ease wearing nothing but lingerie in her brother's room while he was staring at her. More than just staring, he was actually studying her body in order to draw it better. In fact, she knew that he was even going to transform her image slightly: her twin brother David was in fact going to draw a nude image of her. Not that it would require of him a lot of imagination: the lingerie she had chosen today was very flimsy and mostly transparent. Yet, she felt really at ease. It had only taken three such sessions to get her to fully relax.
The first one had been horribly stressful, though. Looking at David now, she could see that he was still flushed. She guessed that her brother was fully aware of how remarkable this situation was despite the look of concentration on his face. Jessica smiled, relaxed on his bed as he stared at her exposed body. Yet when they both heard their mother coming home unexpectedly and shouting "David! What's the meaning of this?" everything changed very quickly.
But before we get to that, let's roll back to five days ago when all this started. When Jessica came home very late, somewhat later than her usual curfew, she planned to come in by the backdoor without making a sound. But as she rounded the corner of her house she jumped and almost cried in fright when she saw someone on the porch, a few feet away from her. She realized that it was her brother and that despite her jump, he wasn't about to laugh at her. Instead, he was crying. Jessica understood what must have happened. "Didn't win?" she asked softly, sitting next to him.
"Nope. Not even close..." was his teary reply.
"Really? Damn!"
"Yeah, damn. Fuck drawing. I'm done."
Jessica was surprised: drawing was David's passion. It even threatened his grades in school. He had managed to graduate anyway, but he was placing all his eggs into this drawing basket. At least until now. "What do you mean done? Done with this contest?"
"No, done with drawing. I'm good enough, but not as good as I need to be to make a living out of it."
"Bullshit! You're more than good enough!" Jessica replied, and she meant it as well. "What was this year's subject?"
David didn't reply. After a while, he said "A game of volleyball."
"Oh. Shit."
"Yeah, shit indeed..."
David truly was a great artist despite his young age. He could draw anything from scratch with no model or photograph and it would turn out great. Anything but the human body. His males were decent, but his females were... well, let's just say that he grew up reading manga and for the last couples of years, with many of those manga being hentai. A while ago, Jessica had found a stash of his secret drawings, drawings of miraculously endowed females in various poses. Many of them included other females or miraculously endowed males in various positions. Sexual positions.
They were stunning (even though looking at them behind his back made Jessica feel strange). The fact that they were stunning was not the problem. Well, problems, to be precise. The first problem was David's. He had done so many of them that drawing a real woman with real proportions was a challenge for him. A profound challenge. His realistic men were not so bad, but women... Ouch. And he knew it. And it frustrated him to no end. Now the contest had forced him to confront this limitation.
The second problem was Jessica's. Despite her feelings about violating his trust by looking at his hidden drawings, she nevertheless went to his stash regularly. At first she had been drawn in, so to speak, by their beauty and quality. What she hadn't expected was that at one point she became convinced that some of the females on his pages were, in fact, her.
Of course, she didn't have a distorted body, nor were her breasts so monstrously big. Yet her face, eye color and her hair were spot on. In some of those drawings there was a male with her in various sexual poses, but his face was always left either blank or not fully drawn. Was he drawing himself with her?
The first time she recognized herself, Jessica's first reflex had been to leave his room. But then again, she was really taken in by the magic of his talent. Gradually, she had accepted this as a strange form of compliment. From then on, she had started to see her brother differently. Despite the urban legend, they didn't share a special twin bond. They were fond of each other like some brothers and sisters were, but nothing more. After having found those drawings though, the way she had seen their relationship changed.
They were both virgins and she knew that it was normal for boys to have feelings for just about everything they saw. And since he had never said or done something about these feelings for her in real life, she didn't feel threatened. So as the months went by, she had sometimes imagined him drawing her, his hard cock in his free hand. Once, while deep in the throes of a long masturbation session, Jessica had thought about accidentally appearing nude in front of him. More precisely: arranging to have such an accident. She had climaxed soon after, but when her head had cleared, she had laughed and realized that it wasn't a good idea.
Still she kept going to his drawings to this day. More and more often, she found herself using his drawings as the basis for her masturbation fantasies. She would often use her dildos in place of that headless man, her brother, and she would assume the position he had drawn.
She was fascinated by the ones depicting anal sex. Anal sex had been a part of her fantasies for a long time now, and the few times she had explored it with her dildo had left her trembling. Learning that her brother was fantasizing about the same thing, and with her... After seeing those drawings for the first time, she had pushed her dildo in her ass and the ensuing climax had left her trembling for long minutes in her bed.
But one of her absolute favorites was one where she was sucking a man's cock. And by sucking she meant deepthroating. Jessica had always been fascinated by deepthroating, and the few good videos of that strange act that she had found on the net always led to thundering orgasms. It seemed like her brother was into deepthroating as well: on one page, there were four drawings of the same girl, hentai-Jessica, taking a huge cock progressively in her mouth. The first drawing showed a cock that was at least ten inches long and by the last drawing the hentai version of her had her nose pressed against the headless man's pubes. She had often masturbated thinking about that drawing.
Now, two days after that fateful nighttime meeting on the back porch, Jessica had an idea. It certainly was a crazy idea, but she didn't think it was too crazy. That same night, given that both their parents were gone, she knocked on her brother's bedroom door. She was extremely nervous. When David opened his door, he was frowning in puzzlement: she rarely came to his room. "What do you want?" he asked, still looking like crap from the contest.
"I have an idea that might help you." she said.
"With drawing?"
"Yes."
"I told you I'm done sis. Over, finished, finito..." he replied, closing the door.
But she held it open. "Just hear me out." David groaned, but let her in. He sat at his desk, and her on his bed. "Listen, I know you tried everything to draw normal humans. We talked about it with mom and dad last night. But there's one thing you haven't done."
"What?" he was absentmindedly browsing the net, half listening to her.
"Real models."
"Well I know that. But there are no art lessons in town and the big city is too far. Besides, these sessions usually involve nude models, and I don't see mom letting me stare at a nude woman all evening long."
"What if you could get a model right here?" Jessica asked, biting her lips. She suddenly realized that she was extremely nervous. She didn't even know what scared her the most: the he would accept, or that he would refuse her.
"What do you mean? We don't have models here... And which girl would want to pose for me for hours in a bikini? All your friends hate me." he said, clearly in a self-pitying mood.
"That's not true! Mandy doesn't hate you!" Jessica replied.
He looked at her with a small smile. "Well, no, she doesn't." Mandy was madly in love with her brother, but he didn't feel anything for her. Mandy knew it, and even had had other boyfriends, but she always made sure to let him know that she was interested. It was actually quite funny. And sweet. "But I wouldn't want to ask that of her knowing how she feels..."
"What about me?" she asked suddenly. There it was, she had said it!
"Ugh? You want to ask her to do it?"
Jessica sighed, shaking her head slightly. "No, I mean what if I were to model for you?"
David frowned and immediately looked angry. "Please Jess... These past two days were terrible, and I'm really not in the mood for games."
"No games. Look David, I know you have enough talent to go very far. Looking at you moping around for the past two days, I tried to figure out what I could do to help. And when you talked about real models last night, it clicked."
David was staring at her, still trying to determine if she was sincere or not. "You mean... You mean that you would really, I mean that, er..."
"Yes David. I'd be willing to pose for you in my underwear." Fuck, why had she said underwear?
"Really? You actually mean that?" David was brightening, and also blushing.
"Why is it so hard to believe that I might want to help you out?" she asked, slightly irritated by his reaction.
"No, it's not that sis... Oh I'm sorry. I thought about this possibility, but I never even considered actually asking it of you... This is... this is great."
"You already thought about it?" Jessica asked, although she had already known. She had seen one drawing of her on his bed while he was drawing her.
"Well, yes... But why would you do that?" David asked, still puzzled by her offer.
"Think of me as an altruistic sister!" she replied, a winning smile on her face. "So if you thought about asking me, it must mean that you think I'm pretty?" Jessica asked in her highest, most girlish voice.
And David laughed, exactly what she had wanted. "But of course! Jess! You're really pretty, and it would be an honor to have you as my model!"
Jessica was suddenly taken aback by the compliment. "Why thank—"
But he interrupted her. He got up and pulled her up into a hug. "You have no idea how happy I am about this!"
"Well, glad to hear it." she said. "I'm flattered that you think it's an honor, but it also has to be a secret."
"Of course!" he smiled, still holding her shoulders and staring at her.
"And no hentai stuff!" she added, laughing.
"What? I don't do that!" he replied nervously.
"Bullshit! I'm sure you have a stash of that somewhere..."
David paused, his expression more serious. "Ok, deal. No hentai stuff when you're posing for me. When do you want to start?"
"How about now? We have the house to ourselves."
Jessica laughed at his reaction. David had barely begun to process that he was going to be able to stare at her in lingerie, one of his favorite fantasies, but when he leaned that it would happen right now, he froze. His mouth fell open and his eyes darted down to her cleavage very briefly. Jessica would have given a lot to be able to know what he had felt during those few seconds of silence. He then mumbled something about having to get ready, and he asked her to come back in fifteen minutes.
Fifteen minutes later, even though she had felt relaxed at the end of their conversation, Jessica was tremendously nervous again. She knocked on his door again. The David who answered her now was so different than the one half an hour ago that she startled. He looked better, had cleaned himself and the room up, he was standing straighter, the room was well lit, and it even smelled better! "OK, where do you want me?" Jessica asked, realizing the innuendo too late.
David startled at her question, his eyes opening wider for a moment. He then smiled and pointed to a chair he had brought from the kitchen. "Right here. You may not know this, but modelling is hard work."
"What? Standing around doing nothing?" she asked, dubious.
"Yes, doing nothing in the same position for a couple of hours. Much harder than you think. That's why I brought the chair. I think you'd be better on the chair, at least for this first session."
As Jessica sat down, still wearing her bathrobe, he looked at her and said "I'm sorry if I was sceptical earlier. I was just fucked up inside and confused about this miraculous offer. Thank you sis. You really are the best."
"Well I'm happy to do it." She took a deep breath. "You want me to take my robe off?" David looked at her, opened his mouth yet nothing came out for a few seconds. "Are you nervous David?"
"Er, yep... I'm sorry."
"Don't be. I'm nervous as hell too!" they both laughed.
"Ok, thanks for that. Shit I'm nervous!" he said, laughing still. "Yes, you can take it off."
When Jessica untied and removed her robe, standing in front of the chair, David tried not to look at her. Sitting on the comfortable chair, Jessica said "David, look at me. If you don't then we're wasting our time here!"
He smiled, then looked up. Into her eyes. "I'm sorry again... This is so utterly strange. You doing this, looking so beautiful. So sexy..." he then froze, realizing what he had said. "Oh shit I'm sorry sis... I must sound like a pervert!"
"Just relax brother... Just as I know you don't have much experience with half-dressed girls, you must know that I don't have much experience with guys telling me that I'm sexy..."
"Oh but you are... Well. Ok. Let's get to work." Jessica saw him walking around his desk and seating himself down. Looking up, he said "This is still really strange Jess. You know I'll have to look at your body..."
"Oh for the love of gods David, just stare at my tits for a while if that's what it takes to get you started!" Jessica said, laughing, while at the same time realizing how, once again, her words could have another interpretation.
But this time it worked, and David went to work. He asked her to assume a few positions before finding one he really liked. It wasn't suggestive or sexual at all, and Jessica was glad. Despite her bold words, she was still pretty nervous and still felt strange as she saw his eyes roaming all over her body. Gradually she relaxed. To her surprise she even felt, a few times, tingling sensations in her pussy as she looked at her brother staring at her.
Some of his hidden artwork of the hentai-Jessica came back to her. She hoped that she wasn't flushing! David was red faced through most of the time he was working, and eventually Jessica realized that it wasn't because he was shy. Instead, David looked positively aroused. "Well, of course..." she thought. "What shy, virgin guy wouldn't be aroused while staring at a barely dressed good looking girl?" She refrained from smiling as to not ruin the pose.
After an hour and a half of work, David looked up and said that they should probably stop there. When Jessica stood up and walked towards his desk to look, he was suddenly very nervous. As if he hadn't even considered that she would want to look. She was fascinated by the result. Of course it wasn't a finished work, but it was nevertheless remarkable. Grinning, she saw that her drawn breasts were significantly bigger than her real ones, but she didn't say anything.
Her face was amazingly well drawn though. It was as if... "David, why did you spend so much time on my face?"
"Because it's a really important aspect of drawing people." he answered meekly.
"I know that, dummy!" she replied, smiling at him. She suddenly realized that she was standing very close to him wearing only fine lingerie. "Look. I'm here to help you with the human body... You can draw my face as often as you want—" "Oh, I know! It's just so weird to stare at your body like this... Even now, this close to you... Shit!" David suddenly stood up and moved away.
"What's wrong?" she asked, slightly annoyed.
"Nothing!" he replied, keeping his back to her.
"Oh what the fuck David! It's not easy for me to stay there in my lingerie, but I want to help you." she walked around the desk and grabbed his shoulder to turn him around. "If you don't want to do it, or if you think my body is not beautiful enough—"
Jessica stopped talking after forcing him to turn around. Even though she was looking into his eyes, she couldn't miss the obvious erection in his pants. "Oh..." she whispered.
"Jess, it's not because I don't find you pretty enough... Quite the contrary. Oh shit, I'm sorry. This is so inappropriate! This wasn't a good idea." he finished, his head lowered.
"Stop it David!" she said. "This doesn't change anything. In a couple of days we're going to do this again and I want you to finish this drawing even if it means that you're going to stare at my breasts, my stomach, my thighs or my panties all night long. Alright?"
David was clearly stunned, his eyes opened wide. "Ok."
"It's settled then. Treat me like you would treat a model you don't know."
Just before going out of his room, she added "And please don't work on it without me!" she smiled. "You already made my breasts big enough as it is!"
"What? No I didn't! I was actually extremely careful about them!" he pleaded.
"Oh come on... My breasts are not that big, not that amazing!" Jessica grabbed the drawing and went to the bathroom. After looking at herself sideways and at the drawing, she saw that he was right. "Well I'll be..."
"I know! You have amazing breasts!" David piped in from behind her.
Grinning and blushing, Jessica apologized. "It's my turn to be sorry. Guess I don't look at myself in the mirror often enough."
They both went back to their respective rooms and tried to go to sleep. Without either one knowing, they both spent more than a sleepless hour, thinking about what had just happened. The only thing that Jessica could easily guess was that he would masturbate himself to sleep. She was right, of course. He, on the other hand, would never have guessed that his sister would do the exact same thing.
She hadn't been kidding when she said that she wasn't used to guys telling her that she was sexy. Sure a few guys at school had been interested in her, had wanted a date. But the feeling hadn't been mutual, and nothing happened. She was secretly jealous of two of her friends that were getting a lot of attention from the guys. So in a very strange way this unexpected erection and his obvious desire were very flattering.
Jessica didn't quite think of her brother as she masturbated with her dildo, but she did picture that headless man in the drawings, a man that seemed to elicit very powerful emotions in the cartoon version of herself. Once again she pushed the dildo deep inside her mouth, feeling it touching the back of her mouth and pushed in a bit further, imagining that amazingly deep deepthroat drawing. As she climaxed, she kept the dildo in her mouth, deep enough to prevent her from breathing for a few seconds. She was dizzy with pleasure for a while until she fell asleep.
Three days later, they had another night alone at home, and this time it was David who asked her. She grinned and accepted, and while she took her shower, the butterflies in her stomach returned. "Oh shut up, damn you!" she thought. "I wanna enjoy this, even though it's no more than practice for when other guys will actually be interested." She grinned in the shower, realizing that they would both use this as practice. While choosing another pair of lingerie, a bit sexier this time, Jessica decided that she would try to add a bit more sexiness in her movements. Nothing overtly sexual, just a bit more... intensity.



Despite her trepidation, she removed her robe pretty much as soon as she arrived in her brother's room. He seemed surprised by it, but he just smiled. "A real model wouldn't mind being undressed, I guess?" she asked, tongue in cheek.
"I don't know, but it's appreciated."
David was noticeably calmer tonight, which was a good thing. He made her take the same pose as last time, at least at first. After about half an hour, he said that he was pretty much done. Jessica got up, thought of adding a little sway in her walk and placed her hand on his shoulder as she bent to look at the drawing. His body was very hot. She was pleasantly surprised by the result, seeing definite progress and a lot more detail around her breasts as well as on her right hip and thigh. "That's fantastic David!"
"Why thank you, my favorite model!" he replied, grinning and blushing.
"Now, do you want me in another position?" Fuck! Again with the double-entendre! Jessica tried not to laugh as she saw that David hadn't missed it.
"Er, well. Maybe with your back against the wall here, and your arms above your head."
"Like this?" when she positioned herself, she immediately felt that this was a rather sexier pose. Her raised arms made her torso rotate, pushing her breasts outward. At the same time, it pulled her lower back away from the wall, enhancing the curve of her ass.
"Yes. Wow. That's amazing! Could you cross your legs?"
"Like this?" When she did, Jessica suddenly felt uncomfortable and aroused at the same time. While it wasn't a lewd or explicit pose, it fully enhanced her curves.
"Exactly. Wow again... I'm out of words, you're gorgeous!" her brother said.
"My turn to thank you... And remember, don't hentai me!" she said, laughing.
"Don't worry... You don't need hentai-ing in any case." he added, blushing.
As he worked, Jessica learned that what he had said last time was true. It wasn't at all easy to remain immobile for long periods of time. She had to take breaks, during which they talked a bit more. At one point, David surprised her with a question "When you do physical activities like dancing, how much do your breasts move around in your bra?"
"What?" Jessica was stunned.
"Er, was that too intimate? You told me to treat you like a model I didn't know... I know it's a bit strange, but if I have to draw girls moving, like playing volleyball for instance, I need to have an idea of how your breasts move..."
Jessica could see that he was red faced, and that asking this question had probably been hard. She decided to answer as truthfully as she could, which led to a twenty minute long discussion about her breasts. She could see that he was serious about it, but that it was also turning him on enormously. Especially when she moved her torso to make her breasts move, or when she squeezed them together. She was pretty sure he'd had to rearrange his erection a couple of times when he thought she wasn't looking.
Even though they were talking about her breasts in non sexual situations, the facts that she was also maintaining a suggestive pose, was wearing lingerie, was in front of a guy who was obviously sexually aroused and that the same guy was staring at her body for long stretches of time finally began to have an effect on her own arousal. Imagining her brother's erection behind his desk and seeing him look at her offered breasts increased her own body's temperature.
To clear her head, she declared that it was time for a pause and let herself fall on his bed to relax her legs and arms. Then she became aware that she was wearing lingerie and that she was lying on her back on her brother's bed. And that he was probably having an erection right now. Maybe not the best idea in the world. But done was done, and she couldn't get up now. Instead she went with it and stretched out fully on his bed, grunting with the effort. When she opened her eyes, she saw that David was looking at her. "Wow... Next time we'll do a pose on the bed." Jessica simply grinned and felt like a cat as she rolled on her side to look at him. She saw his eyes move to her hip, its curved heightened by her position. "Shit! Don't move sister!"
David got up, turned his desk around and grabbed a blank sheet of paper. He was one hundred percent focused on this new pose, and never noticed that his erection had been visible when he moved the desk. Jessica decided not to mention it, although her body certainly reacted to it. She was suddenly very glad that female sexual arousal wasn't as visible as an erection. As she kept the pose, her mind revved up to try and understand what she was feeling.
This was her brother for the sake of all the hentai goddesses! She was doing this to help him, and nothing more! The fact that she was still a virgin, in dire need of sexual release, that she had suggested lingerie herself instead of a bikini, that she craved any type of compliments about her body, that David wasn't bad looking at all, that she knew he desired her, that he had drawn her having sex with him, that she had masturbated while thinking about that drawing... all these things hadn't mattered in her decision, right?
"Fuck! I'm in trouble!" she thought, unable to dodge all these facts, all these influences to her decision to help him out... "Altruistic my ass!" She couldn't deny or forget about the fact that her pussy was burning up, and that her mind was starting to melt with sexual thoughts and fantasies. She felt a thin sheet of sweat covering her entire body and hoped David wouldn't notice. Looking at him as he was clearly looking at her with lust in his eyes, Jessica also felt her nipples hardening and hoped her bra was thick enough to... Shit. Nope. Not enough. When David's eyes went back to her breasts, she saw him do a double take and try his best not to show any reaction. But he did. Fuck she was in trouble!
After a while, she decided that she couldn't keep burning like this, so she told him that she wanted to stop. When she came to his side to look at the drawing, she was shocked to see how sensuous and provocative she looked. But she couldn't blame this on him: she probably had looked exactly like this. She closed her eyes for a moment when she saw, on the page, a hint that her nipples were hard. She complimented him, touching his shoulder again before she could stop herself, and went to her room.
Dropping on her bed like a stone, she planned to figure things out. But soon enough, her body won and she turned on her back before slipping her hand under her panties. As soon as she touched her pussy she discovered that she wasn't just warm and wet, she was burning hot and drenched. "Oh fuck it!" she thought. "David's been drawing pornographic images of me for months! What's a little bit of fantasy?" As she pressed on her clit, she felt her pussy boiling over, sending swelling waves of pleasure like a volcano all over her body.
In her mind she could see her brother removing her lingerie, caressing her breasts, hips, thighs, ass and pussy with his hands instead of his eyes, pulling his cock out and letting her touch, kiss and suck him before impaling herself upon it... When she grabbed her dildo and pushed it all the way inside her pussy, she twisted around it, moaning her brother's name in the process.
As she came less than a minute later, writhing in pleasure on her bed, Jessica simply abandoned herself to that pleasure. So what if he was her brother? They were twins, had shared a womb and now her body wanted his. So what? It's not like anything more was going to happen. Yet as she kept idly caressing herself, she was surprised to feel the embers of a second rush to climax reigniting.
Now naked on her bed, she couldn't help but think about the fact that her brother was probably doing the same thing in his own room. And soon the embers turned to flame and she caressed herself until she exploded again. Her body was covered in sweat and her mind filled with incestuous images of David's cock all over and inside her body, of his sperm on her pussy, belly, breasts and face...
The following morning, wearing nothing more than a tee shirt and panties, she sat at the breakfast table next to him. They smiled warmly at each other, and soon she could feel her pussy tingling slightly. Shit! She was way too keyed up! When their parents commented that David obviously looked better, he said that he had started drawing again, that he even had a muse.
He wouldn't say who it was but implied that it was a girl that he had often seen at school. Hearing him describe her, and talking a bit about the feelings he had for her, Jessica smiled. She was flattered, of course, but that only led to more tingling and eventually hardening nipples. Her t-shirt was loose and thick enough that it probably wouldn't be too apparent, but still...
Their father was obviously happy that David seemed to have met a girl. He asked a few questions, probing to see if this girl was more than just a muse. To Jessica's surprise, he said yes, that she was really remarkable and that he enjoyed spending time with her. When their mom asked him if she was pretty, David blushed and said "I couldn't have asked for a prettier girl!" Jessica also felt her face turning slightly red at the compliment, and then things got even more explicit. Their father asked David if she was hot. Their mom said "Dear! Don't ask him that!" but their were both smiling. David grinned, nodding vigorously with his head.
While their father was in the kitchen, Jessica placed her hand on her brother's thigh under the table. He froze for a moment, then tried to keep eating. When she pushed her hand a bit deeper, a bit higher between his legs, Jessica was looking at him as he tried to maintain his conversation with his mother. When David pulled his chair closer to the table in an effort to hide what they were doing, it only gave Jessica a better access. When she touched his erection under his jeans, it was now her turn to freeze. David coughed for a bit, hiding his reaction, and did it again as she squeezed him before pulling her hand away.
A bit later, as they were both alone in the dining room, he looked at her and asked "What the fuck was that?"
Jessica grinned, acting cool, as if she had been in full control of her actions. "I wanted to thank you for your compliments..." but that wasn't exactly the case. She hadn't exactly decided to touch his thigh, it had just happened. And as he was looking at her, smiling but clearly stunned, it happened again. She leaned towards him and said "So you think I'm hot?"
"Well, I think the answer to that is clear!" he whispered.
"Oh this?" she touched his erection again with the back of her fingers, surprised by her boldness even more than he was.
"Yes! Shit! Stop it!" he said his face flushed, but he was grinning. "Are you crazy?"
"No, I'm just your muse, remember?" she said, grinning herself.
"Argh! Stop it, or else I'm never going to be able to get up from this table!"
"Oh, really? So if I do this..." this time, instead of just squeezing his entire leg, she closed her fingers more precisely around his shaft, hearing him moan in the process, "you're going to be stuck here for longer?"
"Oh... Vicious minx!" he said, but was still smiling. "I should draw you with a fox tail!"
Jessica laughed as she got up "Well, have a nice day at the table brother... Want me to bring you something to do?" she teased.
Looking around to make sure their parents weren't there, he said "Yes, some pen and paper so I can draw you to show just how obvious your nipples are right now!" Looking down, Jessica saw that he was right. "You're going to give dad quite a show if you go to the kitchen like this, sister!"
"Shit!" she said, laughing.
She replaced her plate on the table and turned around. "So, what about you? Are you enjoying the show?"
"Damn right! You're the sexiest girl I know!" he said.
Flattered again, Jessica placed her hands just below her breasts and pulled the fabric tighter, revealing the shape of her breasts as well as highlighting her nipples even more.
"Fuck! You're lucky I can't get up..." David began.
And Jessica had the audacity to ask "Or else what?"
"Er... Well I..." he was suddenly at a loss, feeling that this game had gone too far.
"Pfff... so many words, so little action." Jessica said as she turned around and walked away. Just before disappearing around the corner, she lifted her tee-shirt to let him see her panties.
She was laughing as she climbed the stairs to her room, but as she sat on her bed, she wondered "What the fuck was that?" The fact that she was teasing her brother was one thing, but she was perfectly aware that she was teasing herself at the same time. The two modelling sessions had certainly brought them closer together, and the discussions had added to that closeness.
She still couldn't believe that they had talked about her breasts for so long last night! She had been fully aware that many of his questions had nothing to do with drawing, but she had been at ease and discovered that she relished that intimacy. But now this! Looking at her hand, she thought "Did I really touch his erect cock? Willingly? Three times?" It was too late for a quick masturbation, and Jessica realized that she would probably spend the entire day with erotic thoughts flowing through her mind.
Two days later, Saturday afternoon, they got another modelling opportunity. Since that strange morning, Jessica had made her peace with her incestuous thoughts and simply accepted them. She fantasized about her brother. So what. She wasn't the only sister to do that, and she knew that the feeling was mutual. Nobody was ever going to know and as long as they were both enjoying themselves, what was the problem? Looking outside from her window, she saw David working in the yard. She invited him up and he was glad to learn that their parents were gone.
In her room, naked after her shower, she fished around in her underwear drawer and found her sexiest set. It was bright red and mostly transparent. Without even hesitating, she put it on and walked to her brother's room without a robe. When she walked in, he was already siting at his desk and she saw his jaw drop when he saw her. "Wow sis... That is... this lingerie is... Gods you're gorgeous! I still can't believe you agreed to this."
"Agreed?" Jessica asked. "I'm the one who proposed it, remember?"
"Yes, and I still can't believe it."
"So, how and where do you want me this time?" she asked, this time fully aware of the innuendo.
"Er, how about on the bed again, on all fours?"
"Sheesh! Boys! So predictable!" but she was smiling, assuming the position. He made her move and turn, and she was surprised that he placed her pretty much facing him.
"You'll see when I'm done." he said, answering her unspoken question. "This way I can see your face, your breasts, the curves of your lower back, ass, hip and thighs..." David paused, the pen in his hand as he just stared at her. Usually he began drawing rough outlines immediately.
"Bro? Are you planning on simply staring at me tonight?" she asked, playfully.
"Er, no. I mean I could, but no..." after a brief pause, he asked "Do you mind if I transform you into a nude on the page?"
"Nope. In fact, I'm eager to see the result!"
And so Jessica couldn't believe how comfortable she was. She was on all fours on her brother's bed, wearing barely-there lingerie and knowing that he was drawing her naked. And that he most likely had an erection already. She remained in that position for more than an hour, resisting the temptation to go and see what he had drawn so far. Their conversation turned to her breasts again, and soon it bordered on sex. She had begun to answer his question about how her nipples felt when she was excited before realizing that it hadn't a shred of pertinence to his drawing. She stopped herself and said "David, care to explain how this particular pose is useful when you draw women in contests?"
"Oh. Well it' because... You know when... Aw shit. It's not. I'm sorry Jess..." he was blushing again. "I don't know what got over me."
Jessica was burning up, itching to touch her pussy. Grinning naughtily, she said "Are you also going to ask me how it feels when I slide my dildo in my pussy?".
She had expected him to deny it emphatically, but instead he simply stared at her, his lust bright in his eyes. And that is when they both heard their mother screaming "David! What's the meaning of this?" Alarm set in, and Jessica stood up quickly, looking for the bathrobe she had left in her room. Listening to her mother's footsteps, Jessica knew she didn't have enough time to go to her room without being seen. And she certainly couldn't let their mother see her in David's room wearing that lingerie! Her parents didn't even know that their virgin and innocent daughter had bought such a sexy set!
In panic she looked around for places to hide. Her brother's closet was filled with D&D crap, she wouldn't fit behind the big cabinet, which left only... Jessica dove behind her brother's desk and crawled under it.
David was still in the process of pulling his chair back towards the desk as they heard their mother opening the door to his room. And that's also when Jessica saw David's cock mere inches away from her face. The little bastard had pulled it out of his trousers at some point during the session! In any case, when David finally stopped moving, his knees on either side of her body, pressed hard against the walls, it was so close to her that she couldn't even properly focus her eyes upon it.
Her very first cock and she couldn't even look at it because it was too close! She tried to pull her head back, but even thought she was at least a foot away from the wall, her head was forced in an awkward angle and she couldn't move. David moved his chair even deeper against her and Jessica felt his cock touching her face. She still couldn't move her head back, pressed as she was against the underside of the drawer.
She barely registered what their mom was saying, something about a backyard job unfinished. Instead, her entire world consisted of this cramped space and David's cock against her cheek. She moved just slightly, trying to pull away one last time, but found it impossible. If anything, the only thing she could do would be to move further against it. Luckily for them they'd had music on so their mother wouldn't hear her small movements.
She wasn't really comfortable, and if their mother stayed too long, her neck would start to hurt. But when her panic began to fade, she realized that all that was besides the point. She had her brother's cock against her face and her pussy was dripping. It was as fucked up as one could imagine, getting to see and touch it this way, but sometimes that's how the world works...
When she heard her mother moving around, she guessed that she was now sitting on the bed. Their mother said something about how they had been understanding about David's laziness since last week, but that he couldn't keep dropping his chores like this... David wasn't talking much, obviously, with his sister's cheek against his naked cock. But their mom could keep talking like this for a while when she was giving them lectures.
Soon Jessica knew she had to move; the pain in her crooked neck was getting too intense. And the only way she knew that she actually could move was forward, further towards his crotch. Fuck! Taking a slow deep breath, she thought "When the world gives you lemons, you suck your brother's cock!" And so she opened her mouth, touching his underside with her tongue. David didn't move at all, and she wondered how he managed that feat.
Both the pain in her neck and her lust were now irresistible, and so she slowly opened her mouth wider and rotated her head. When she felt the entire head of his decently large cock enter her mouth, she shivered. Her first cock, her very first cock and it was her brother's. She was sucking her brother's cock while hiding under his desk because their mother was lecturing him.



A few seconds later she managed to turn enough so that the pain subsided, and she took more and more of his length inside her mouth. She had seen many porn movies, lots of his drawings of deepthroating, but she hadn't been prepared to discover just how big it felt inside her. When she clamped her lips around his shaft and sucked, David did move, shifting his ass on the chair. That forced an additional inch of his cock inside her mouth and Jessica had to work not to gag.
Shit it was deep! And there were still quite a few inches remaining! Slowly she brought her hand up and closed it around his shaft, surprised to see that he had slightly more than the width of her fist still outside her mouth.
Jessica didn't even try to make sense of what was happening. She didn't care about their mother, or the fact that what she was doing was incest. All she knew was that she was sucking her brother's cock and despite everything, she was thrilled beyond anything she might have imagined. She dearly wanted to go to town on him, but had to remain silent.
Still holding his cock she pushed the side of her closed fist further towards his belly, relaxed her jaw and took that other extra inch inside her mouth. And now he was lodged against the back of her mouth. Slowly she pulled back until her head was blocked by the drawer, took a deep breath and pushed back down, feeling him invade her mouth. This time she felt her lips against her fingers as his cock touched her throat.
Oh how she profoundly regretted not having practiced more with her dildo! She would have given anything to be able to take her brother all the way inside her mouth, but the thought of gagging and alerting their mother was just out of the question. When she felt her gag reflex because she had pushed too deep, she stopped and controlled herself. She learned that if she ever was going to deepthroat him, it would take her a lot of practice!
Suddenly she felt and saw the desk being pushed away and could now look up into David's eyes. Their mother must be gone. He grabbed her head with both hands and stared at her, slack jawed. He then silently mouthed the words "Are you crazy?" She grinned and nodded, at least as much as she could in the circumstances, and he grinned with her. He the whispered "And did you try to deepthroat me?" Once more, a nod and a grin. David opened his eyes and mouth wide, barely believing what was happening.
Jessica pulled away from his cock for a few seconds, only to say "Later I will... But I don't want mom and dad coming up thinking that I was throwing up if they hear me gagging on your cock."
David couldn't properly register what was happening, and when Jessica dove back upon his cock, he just closed his eyes, lay back in his chair and abandoned himself to her mouth. Of course, it was David's first blowjob and any decent one would have sufficed. Jessica was more than just decent enough though. Despite the fact that it was Jessica's first real blowjob, David would later confirm that all her practice with her dildos had paid off. He was still holding her head with his hands, guiding her slightly as she moved up and down his cock. He was heady with lust and pleasure, thrilled beyond words that he was sharing this with his twin sister.
Jessica was thrilled as well, relishing this crazy, sinfully delicious experience. She was pleased with David's size, the way his cock felt in her mouth, his taste, the fact that he was leaking precum in her mouth, how he was moaning very softly... She did her best, grabbing the base of his cock with one hand and giving the rest of his shaft the best she had.
He seemed to like it when she alternated between very relaxed tongue twirls followed by intense sucking, her mouth locked just around his glans. Then again, when she moved up and down, thoroughly fucking his cock with her entire mouth, he also seemed to like it. In the end, she kept trying knew things and he seemed to love them all.
Much sooner than men in porn movies, David began moaning a bit harder, his breathing becoming highly irregular. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and guided her up and down his cock just as he exploded into her mouth. Jessica was fascinated by the whole thing, and managed to keep all of his sperm in her mouth. He was the one to finally pull her away from his cock, and he stared at her dumbfounded as she swallowed his entire load. "Oh my gods Jessica!" he whispered. "That was amazing!" Jessica grinned, her entire body on fire. She wanted to jump on him and ride him until they both lost consciousness with too many orgasms. But their mother was downstairs, and soon she would look for her daughter. When she stood up, David said "I wanna see you naked!"
"Soon. Tonight. At midnight in the basement." And just before going out, she turned around and said "Oh, by the way, I have to confess that I found your hidden stash of drawings. I loved them, especially the ones with you and me. What do you say we choose a few and make them come true in the basement tonight?"
Jessica, her heart pounding and her mind still reeling from what she had done and said, looked in the hallway and darted to her room. She had been planning to change into regular underwear, but as soon as she closed the door behind her, she stripped, jumped on her bed and masturbated furiously.
She pulled her dildo from its small hiding place and pushed it completely inside her. And not just until she barely had a grip on it like she usually did. Oh no... Instead, she pushed it all the way in. She had learned early on that while she could cum using just her fingers on her clit, her orgasms were much, much more powerful when she used a dildo. And now it looked like David's cock was significantly bigger than her dildo. As her pussy clamped around her dildo, nudging it against her cervix, she felt the exhilarating sensations of slight pain and discomfort as well as a powerful dose of pleasure.
When she felt herself losing control of her pleasure, she smothered her face with her pillow to hide any moan she couldn't contain. Her body electrified itself, sending lightning and thunder all over her body from her toes to her scalp. Forcing her thighs together to enhance the sensations from her dildo, she was trembling and even spasming from her climax. Stretching it as long as she could, Jessica was imagining her brother fucking her, driving his cock into her pussy. Eventually, sweaty, disheveled and tangled up in her blanket, Jessica tried to regain control of her breathing. Delicately, she pushed and pulled her dildo form her pussy and relaxed, a huge grin on her face.
It was late afternoon, and the next few hours proved to be the strangest in her young life. She met David in the kitchen just before dinner, and the look they shared was remarkably bizarre. Shit! She could still taste his cum in her mouth! Around the table, she gave him quite a few looks, teasing him by liking her lips. She didn't dare touch him now, but she dearly wanted to.
After dinner, they found themselves alone in the kitchen, their dad just on the other side of the wall in the living room. David leaned close to her and said "I want you so bad Jess... I could fuck you right here!" he grabbed her ass as he was finishing. Jessica closed her eyes and moaned, hiding the sound in a cough. When David's fingers reach deeper between her cheeks, touching her lips through her shorts and panties, Jessica felt her entire body becoming hot. Burning hot.
And then they heard their father walking towards the kitchen and David moved away. The couple of hours remaining before they could go to bed without arousing suspicion were painfully long! Jessica felt like she was living in a dream. She was on the couch, absentmindedly watching tv and sharing glances with her brother. Each in turn, they took a long shower, getting ready for the coming night. Finally, after excruciatingly long hours of waiting, they both went up to their rooms, leaving their parents in the living room.
In her room, Jessica pushed her hand down her panties and lubed her fingers with her juices. She went to David's room and said "Don't you jerk off tonight!" before placing her fingers on his lips. When he understood what that strange smell and taste was, his eyes shot open in surprise. Jessica said "I hope you like that because your face, cock and lower belly are going to be covered with it tonight! Choose your drawings carefully, I'm willing to do anything you've drawn. Anything."
She scooted back to her room and spent the next few hours resisting her own urge to masturbate. When her phone finally showed midnight, she tiptoed out of her room and went down to the basement. In pitch darkness she walked towards the little used living room there and saw a dim glow under the closed door. When she opened it, she saw David standing utterly naked, lit by a few candles. After closing the door, she leaned back against it, staring at her brother, facing the fact that they were both about to lose their virginity to each other. Twin brother and sister. It was an utter sin, and she was utterly drenched.
She untied her robe and dropped it on the floor, revealing to her brother that she had been naked underneath. David stared at her. Even though he had stared at her nearly naked body a few times already, this was different. He had already been hard, but now his cock was twitching. She walked towards him and grabbed him for a hard hug. The feeling of his cock against her naked belly, so close to her breasts, was amazing. Against his chest, she whispered "Kiss me."
As she pulled away and looked up at him, he leaned down for a kiss, a long, very hot and very wet kiss. Then Jessica felt his hand on her breast and she trembled. As his large hand closed around the generous flesh of her left breast, she sucked his tongue into her mouth, squeezing it hard with her lips. Gently he pushed her against the door again, placing his free hand on her belly before slowly sliding it down towards her bush.
As Jessica felt his fingers slide through her trimmed hairs, she broke the kiss and moaned against his mouth. When his middle finger finally slid over her clit, her body twitched. David stopped, a worried look on his face. "Keep going... Please keep going." she said breathlessly.
Soon his index and ring fingers touched her lips, pressing harder against her flesh and forcing her clit slightly outwards. Jessica couldn't believe that her virgin brother had such nimble fingers, and that he knew exactly what to do with them. Drawing was one thing, but this.. Gods! He probably saw this in a porn movie... Shit! Jessica hadn't thought that it was possible to feel so good so fast and only from his fingers!
Just as David curled his fingers harder against her flesh and pushed his middle finger into her hole, he kissed her again, pinning her against the door with his other hand. Jessica felt her knees going weak and began breathing faster and faster as his finger pushed as deep as it would go. When his palm was pressed against her clit with his finger fully inside her, she moaned into his mouth again, wanting more.
She finally pushed him away and whispered "Kiss my other lips now..." Jessica was pleased to see his eyes opening wider for a moment as he contemplated the idea. She reclined on the couch, placed her ass on the edge of the seat and opened her thighs wide. David was smiling as he knelt between her legs, and pointed to a stack of drawings on the table next to her. The one on top showed her exactly like she was now, with his head buried between her thighs. Jessica laughed, a sweet breathless sound in the silence, then took a sharp and deep breath as he placed his opened mouth on her pussy.
This time she had to teach him a few things, and limit him a couple of times. But despite his ignorance and clumsiness, Jessica had to admit that she was thrilled beyond words. Most of the time her head was lolling against the couch, rolling left and right as she was revelling in the intense pleasure. If at first she hadn't liked his tongue deep inside her, she was now asking him to do it, pulling his head against her with both her hands. Then, remembering a trick she had read somewhere online, she grabbed one of his hands and placed two of his fingers inside her mouth. David looked up, surprised by this move, but his sister whispered "Do what my tongue does."
Oh dear Gods in heaven. What had already been really pleasurable became impossibly powerful in a matter of seconds. The rush of pleasure grew and swelled until she knew her climax was imminent. Letting go of his hand, she bit her own forearm as her fist male-induced climax shook her body to the core. She didn't know how she managed not to cry out despite her forearm. As she came she clamped her thighs around her brother's head and guided his freed hand on her breasts.
The surge of pleasure that took her almost scared her! Until that moment, Jessica had believed that she had explored the limits of her pleasure with her fingers and toys, but this was something else! What a difference a tongue could make! Eventually her body began trembling and the pleasure crested, leaving her in a state of barely conscious glee. When she released her grip on her brother she stared at him, panting and smiling at his disheveled hair and wet face.
He was grinning and as she was beginning to gather herself, she saw him leafing through his drawings. Without talking, he showed her a drawing of her on all fours with him kneeling behind her. Grinning herself, she assumed the position on the couch, her knees on the seats and her upper body propped on the backrest. Looking back at her brother, Jessica could see him staring at her ass. She pushed it outwards, arching her lower back for him.
She had a vision of one of his anal drawings, but she didn't think that David would go for that first. Then again, she was very aware that she wouldn't turn him down if he did... So naughty! He had one hand on her ass and the other holding his cock. Shit it looked big! Jessica suddenly realized that she was going to lose her virginity in a few seconds. Lost in her pleasure, she had completely forgotten about this fact, focused only on the moment.
When she felt the tip of his cock touching her drenched lips, she shivered in anticipation. David pushed his cock against her lips, sliding it up and down, spreading her juices all over it. He then caressed her clit this way for a while until he pulled back up just a bit and his cock slipped between her inner lips. Slowly, gently despite the lust that must be coursing through his veins, Jessica felt her brother pushing his cock inside her. She felt her outer lips parting easily for him, then her inner lips, drenched as they were, simply moulded themselves around the crown of his cock.
With both his hands on her hips now, David just kept on pushing slowly and Jessica felt his cock gliding smoothly inside her, opening her muscles inch after inch. The feelings were overwhelming. She had grown used to her dildo, and while David's cock was larger, it nevertheless was pretty much the same thing from a physical standpoint. Mentally though, Jessica was reeling with pleasure. She was losing her virginity to her brother, and his cock was getting deeper and deeper...
Her eyes closed and mind blown by the sensations of an actual cock inside her, Jessica blindly reached behind her and grabbed his hip, pulling him against her. Once he was fully inside her, Jessica gasped and held him firmly against her. She didn't want him to move, wanted him to remain there until the world ended. His cock felt disproportionally big, stretching her not-virgin-anymore pussy like none of her dildos ever had.
When she felt him grab her hand and place it on her lower back, she knew he couldn't wait anymore. Holding on to her forearm with one hand and her hip with the other, David pulled back until only the very tip of his cock was inside her. And then he sheathed himself again, and again, and again... Soon she was being ploughed like a field in spring, felt like she was being opened up to a new world. When she saw him place one of his feet on the couch and the hand on her hip moving to her shoulder, she just closed her eyes and abandoned her body to him.
The intensity she felt astonished her. David was taking her roughly, letting his instincts guide his movements, and she was loving every moment of it. When she was younger, part of her had secretly dreamed about losing her virginity to a gentle prince in a pink satin bed. While she had started to abandon that dream a while ago, the sheer physicality of David's energy blew it away forever. She wasn't a princess doll, she was his lover and he was giving her more pleasure than she could have imagined possible. Her entire body was being shaken, she could see her hair whipping around and feel her breasts swinging and jerking beneath her. It was intense, it was rough and carnal, and she absolutely loved it.
His cock felt like a machine inside her, pushing and pulling, filling her with an ever growing amount of raw pleasure. She knew she was already on the verge of a second climax and could barely believe it. She had lost all sense of time, but couldn't believe that she was so close again! It wasn't possible! But here it was. As she was reaching her plateau, moments from her second climax, she heard David grunt behind her.
He then released her hand and shoulder, moved his foot back on the floor and took her even faster. He didn't moan or cry out, but she knew without a doubt that he was climaxing. As she felt his semen fill her pussy, her own orgasm triggered. At the same time she felt him stiffen and pause with his cock as deep as it would go inside her. If she hadn't already been sprawled on the couch's backrest, Jessica would have fallen. He was pressing very hard against her soft buttocks, pressing his cock even deeper than before, squirting his cum right against her cervix.
The sudden burst of pleasure that ravaged her exploded much faster than her usual climaxes. While she was still overpowered with this second barrage of pleasure, she felt David beginning to move again after this long pause of deepest penetration. Slower than before he fucked her pussy again. Jessica opened her eyes in surprise when she felt his finger on her anus. "Jess... Not now, not tonight... But one day... would you let me have your ass?"
Her head still pressed against the rough backrest, Jessica turned her head to look at him. "David..." she began, still breathing hard. "As I've already explained..." another pause for another breath, "Tonight I'll do anything you draw. Anything."
David gasped. He was still fucking her very slowly as he said "Oh dear gods... Tonight?"
"Why not?" she replied, as eager to try anal sex as he was. "Think you'll be hard enough?"
David only laughed as he disappeared, probably gone to fetch some lube. Jessica was still on all fours when he returned, and she laughed as she saw his fully erect cock. He also brought a wet towel with him. She made her ass sway from side to side and he froze there, his mouth opened. "Are you sure about this?" he asked, clearly nervous.
"Of course... I've pushed my dildo all the way inside my ass while staring at your drawings..." she replied in a low voice. David gasped again and walked behind her. "Just be gentle..." she added.
And he was. He coated his cock with the lube, then slipped a finger inside her ass to lube her as well. She giggled when he did, but was pleased with the pleasure she was already feeling. A minute later, when she felt the tip of his cock against her asshole, it was her turn to gasp. She felt David pushing very gently, but steadily. She tried to relax as much as she could, and even though she knew she could take him, her eagerness prevented her from fully relaxing. When she suddenly winced, David stopped. "Put more lube and try again..." she whispered.



Placing her head fully on the top of the backrest, she pushed her ass out as much as she could and willed herself to relax. This time, when David began to push, he slipped in easily. He cried out in surprise and the sound he made was strangely childlike. Jessica moaned but laughed. "Stop it!" he said, but she could hear in his voice that he was smiling. "Oh my gods..." he added. "I'm in a girl's asshole... For real! My sister's asshole!"
"Take me... Go deeper. Gentle!" she suddenly said as he pushed faster. "Gentle, but go deeper..."
Jessica was taken unawares by the amount of pleasure she was feeling. Just like his cock in her pussy, this was very similar to her anal play with her dildo. Then again, it was utterly different. She was soon biting the sofa to prevent from moaning, and the pain was much less than she was expecting. He was smooth and warm, fully lubed and for some reason it was easier to take him compared to her smaller dildo. She didn't know why, but didn't care.
When she felt his thighs on her ass, she groaned, his entire length inside her. David was mumbling incoherent sentences filled with the words "gods" "heaven" "wonderful" "amazing" and "unbelievable". He was now fucking her ass, and they were sharing another virginity loss. "So much better than I had imagined..." he whispered, and Jessica could already hear his voice changing: David would be climaxing soon.
She let him increase his tempo, waiting for the moment when she would have to stop him. But it turned out that his favorite speed and intensity were just fine for her. She even started to push back against him even though he was already pulling on her hips. The feeling of a male fucking her ass was intoxicating, as she felt his cock opening her asshole, pushing deep then almost out with more intensity than she had thought possible without pain. "You have the best ass in the world, sister!" she giggled as he said that, especially since it was now clear that he was on the verge of his orgasm. His second. She had no idea how many he could have in a single night, but she intended to find out.
As his body bucked during his climax, she felt a few stabs of pain, but it was nothing compared to the raw amount of pleasure she was drowning in. She wouldn't cum from anal penetration alone, might never do, but the steady flow of pleasure was more than enough. David finally stopped spasming and groaning, his second climax done. But Jessica's wasn't.
Reaching back to rub his belly and tickle his skin through his pubic hairs, Jessica looked at her brother with a smile. Eventually he pulled out slowly, and she caressed his length with her index finger as he slipped out of her. When she felt a glob of his cum overflowing from her asshole and dripping along her inner thigh, she giggled. David laughed as well, then crashed beside her on the couch. But Jessica wasn't done. Looking through the drawings he had brought, she found a classic one she wanted to try.
Before mounting him, she grabbed the wet and warm cloth and washed her brother's cock as best she could. In the back of her mind she knew it wasn't the most sanitary way to clean up a cock after anal sex, but she was burning with lust and didn't care. She threw the towel on the floor and climbed up over him. When she straddled him, David looked up in surprise and told her that he would need a few minutes before going again. "Nonsense!" she replied, and grabbed his half-hard cock before forcing it inside her. He moaned out loud as she did, and she seized the opportunity to push her nipple in his mouth at the same time.
She began with very short movements, careful to keep his half-hard cock inside her. She leaned towards him and whispered directly into his ear "Can you imagine what you'll now want to draw, knowing that I'll do anything? Any ideas?" He didn't reply, but he groaned and grabbed her hips harder, pushing himself upwards into her. Soon they both realized that he was fully hard again, and Jessica lengthened her strokes. David was devouring her breasts while guiding her movements with his hands on her hips. Now in control of the speed and depth of the penetrations, Jessica nonetheless realized that she found herself driving herself upon his cock as fast and hard as she could.
Maybe she would have been more careful, more hesitant with any other guy. But this was her brother, and she felt she could trust him entirely. So she rode him like a cowgirl in heat, making her hair whip from side to side, pushing her breasts against his face and giving him all that her pussy had to give. When he pulled her hard against his lower belly, it forced her clit to rub against him and doubled her pleasure instantly.
Pulling his head up, unable not to grin, she kissed him through the grin and laughed as their teeth collided briefly. She was kissing and fucking her brother, enjoying each and every last second more than anything else in her life so far. She felt the seeds of her second climax grow and grow as they were kissing, his turgid cock deep inside her. Grabbing his head with both hands when it triggered, Jessica was laughing as she came all over her brother.
In the following weeks and months, their intimacy only grew, just like David's ability to draw females. Some of his friends teasingly remarked that most of his females looked like his sister, but he tried his best to brush them off. They had no idea that he was drawing her almost daily in different sexual positions, getting more creative everyday. If they only knew that her offer to actually do anything he'd draw still stood, their jaws would hit the floor. But that, of course, would have to remain their secret forever.
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All of us were bored to death. Looking at my phone, I confirmed that we had spent seven hours in the car today. And still had at least four more until we would reach the cabin. I looked at my sister on my left, and she was looking out of her window, her expression almost zombie-like. Mom was sleeping in the front seat and Dad was driving, but neither of us felt like talking. We were all at that stage where all we wanted to do was grind this drive until it was over.
All except me. Looking at Carrie again, making sure that she was looking outside, I glanced at her breasts one more time. Well, stared was the better word. I was pretty sure that she knew I was looking at her, but for the past four hours she simply stopped caring. At first, when I would look at her, she would turn her head, forcing me to look away. But for a long while now, either she didn't see me or was too listless to bother.
Looking at her was the only thing preventing me from going crazy with boredom. And even after all those hours, I was grateful for her choice of clothing. Carrie had chosen to wear a close-fitting summer dress, a single, strapless piece of thin and stretchy fabric. When I had seen her wearing that this morning as she came out of her room, I had paused and gawked at her: it was remarkably sexy. It had clung to her every curve and even my dad hadn't been able to repress a double take. Before he'd been able to say anything though, my mother had said "Oh, I wish I had such a dress for today..."
My dad and I frowned at the comment, puzzled. Many hours later, very uncomfortable in my jeans and shirt in the car, I understood: Carrie was as naked as she could be and was probably more comfortable than any of us. Nevertheless, it was still a very sexy dress, and my sister was filling it wonderfully. My big sister was a year older than I was, at nineteen, and ever since she hit fifteen, her body had begun to transform. She was now the most stunning high-school senior, and despite being her brother I couldn't not notice her body.
Staring at her in the car, I marvelled once more at the size and curves of her breasts. A forbidden search of her lingerie drawer a few months ago had revealed that most of her bras were in the 32 and 34 range, with cup sizes ranging from D to F. I had a feeling that the smallest, 32D, was an old bra that probably didn't fit her very well today. I remember masturbating shamelessly over that opened drawer, enjoying the smooth feel of her bras and panties on my cock. While part of my mind had wanted to paint the entire drawer with my sperm, I had refrained and came in my hand.
Right now, I could see the uppermost fringe of a snow-white bra peaking from her cleavage. I spent long and delicious minutes staring at every square inch of her breasts and at every inch of each line, from the ones defining her cleavage to the outer contours. I could see many hints of the bra's lace through the dress's fabric, as the otherwise smooth surface had small bumps.
Enjoying this long voyeur period, I let my eyes slip down to my sister's thighs and my eyes opened wide as I saw that her dress had ridden up really high. It was normal, I assumed, that it would only creep upwards as she moved on her seat. But now it was very high... From my point of view, I could see that the dress had been pulled backwards all the way down to her ass, and I could see parts of her hip! I'm sure that if I were sitting in mom's place and turned around, I would see her panties. But I wasn't, and so couldn't, but I was nevertheless granted a very good view of my sister's sweet thighs.
And while Carrie's legs weren't as stunning as her breasts, they were sweet nonetheless. Carrie wasn't all that tall, but her legs were probably a bit longer than normal if her long smooth thighs were anything to judge by. As I stared at her flawless skin, I smiled, enjoying the long gentle curves and firm muscles. I couldn't see her muscles right now, but given how much cycling she did in the summer and skiing she did in the winter, I knew and could see that her thighs were firm.
It's strange how a dress can change things. I had seen my sister wearing bikinis many times, and was already familiar with her thighs, more of them than were currently visible. But the fact that her dress had ridden up so high made things a lot sexier. The human mind is a strange thing when it came to sex: a bikini bottom would have allowed me to see more skin, but that high hemline, trapped in the bend between her thighs and belly, was somehow a lot sexier. Right now, I didn't care about my mind and sex. All I could think about was my sister's sexy body.
Carrie suddenly moved to stretch her arms and yawn. While I briefly glanced at her breasts as she did, I had to turn away. After a long sigh, she said "Dad, can you change the radio station please?" He nodded and fiddled with the stations for a bit. "No, not that... not that either, that's boring!"
After that, dad turned around and said in a low voice, "Why don't you change it yourself... Just don't turn the volume up, mom's still sleeping." Carrie sighed again before answering "OK."
She then unbuckled herself, leaned forward and reached for the controls before almost falling between the front seats. Carrie laughed at her own drowsy clumsiness, and leaned forward more to get better access. And that's when I saw it. Carrie had probably forgotten about her dress, about the way it had ridden up with the hours. When she leaned forward all the way, I couldn't help but look at her ass and felt a twinge of pleasure at the thought of seeing her panties.
But I didn't see any panties. It wasn't because her dress had slipped back down. Not at all. In fact, it was so high from the back that not only could I see that she wasn't wearing panties, but I could also see her pussy. A foot away from my face. Carrie had taken the comfort issue seriously, not even wanting a pair of panties to bother her. I was thus graced with a premium view of my sister's ass and pussy. My jaw dropped and my eyes widened as I stared hungrily.
While her ass cheeks were remarkable, my eyes were inevitably drawn to her pink pussy, large lips and puckered little asshole. Carrie shaved, obviously, and I could see every detail and fold of her delicate small lips as they peaked from between her large lips. When Carrie shifted her weight to the right, I saw her pussy shifting slightly, her small lips slowly sliding against each other. It was surreal, not only getting to see her pussy and seeing it in such detail and from so close! Up until that moment I would have killed to have a hazy video of her naked, and now I was granted an ultra HD first row and first-class show!
Sadly, as soon as it started it also stopped. From what my overwhelmed brain could gather, she had remained like this for about fifteen seconds, but I knew it would be seared into my mind for a long time. When she sat down and looked at me, she was puzzled by my expression and asked, "What's up with you?" I mumbled something noncommittal and hoped that she wouldn't see how flushed I was. When I looked down at my lap, I also hoped that she wouldn't look there and see my hard cock making a tent in my pants. If I had chosen to wear very light gym pants, I would have had a huge, unmissable tent there. For the first time in hours, I was glad to have chosen a pair of sturdy jeans.
Carrie decided to drop the subject and leaned against her window, looking outside. I tried to move my cock to make it less obvious, but soon abandoned. It was impossible to do it subtly, and I didn't want her to see me playing with myself! I willed myself not to look at her again, but mostly failed. I forced myself to look out my own window, but often enough I would steal glances at her thighs.
About five minutes later, I noticed that every time I looked out of my window, she would try to rearrange her dress. I smiled at first, finding the coincidence funny: we had almost the same problem. I even played with her, turning my head away from the window unexpectedly. I didn't look at her, but I could see, from the corner of my eyes, that she froze when I did. A while later, I could see that her dress was now properly lowered, covering most of her thighs. The show was over.
And then it hit me: if she rearranged her dress, it means that she had realized that it had ridden way too high. Maybe when she sat back on the slightly cooler seat... But then, if she had felt her naked pussy on her seat, she probably realized what I had seen while... Shit! She knew! I looked at her and she looked back, but while she still had that bored expression, I could also see that it wasn't the same expression as earlier. She fucking knew! When she asked what I wanted, I shook my head and looked away. The mere fact that she didn't ask again, but simply let it slip by, confirmed it.
I was now flushed as I looked outside, unsure of what to do. The silence stretched out, time passed and eventually I accepted that we simply wouldn't talk about it. A while later, my mom was awake and she suggested that we should stop for a real break. My dad said no, but Carrie and I almost cried our "Yes!" and he was overruled. The next rest area happened to be abandoned, but we didn't care much: the summer day was glorious and we decided to spend half an hour there, walking about in the forest.
Mom and dad stayed together, but Carrie and I went our separate ways. I walked in the woods for twenty minutes before heading back, and enjoyed the solitude. Of course, I couldn't help but think about Carrie's pussy, the details still exquisite in my memory. I walked around with a relentless erection, but given that I was alone, I didn't care. Walking back to the rest area, I tried to clear my head and get the blood out of there. I almost succeeded. Almost.
When I heard a sharp noise, I turned around and went to investigate. After climbing halfway up a slope, I saw my sister's head through the branches. Her long hair was softly fluttering in the wind, and with the sun on her face, I acknowledged once again that my sister was a pretty girl. One of my friends couldn't see that his sister was beautiful, and he thought that it was weird that I thought Carrie was. I was her brother, for Christ's sake! But brother or not, I couldn't help seeing her pretty mouth, delicate jawline, bright eyes and the hint of freckles on her nose at high summer.
But as Carrie stood up, I realized that she had been crouching. When I saw that her dress was scrunched around her waist, I also realized that she had been peeing. I didn't have any fetish about pee, but seeing her naked from the waist down was more than enough to rekindle my flagging erection. Carrie stepped away and walked a few steps before stopping. She was turning towards the sun and closed her eyes. She opened her arms, let her head lean backwards a bit and simply enjoyed the sun...
...just as I enjoyed her semi-nudity. I was captivated by the sight, enhanced by the bright sun that made her skin sparkle. Clearly Carrie hadn't shaven everything, as there was a very generous patch of hair above her lips. She had shaven her lips very cleanly, but had left a large triangle of dark hairs above. My jaw dropped open as she brought one of her hands to that patch and gently scratched the skin beneath. She then pushed her hand lower and for a moment, I wondered if she was going to masturbate right there and then! She didn't, but she still rubbed her fingers against her pussy a few times.
Seeing that, I brought one of my hands to my crotch and squeezed my cock. Doing so, I shifted my weight and pushed harder on the small tree I was using for balance. And it cracked. Not enough to make it fall, but it definitely cracked. More than loud enough for Carrie to hear. In an instant, her dress was down and a second later she had spotted me. "Ryan! You bastard! What the fuck are you doing?" Carrie started walking towards me and soon was right in front of me. "The fuck is wrong with you? Spying on me? Isn't it enough that you got to see— "
And the she stopped, almost saying that she knew that I had seen her. "I'm sorry sis... I really am."
"You followed me?" she asked, a bit calmer.
"No!" I cried, placing my hands on my head. "No, no, no... It was an accident. I swear."
"You swear?" she asked me to confirm.
"Yes, I do swear."
Carrie sighed. "Well. Ok. But why didn't you go away when you saw me?" I closed my eyes and shook my head. I took a deep breath but had no idea what to answer. Instead, she asked again "Well, I'd like an answer!"
"I don't know... You... Oh fuck. I don't know."
"That won't cut it, brother. Just admit that you're a pervert or I tell mom and dad!"
By now she didn't look angry. She even had a malicious smile on her pretty lips and I couldn't help but feel a pulse of pleasure as she combed a hand through her hair, pulling it back. She really was beautiful. "Carrie, I'm not a pervert. I just... Oh what the heck. Don't tell mom and dad OK..." I took one last breath, looked her right in the eye and said "You're just so damned beautiful. Beautiful and sexy. I simply couldn't help myself. But I swear I didn't follow you, or do anything of the sort on purpose."
Carrie clearly hadn't expected to hear those words. I was nervous as hell, breathing hard, and began to feel bad as the silence lengthened. Unlike many brothers and sisters, Carrie and I had a pretty good relationship. Then again, this was way out of the ordinary. "Ok then. Show me yours." she suddenly said.
"What?" I asked, surprised.
"You heard me. You saw my pussy from every conceivable angle today, so I wanna see yours."
I couldn't read her expression, but she seemed to be serious about that. "I can't..."
"What? What do you mean you can't?"
"I'm... It's not..." I mumbled.
"You're hard?" she whispered, clearly surprised. "Really?" I nodded. "Then I really want to see!"
My eyes got wider in surprise. "Carrie! Come on... Let's forget about this and go back to the car..."
"Ok." she said, and for a brief moment I thought I was off the hook. But then she added "I'll forget about this if you can promise me that you'll forget everything you saw about my pussy."
My shoulder dropped. "You know I can't do that..." But Carrie was grinning, already knowing I couldn't. "Are you serious? You want me to drop my pants?" She nodded, still smiling. I sighed, knowing that it was much better to show her than to let her tell mom and dad. I unbuttoned my pants, unzipped them and pushed them down. My cock was now pushed sideways to my left above my thigh. When I pushed my boxers down it became free and sprung upwards.
I stared at Carrie as she herself stared at my cock. In any other circumstances, I would have laughed at the way her face mirrored mine a few minutes ago: her jaw dropped and her eyes got wider. She even knelt to take a closer look, and while I was feeling very strange, I was still aware that a sexy girl was inches away from my cock, and I was harder than I had ever been before in my life. As she still stared at my cock and balls, I asked "What? Never seen one before?"
"Actually, no..."
"Really?" I said, the surprise freeing me from the paralyzing emotions. "None of your boyfriends?" I had been sure that she had been sexually active.
"Nope..." she replied, eyes still glued on my cock. "Shit, that's big!" she giggled. When she quickly looked up at me, I realized that she was also very nervous. "And beautiful." Using a low voice I knew was calmer than she must have felt, she said "You have a really, really nice cock, brother."
"And you have an amazing pussy, sister! And breasts, too, of course." I tried to emulate the same voice she had used.
We both laughed as she stared at my cock. "Oh, my god... It's leaking! Is that... Is that precum?"
"Oh, come on now! Get up!" I said as I pulled my boxers back up. "I only got to see yours for a few seconds!" I replied.
"Well, this was punishment!" she grinned.
A few moments later I did pull my pants back up and Carrie was still grinning and blushing. "That was... entertaining. And informative... Thank you for that brother." she paused, then looked at me with a different expression on her face "As a little token of my appreciation for your honesty and your... err, cock, you have my permission to try and see up my dress for the entire week... Deal?"
"Deal!" I replied quickly.
"Now... think you'll be able to get back in the car without our parents noticing that fucking tent in your crotch?"
"Give me a minute..." I said, smiling.
When she walked away, she lifted her dress up to let me see her ass a few seconds and said, "Good luck with that!" without turning around.
I was laughing as I stared at her lovely ass while she moved away. I wondered if I should masturbate right then to relieve some of the pressure. I certainly was hard and excited enough! A few minutes later, as I slowly walked back towards the car, I tried to understand just what happened. When Carrie had seen me through the trees, I had been afraid that she would explode. She had, but just briefly, as if in reflex. A few minutes later, she was walking away, flashing me her ass, probably thinking about my cock. This was insane. As I thought about the fact that she was probably either a virgin or that she had had sex in utter darkness, which I thought dubious, I started to believe that she was as intrigued about sex and cocks as I was about sex and breasts and pussies...
When I sat in the car next to her, she grinned briefly before settling down for a few more hours of road. I was almost sleeping when I felt my phone vibrating in my pocket. I reached for it and was surprised to see a text from my sister "Did you masturbate in the woods after I left?" Glancing at her, I laughed and typed "No!"
"I think I would have..." she sent back.
I shook my head and grinned. "Naughty wench!"
Next to me, Carrie sighed, then laughed. We eventually made it to the cabin and settled in. After a late and light dinner, we were all exhausted and went to our rooms to sleep. The cabin was rather small, with a living room, kitchen and bathroom on the first floor, and two rooms on the second floor. The second floor didn't cover the whole cabin and there was a mezzanine from where we could see down into the living room.
As usual, mom and dad would share one room and Carrie and I would share the adjacent one. When we found ourselves alone in the room, the door closed, we looked at each other. For the first time, it felt strange to be in that room with her. And it was clear that she was feeling the same way. "Why don't you turn off the light", she said.
I did, turning the room pitch black. I heard her undressing and was briefly tempted to turn the light back on. I didn't though, because she would have seen my erection once again. I imagined that she was wearing her usual night gown, but as I heard her climbing up the little ladder to reach the upper bed, I pictured her fully naked, her round ass swinging with her steps. I stripped down to my boxers and got into the lower bed. And then, silence. We usually chatted a bit before going to bed here, but now the silence stretched.
Once again, I couldn't help but imagine her barely dressed right above me, nor could I get her pussy out of my mind. I wondered if she thought about my cock as well. I almost asked her, but refrained. We had shared a very strange moment in the forest, and I didn't want to push it. About twenty minutes later, we started hearing very faint sounds of our parents having sex. I snorted as I heard them, and then heard Carrie giggling from above. "That helps to make things less uncomfortable for us..." she whispered sarcastically.
"Are you uncomfortable because of what happened today?"



A long pause. "No. No I'm not. Are you?"
"No." I replied.
"Good." after another pause, I detected a smile on her lips as she said, "Did you manage to see up my skirt again?"
"No, I didn't!" I said, sighing.
Carrie giggled again. "Ha! Better luck next time! Maybe I'll help you a bit... Good night brother."
"Good night sis."
I woke up late on the first morning. Carrie was already up, and my guess was that our parents were already far gone on their first walk. They loved walking in the woods, and Carrie and I both knew why: they were probably out fucking! I could hear the shower running though, and guessed that my sister was in there. I grinned and shook my head as images of her naked under the shower sprang into my mind.
I went to her bag and fished out one of her bras. Damn that was fine silk! And so smooth! It must be really comfortable... And, looking at my erect cock right there next to the bra, I placed the soft fabric over the tip of my cock. Oh, my god! It was amazingly nice! I caressed and stroked my cock through the silk and moaned my sister's name out loud. Close to climaxing, I stopped myself and listened.
Soon I heard the shower stopping and new she would be getting out of the bathroom soon. I put back her bra, put my pants on, got out of the room and stood at the railing, looking down. It confirmed that my parents really were out. When my sister appeared, I saw that she was wearing a very thin nightgown. Very thin. And sexy. Carrie sat on the couch right under where I was, oblivious to my presence. I could see down her cleavage, and almost gasped as she reached for it and pulled the fabric away from her skin. For a few seconds, I could see her entire right breast. Now it wasn't the best angle, but still! I could see the generous curve and the large pink areola capping it. Judging by what I could see, her nipple was also pointing out. And getting hard.
Carrie switched to her other breast and caressed her skin a few moments. When she was done, I could see her nipples poking clear bumps underneath the fabric. After that, she grabbed both of her breasts through the nightgown and squeezed them hard. I could see the deep cleft between her breasts, the dark and soft space where I would love to slip my cock. Slowly, I reached for my phone, then proceeded to film this magnificent show. As I was filming, my erection still raging, Carrie kept playing with her breasts, still oblivious to my presence. She pulled her gown off her breasts again, this time hooking it under them. She then tweaked her displayed nipples and squeezed her breasts once more.
After that, she slipped one of her hands down and below her hem, and caressed herself briefly. But she suddenly looked around to see if anyone would come home, and then looked up. I only just had the time to pull back from the railing, and was pretty sure she hadn't seen me. Silence. Carrie nevertheless got up and went back to the bathroom, and to my surprise I heard her turning the shower on again. Was she... was she really going to masturbate right there?
Silently I walked to the bathroom and placed my ear against the door. And yes! Damn it, my sister was masturbating! At first, I couldn't hear anything, but then I heard a moan, then another, and a third. Nothing very loud, obviously, but more than enough to spike my brain with heavy doses of lust. My parents could come back at any time, so I didn't dare masturbate right there in the hallway, but damn! I was hard as a rock standing there, maybe three feet away from my masturbating sister! This trip was insane! First her pussy from the back in the car, then her pussy from the front in the woods, then her breasts from above and now this? Insane!
The rest of the day went by uneventfully, except for one incident around the dinner table. I was sitting in front of Carrie, and accidentally dropped my fork. When I crouched under the table and looked towards her, she had opened her legs wide. Her short skirt did nothing to hide the fact that she wasn't wearing panties, and I got an unexpected look at her pussy again. I also, of course, bumped my head on the table in the process. Everybody laughed as I got back up, but a minute later, Carrie smiled and winked at me.
Much later when we both went to bed, we didn't talk much and turned off the light. In the utter darkness, I couldn't help seeing her breasts in my head and hearing her faint moans again and again. In the deep silence, my imagination was sometimes so vivid that I startled and wondered if she was actually moaning right above me. But no. Trying to keep my erection down and my head clear, I took a few deep breaths and tried to think of something else. And suddenly, before I could censor myself, I whispered "Carrie? Are you sleeping?"
"No. What?"
"I saw your breasts this morning!"
"What?" she said as I heard her turning around in her bed. I couldn't see anything but when she spoke again, I could hear that she was trying to look at me. "When?"
"Early this morning—" I said.
"On the couch? Oh, you perverted bastard!" she hissed. "I said you could try to look up my skirt, not down my cleavage! What's wrong with you this weekend?"
"What? Nothing! You forgot that you didn't have panties in the car, and I stumbled onto you pissing with your thighs opened wide!"
"And now I suppose you're going to say that you just happened to walk out of your room in perfect silence to spy on me?"
"Well, yes. I got out while you were in the bathroom and was just standing there, trying to wake up properly."
"Damn it!" she said, with a brief giggle. The little minx was playing with me and wasn't really angry. "Your little story actually makes sense. You owe me one anyway!"
"What? Owe you what?"
"A peek at you!" she said, and I could hear the smile on her lips.
"You've already seen everything I have to hide!"
"I wanna see it again! Don't tell me you didn't enjoy seeing my pussy again at dinner!" she said, laughing. And with that she turned on the light on her phone and shone it in my face.
"Right now?" I asked.
"Of course!"
"Shit..." I mumbled, half blinded.
Reluctantly, I pushed the blankets down and with it my boxers. I was mostly soft by that time, but soon I felt my cock growing again rapidly. There was a long period of silence as she watched my cock get rock hard and twitching. This was crazy! "Are you done?"
"Yeah!" she said, once more her smile detectable in her voice.
And she moved back fully onto her bed. After two minutes of silence, Carrie spoke again "Ryan?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I ask you a question?" she asked nervously.
"Shoot." I said, still caressing my cock lightly.
"Did your penis get hard because you made it so?"
"Hmmm. No. I don't have any control over that." I said.
"Really? I had heard as much but didn't really believe it."
"Oh, believe it. I wish I could control it."
"Why?"
"Well, sometimes it gets really obvious... If I see a hot girl at the beach, for example, my trunks won't hide anything so I can't look at her!"
"You're kidding me!" Carrie said.
"Not at all!" I replied, laughing.
"No control at all? Shit!" she said, laughing as well now. After a long pause, she said "So, that means that if it got hard a minute ago..."
I sighed, smiled and said "Yes."
"Yes what?" she asked.
"You're really going to make me say it again?" I asked, and she didn't reply. "You're fucking sexy Carrie, and I can't help thinking about your pussy, ass and now tits... I've watched the clip at least a hundred times today..."
"What clip?" she interrupted me.
"Oh fuck..." Damn my big mouth, and all the blood in my damned cock making me slower. Shit. Oh well... "As you were playing with your breasts this morning, I took a 30 second clip as I watched."
"What? You really are a pervert!" she said, but she was laughing.
"You think that's funny?"
"Yeah!" she said. "But now you're going to have to delete it!"
"No way!"
"Yes way! Otherwise I'll... I'll... If you don't delete it, I'll..."
"You'll what, sexy sister?"
She remained silent again. Hearing her breathing hard, I knew she was thinking and when she turned around on her bed I thought she had found a way to blackmail me. But she was already onto something else. "Are you a virgin?"
I refrained from saying "What?" one more time. I took a deep breath and said "Yes."
"Hmmm. Interesting."
"Are you?"
"Yes. Isn't that obvious?" she said.
"No, I wasn't sure. I didn't think you'd be comfortable enough to ask every question about cocks to a new boyfriend!"
"No!" she replied, laughing.
We spent the next twenty minutes asking each other intimate questions and getting straight answers. It was amazing! And highly erotic! We talked about what breasts felt like in everyday life, how to manage balls in tight pants, that she was on the pill just in case, who we found really hot at school, the facts that my sister has a dildo and that I have a male masturbator, what girls talk about in the school's bathroom, what size of dildo she liked (which happened to be slightly smaller than my erect cock!), what we fantasized about when we masturbated, how we actually masturbated, how often we did it...
It was mindbogglingly delightful. I was hard as a rock and was slowly stroking my cock through it all, spending just about the best twenty minutes of my young life. I don't think I had ever been more aroused in my entire life. And believe me, I had been aroused in the past! I think that my brain was overwhelmed, as I couldn't really think straight at that point, and I felt kind of groggy.
When Carrie asked me, after a longer silence while we were out of questions, if I was masturbating, I froze for a moment. Then I whispered "Yes, of course... You?"
"What do you think?" she replied, giggling. "Both my hands are drenched!" she finished, laughing.
"Can I ask a favor, Carrie?"
"Sure..."
"Would you mind not being perfectly silent while you do?"
She didn't answer. Instead, she let out a long soft moan. Definitely sexual in nature. Then another. My entire body arched with pleasure as she did. Less than a minute later, she whispered, her voice tight, "What about you?"
I couldn't say no at that point, and I moaned as well, but to my shock, my moan turned into a long "Carrie..."
I heard her take a sharp intake of breath, then ask "Are you fantasizing about me?"
At any other point in time, and in any other situation, I would have said no. Which would have been a lie. But right now, I was so excited, my mind flabbergasted by what I had heard her say and all her moans, I just blurted out "Of course I am..."
In a matter of seconds, I heard her pull the blankets off her, roll over and jump down on the floor. I couldn't see a thing, but I was 100% aware that my sister was standing right next to me, knowing that I was stroking myself while thinking about her. Either I was dreaming the best wet dream ever, or this day had just turned into my ultimate fantasy. "Ryan... I'm fully naked right now, and my blood is just about boiling. If you promise me that you won't turn any lights on, and that you won't say a word about any of this to anyone, I'm willing to do anything with you tonight."
As much as I needed oxygen because of all the blood rushing through my veins and cock, I stopped breathing. While I had learned a lot of things in those marvelous twenty minutes, the fact that girls could become as wildly aroused as boys was probably the most important. I could have fucked anything right now, and apparently, so could Carrie. I couldn't see a thing, not even a rough silhouette, but I was acutely aware that my naked sister was standing right next to me. And that she wanted to fuck!
I almost came on the spot, spurting gallons of cum all over myself. Which was, essentially, my problem. My entire being wanted Carrie to sit over my cock and impale herself upon it. But I knew, despite my barely functioning brain, that I would explode after two thrusts. At most.
And so, I took a deep breath and sat up in my bed, whispering "Where are..." while reaching blindly towards her with my right hand. I stopped as my hand touched her hip. Her nude, hot and sweaty hip. I realized that she was kneeling next to my bed. I grabbed her flesh and pulled her slowly towards me. I opened my thighs when I felt her thighs against my knees and pulled her in even more. "Carrie... If you so much as touch my cock right now, I will explode. Would you let me explore you slowly?"
"Hmm, hmm." she mumbled.
And so, I reached for her other hip with my left hand. Judging by the angle of my arms, I knew that she was less than a foot away from my face. Slowly, I pushed my hands up until my fingertips touched the generous underside of her breasts. I was shaking as I pushed them higher, following the long curve until I stumbled onto her nipples. Opening my hands as wide as they would, I closed them around the flesh of my sister's breasts. I was filled with a surreal dose of pleasure as I exhaled a long moan. My first breasts, my first real breasts and they were the magnificent mounds of my sweet older sister. This was impossible, but there it was.
I played around with her breasts gently, and heard her alternatingly moaning and giggling. I was grinning as I explored her breasts, reveling in this feast. Letting my hands slip around her sides, I pulled her towards me and planted a kiss right between her two large breasts. I went slowly and gently, not letting my cheeks touch her breasts. Moving slightly lower, I kissed her skin again. Carrie was very hot, had a very fine sheen of sweat all over her body and smelled wonderful. Opening my mouth, I kissed her again, more wetly this time. And then I let my tongue trace a short line upwards, still carefully between her breasts.
And finally, I turned my head and felt the swell of her breast against my lips. And I kissed her again, leaving a wet trail on her mound, going higher and higher until I plateaued. Suddenly, I felt the rougher and bumpier skin of her aureolas. I shook and trembled, but kept going, planting small kisses on this new and wonderful skin. When my lips finally touched her nipple, hard and larger than I was expecting in this pitch darkness, I honestly wanted to go slow.
But I couldn't restrain myself. I jumped on her nipple like a fox jumping on a mouse. In a second my mouth was wide opened over and around that glorious nipple. Carrie's breath caught in her throat and she pulled me closer against her. As delicious and mind-blowing as those sensations were, my eyes shot wide open when I felt my cock touching her belly. I sucked on her nipple harder, barely believing that my naked cock was finally touching a girl. Not just any girl; it was my sister!
Carrie moved slightly from side to side, making my cock slip against her hot skin as I kept on eating her breasts. I had wanted to start slowly like this to give my cock a chance to cool down after my twenty or so minutes of slow masturbation... Yeah, right! I slid both my hands down to her hips again and pulled her up. My cock was now touching her knees, but that wasn't what I really had in mind.
Slowly again, trying to regain some control over my lust, I leaned forward and kissed Carrie's belly. I felt her pubic hair tickling my chin as I did, and grinned. Everything I had read about girls told me that going too quickly would be a bad idea. So once more I began by kissing her gently all over, taking care not to move lower too quickly. I did guide a few kisses very low, but on either side of her sex, kissing and licking the fine line between her upper thighs and her abdomen. Every time I did that, I could feel her hair against my cheeks.
Eventually though, I grabbed her hips more forcefully and squeezed my fingers hard into her muscles as I planted a kiss right in the middle of her patch of hair. Carrie, with her hands on my head, moaned as I did. Unable to tease her anymore, I kissed my way lower until the hair disappeared and I found myself lips to lips with my sister's pussy. As wonderful as her breasts had been, and they truly were, this experience was even more phenomenal. Even though I was just on her outer lips, I could already savor her most intimate of tastes. I was eating my sister's pussy!
While I was blown away by those first seconds of relish, my eyes opened wide again as Carrie lifted one of her legs. I couldn't see a single thing, which made the whole thing seem even more surreal than it already was, but I was keenly aware of her opened thighs. With a slight change to the position of my neck and head, I could suddenly access my sister's most intimate of holes. Part of my mind knew that I should still go slowly, but once again I failed. Yet as I dove deep between her hot thighs and felt my tongue parting her outer lips, inner lips and snaking my way into her delicious vagina, Carrie pulled my head hard against her, whispering "Fuck this is so good!"
Up until that point, Carrie's foot had been on my bed, but after those first few moments she pulled her leg higher up and placed it on my shoulder. I felt one of her hands leaving my head, probably to grab the bed for better leverage. Carrie began a long series of moans, giggles and groans of pleasure, all punctuated by many short commands: "More, deeper, harder, deeper! oh! not there! oh yes, again, again, again!". Minutes passed by as I ate her, drinking as much of her juices as I could. Eventually, her voice rose with each of those "agains" and I felt her curl her fingers around my hair and pulling me closer still.
Carrie then climaxed against my mouth, her leg wrapped around my shoulders. It was a very noisy affair even though I knew she was doing her best to remain silent. I wondered if our parents would hear, but knew that it was pretty late already. On the other hand, I briefly wondered if they were not also fucking in their own room. Even though I was sucking my sister's virgin pussy, the thought of my parents fucking was incongruously awkward. I forgot about them as Carrie whispered my name many times in a row. I had never heard my name spoken in such a damned sexy way before!
I felt Carrie shaking quite a bit before she pulled my head away from her pussy. She almost fell as she slipped her leg away from me, and I helped her kneel back down. Wrapping her arms around me, making me feel her breasts against my chest for the first time, she hugged me hard and thanked me. "Oh God Ryan... This was so much fucking better than any climax I have ever felt! Thank you! Thank you so much!"
Without really realizing what she was doing, she kissed my cheeks a few times before planting a big wet kiss on my lips. Before I could react, her tongue was in my mouth and we were French kissing as if there were no tomorrow. Once again, my mind was thrown into a whirlwind of emotions, as this kiss made my lust rage anew! But not only my lust. I wanted to take Carrie every which way I could, but I never thought of kissing her. When she did, I was shaken. Deeply shaken.
But she made me focus with her next question. "Where's your cock?" Carrie said playfully after she broke from our incestuous kiss.
"Right here..." I said, dumbfounded.
She grabbed it, pulled it against her and I felt her two breasts wrap themselves around my cock. As sweaty as we were, it was still too dry to do anything, but I heard Carrie spiting what felt like a huge glob of saliva directly onto my cock. Then another and a third one. When she began to fuck me with her breasts, I nearly lost it. I was afraid that I was going to cum in seconds, and soon that fear threatened to become reality. "Carrie, wait... wait a second." I said.
"What? You're going to cum?"
"Well, yes... I'm sorry, but you're just too beautiful, too sexy, and your breasts are just..." I replied nervously.



"Oh, don't be sorry..." my sister said. "I just want to suck your cock before you do."
Before I could react to that unbelievable sentence, I felt her move backwards and a second later nearly half of my cock was inside her mouth. I fell backwards on my bed and enjoyed the many, many... seconds that it took her to push me over the edge. So here I was, biting my lower lip in an effort not to cry out as my sister drove me to my first female-induced climax. I spasmed quite a few times as thick jets of cum filled her mouth. I knew she was a virgin, I knew this was her first time doing this, but right now she felt like the goddess of blowjobs. I writhed and trashed on my bed, thankful that the structure wasn't creaking.
I finally moaned "Ok, ok, stop..." when the pleasure turned into pain.
"Did I do alright?" Carrie asked in an innocent voice.
"Alright?" I said, still gasping for breath. "This moment will be forever seared into my brain, sis... You were glorious!"
"Hmmm, thanks Ryan. And to think that we're just getting started!"
I laughed as she said this, but surprised myself when I realized that I was still hard. My sister pushed me until I understood that she wanted me on the bed. As soon as I laid back down, I felt her climbing over me. "Are you ready for this, little brother?" she asked, grasping my cock and guiding it against her pussy. I didn't have time to reply before I felt her parting her own lips with the tip of my cock, then sliding nearly all the way down. "Shit!" she cried. "You're just as big in there as you were in my mouth!"
Too flabbergasted to speak, all I could do was revel in these shocking and wonderful feelings. I had lost my virginity to my sister, and she had lost hers to me. That she had rushed these final moments told me one thing: she must have been as excited and keyed-up as I was. I couldn't see her, couldn't know how her face looked, if she looked nervous or was smiling. But as she groaned in obvious pleasure, lifting herself up all those inches before falling back down, I grinned and enjoyed the ride.
And she did ride me. Carrie placed her hands on my chest, shifted her knees a few times and finally found a great position. She pummelled me. If our parents were not asleep, they would almost certainly hear us, yet Carrie didn't seem to mind. She was constantly moaning or groaning, sometimes forming words I couldn't decipher. She seemed to be in as much pleasure as I was. In my mind, I pictured her bouncing on my cock, with her long hair and her breasts bouncing with each thrust. I reached up and grabbed both her breasts, squeezing them harder than before.
And then an idea popped into my mind. "Carrie... I know what you said, but... damn this feels good!" She giggled when I said that. "Carrie, could I open my phone... I wanna see you."
"Ok, just once though..." she replied, breathless. I reached over to the small shelf and grabbed my phone. When it lit up, I was rewarded with the most beautiful and sexiest sight ever.
My sister was indeed bouncing up and down on my cock, looking even better than I had imagined. Her huge breasts were mesmerizing, her long hair as wild and sexy as I had thought. But her face... Her face looked like raw love and lust combined. She was gloriously beautiful, beaming pure pleasure, and the way her eyes were locked onto mine... I felt a surge of pleasure between my legs just by staring into her glowing eyes. "You're so beautiful... So damn beautiful. You're a goddess, Carrie."
"I'm your goddess, little brother. Fuck me with that thick cock of yours... Fuck me with— "
She gasped and stopped as I met her next downward thrust with a matching upward one, driving my cock hard into her. I dropped the phone on the bed, screen side up, and grabbed her hips. Once more I was divided. Part of me wanted this night to never end, wanted to fuck my new goddess in every position conceivable. And another part of me wanted to cum inside her as fast as possible. I wanted my sperm to be the first to fill her pussy, to fucking stream from her pussy! I knew I had just cum minutes before, but I was sure that my balls would still fill her!
And so, we found a new rhythm, much faster, much harder. I didn't know where to look, and my eyes darted from her hips to her eyes, from her breasts to her soft belly, form her hair to her arms, from her opened mouth to her opened pussy... She was glistening with sweat all over, and the phone made her skin glow in the night. To my delight, I saw her suddenly spasm and contort above me. Her hands closed painfully on my chest and she drove me down harder into the thin mattress.
When she leaned all the way forward, crashing into me and biting my neck, I reached lower, grabbed her ass and fucked her as fast as I could. As she was crying her climax right into my ear, I felt my own orgasm hit me like a fucking truck. Breathing fast and deep I felt my lungs and mind being filled with the sweet odors of her sweat, skin and hair. I opened my mouth on her neck to kiss, lick and bite her delicate skin.
I was fucking my sister and, very briefly before my climax crashed, I had to face the fact that I was also making love to her. The way her eyes touched me earlier, and now this insatiable urge to smell and taste her... One of my hands slipped from her buttocks to the small of her back, feeling her hot, wet skin, before I pulled it up higher and grabbed her hard. Soon my other hand rose as well and we hugged each other like desperate lovers. We were brother and sister losing our virginity to each other, but I felt like I was being reunited with a long-lost lover.
I had no idea how Carrie felt, and despite the very intense pleasure, I felt a twinge of worry. Carrie finally rose from my neck, grinned and kissed me. "I love you, little brother..." she said, smiling.
"I love you too Carrie, a lot, actually." I didn't know what she really had meant with her words, but my last three words had more effect than the repeating of those classic three words.
Carrie stopped moving for a moment, looking at me with a smile on her lips. "You're crazy, brother. You know that?" I could only nod before she continued. "All I know right now is that this night was the best night of my life, and I'm so happy that I lost my virginity to you. I do love you, and hope that this night will be the start of a new relationship between us."
I couldn't find anything to say to that and, wisely despite the circumstances, decided not to answer at all. Instead I kissed her very gently on the lips. The contrast with our earlier passion didn't go unnoticed, as Carrie kissed me with wide opened eyes at first. She also kissed me back very differently than earlier, and while her hips were still rotating over my cock, the mood was like night and day. I couldn't fathom what was going on in the mind of a nineteen-year-old girl. And while I was aware that lust was overwhelming me, I wished that the deeper feelings I felt for my sister would last. And that, hopefully, she would feel something similar. If the wonderful tenderness in our post-climax kiss was anything to judge by, I believed my wish would come true.
*****
P.S. I do like getting comments, and if I get enough requests for a sequel, it just might work!
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I was both excited and a little nervous about the upcoming week. Months ago, my wife Nella and I decided to do major renovations on our house. Now, for the best part of the week, the work was going to be so intense that we had to leave. For the past few weeks we'd already been living in strange conditions, with workers in and out of the house all the time, walls being torn down and others built up, dust all over the place, etc... But this week was the week when they would redo the floors, and it would make the house uninhabitable.
Luckily for us, two of our friends had offered to let us live with them. They lived about a hour drive away, so normally it would make our commutes to work impossible. Luckily, Nella and I decided that we would take this week off. So all in all, the coming week looked like a very good one: spend time with friends, relax in a house that wasn't being torn up and down at the same time and enjoy time off from work. So I was excited. If you add to that the fact that Aria and Jonathan lived in a wonderful house surrounded by nature and a nice stream nearby, this week looked like a vacation.
On the other hand, there was one potential issue. Aria. I met Aria through my wife: they had been friends long before I met Nella. Even during our first meeting I knew that she would be trouble. Well, maybe not her specifically, but the situation. Why? Aria looked like a goddess. Not too tall but with a very small frame and relatively thin overall, she nevertheless had curves in the right places: nice thighs and slightly flaring hips with a tight stomach. Her face was quite beautiful, with hazel eyes and a glorious crown of overflowing and very long auburn hair. But even if her eyes had been pink and her long hair green, they would not be the first things most people would notice about her.
Objectively, her breasts weren't all that big. As the years went by and sleepovers afforded a few opportunities, I learned that most of her bras were 34E. Now, that's in no way small. But when you understand bra sizes, and sister cup sizes, their actual size was equivalent to a 38C. Not small, but not extraordinarily large either. Yet on her small frame, they looked huge! I'm pretty sure that if I one day I could manage to close my hands over them, I'd be surprised by their small size. Yet as for now, all I could do was look. And be floored. The way they looked, the way they moved and bounced and danced... They were mesmerizing.
I am, obviously, a breast man. I love asses and thighs and hips and even the soft curves of a nice belly. But breasts... Ever since I was a very young man, I knew what I liked. So it was no surprise to my friends that I ended up marrying a woman with remarkable breasts. I believe that Nella is beautiful from head to toe, but I had to admit that her breasts are her best assets. Now, even given the fact that Aria and Nella were just about the same height, they were very different women indeed. Whereas Aria is small boned and rather thin, Nella looks like a fully bloomed woman.
Her small waist only enhanced the generous flare of her hips and rounded thighs. Like Aria, Nella also had a full head of long hair, which only complimented her curves. But whereas Aria's hair was pretty much straight, Nella's was naturally curly. And her breasts were maybe just slightly bigger than proportion would dictate. On a full bodied, but not fat, woman, slightly bigger than proportion meant really large breasts. Nella's average bra size is 38F. Yes, I'm that lucky!
But as important as breasts were, they don't dictate everything. Even if you were to make it so that Nella's breasts were significantly smaller, she would still look like a fully ripened women. Not so for Aria. If you made it so that her breasts were proportionate to her frame, let's say a 32C cup, she would look like an adolescent. Luckily for me, neither of these women had small breasts, even if Nella's were objectively much larger. Yet both pairs of breasts nevertheless looked about the same size, when seen on their very different frames.
So... Let's come back to the main story. Why was I nervous about staying at Aria's house for a week? Shouldn't I be excited? Well, I was. And even though nothing overtly sexual had ever happened between us, I have quite a few memories of ambiguous situations. For example, it's my understanding that women with large breasts quickly become conscious of the effect they can have on men around them. While women with small breasts can bend forward without worrying too much about the weight of their breasts pulling their neckline too low, it's not the same with voluptuous women. And like Nella, Aria seemed to be constantly conscious about this, placing her hand on her neckline whenever she had to lean forward. Except, a few times, when she was alone with me.
I remember a couple of years ago I had to spend the night at their place because I had a very early meeting close by on the next day. When I got up at 6 o'clock, she had already been up and we both could hear her husband Jonathan snoring in their room. In the kitchen, she had opened the fridge door to let me know what I could have for breakfast. I had been standing right in front of her with the door between us, and she had been bending forward quite a lot. All she'd had on was a very low cut and loose fitting shirt. Through the gaping hole her shirt was making, I could see her snow-white lacy bra completely, and even down to her belly and her thighs! She remained that way for a full two minutes! I can't even remember how she made a twenty second task take two minutes, but I was entranced by the sight. I had to admit, it was a gift. She did that on purpose. I'm sure of it.
Another example came last year, when we found ourselves alone outside their house while Nella and Jonathan remained inside. We were just relaxing, throwing the ball to their now dead dog. Every time she threw the ball, her neckline dropped lower because of the movement of her breasts. As time went by, I could see about half of her bra. Accident? Unconscious? I thought so, until we heard the door opening and she immediately pulled her dress up to hide her bra. I didn't think that Aria was truly interested in me romantically, or even sexually, really. I think she simply knew that I found her attractive and enjoyed the fact quite a bit.
So now we're going to spend an entire week in close and rather intimate proximity with her and her husband. What was going to happen? And how will I react? Or Nella? She wasn't a profoundly jealous person, but we've had sparks in the past. And the worst offender was Aria. Nella wasn't blind and she could see how beautiful her friend was, and how much she liked to flaunt her assets. Once, during our first year together, she caught me looking at Aria's cleavage, and that night we had our first fight. It's been a long time since that night, and many years went by without incident. Even those times when we swam in the stream next to their house, and Aria wore nothing more than a small bikini.
Maybe Nella's jealousy had mellowed, or maybe she just accepted that Aria was extremely desirable? Come to think of it, it really has been a long time since that subject popped up. Is it different now? Hmmm. Nella even asked me to put on a porn flick a few times this last year. Is she opening up? No idea. In any case, I wasn't interested in reigniting her jealousy. I was afraid that Aria might try something. Not a direct sexual contact, but something ambiguous. In the end, I was the one that tried something, although completely by accident...
It began soon after we arrived. They welcomed us warmly: both Aria and Jonathan were huggers. Every single damn time I hugged Aria I could feel her breasts very clearly against my own chest. This time was no exception. After emptying the car we joined them in the kitchen to fix dinner. Aria was dressed like she usually was: a very nice mix of classic and hippy styles. Tonight she had a long colourful skirt made of a very thin fabric and a pale, tight top that highlighted her breasts. They stood out like burning jewels. Her hair was, as usual, completely unbound, but tonight she had attached a couple of braids made out of red and gold fabric. Again, as usual, she looked like a goddess.
I was hoping that time would fly by this week and that Aria's work schedule would make it harder for her to be alone with me and very subtly tease me. But as I said earlier, I was the one that made a strange move during the very first night. An accident, truly. In fact, I could even say that it was Jonathan's fault. In the kitchen, as I was walking behind Aria on my right and him on my left, he moved backwards and bumped into me. As luck would have it, the back of my right hand grazed Aria's ass. It was then that I discovered just how thin her dress was. I pulled my hand away and apologized quickly. Aria turned her head to look at me, a neutral expression on her face. She mumbled a "No problem." and turned back to her work. I felt bad for the accidental contact, but knew it hadn't been intentional.
The following dinner was really nice. We hadn't seen them for a long time, and caught up with the latest news. Of course we talked a lot about our house. They were very curious and wanted to see our images and plans. I was a bit surprised when Aria specifically asked Jonathan to sit next to me to see the pictures. She moved next to him and didn't look at me. I grinned as Nella was explaining our ideas. Looks like my imagination was playing tricks on me! Aria didn't seem interested in teasing me at all. Didn't even want to sit right next to me! And all dinner long, she didn't let her gaze linger on me like she's done in the past. Part of me sighed in relief, and part of me was disappointed.
As we were eating the excellent dessert Jonathan had cooked up, Nella asked me to explain the butterfly effect from chaos theory. I had to explore this theory in my work, and Nella had found it fascinating. So, apparently, did Jonathan and Aria. Once properly explained, the fact that a butterfly's wingbeat could set off a hurricane across the world didn't seem all that preposterous. Obviously every butterfly wingbeat didn't cause a hurricane! The key point that many people missed is that the wingbeat had to happen as the start of a chain of specific events.
In other world, happenstance had to make it so that everything was appropriately set-up for the hurricane to happen. A bit like a domino chain. Every single domino has to be perfectly set, otherwise the chain stops. The core idea of chaos theory wasn't strictly about highly improbable event like these, but rather the fact that very small events, or very small variations, could have disproportionally big consequences. Little did I know, at that time, that my first brush against Aria's ass was our properly timed butterfly's wingbeat.
After dessert, Jonathan went with Nella to our room to help with the Murphy bed and blankets. Alone with Aria in the kitchen, I was a bit stressed. She was friendly enough, but nothing like what I was expecting. Maybe I had unconsciously enhanced my memories? Had she been perfectly innocent all these years and my hyperactive imagination twisted the facts? No. It couldn't be. Could it? I didn't know anymore. After placing a bunch of clean plates on a high shelf, I moved back and turned around to get more. As I was doing so, I touched Aria who had, without my knowledge, moved away from the sink. And, of course, my hand touched her ass. Instantly, she said: "Again?"
"Oh dear Gods... I'm sorry Aria!" I replied quickly. But when I looked up at her, she was grinning from ear to ear.
"You're going to tell me that it was accidental?" she asked, that sensual twinkle clearly back in her eyes.
"What?" I said, trying to gather my wits. Not only did I have to deal with the fact that I had touched her ass again, but I was also trying to reorganize my memories and thoughts about her. I had been right about her all along! "Of course it was an accident!" I added, weakly.
"This time you can't blame it on Jonathan!" She was still smiling, but her eyes were more serious now.
For a moment I hesitated, and said "I'm so sorry again... Please believe me, it really was—"
"Stop it Ian!" she said, grinning and laughing now. "I'm just teasing you, and I don't mind all that much!" she said, punctuating her comment with a wink before turning back to the dishes.
Looking at her, her long flowing hair and colourful braids, small waist and hips under her long skirt, I remained there for a moment, dumbfounded. And then I realized that we were alone together for the first time. So I wasn't imagining things, and now the fact that she was relatively cold with me made sense. The little minx was highly aware of what she was doing. ...and what did she mean by the fact that she didn't mind my accidental brushes? When I walked right next to her to grab a bunch of plates, closer than I needed to be, she looked at me with a glowing smile and mischief in her eyes. From my vantage point, as I was a lot taller than she was, I had a remarkable view down her neckline and those amazing breasts of hers. I smiled back and, for a chaotic moment, I was tempted to slap her ass. She probably would have laughed if I did, but I refrained.
Much later, in our room with Nella, I was getting ready to go to sleep, confident that this encounter with Aria had been the most intense moment of my day. I was wrong again. With all the lights turned off, in the pitch darkness of the country side, Nella broke the silence by asking "Do you think Aria's attractive?"
"What?" I replied instinctively, sitting up in bed. Nella laughed, pulling back the blankets to her chin.
"Lie down!" she whispered forcefully. She was fully naked, as was I, and the room was pretty cool.
After I did, I whispered my question one more time. Aria and Jonathan's room was all the way across the house, but I didn't want to take ay chances by talking aloud. "Again, what?"
"Do you think Aria's attractive? Sexually I mean?"
"Oh dear Gods..." I realized that it was the second time tonight I was saying that. "What's up with you? Why would you ask that? Don't you remember the last time we talked about Aria's attractiveness?"
"Oh come on Ian... Give me some credit! That was years and years ago! I wasn't as confident about my body as I am now!"
"In any case, what's the point?" I whispered, still completely flabbergasted by her question.
"I don't know, just wondering..." she said, trailing off.
I didn't believe that. She had something on her mind, I could tell by the tone of her voice. As I didn't say anything more, the silence lengthened. Once again, Nella broke it. "Did you see her breasts in that top? Damn they're fine!"
"Oh stop it!" I said, half whispering, half groaning.
"What? You couldn't really miss them... She really enjoys her tight tops, does she?"
Of course I had seen her breasts, but I was not about to say so. All I wanted was for Nella to drop the subject and go to sleep. "Nella, love, could we please talk about something else, or just go to sleep?"
"Why? I'm offering you the opportunity to talk to me about Aria's breasts. You don't want to talk about them?"
She sounded genuinely serious, but at the same time it was so out of character... "That, Nella, is just about the definition of a trick question."
Nella laughed, then turned towards me, sliding her arm across my chest and her leg across my thigh. In the process, her own thigh touched my cock, which was, traitorously, relatively hard. "Oooh! What is this! Hard just by thinking about Aria's breasts?"
That was more than enough! I rolled away, got up from the bed and turned on the light. I was slightly angry, and I didn't care that my erection was now fully visible. "What's going on Nella? A couple of years ago this would have turned into a huge fight. Now, you simply sound amused. Are you drunk, or stoned?" I really was upset by her questions.
Seeing my obvious discomfort, Nella stopped laughing and sat up in bed, a serious expression on her face. Unfortunately for me, the blanket fell away from her body to reveal her own very fine breasts. "Come here love, come under the blankets with me. I'll make it worth your while."
I looked at her for a moment, then turned the light off again. After slipping under the blankets again, Nella climbed over me, moulding her voluptuous body all over mine. I could feel her belly over my cock, and her breasts over my chest.
She then said "Forget about it... I didn't think it would upset you that much. I confess I was curious because her breasts fascinate even me from time to time... I can't even begin to imagine what they do to you..." All I could do was sigh. Luckily, for I had no idea how to continue this surreal discussion, Nella began moving downwards until her breasts were sliding over my now hard cock. And then, a few seconds later, I felt her lips kissing me all the way from my glans down my shaft until I felt her tongue tickling my balls. Moving back up, she spread her tongue as wide as she could and licked the entire length of my cock. And finally, she lowered her head and opened her mouth to take me in.
I momentarily forgot about Aria's breasts as Nella worked her magic on me. She took me deep, as deep as her mouth would allow. We tried deepthroating a few times in the past, with no success. But the attempts were pretty fun in themselves. She wasn't going for that tonight, but I did felt the back of her mouth a few times. When she pulled all the way up and I heard her spitting on my cock, I knew I was in for a real treat. Seconds later, I felt her breasts surrounding my cock, who willfully abdicated. When I felt her flesh, guided by her now very expert hands, pulling my cock away from my belly to nestle it in the folds of her flesh, I shook all over. When she then began moving up and down, I bit one of my lips hard so as to not cry out loud.
The up and down motion changed into a slight twist, then pure rotation, then up and down again, changing the speed constantly. When Nella felt me thrusting harder, she pulled away and limited my movement. She wanted to be in control. I heard her faint giggle as she did so. Drowning in the sensations, I barely heard her say my name. All I could do was a faint "Hmmm?"
And then Nella said "When I do this to you, do you sometimes imagine, in the darkness, that I'm Aria?"
My eyes opened wide in shock, but my body didn't move at all. I shook my head in despair, but felt my outrage and puzzlement being overwhelmed by the intense pleasure. "No..." I managed to blurt out, a total lie. I didn't do it very often, but sometimes...
"Liar!" she whispered, calling my lie.
"Pease stop talking about her, just... just keep going." I tried, once again, to put an end to this very strange line of questioning.
"Nah, tonight it's a two for one. Don't worry love, I wouldn't mind. I mean, how can you not fantasize about her? Look. Let's make a deal. You don't have to tell me if you've already done it in the past, but do it tonight. Do it now, even if it's just to please me... I wanna hear you call me Aria as I fuck your cock with my tits."
There was a long silence, and I briefly wondered if I could manage to cum before having to do it. But Nella slowed her movements down, probably aware of that possibility. In any case, I realized that the tenuous grasp on my willpower wasn't going to hold long anyway. If things turned sour, I would be able to blame her 100%. A deep breath, and then a whispered "Oh Gods Aria... Fuck my cock."



I hear Nella's sharp intake of breath as she heard me do something that, on any other night, would have been criminally wrong. But instead of panicking, she closed her breasts harder around my cock and moved up and down faster. "Go on..." was all she said.
"I've been dreaming about this for so long Aria... Wrap your amazing breasts around my cock harder... Make me cum." I took a pause, gauging Nella's reaction. Nothing, at least nothing bad. She kept fucking me. Without significant willpower, I raised the bar "Take me in your mouth... I've been fantasizing about fucking your mouth for years... Take me, suck me hard."
And so Nella did. It was amazingly good. Objectively it was the same as usual, which was delightful as Nella was a gifted cocksucker. But calling her Aria, imagining her in the darkness... Damn! I had no idea what had gotten into Nella, but I was enjoying this immensely.
"Fuck me with your breasts again... Oh how I longed to rip your top off earlier and all dinner long. You're such a damned tease, using firms bras that hold your large breasts up, and only sexy lace, no boring fabric... Just fuck me until I come all over your breasts. That's just what they deserve, my cum all over them."
Nella was giggling, which I took for a good sign. Seconds later, I couldn't hold back anymore and felt myself being torn apart by the pleasure. I rose up on the bed, holding my cock in my hands as Nella knelt in front of me. Holding her breasts again, I pushed my cock between them once more until I came. Cumming between two large breasts was always intense, but being able to say the fantasy out loud was a thrilling bonus. "Fuck Aria! This is so good!" One last comment. Nella giggled again, waiting patiently until all my sperm was plastered on her breasts. I fell back down on the bed like a rock. I couldn't see Nella, but I could hear her wiping the sperm with tissues. Eventually she came back on the bed with me, lying directly above me, her hot and wet pussy directly against my spent cock.
"Wasn't that fun?"
"Er... Yes?" I replied, unsure of where this conversation was going.
"Don't worry Ian... I know you love me, and that our relationship is going very well right now. I'm not afraid that you're going to leave me for her. It's just that, damn it, the last few times I've seen her, she seemed even more beautiful and sexy than usual. The little bitch is growing more beautiful with each year!" We laughed at her playful usage of the word "bitch", but she was right.
"OK, let's assume that this is true." I said, still wary. "Why your sudden change of attitude?"
Nella sighed. "I don't know love. Maybe I'm not as afraid as I used to? Isn't that what growing older means? Maybe that's all that's changed? Maybe I was always a bit bi-curious, or even open to a less strict fidelity arrangement?"
"Really?"
"I don't know... All I know is that if she happened to knock on our door right now and come in wearing nothing but a night gown, I'd grab her, throw her on our bed so that we could both fuck her."
I remained silent, barely able to believe that Nella was honest. "Nella, I don't think I've ever been more surprised about anything you've ever said to me during all our years together!"
Nella laughed softly, her head still comfortably on my chest. "Well, maybe you've missed some signs. Remember the last time we swam together, all four of us? Remember how I hugged both of them more than usual despite the swimsuits? I even pulled you in for a threeway hug with Aria while she was wearing her tiny tiny black bikini?"
"I do remember. I just put it on the count of a bit too much alcohol." I said.
"Nah, it wasn't just that. And something else: about six or seven months ago, when they came for dinner, I guided the conversation towards more intimate subjects and questions. It almost became a truth of dare game without the dares. Remember that?"
"Yes! I was very surprised, and we learned quite a few things about Jonathan and Aria..." I smiled.
"And there a few things you don't know. Remember the last time we roleplayed a threesome? Well, I was imagining Aria in our bed."
"What? Really?"
"Yes! Weren't you?"
"Er... maybe?" in fact I always did.
Nella laughed. "Also, the last time I slept here, something happened. It was about a year ago, and Jonathan was gone for the weekend. Aria was a bit afraid of being alone, what with all the stories about the robberies at that time. Well, the second night was so hot that we slept in the nude. Together in the same bed. Nothing happened, but I have to confess that I spent the entire night as wet as a fountain. It wasn't the first time that she had turned me on, but never this intensely. Jonathan woke us up by entering the house and we scrambled to pull the blanket up before he caught us nude in his bed..."
"Damn!"
"Yeah... I know. So, my love, don't worry if you fantasize about her, or look at her breasts or ass or legs. Enjoy it. Enjoy her!" Nella paused, then said "Hmmm, what's that under me? Hard again because you imagined me and Aria naked in bed?"
This time I didn't say a word and seconds later my somewhat hard cock was inside her burning wet pussy, and she rode me like a Bronco. We fell asleep exhausted much later, but my mind kept me awake longer than Nella: what the fuck was going on with her? In any case, I'm pretty sure I fell asleep with a huge grin on my face.
When I woke up the next morning, rather early because I'm an early bird, I looked at my sleeping night owl wife. I knew she would be sleeping for a long while yet. I snuck out of bed silently and got dressed, before leaving the room. I had a pretty good idea what, or rather who, I'd find in the kitchen. Aria was also an early bird and Jonathan liked to sleep late. They both had taken a day off today, so we'd be together all day long. I couldn't see Jonathan anywhere, and when Aria said "Good morning!" in a whisper, I understood that he was still sleeping. As I got closer, I felt the familiar thrill of looking at Aria's body.
This morning she was wearing white tights and a long red shirt that was somewhat close-fitting, and went down to mid-thigh. Her very long hair also fell down freely to the small of her back. All I had seen of her was her back so far, but judging by the lack of indentation on her shoulders, it looked like she wasn't wearing any bra. I stopped and stared to make sure, but it seemed like my intuition was right. If that was the case, it would be the first time I would see her without one. Ever. I felt a heartbeat pulsing, a hard thump in my chest at the thought. But that couldn't really happen... Could it?
As I resumed walking, I began to wonder if Nella and Aria hadn't concocted some sort of plan. What with Nella going off the sexual deep end last night, to Aria's laughter when I touched her ass a second time and now to this? As I walked behind her, making sure to remain a good distance away this time, I suddenly felt her ass on my hand. Laughing, Aria said "Well, you were too far for another accidental" she pronounced the word slowly, her irony obvious, "groping, so I helped you out!"
My eyes were still opened wide in surprise, and my smile was growing. "What? I was not groping you yesterday!"
"Yeah yeah... It was an accident. Oops, two accidents... Pfffff!" She said, laughing again.
During all that time I hadn't moved and she still had her back to me, whipping something up in a bowl. A part of my mind was waiting anxiously for her to turn around, but all she did was turn her head around to look and smile at me. Maybe she was nervous? Maybe she had planned this, because it certainly wasn't an accidental negligence, and now she wasn't sure? I sure as hell didn't know! Pushing all this aside, I tried to reply to her comment "I swear Aria... I wouldn't do that on purpose! Please believe me!"
"OK, OK... if you say so. Maybe a freudian slip?" she added, laughing again.
"Argh!" I said, laughing with her. "How often do I have to apologize?"
"Really? You still stick to your accident story? Yeah right... Look me in the eyes and tell me you weren't tempted!"
As she said that, she dropped her whisk and turned around to face me. Honestly I do not know how I managed to not only give a halfway decent answer, but just simply staying standing. My body wanted to fall to its knees and assume a worshipping posture. They movements of her freed breasts under her thin shirt was devastatingly magnificent. Even though her motion lasted about a second, I had the impression of seeing her breasts in slow motion. Their weight meant that her nipples were following her movements by quite a few degrees as she twisted around. In turn, that meant that the momentum of her breasts carried them further even as Aria stopped turning.
And of course, gravity also dictated that they had to come back to her natural, thrusting forward position. Despite the obvious evidence that her breasts were free from any bra, I could not believe that they could stand so highly and so proudly on their own. They were arrogantly defying gravity, as if they were pushed by some magical internal force. Her nipples, clearly evident under her shirt, only confirmed what I had learned through the years: they were, again, confidently pointing forwards and upwards.
Now, I'm a man living with a woman with remarkable breasts. I should have been prepared. I was not. Nella is a voluptuous woman, and her curves seemed natural, if generous. Aria's breasts seemed completely surreal. My heartbeat was now racing, I felt a tingle in my hands and I heard my own accelerating breathing.
Despite all of this, Aria was still looking straight into my eyes, waiting for an answer. I managed a stumbling "Tempted? Of course... But I assure you, it was accidental." That was weak, and unfunny. But it was the best I could do. She replied with a "Ha!" and turned around again. After a brief pause, during which I made sure that my hardening cock wasn't making a huge tent in my pants, Aria asked me "Are you hungry right now, or do you want to wait for our two sleeping beauties?"
"Nah, we can wait for them."
"Care for a walk in the woods in the meantime?"
"Sure!" I replied without thinking. Alone with her in the woods? Hopefully she would change, otherwise I would go crazy!
She did. She wore a pair of black tights with a light tunic above, tunic that covered her down to mid thigh. Sexy, but not overly so. The neckline wasn't particularly low, and she clearly had a bra on. OK then, I might just survive this. We were gone for about an hour. The walk in the woods went almost without incident. Almost. As she was talking about her work, she described an incident that happened two weeks before. One of her students accidentally dropped the sculpture he had been working on for the past few weeks. When she finished, I said "Well... That's pretty sad. But accidents do happen, you know."
"Hahaha! Oh quit it! I know you did that on purpose. Once, maybe an accident. Twice? Come on Ian... I'm not stupid!" Aria was laughing, but it was clear that she really believed that I had done it on purpose.
"No you're not. I'm tempted to say that I actually did it on purpose to see how you'd react, but alas that would be a lie..." I paused, smiling at her, and took a risk. "But what about you? Did anything happen by accident this morning?"
"No, I don't think so... What are you talking about?" She seemed genuinely curious.
"Hmmm, didn't you accidentally forget to wear a bra this morning?" I winked at her as I finished.
Aria's mouth fell open, and she quickly replied "No, I didn't forget... I sometimes wait a bit before putting it on... But wait, do you think I did it on purpose?" Her eyes were opened wide as she waited for my answer.
"I don't know; you tell me! You knew I would be the first person up, and you most likely heard me opening the door to our room and could have gone and changed..."
"Oh you crazy man! You think I would do that? For you? Pfff..." Aria laughed and shook her head.
"Well, given that it absolutely never happened in the past..." I was fishing, and trying to gauge how she felt about the conversation.
"No no no... It completely slipped my mind and it didn't mean anything." And then she added the following words unthinkingly. "It was just an accident and nothing—"
When I exploded in laughter she realized what she had just said. She hit me on the arm and laughed with me. I said "Ya, right... Pfff... It was nothing but an accident. I believe you!"
As she stopped laughing, Aria said "No, really. Oh fuck! I won't be able to convince you, will I?"
"Will I, about the accidental groping?"
Aria smiled at me, her eyes locked into mine for a long moment. Finally, before starting to walk again, she said "Let's just say that it was all accidental... Or maybe not?" Another pause and grin. "Freudian slip or not, I enjoyed your little backhanded caresses, and I'm pretty sure you enjoyed, or at least noticed, my willful forgetfulness this morning..."
I grinned as she finished and walked ahead of me. Standing still for a few more seconds, I looked at her walking away and marvelled once again at her beauty. She did say "willful" in that last sentence, didn't she? And she did believe that I had caressed her on purpose. And that she had enjoyed it. When we got back home ten minutes later, she stopped right in front of the door and bent forward to remove her dirty shoes. "Oh come on Aria..." I said, staring at her ass and the fact that she had decided to keep her legs mostly straight. My hand was inches away from her ass. I heard her laughing as she untied her shoes, and I decided to throw caution to the wind. Opening my hand fully, I willfully and consciously grabbed her left buttock and squeezed it. "Now that is a grope!" I said.
Aria was laughing as she straighten up, shaking her head. "Naughty boy... What will your wife say about this?"
"Say about what?" That was Nella's voice from inside the house, through the screen door.
Aria didn't even miss a beat and replied "Your husband told me about his new ideas for the garage..."
"What? What new ideas? Ian?"
I played my part for a while, my heartbeat still trying to catch up with my brain's oxygen requirements. I was extremely nervous, out of habit I guess, even though my conversation with Nella was fresh on my mind. A few minutes later Jonathan came in and wondered where the coffee was. When I looked at him it was obvious that he had some kind of oil on his cheeks and chin. Aria noticed the same thing and asked him about it. He mumbled something about a new shaving cream, and went to the bathroom to remove it. Aria didn't seem convinced, but dropped the subject when Nella seconded Jonathan's request for coffee.
A bit later, as we were all sitting down at the table, eager to eat Aria's French toasts. Slipping between me and Jonathan, Aria dropped the huge bowl on the table and in the process, rubbed her left breast very clearly against my shoulder. I looked up at her and she winked without saying a word. A few moments later when she sat down and we all began to eat, I thought briefly about the butterfly effect. Would that first, truly accidental brush against her ass be our butterfly's wingbeat?
Breaking me out of my reverie, Aria said "Hey guys, did you know I was groped recently?" I froze, a piece of French toast midway between my plate and my mouth. Jonathan and Nella looked at her also surprised, but for different reasons. "Yes! I was in the subway last week and this very young guy's hand brushed my ass, seemingly by accident. Ok. But he did it again. I looked at him and he just kept staring straight ahead. Then he palmed my ass and squeezed it hard!"
"He did that?" That was Jonathan, who seemed more amused than dismayed.
"Yep! My first impulse was to turn around and either slap him or insult him very loudly. But then I got a better look at him and he was really young. When I saw a group of teenagers just about his age, I guessed that he had been forced to do this by his friends, so I just turned and moved away."
"Hahaha!" Nella obviously found the story funny. "What if he had been forced to squeeze your breasts?"
"Well, I guess I would have slapped him... Then again, groping a woman's breasts takes a lot more courage than brushing her ass... I don't know."
With that, we all laughed at her joke. As the laughter quieted down, Aria turned to me and winked again. Was she daring me to touch her breasts? A few minutes later Jonathan got up and went to the kitchen. As soon as he was out of earshot, Aria leaned in closer to Nella and whispered "It wasn't awful at all... It was kind of fun! And flattering!" Both girls looked at me, wondering if I heard. I sighed, my eyes looking at the ceiling, confirming that I had indeed heard, and both girls exploded in laughter.
The rest of the day went smoothly, although nothing special happened between me and Aria. The girls spent part of the afternoon together, so Jonathan and I went to his garage where I helped him with a few repairs on his car. I touched Aria's ass one more time as I moved behind her around the dinner table, and sat next to her so that our thighs and knees were touching the whole time. During the evening, Jonathan got progressively really drunk for no reasons we could understand.
Nella and I exchanged glances when we saw that he failed to understand Aria's not so subtle hints. She kept reminding him that drunk men can't have sex, and that she wanted to have sex tonight. Not in so many words, but as he got drunker, her comments were clearer and clearer. To no avail. At one point Aria sighed, looked at us and threw her hands in the air. She looked pissed, and moved away from her husband. When she sat between Nella and me, she placed her hands on either of our thighs and sighed once again.
Later, alone in our room, Nella and I got ready for bed. "Well, Aria will be disappointed tonight!" I said to Nella.
"When a guy doesn't understand, what can you do?" she replied, pulling her shirt off. In her very nice lingerie, she stood there, looking at me with a smile.
"Hmmm, I think I understand." I replied, laughing.
Nella laughed too, but even as she was removing her lingerie she shook her head "Nah... I'm tired and really want to sleep. But I'm curious to know if you want to continue last night's conversation though."
"About you being more open? A lot more open? Not sure if I want to..."
"Why?"
"I don't know... But we've been together for a long time now Nella, and such openness has never even been in the category of subjects we could talk about. I'm worried about what has changed." "Oh no Ian, my love. I have no intention of leaving you or doing anything that could put our relationship in danger. Yet, you know we both share the threesome fantasy. And we've even enjoyed a few foursome porn flicks..."
I paused, looking at her. "Are you implying that you'd like us to have a foursome with Jonathan and Aria?"
"No. No? I don't know... Would you close the lamp please?" I did.
I was shocked. Not in a bad way, but in a that-was-strictly-impossible yesterday way. Then again, during the day I had searched my memories of our encounters with Aria and Jonathan. Nella had been right yesterday: I had indeed missed quite a few signs. I'd found quite a few instances where Nella acted quite differently than she had in the past. Maybe I really had missed the fact that my own wife was changing right in front of my eyes. I also had to confront the fact that I had spent the day in a definitely sexual exchange with Aria. Had I really grabbed her ass with an open hand? I grinned as I remembered the feeling, and her grin afterward. Nella had almost caught us too. Now I wonder how she would have reacted...



Would a threesome with Aria actually be possible? A foursome with Jonathan? I really liked the guy, but sex with him? Then again, what if it was the only way to get Aria in bed with me? The image of Nella, Aria and me in bed together was mind blowing, and it was certainly not a new one. I've been fantasizing about this since the first time Nella and I roleplayed a threesome. Jonathan though? Not so sure. And then I pictured him on his back, with Aria riding cowgirl above him and finally me kneeling behind her. Was Aria into anal sex? Probably, if I could believe Nella's very minimal comments about Aria's sexual appetite. Could I even imagine such a scenario? Me taking Aria's ass while Jonathan fucks her pussy? I don't know if I could imagine such a thing, but my cock was obviously responding.
But before I could begin to envisage such fantasies, we had to know if our friends were even remotely interested. Aria clearly seemed open, but how far would she be willing to go? And how about Jonathan? I knew, because he had told me a few times, that he thought that Nella was stunningly beautiful. Once, when slightly drunk, he even said she was hot. In the sexual sense. How much of that was politeness, how much of it was truth? No idea. I couldn't know for Jonathan, but the more I think about it, the more I believed that Aria and Nella were into this together.
In fact, I was now sure that they were scheming together. It would explain why Aria's teasing games, which have been going on for years, suddenly shifted into higher gear. When I turned towards Nella to confront her about it, I discovered that she was already sleeping. I smiled in the darkness and didn't disturb her. I was now hard as a rock, and knew I couldn't sleep until I came.
I put on my boxers, snuck out of the room, as to not disturb Nella with the quintessential rhythm of a man masturbating, and silently headed to the bathroom. On the way, I walked past Jonathan and Aria's room and paused. I could hear Jonathan snoring loudly, and imagined Aria fuming right beside him. Or maybe masturbating... Instead of going to the bathroom, I took another chance and went back to the living room. Comfortable on the couch, with my boxers on the floor, I recline and grab my cock with both hands. Nella was sleeping, Jonathan was out cold, so the only person who could catch me was Aria.
I honestly had no idea how she'd react to such a brazen display of sexuality, but if she was in with Nella, it could turn out really well. In the end, she didn't come out of her room. I had forgotten about bringing tissues and ended up walking around with a cum-covered belly, holding my hard cock with cum all over my fingers. All cleaned up, I sneaked back into our room and fell asleep next to my wife, my wife who was transforming. Nella was already beautiful, like a young flower under the sun, but now, unafraid, she allowed herself to bloom into something even more wonderful.
Well, not blooming so fast. When I woke up and began caressing her breasts and thighs, she turned away from me, groaning that she needed more sleep. "You either let me sleep or rape me, your choice." I grinned. She didn't mean that literally. It was one of our few roleplays where I leave the room and come back while she feigns sleep. I then proceed to remove the blanket, touch her and fuck her as if not wanting to wake her up. I wasn't in the mood for that this morning, so I got up.
Nevertheless, I was hard again, in need of real sex and not just masturbating. I put my boxers and t-shirt on and headed for the bathroom. I used the elastic band of my boxers to hold my cock against my belly, and my t-shirt to hide the turgid mast. I expected Aria to be already up, but it wasn't the case. I closed the door behind me and turned the shower on. Just before doing it, I noticed that it was already wet and guessed that she had already taken her shower. Maybe she was out for an early walk before leaving for work? Could she already be gone? I felt deflated at the thought. In any case, it was out of my hands. As I showered, I appreciated the work they had put into it.
A couple of years ago, when they did their own renovation project, they'd had a great shower installed: pretty large, room for four actually, I thought with a grin, with two walls of ceramic and two walls of glass. And with a bottle of lube at the ready! I laughed when I spotted it, barely hidden between the numerous bottles of shampoos, conditioners, gels and other such products. But there it was, a bottle of Sliquid, probably forgotten there. Or maybe placed there by Aria? I was grinning. Probably not...
Nevertheless I was still half hard when I was done, and pushed my cock against my leg, hoping it would stay securely there for the walk back to my room. It turned out to be a useless worry. When I walked out of the bathroom, boxers and shirt still on, I saw Aria in the kitchen, again with her back to me. If I had any doubt about the fact that Aria was in on Nella's plans, they evaporated right there and then. I would learn later that I had been wrong, but for the moment, this conviction helped me to push aside any hesitation.
Aria couldn't have chosen a more fuck-me look for me to see this morning. She was only wearing a nearly-tong pair of panties and a tank top that barely covered her lower back. No bra. Her hair was tied in a ponytail, still somewhat wet. I moaned when I saw her and, without even turning around, she whispered "Hmmm, like what you see?"
"Indeed." I said, still stunned. "Have to be careful, though, as it may invite groping..."
"Well, I did think about that when I put them on..."
Taking a deep breath, I walked close and grab her ass firmly with an open hand. She moaned this time, and laughed softly. When I stopped, she turned her head around, grinning, and says "Ian! What are you thinking? Your girlfriend is sleeping on the other side of this wall! And my boyfriend is sleeping on the other side of that wall!" Then, leaning forward over the sink and pushing her ass out, she whispered in a lower voice "Do it again!"
And so I did, longer and with both hands this time. The thrill of the forbidden and the sheer pleasure of her flesh between my fingers was intoxicating. Brushes and one quick grope were one thing; this was overtly sexual. I was mauling her ass, massaging her flesh, making it mine for a short while. Aria bent forward over the counter, offering me her ass even further. I could also see the underside of her massive breasts peeking from under her ridiculously short top. And while her ass was wonderful, and the fact that she was allowing me for fondle it was electrifying, my mind now had another target. Two of them actually. When I slid my hands upwards and around her hips, Aria understood what was going to happen. She asked "Really?" but her tone made it clear that it wasn't a question.
"Really." I answered, confirming what we both already knew.
Gliding my opened hands over her smooth belly, I pushed them up until I felt the very delicate underside of her breasts. I couldn't quite believe that I was actually touching her naked breasts, after all these years of fantasizing about it. When my hands rotated and my fingers finally tasted her flesh, I finally felt the reality of what I was— of what we were both doing. Two friends accepting that the long teasing game was over. My fingers never stopped and followed the generous curves upwards until they moved against, on and over her nipples. After nestling each of the them in the nook between two of my fingers, I pushed my thumbs into the flesh at the side of her breasts and closed my hands.
A quick flash popped into my head: they were indeed significantly smaller than Nella's. But after that, the flood of pleasure overwhelmed me. It was not the fact that they were so big that counted now, but the sole fact that they were in my hands. Aria's breasts were in my hands. Naked, willing, flesh to flesh. My face pressed against her neck, lost in a veil of fine hair, I focused my entire attention into my hands and massaged two of the most amazing breasts I had ever seen in my life. More than a decade of fantasy, now coming true.
Somewhat gently, I pulled Aria up and back against me. Although my hands never left her breasts, other things happened. She rose her arms above her head, then behind to grab mine. The new position made her breasts change their shape subtly, and I learned that I had a lot more to learn and discover about those breasts. Another thing that happened was that my cock was now pressed against her lower back. I'm rather tall, so I had to squat down slightly. When I did, and felt my hard cock lodge itself between the two rounded buttocks I had been properly groping seconds ago, we both shook. Aria pushed hard against my cock, twisting and rotating her hips to try and push it deeper in her cleft.
Releasing my hold of her breasts for a moment, I grabbed her top and pulled it above her head. In front of us were the very large windows that opened to the forest beyond, so nobody could see us. Of course, the thought popped in and out of my awareness, Jonathan or Nella could come out of their room at any moment now... I couldn't care less. When my hands closed back on Aria's breasts, I began to explore their weight, firmness and bounciness and I briefly tested her pain threshold by squeezing harder until she moaned half in pain, half in pleasure. Before I could try anything else, she whispered "Again..." and so I complied. As she was still playing with my cock with her two firm buttocks, I molested her breasts, feasting on her flesh to the limits of her pleasure. Within seconds it was clear that Aria enjoyed rougher caresses a lot more than Nella did. New fantasies exploded into my mind.
As they did, Aria suddenly turned around and told me "Kiss them!" Kiss them? That was a far cry from what I wanted to do! I knelt in front of her and began by burying my face between them. Pulling them against me with my hands, I let their generous flesh nearly suffocate me. Soon though, my lips wanted more than her decidedly soft skin. Turning slightly to my left, I pulled her left breast further in until my lips found her nipple. Which I kissed. And licked, and sucked, and nibbled on and even bit. When I did, I felt her hand grab a fistful of my hair. Not to pull me off though. Instead, she pulled me in even closer.
Before biting her flesh again, I opened my mouth wide and sucked as much of her big nipple into my mouth as I could, and felt the skin around it being pulled in as well. Clamping down gently on that skin, I slowly released her breast, feeling her aureola slipping out slowly, until nothing but her nipple remained. Clamped between my lips and teeth, I played with it, letting the tip of my tongue flick on and off.
Trembling and twisting around in pleasure, Aria began leaning over me, wrapping her other arm around my shoulders. As I switched from one barely explored breast to the other, I had a brief image of a butterfly beating its wings. From an accidental brush of her lovely ass to a full on feast of her legendary breasts, I was the living embodiment of that chaos theory. None of my colleagues would agree, of course, but then again, none had seen Aria's breasts in their full glory!
I was grinning like a wolf when I opened my mouth to feast on her right breast, holding it between my two hands to force her nipple even further forward than it usually thrusted. This time, after greeting her aureole and nipple properly, I roamed all around them, kissing and licking my way above on the smooth slope to her neck, and below to the very pronounced curve below her nipple. Aria giggled as I pushed my tongue under her breasts and traced the forbidden line all the way from the outer right to the other side, only to continue upwards to her neck.
As I neared her neck, I suddenly realized that we had not even kissed. I was feasting on her body like a raving, starving man, and it never occurred to me to do anything else. I also realized that I had no intention of kissing her lips right now, at least not these lips. I wanted to devour her, not kiss her. Letting go her her breast, I grabbed her tiny panties and pulled them down on the floor. As soon as I got up, I grabbed her, lifted her up on the counter and moved in very close. I pulled my shirt off, standing right between her legs with nothing but my boxers. I'm convinced I could have fucked her right there and then, given that she was already holding her legs high and spread wide. But, again, I wanted to devour her.
So I knelt and gazed at her pussy for a brief moment, and found just about what I expected. Nella had told me once that Aria was rather "natural" down there. It wasn't as bad as I thought. I'm not into the fully shaven look that's popular among young girls and pornstars. But neither am I interested in wading through a jungle to get at lips and clits. Given that she liked to wear tiny bikinis, I knew Aria had to keep her bikini line pretty well shaven. I was surprised to see that it wasn't as bad as Nella made it to be. Most of her pussy was pretty much free of hair, although above was a rather dense bush of brown hair. Paler than I would have guessed and, as I was about to discover a second later, extremely soft.
But I didn't care all that much about her bush right now. Instead, her glistening lips, very prominent and long, were much more inviting. All I wanted to do was dive in and devour her like I had with her breasts, but I knew that pussy required a more delicate touch. At least at first. And, so, as gently as I could, I barely touched one of her lips with the tip of my tongue, where it touched the other lip at the bottom of her pussy. Then I followed it's wobbly line all the way to her clit and touched it briefly. "Oh... now you're teasing!" Aria whispered from above. "What happened to the guy who mauled my breasts and made me this dripping wet?"
When I looked up, what she saw in my eyes made hers grow wide for a moment. "Hang on to something..." was all I growled. Smiling, she reached behind her to grab something I couldn't see, and grabbed a new fistful of my hair. I felt both her calves on my back and was surprised to feel her pulling me against her. I began with a fully opened tongue across most of her pussy, from the base of her lips all the way to the top, pushing rather hard. Judging by the way she clamped her smooth thighs around my head, I gathered she liked that. I moved back down as soon as she released me and did it again, barely mindful of the fact that my tongue went lower this time, to the sensitive and precious skin between her pussy and anus. If she minded, she didn't let me know. Instead, she shook again and contained another moan.
Instead of coming back down for a third time, I focused on her clit with a storm of tongue and lips, either tickling, massaging, caressing or sucking. I had no idea what Aria liked and disliked when being eaten, but whatever I did seemed to work. When I felt her trembling more and releasing the pressure she kept on my head, I understood that it had been enough direct stimulation. So I move back down, and felt the tip of my tongue just grazing her asshole. As I was moving back up and getting ready to plunge inside her hole, she whispered "Teasing again? What? Don't you know we're past that now?" Was she talking about her ass?
Before I could even make a decision, she pushed my head lower and raised her legs even higher. I had given a few rimjobs to Nella, but it wasn't her thing. Clearly, Aria liked them. It was an added thrill, and made me think about my brief fantasy of taking Aria's ass while she was riding cowgirl on Jonathan. When I began this most intimate of caresses, Aria moaned softly and grabbed my head with both her hands.
This was completely crazy. Yesterday morning, the most I had had of Aria was a few accidental or semi-accidental touches of her thighs, ass or breasts. The most I had had of her this morning was a firm grope of her ass that lasted two seconds. And now, I was rimming her ass, my face covered with her pussy juice and my saliva that I had spread all over her breasts. Exponential growth for the win!
Aria must have wondered why I laughed as I flicked my tongue across her asshole then kissed her clit. But I didn't expect that she would push me away. Off balance, I had to straighten up in order not to fall down. As I did, she jumped down from the counter, fully naked as she should always be, and pulled the elastic band from her hair. Despite all I had seen, touched and tasted of her, I still felt an erotic thrill at the sight of her hair whipping from side to side. She grabbed my boxers and pulled them down, and almost in the same motion she pushed me down on the floor. "You're not done licking and eating me... You're going to end up with your face covered with my juices, but I want that cock!"
As she moved above me in what was obviously going to be a 69, she whispered "That's a very nice long cock you got there! All for me this morning!" As she lowered her pussy against my grin, I felt her hand pulling my cock up from my belly and seconds later I was deep inside her mouth. Once more this morning I had a surreal moment: I had fantasized about this for so many years, sometimes even when Nella was above me in a 69. This time it was real. It truly was Aria's asscheeks that I was pulling apart, it really was her very juicy pussy I was ravaging with my lips and tongue. In this position, I was literally drinking her in, and she was indeed drenching my face with her juices.
And, as if I needed one more gift, Aria was a phenomenal cock sucker. I was too overwhelmed by the whole situation to be able to focus on precisely what she was doing, but I couldn't deny the flood of intense pleasure I was receiving. When I opened my tongue wide and pressed it against her clit, I felt Aria spasming above me. When I pressed harder, she writhed all around me and I knew she was getting close. So I slipped my hands under her thighs, slipped them forcefully between our bodies and grabbed her breasts for one final mauling. When I pushed my tongue against her and moved it from side to side, Aria drove her pussy hard upon it. Second later, I could hear her muffled moans only partly stifled by my cock. Aria was moaning her orgasm around my cock! And that was, of course, more than enough to send me over the edge myself.
An observer would probably have thought the scene funny: two naked people on the kitchen floor trying their best to climax in silence. And we would laugh about it later, and for years to come. But right now I was being overrun by my climax, driven hard both by the deliciously lean, firm yet large breasted body upon me and the fact that this body belonged to my muse, my number one living fantasy, the main focus of nearly all my sexual dreams.
I felt a wet explosion in and around my mouth as Aria came and I'm pretty sure she squirted as I kept pushing against her clit, just before her body pulled away in a sudden wrench. As I felt some of her juices sliding down my neck, it finally triggered my own climax and I came and came and came again jet after jet into her mouth. Aria was moaning all the while I was filling her mouth, drinking my sperm as if her life depended on it.
She was very gentle as my orgasm faded away, aware of the fact that my cock would become very sensitive. She herself was holding her pussy slightly away from my tongue and I replaced my hard caresses by gentle touches and long lickings. At some point, we stopped, and Aria turned around above me and ended up half on me, half on the floor, her head upon my chest. "How crazy are we?" she asked as I was feeling her smile on my chest laughing. Later I would learn that Aria often laughs after a climax.
"I know... Crazy! Crazy to have waited all these years..."



Aria laughed again at my joke. Then after a silent pause "Swear to me that this was not a one time thing."
"Only if you swear the same." I replied.
"Of course... I swear it."
"Me too." I was grinning like a fool convinced that this was Aria's part in Nella's plan to open up our sexuality. It wasn't, but it had the same effect.
"You know that our lovers could come out of their room at any moment and find us naked and sweaty on the floor?" Aria asked me, not sounding concerned.
"Yes... I don't know for Jonathan, but I don't think Nella would freak out." I said that to let her know I knew about Nella's ideas.
What happened next took me completely by surprise. When Aria was shocked at my comment and sat up next to me to look me in the eyes, her dismay obvious, I was utterly surprised in turn. She, clearly, wasn't part of my crazy wife's plan. "You mean that she hasn't talked to you about anything special?" I asked in a fast whisper.
"Anything special?" she was clearly baffled.
"Oh Gods! I decided to be bold this morning because I was sure that you..." I was smiling, partly because I had just had sex with Aria, but partly because I was realized just how risky my decision had actually been.
"What the fuck do you mean?" Then a pause as she looked at the clock. "Shit! I have to get ready for work! And take another shower! We'll talk about this when I get back! Just clean yourself up and act innocent!" It wasn't hard for me to act innocent, because that's just how I felt!
With that, she rushed up and half ran to the bathroom. My eyes, locked onto her naked body, feasted one last time until she closed the door. Then, seconds later, she cracked it opened and looked at me, a smile on her face "As much as I'd like for us to finish this in the shower, and for you to fuck me properly, don't you dare come in here now!"
She was smiling, had a glob of my sperm on her chin, but I knew she was serious. Hidden in the kitchen, we would have heard the doors opened and had a few seconds to react. If our spouses caught us fucking in the bathroom, it would be all over. But as I got up and put my boxers and t-shirt back on, trying to erase any trace of sex sweat and pussy juices from my face and neck, I tried to figure out what was happening.
I had been sure that Nella was working in concert with Aria, but clearly that wasn't the case. Had I known that this morning, maybe I wouldn't have dared to move my hands from Aria's ass to her breasts. It would have resulted in another grope, then nothing more. Sitting on the couch with a glass of orange juice in my hands, I thought again of the butterfly effect and laughed. I laughed, knowing that a web of happenstances and small decisions had led to amazing and memorable sex with the sexiest and most desirable woman in the world, on par with my wife of course.
Now the real question was: how far would the butterfly effect unfold in the upcoming days? As I heard Aria's shower stop and imagined her naked in the bathroom, I grinned and drained my juice. The only unknown variable was Jonathan, which could pose a problem, of course. He did find Nella beautiful and hot, and had probably fantasized about her in the past. Would it be enough? I had no idea. Hopefully, Nella would soon realize that he was the keystone of her plan and had to start working her magic on him. In the following days I would learn, again, just how tenuous a grasp I had on what had really been happening since Monday.
*****
NOTE: I like getting comments! This is the first part of a new trilogy.
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So this was the week I've been waiting for. I was reclining in my seat next to my husband Ian as we were driving to Aria and Jonathan's house. Although I was feigning sleep, I was actually trying to review and reconsider one last time all I had planned. Ian had no idea what was coming, nor did Aria. I'm guessing that Jonathan knew something was coming. Nothing like what I really had in mind, but I was sure he was expecting something from me. Or at least I hoped. What I wanted was simple: transform what has been a regular, years-long friendship between two couples into a sexually open foursome. Nothing more.
I grinned during my fake sleep. "Nothing more" as if it were that simple. I was actually counting on three things. One of which I was absolutely sure, the second one pretty sure and the third, not so sure at all. The first thing was that I knew that Jonathan wanted me. Badly. The way he's been looking at me for a long time now, made it pretty easy to see, and now, during the recent months, some sexually implicit emails had made it clear. I was convinced that if I but opened the door slightly, he would slam it wide open.
The second thing about which I was pretty sure was that Ian was sexually attracted to Aria, and had been since the moment he saw her. In fact, I was absolutely convinced that he was. What I was less certain about is wether, given my blessing, he would really go for it. While he did desire her, allowing himself that openness would mean allowing me the same thing. Would he go for it? Would his desire for Aria overpower his resistance at the thought of me fucking Jonathan? I think that Ian still sees me as the shy and sexually introverted person I was when we met. If he did, having missed quite a lot of signs of changes over the last couple of years, he was in for a surprise this week.
The third thing I wasn't so sure about was Aria's feelings for Ian. I know that she's been flirting with him, teasing him with her body for a long time now. But was it only a game, like she loved to play with most men in her life, or was there something else? What would she do if he made a move and she thought they could get away with it? That was a mystery. And I couldn't think of a way of making sure. How could I, Ian's wife, ask Aria if she'd be willing to have sex with him behind my back?
So I had something to work with, but I didn't have all that much. Even Jonathan's lust wasn't a guarantee he would be open to the idea of a foursome. Having sex with the wife of a friend was one thing, but letting that friend fuck your own wife was quite another. That was why I was faking sleep now, trying to examine all the possibilities, trying to figure out the best way to approach all of them and nudge them in what I think our friendship should have grown into long ago. I was also counting on the butterfly effect. Ian has been explaining it to me and while I didn't think it applied to our situation, I was hoping that enough things were already in place to allow the exponential effect. Here's to hoping.
When we arrived, we were welcomed with open arms as usual. Aria and Jonathan truly were huggers, something I learned to appreciate more and more through the years. But this time, one of Jonathan's hands slid down lower than usual and a couple of his fingers were definitely on my ass. As he pulled away, his expression was guarded, but when I smiled at him, his expression changed. A smile, but a peculiar smile, grew on his face. And so the nudging game had begun. As quickly as that. Granted, I was pretty sure than getting Jonathan in my bed would be the simplest task of them all, but still a good sign.
During our first dinner together on Monday evening, I asked Ian to explain the butterfly effect. Maybe, I thought, if they had the concept in mind it would help things along? It was wishful thinking, but I had to use anything and everything at my disposal for this to work. After an excellent dessert, Jonathan suggested that he could help me setting up our room for the week. Aria and Ian would clean the table to and the dishes. Hmmm, there you go, a first opportunity. We found ourselves alone in the room, and Jonathan closed the door behind him. At first I was a bit surprised, and pleased, but when I saw him accessing a cupboard behind it, I was disappointed. But, as I looked at him carefully, I saw that he didn't need anything from that cupboard. Was it just an excuse for closing the door?
As he was busy doing his fake search for some unknown object, I decided to up the ante and popped not one but two buttons on my shirt. My top was already cut pretty low, everything I had brought with me was sexy, but now it was positively indecent. My black lace bra was already visible even when standing straight up. Considering that I would have to lean and bend forward quite a bit while setting up the bed, it was going to be a free show. As soon as Jonathan turned around he noticed it. Then looked away with a smile. I had been responding to his subtle sexual remarks in my emails, and maybe he had been looking for a confirmation. There you go.
Five minutes later, my exposed cleavage was so obvious we were both trying not to laugh. Remember that even though there has been a lot of subtext, nothing overt had ever happened. Yet I needed it to happen fast to secure him in my plan as soon as possible. Maybe then he could start working on Aria. Maybe. At one point, as we were both kneeling on the bed, stuffing the pillows in their cases, the movement of my breasts was just ridiculous. Jonathan stopped moving and just stared openly at my neckline. Well, maybe neckline was the wrong word. When I looked down, I saw that one of my breasts was completely exposed. Still inside the bra, but still. Jonathan then whispered "What I wouldn't give to touch you..." Before finally looking up into my eyes.
"How about a full body massage tomorrow?" was my reply.
My reply to the inappropriately erotic comment to his wife's best friend, as well as his grin at hearing my reply, made it pretty much official. There was one last detail, and he had to agree to it or else it wouldn't work for me. Looking down at my exposed bra again and looking back at him with a smile, I asked "You know where this is going?"
"Yep."
"You sure about this?" I asked, already knowing that he was.
"Of course... Does it come to you as a surprise?"
"No, I can read between the lines..." I said, thinking about his emails. I was still looking at him, but my smile faded.
"Oh no, I sense a 'but' coming."
No use trying to delay the inevitable. "How do you feel about letting Ian and Aria fuck each other?"
I was taken by surprise by his smile. Obviously he had not been expecting this at all, but his next comment took me by surprise in turn. "Are you sure they haven't already?"
"What? Since we arrived?" I asked, stunned.
"No, no... but are you sure they never did?"
"Yes. Well, as sure as one can be about this. I mean, I did see the tension between them, since the moment they met. But I'm confident they never went beyond some very light flirting. You're not?"
"I'm not sure. I don't think so, honestly, but I wouldn't put my hand in the fire. In fact," Jonathan continued, "it's that possibility that gave me the push I needed to start, er, enhancing my emails to you."
"Hmmm... I never seriously thought about it." I said while trying to figure out if Ian and Aria could indeed already have had sex. "Let me think about it a minute..." As fast as I could I reviewed all the times we've all been together in the last few years, and how he was the few times he came here alone. No. I couldn't remember anything suspicious. "I don' think so Jonathan. But in any case, if you're ever going to give me that full body massage, I want to be sure you understand that this goes both ways."
"Well, I don't think Aria and I are as strict about this as you two are." was his reply, a small smile on his lips.
"Seriously?" I was surprised again.
"Ya. I don't think any of us ever went all the way with someone else, but there has been a lot of semi-illicit flirting and caresses."
"Ok. Well, that may make thing simpler..."
"Things?"
"Yes. Things." I grinned before explaining. "What I want, dear Jonathan, is not just to fuck you behind their backs and have them fuck each other behind ours..."
"You want a real foursome?"
"No. Well, yes, but more than just that. I want all of us to be more open, sexually, with each other. Do you see the difference?"
"I think so." He paused, taking a deep breath. "Does Ian have any idea you're planning this?"
"None whatsoever!" We both laughed. "But he and I will be talking about it tonight, and hopefully his lust for your sexy wife will be motivation enough."
"Well, he touched her ass earlier!"
"What?"
"In his defence, I admit to pushing him into her. I timed it just right and his hand touched her ass. It all looked like an accident." He was giggling, remembering the incident.
"Why?" I asked, puzzled.
"I'm actually not sure. Maybe I was excited to see you and had sex on my mind. I don't know..." I looked at him, smiling with him, and thought that things were already further along than I had hoped. Before getting up and leaving the room, he said "See you tomorrow... I'll bring the oil."
Jonathan left the room and I followed soon after. I had no idea how he planned to give a full body massage with our spouses in the house, but I would leave that to him. The rest of the evening went by uneventfully, except for a few shared looks between me and Jonathan. Later then we usually went to bed at home, I was a bit nervous when I asked Ian if he was ready to turn in. I knew we were going to have our first discussion, and that it was not going to be easy. Or natural, at least for him.
I was right. He was shocked by my words and ideas. I think he had learned his lessons the hard way concerning girls and jealousy. With me during our first years, and with his other girlfriends before that. As we talked and I realized the intensity of those lessons, the depth of the conditioning, I felt sorry for him, and depressed about the general effects of jealousy. Maybe it was because we entered in serious relationships too young, not mature enough, maybe it was Hollywood and romance novels... In any case, it was obvious to me that the strict monogamous fidelity we were imposed and imposed on our lovers was a broken system. If I had to force Aria's breasts into his mouth to break it, I would!
After a first and second round of attempts on my part to make him open up to the idea, I was about to give up for the night. And even perhaps abandon the idea altogether. But as I felt his cock hardening after talking about Aria's breasts, I had an idea. First I would quiet his terrified rational mind with a blowjob boobjob combo. And then, in the darkness, with his mind and brain filled with sex and hormones, I sprung my trap. My plan! Not my trap! I murmured something I knew he would understand.
"Hmmm?" he mumbled under his breath.
And then I went for broke "When I do this to you, do you sometimes imagine, in the darkness, that I'm Aria?"
I felt him freeze, then take a deep breath, before he whispered a very weak "No..."
"Liar!" I told him, trying to make my voice as light as possible. As insurance, I squeed my breasts harder around his cock.
"Pease stop talking about her, just... just keep going." Damn him and his strong rational mind! Even now he was able to deflect my attempts!
Well it was not going to work tonight! He would have to choose! "Nah, tonight it's a two for one. Don't worry love, I wouldn't mind. I mean, how can you not fantasize about her? Look. Let's make a deal. You don't have to tell me if you've already done it in the past, but do it tonight. Do it now, even if it's just to please me... I wanna hear you call me Aria as I fuck your cock with my tits."
I had no idea if that would work... I slowed down to make him see that if he didn't play along, I really would stop. Suddenly I heard him take a deep breath and then he whispered "Oh Gods Aria... Fuck my cock."
I was grinning like a fool in the darkness when I felt him grab a fistful of my hair to guide my mouth upon his cock. In my own imagination, I was now Aria, seeing myself sucking Ian's long cock. The thrill I felt from this roleplay was more intense than I would have predicted. I pictured myself, as her, upon my husband, long hair and colourful braids she had put on all over his body. If I had any of my bras on hand I would have placed them on his face, telling them that they were Aria's. I knew Ian had a fascination with bras and had almost certainly played with Aria's during our visits. Next time I would be ready for that. Bu for now, I focused on giving him the absolute boobjob and blowjob combo I could. Wanting him to say it out loud instead of leaving it in his imagination, I asked him to go on, like we do in our roleplays. I was not disappointed. Once in the game, he went all the way.
"I've been dreaming about this for so long Aria... Wrap your amazing breasts around my cock harder... Make me cum. Take me in your mouth... I've been fantasizing about fucking your mouth for years... Take me, suck me hard."
And so I did. As deep as I could. I considered trying to deepthroat him; excited as I was I could even succeed. But I didn't want to risk breaking the magic.
After a while, Ian talked again. "Fuck me with your breasts again... Oh how I longed to rip your top off earlier and all dinner long. You're such a damned tease, using firms bras that hold your large breasts up, and only sexy lace, no boring fabric... Just fuck me until I come all over your breasts. That's just what they deserve, my cum all over them."
As I sheathed him easily between my massive breasts I was giggling like a school girl. Seconds later, I felt him shuddering and I knew he was about to cum. He then stood up on the bed, asking "Aria" to kneel in front of him. As I held my breasts for him again, he pushed his cock between them and came. Hard. I could feel him shaking on the bed. And he came copiously. I was just on the verge of laughing as I felt rope after rope of his sperm hitting my breasts. One final comment before Ian collapsed. "Fuck Aria! This is so good!"
After that we cleaned ourselves up and I used this very vulnerable moment to try again to open him up and to show him how I had changed. I explained pretty much the same thing, but with different words and with his mind now opened up. I reminded him of quite a few examples that showed that I had changed since those first prude years. I think it worked, but I knew it was only a first round. Tomorrow night, I would try to go even deeper.
I was awakened by Jonathan and was rather surprised. Ian was already up, and Aria was probably up as well. What the fuck was Jonathan doing on my bed, wearing nothing but a pair of boxers and a t-shirt? And, looking at the opened window, why had he come in that way? A few moments later, with my head fully awakened, I listened as he explained that Ian and Aria were gone for a walk. Probably a long one as they waited for us both to wake up. I was still under my blankets and didn't think that Jonathan knew that I was naked. My smile was growing as he kept talking, and a part of me was tempted to just throw the blankets off. That part was right between my legs, getting warmer by the second. Alone in the house with him? As he held a bottle of oil in his hand?
But he kept talking, explaining that he had overheard our spouses talking before they left. Apparently, Ian had accidentally touched Aria's ass twice last night, and this morning she had pushed her ass against him willfully. I laughed at the thought, and was pleased to see that Aria already seemed somewhat onboard. Jonathan explained that he had caressed and stimulated Aria all night long as she slept, and had paused when her body reacted, waking her up. During those episodes of half-sleep, he had caressed her pussy and clit very slowly, very gently. He had been careful not to wake her up. So this morning, she must have been brimming with desire. I told Jonathan about the talk with Ian last night. Considering the ideas that must be jostling in his head right now, their walk could turn ver interesting indeed...
Jonathan stopped me from going on by saying "So... There was talk about a full body massage yesterday."
"Indeed..." I said, then finally pushed the blankets off me. I grinned when I saw his face light up in surprise, then appreciation, then lust.
"Oh my... And here I was fantasizing about undressing you slowly." Jonathan said.
"Well, don't you think we've teased and waited long enough? I want your lubed hands on me right now..."
And so it began. Kneeling right next to me, Jonathan drew a long line from my neck to my pussy, making sure the oil covered my bush and lips. Putting the bottle down, he rubbed his hands together and looked at me. With a smile, maybe a hint of nervousness, he placed both his hands on me: one on my belly and the other right between my breasts. Despite the fact that I objectively knew that I had great breasts, I was still feeling a bit self conscious despite having confidently thrown the blankets off. Here was a man who was used to some of the most amazing breasts in the world. In the back of my mind I knew he had often leered at my cleavage, but still.
When I saw and heard his reaction the first time he moved his lubed hands over my breasts, I relaxed. He half closed his eyes, and I felt his hands trembling slightly when his fingers closed around my flesh. "So many years..." I was grinning at that point, revelling in his hands, in his lust. Involuntarily, I even slipped one of my hands over my pussy, squeezing it slightly, feeling how hot and wet I already was. This was infidelity, Jonathan was a friend, the husband of my best friend, and I was just about to explode even though he had only touched my breasts.
I would have enjoyed a real massage, but it was clear that this was sexual and nothing else. And that we didn't know ho long we had. When Jonathan closed both his hands around one of my breasts and gently squeezed it upwards, staring at my nipple, I saw him leaning down and heard him whisper "Gods..." And then I remembered something I had already considered years ago. Aria's breasts looked as big as mine on her lithe body, but I knew that mine were bigger. And Jonathan was discovering that right now. After doing the same two handed caress on the other breasts, he grabbed one, squeezed it upwards and leaned in to kiss it. Then nibble on it with his lips. Then tickle it with his tongue. And then he finally took it entirely in him mouth and sucked my flesh hard.
Both his hands were around my breasts and he began sucking me like a madman. Or, rather, like a man married with a woman with small breasts. But that was not the case! Jonathan made me feel like my breasts were a long unfulfilled fantasy. His fingers were tracing the lines and curves of my body, above, around and under, tweaking my nipples, pulling it and the aureola around it upwards before releasing it. At one point I just closed my eyes and let him feast. Time flew by and I honestly have no idea how long he enjoyed me.
My eyes opened wide when I felt one of his hands on my pussy. I knew it was impossible, but I truly felt like his hand teleported there. Jonathan was bold, wasn't trying to tease me. When his fingers curved downwards around my pussy, I felt them press hard against my flesh, and his middle finger curved lower and straight into my pussy. Ian would have taken a lot more time, knowing what I liked. But this morning, I felt my body arch in pleasure at this quick entrance as my eyes closed again. It was a forbidden pleasure, and I was so wet and ready that it was exactly what I wanted. I wanted to be taken.



I opened my mouth and began moaning, only to have it cut short with his lips upon mine. Once more my eyes opened and I looked into his, somehow feeling like this kiss was more intimate than his finger up my pussy. Which was, of course, quite silly! But with my opened eyes, when he pulled away from our first kiss, I also saw that Jonathan was now naked. He must have removed what little clothes he had during my breast-massage induced trance. Looking at his cock, I was pleasantly surprised. He was significantly shorter than Ian, but that was to be expected, but his was quite a bit larger, thicker. The thought of having this cock stretching my lips wider than usual made me even hotter.
Soon his fingers started making wet sounds with each of his movements, and I felt my climax approaching. Placing my hands upon his, I guided him more precisely and felt the first wave of my climax growing fast. When he leaned down to bury his face between my breasts, I used my free hand to push one of them against his face. Alternating between kissing my flesh and sucking my nipple, Jonathan never relaxed his pressure on my clit and in my vagina. When I began sliding his hand slightly from left to right, it tripped my orgasmed and the wave crashed all over me. Bringing my hand up, I pushed my other breasts around his face and felt him motorboating me. His huge cock was bouncing up and down between his legs, and I couldn't wait to feel it between my legs as soon as possible.
As my orgasm was receding, not even done, I pushed him down and moved my leg above him, placing him between my legs. He looked at me, staring into my eyes, his lust clearly evident. Kneeling between my uplifted legs, he scooted closer and finally pushed his cock down upon my flesh. When its underside touched my drenched lips and he pushed it upwards, I was electrified. I was still feeling the effects of my first climax, and I knew that his first penetration, stretching me so wide, would trigger a second climax. But Jonathan wanted to tease me. He pushed his glans into my hole, but immediately pulled away. He looked up, grinning, and was getting ready to do it again. I was ready to grab his cock and force him into me, as large as he was, but then we heard the sound.
From the opened widow, we heard a few footsteps outside. Jonathan jumped up and grabbed his clothes in a flash. Seconds later he was dressed, his cock trapped in his boxers. He whispered "Soon..." as he disappeared from my bed. Frustrated, pissed even, I placed both my hands on my pussy, and masturbated the second climax I was deprived from. I turned on my belly, my favourite position, and drove myself hard, as hard as Jonathan would have pounded me with his thick cock. It took me less than a minute and I was orgasming again, in perfect silence.
A few minutes later, completely drenched in sweat and with almond oil all over the place, I listened carefully and couldn't hear a thing. I got up, removed the oily sheets and cleaned myself up as much as possible. I dressed, only lightly because I was still keyed-up, and walked out of my room. I sat in the living room and it was clear that Aria and Ian weren't back. Fuck! Then again, they came back about ten minutes later, so it could have been worse. This time I heard their footsteps clearly and saw their shadow through the window. I also, more importantly, heard their conversation.
"Oh come on Aria..." That was Ian, but I had no idea what it meant without a context. Then he added, softly, "Now that is a grope!"
I then heard Aria say "Naughty boy... What will your wife say about this?"
And this was my cue "Say about what?" I said out loud, pretty sure that they would both freak out and stay silent for a while.
Not so. Aria replied instantly "Your husband told me about his new ideas for the garage..."
I knew that it was patently false, and that Ian had most likely just fully grabbed her ass. "What? What new ideas? Ian?"
As they walked in, not shaken at all at least from what I could see, I forced Ian to come up with ideas. Either he had them or he was thinking fast, but it went well. I didn't push too far, but didn't let him see that I had heard everything. Maybe it was best for him to have a little slack to explore the new possibilities. When Jonathan arrived in the living room though, it was my turn to freeze. He was dressed, but had almond oil on his face. It was obvious. As fast as I could, I made sure I hadn't forgotten any trace of it on me, and remembered that Ian or Aria could smell it. Shit! Aria asked him about it, and he tried his best to find a way out of this. Clearly he wasn't as quick with words as Aria and Ian were. Coming to his aid, I echoed his request for coffee and Aria forgot about the oil and came with me to the kitchen.
A few minutes later, a clean Jonathan joined us at the table and we ate Aria's delicious French toasts. When she brought the large bowl on the table, I saw her brushing her breast against Ian's shoulder. Oh the little tease! I smiled though, and grabbed a toast as if nothing had happened. After that, Aria began telling us about her groping story. Because of what I knew, it was obvious that it was a made-up story. She was talking about Ian, who knew it. And given that Jonathan knew about the not-accidental bump Aria gave him this morning, I realized that everybody knew that it was a false story. It was very strange, watching her talk, convinced that only Ian understood what she was talking about. I decided to play along again, but it was a unique experience. When she finished by adding "It wasn't awful at all... It was kind of fun! And flattering!", I laughed with her. When Ian sighed and looked up, exasperated, I laughed again. I also knew that she had just opened the door for Ian and invited him to touch her again, right in front of me!
Not wanting to leave that to chance, I decided that I needed to push Aria a bit further. Later during the day she and I left the house and made it clear to the guys that we wanted to be alone. We headed to the river, more precisely the the secluded spot where Ian had come to help Jonathan dig a little pool last year. They were very lucky to have a stream on their land, but if it was decently wide, it was very shallow. Every few years, they had to dig up a small area for a proper swim. After we disrobed, I walked into the cool water after Aria. Looking at her ass I smiled, remembering that Ian had brushed it a few times and probably even grabbed it earlier today. And with good reason. Damn! Ian reminded me everyday that he liked my ass, full and womanly and round. But Aria's was very nice as well. Much smaller, but perkier and probably quite firmer than mine, each of her buttocks lifted and fell with her steps.
Minutes later, after enjoying the sunny day in silence, I opened my eyes and looked at her. She still had her eyes closed, and I took a deep breath before talking. It was a lot less risky than my discussion with Ian last night, but it would mark a turning point. I had never explicitly complimented her on her breasts. Obviously, we've talked about our breasts quite a few times. But compliments? That would be new.
"There's something I've been wanting to say to you for a long time Aria." I began gently. She opened her eyes, curious, but waited for me to continue. "In fact, I've been wanting to tell you since we slept together, naked."
Aria sat up a bit straighter, really intrigued now. Her breasts were still mostly underwater, but I could see the top of her cleavage. "What are you talking about?"
"I don't even know why I have to tell you this, but it's been bugging me ever since. Well, here goes. I think you have amazing breasts!"
Aria laughed as she heard my compliment, but seemed really puzzled. "What? That's what you wanted to tell me?"
"I know! I know! I'm not sure why I felt compelled to do it... But ever since that night, I felt like I was keeping a secret from you."
"Ok... Thanks I suppose!" Aria was still laughing. "If we're going to be frank, I'd really like to return the compliment. And don't think I'm doing it just to be polite. I've been jealous of your breasts for years!"
"Jealous? You? About breasts? But yours are incredible!" I was really surprised.
"I can't complain, except maybe for size. Not only are yours beautiful, they're so fucking big!" This time we both laughed.
"Look who's talking!" I replied.
"I know, but still... 34F and 38F are in two different categories... Maybe even two different time zones!" she joked.
Our slight nervousness was probably responsible for a lot of our laughter, but it made the mood very bright. "Nonsense... They're big and stunning. And I'm not the only one who thinks so."
"Who?" she asked, innocently.
"Ian!"
"What?" she asked, her voice rising up in surprise.
"Don't tell me you hadn't noticed!" I said, testing her.
"But yours are so much bigger! Why would he..." she asked, evading the question.
""Bah... Once you can give a proper tittyfuck without hurting yourself, it's all good." I said, adding a sexual component to our discussion. "You can do that, can you?"
"Oh yes! But you, I bet you could take two cock in there..." We both laugh at that comment.
"Who else but Ian would want to get a boobjob from me? Not all men like voluptuous women... I mean, I don't look at all like models and movies stars. So many of them are thin, tall and with small breasts."
"Nonsense... Seeing them on screen is one thing, but what the heck do men think they can do with A or B cup breasts, no hips and no ass? I'm not as curvy as you are, but I still have an nicely rounded ass men can grab!" Oh the little minx! She was thinking about Ian grabbing her ass again! I laughed with her nonetheless, and she continued. "Oh and in your case, you wouldn't have to look too far for a volunteer for a boobjob..." Aria replied. "Ian is not the only one of our husbands that enjoys looking at other generous cleavages."
"Really? Don't give me ideas, wicked girl! I've never done that before!"
We both laugh, but I see Aria's eyes widening "You mean you'd really do both at the same time?"
"I don't know how the men would fit and position themselves, but I'd sure try my best! But in any case, it's just a fantasy, right?"
"Yeah, right..."
We laughed again, a bit more nervously, and then settled in a comfortable silence. I was glad that Aria knew about Ian's desire for her, and that I had managed to fill her head with images of Ian and Jonathan fucking my breasts. A few minute later, Aria sat up straight, her breasts out of the water. "Wait a second... Sorry to do that in front of you, but I have to check." Grabbing each of her breasts with her hands, she pushed them together and looked down. The sight of her breasts being mashed together in that small bikini was breathtaking. Looking up, she added "Nope... Two cocks wouldn't fit in here." As we laughed, I sat up and did the same.
"Hmmm... Not sure. Maybe."
Surprising me, Aria moved towards me and placed her arm between my breasts. She didn't say a word, but what she had in mind was self-evident. And so, for the first time in my life, I wrapped my breasts around her arm. It almost worked, but the rigid underwires in my bikini prevented a real test. Aria's bikini was a paper thin spandex thing, but my much heavier breasts required a bit more support. Without waiting, looking at her or asking her, I looked around quickly and removed my top. Aria didn't say anything either, but I felt her body reacting very slightly. When I pushed my breasts around her arm again, they connected easily. I even moved them up and down a few times, eliciting more laughter.
"Yep." said Aria. "That would work... Wow! Can you imagine!"
"Easily!" I replied, laughing still. After sitting back, I reached for my top and looked at Aria. "Want me to put it back on or..." I said, looking at her own top.
"Oh! Good idea. Just keep an eye out for the men..."
With that she undid the string behind her back and discarded her top. Grinning, and staring at her breasts, I said "Damn!" which made us laugh again. "Most men would be willing to pay us just for the chance of seeing us both topless in the river..."
"Hmmm, is that a business plan? Maybe we could spend the entire summer here surrounded by gawking men?" she said, building upon my joke.
"Why not? I could think of many worse ways of spending our summer!"
Later, we came back to the house and helped the guys make dinner. Nothing special happened as we ate, nor during the entire evening. The only thing of note was that Jonathan got progressively drunker as the hours went by. At the end of the evening, he was positively drunk. Ian and I looked at each other, but neither had any idea why. He liked to drink, but usually only got drunk at parties. Eventually, when we were alone together in the living room, Jonathan said that he wasn't all that drunk. He was faking it to give himself an excuse not to have sex with Aria. She had been quite explicit before dinner: she wanted him bad. But Jonathan wanted her in this state of desire until she snapped with Ian. I grinned, and kissed him on the lips very quickly before getting up.
Alone with Ian in our room a bit later, while Jonathan had to deal with a very frustrated Aria, I was ready for round two of our discussion. But events took an unexpected turn and I decided to let Ian think on it. When I told him we had really enjoyed a few foursomes in porn movies, he latched on to the idea and asked me if I wanted to have a foursome with our friends. My answer, "No. No? I don't know..." left him speechless, but I knew him enough to know two things: first he was shaken by the idea, and second he was thinking about it really hard. As time stretched, I decided to let him alone with his thoughts.
When he got up I opened my eyes a bit and saw Ian's huge erection. Ian was clearly a lot longer than Jonathan, but Aria's man made it up in thickness... I felt a tingling in my pussy just thinking about it. I love the feeling of Ian's long cock stretching me deep, but I was more than just curious as to how Jonathan's cock was going to stretch me. Ian was probably going to the bathroom to masturbate, but I knew that it wouldn't diminish his desire. Jonathan seemed to imply that he didn't want to fuck Aria to keep her in a state of lust, but I'm not sure it would make such a big difference. If she wanted Ian, that fire would burn long and steadfastly. In any case, I fell asleep before Ian came back, so I didn't know if anything had happened with Aria during the night.
When Ian woke me up, it was clear that he wanted to have sex. I wanted it too, very badly, but decided to make him wait. I said that he either had to let me sleep or rape me, I heard him laugh. He knew I was thinking about our rape roleplays and not an actual rape. Luckily, he understood my message and got up. Before he left the room I heard noise from the kitchen and figured that Aria was already up. If Jonathan had left Aria hanging dry last night, anything could happen this morning. Listening carefully, I didn't hear them talk, but they could have been whispering. All I could hear was the sound of the shower. Could they already be fucking? I was tempted to get up and check, but restrained myself.
A few minutes later I saw Jonathan entering my room, again from the outside window. He was grinning broadly. Whispering, he said "I spent at least one hour caressing Aria this morning, teasing her then stopping before she could fully wake. She was as primed as she was ever going to get. I got out of the house while Aria was taking her own shower earlier. After seeing what she put on afterwards, I'm convinced that they are going to have sex this morning. Are you sure you're ready to face the fact that they'll fuck?"
"Yes. I think so. Heck, if it hadn't been for that noise yesterday, we would have fucked. Can't be too hypocritical about it... Also, I refused Ian this morning as well, but I was drenched. Still am, by the way..."
"Hmmm, interesting." He paused, then tilted his head, as if listening to something. "Ian must be done. Let's see what they're up to."
"Aren't you afraid they'll see or hear us?" I asked.
"Nah. If they're as ready as we think they are, we could sit at the dinner table and they wouldn't even see us."
I smiled at that and got up. When Jonathan realized that I was still naked, he looked at me and groaned. "Not now!" I said. "Let's go watch them first!" He shook his head and grinned, but led me out of our room. I knelt down and peeked around the corner and realized just how nervous I was. My body shook with every heartbeat, so powerful that beat was. I knew Ian was touching Aria, I had pushed him into her arms, even between her legs! But now I was about to see them together and I was reluctant to lean forward and look. I didn't even realize that I was kneeling on the floor, naked in front of Jonathan. Taking a deep breath, I leaned in and saw Ian behind Aria in the kitchen. The little bitch was indeed dressed to fuck, and Ian couldn't miss the message. Ian seemed to hesitate just a bit, then walked forward and grabbed Aria's ass in a way that simply couldn't be interpreted as an accident. He was handling her ass as if it was his property.
My heartbeat accelerated even further, but now I was fascinated instead of being nervous. My husband of many years was sexually touching my best friend. And I was aroused! I wanted to join them there and then! Suddenly, I felt Jonathan's cock on my ass as he leaned above me to peer around the corner. He was now naked and made it pretty clear that Aria and Ian were not the only two people in this house about to have sex. A minute or so later, he pulled back and grabbed my hand. After silently closing the door behind us, we hugged and kissed, with his large cock trapped between our bodies. Soon one of his hands was cupping my left buttock, and he played around with it, closing his big hands over my flesh. When he leaned down a bit and closed both his hands over my ass, he whispered "Think Aria feels like you do?"
"I don't care right now. Take me." Was my simple answer.
Leaning down even further, he grabbed my ass differently and soon I was lifted up in the air, wrapping my legs around his waist. I was not a small women by any means, but Jonathan seemed to hold me easily. That position also placed his thick cock right against my pussy. Between kisses, I asked "How much time do we have?"
"I don't know... Can your man hold his climax for a long time?"
"Usually yes, but for a first illicit time with Aria? Not sure..."
"In any case Aria and I have to leave in about thirty minutes for work..." he replied, breathless.
"Just shut up and take me then."
And so he did. It was very strange to have a first penetration with someone while standing up, with essentially no foreplay and preparation. And no intimacy either! It was also utterly thrilling, and still somewhat illicit, despite what Aria and Ian were doing in the kitchen. But soon enough, after pulling me higher and twisting his cock around, his glans finally found my wet hole and he let me impale myself upon it. I bit him hard on the neck, not quite fully prepared to welcome such a thick cock inside me too fast. "Oh dear Gods... That's so big! How the fuck can Aria walk straight?" Jonathan laughed, then walked us over to the bed.
He kneeled, then let us fall on my back. From a rather acrobatic first penetration, we now ended up in the most classic of missionary position. But as he pushed my legs against me, it also gave him remarkable leverage to push himself completely inside me. The feelings were breathtaking. It had been years and years since I'd had any cock other than Ian's inside me. And while Ian is gifted with a very long and proportionally girthed cock, Jonathan was something else. As he began pounding me as fast as hé could without making too much noise, I felt myself opening up like never before. I could have killed for a few more inches, but the girth was mesmerizing. It was painful and immensely pleasurable at the same time. When I briefly considered anal sex with Jonathan, something Ian and I sometimes enjoyed, my mind automatically recoiled. No way. And I couldn't imagine Aria being more opened to the idea either. But Gods that thickness! I was joking about Aria not being able to walk, but damn it I was not sure I would be able to!



I also knew that he was not even going as hard and deep as he could because we had to remain silent. I felt myself being moulded around him, remade to accommodate his size. My guess was that he was somewhere around five inches long, compared to my Ian's eight, but wow was I being rocked! And the pressure against the famed g-spot, or the underside of my clit, was dramatically more intense.
Jonathan slowed down and stopped, then shifted his legs around until one of his legs had moved above one of mine. He then turned my slightly on my side and placed the leg I still had in the air on his shoulder. In the end he was essentially straddling one of my legs and had opened the space around my pussy to give him the most— Fuck! The most damned fucking deepest penetration he could! Damn that was good! Now he was hilting himself with every penetration, pushing against my flesh hard. Not fast, but strong. Very strong. And very good. I felt myself entering this strange haze of pleasure and lust that sometimes comes over me during sex. It had never happened so quickly.
One of his hands was holding my leg up on his shoulder while he played with my breasts with the other. Obviously Aria liked it a bit rougher than me, but for now I was more than content enough to let him possess me. I looked down, barely able to believe that he hadn't a cock sleeve on his cock. He was just so thick! Suddenly he changed position again and leaned sideways. As soon as he settled he shifted his thigh and pressed it against my lewdly exposed pussy. Matching his rhythm, my clit was now being ground against his thigh. In seconds everything was wet and the feelings were overwhelming. And so my climax took me nearly by surprise. I had just enough will power not to cry out loud as I ordered him to pound me with his huge, thick cock.
"Oh shit!" was his whisper, followed by "Can I cum inside you?"
"If you pull out, I will kill you!" was my reply. "Pound me! Pummel me until the bed breaks."
I wanted him to keep fucking me as hard as he was until time ended. I revelled in my climax, the first one coming from another man than Ian in so long! I knew we didn't have enough time to properly enjoy this first time, but it would remain one of my favourite memories for a damned long time. As I saw and felt him cum, felt his hot sperm flowing into and overflowing out of my pussy, I trembled as my climax kept hitting higher points. I was shaking very badly, completely out of control. Or almost completely. I managed not to scream through it all, even though his intensity and thickness had taken me to a different type of climax. Even then I knew I wouldn't trade Ian's length for this amazing girth, but damn it! I felt like I was being taken by a giant man. I knew he had feelings for me, that he probably loved me, but I felt like his fuck toy. And as degrading as it was for most women I felt, as my orgasm finally began to subside, that I could be happy being his fuck toy.
He was curious of my laughter, unable to understand why. When he pulled out, I felt a flood of semen flowing on my thigh and ass. Still kneeling between my legs, looking down at me as I panted, he was grinning. "That was amazing Nella, even if too short... Why the fuck did we wait so long?"
"Er..." I grinned, "because we're both married?"
He laughed with me, silently, and right then we heard the shower starting. His eyes opened wide, he grabbed his clothes and disappeared through the window. Luckily for me, Ian didn't come back to the room for a long time and I had plenty of time to clean and rearrange myself. Moving my thighs around, I made sure that Jonathan's cock hadn't broken something inside. Part of my mind said "Of course not." and another wasn't all that sure. I eventually found out that I could walk around normally, but that the space between my legs wanted more. What would happen in the next few days clearly depended on Ian and Aria. But now that they had fucked, it should be a lot easier. I wouldn't learn until quite later that they hadn't exactly fucked, but only shared a 69. Infidelity, yes; fucked, no. That distinction would play an important role, but that's for the next story...
*****
P.S. I do like getting comments! The next and final part is coming soon!
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I sighed deeply, knowing that I would never be able to do any work today. Looking at the clock, I closed my eyes. It was only 10 am. I tried one more time to focus on the charts in front of me, but fifteen minutes later I pushed them away. All I could think about was the 69 I had shared, just hours ago, with Ian, my best friend's husband. I could still taste the remaining traces of his sperm in my mouth, and could easily imagine his load swimming in my stomach right now. Thinking of these things only led to one thing: a definite warmth between my legs. I had taken a quick shower before leaving for work, to clean the sperm from my face and the stickiness of his saliva and my juices between my legs. Yet I knew my panties were already drenched. And it was only 10 am...
Sure, I had planned on teasing Ian all week long. What a precious opportunity! I knew he thought I was beautiful and desirable, and through the years I had begun and gently intensified a few teasing moments. At first I was convinced that he thought them accidents. But he wasn't stupid. A couple of years ago, after the refrigerator incident, I became persuaded that he knew that I was doing it on purpose. Of course: spending two minutes bent forward with a ridiculously low neckline was a rather dead giveaway.
It hadn't started as voluntary teasing though. The first incident happened about a year after we had met. Nella, Ian and I were supposed to go to a concert together. I still hadn't met Jonathan at this point. At the last minute, Nella had to cancel, and Ian and I ended up going together. One hour drive either way, plus the concert itself. That was a lot of time spent alone together. A lot more than all such time we'd had since meeting.
The conversations had been really fun and interesting, and when I dropped him off at his apartment, I got out of the car for a hug. Now, I'm and always have been a hugger, but when I hug men, who are usually taller than me, I slip my arms under theirs. That time though, on impulse, not really thinking about it, I raised my arms higher and wrapped them around his neck. Even I could feel my breasts being pushed forward and trapped between our bodies. Looking at Ian's expression, he was even more keenly aware of that little extra ingredient.
After that, there were plenty of small teases and a couple of bigger ones. One time, as we were all seated around a crowded table, with Nella and Jonathan but also many other friends, I sat next to him. The volume in the room was pretty intense, so when I had to talk to the person sitting on Ian's other side, I leaned over him. Realizing the opportunity, I leaned a bit more and felt my breasts mould themselves around his hands. I remained that way for about thirty seconds, but I'm sure he appreciated each and every one of them.
So when it was decided that they were going to live here for a week, my mind began planning some such little moments and semi-accidents. It turned out that I didn't have all that much to do. Like the butterfly he described during our first dinner together, something seemed to have taken hold of us all. The first time he touched my ass may well have been by accident, as I did see Jonathan bumping into him. The second time though, no way. Not twice in the same evening.
Not to be outdone, I upped the ante and willfully bumped into him, making sure my ass touched his hand. I had never been so obvious in my teases, but it fit the light and funny mood we had been in. When he grabbed my ass after our walk on that first morning, I knew that we had set foot on a new path. But then again, that could have remained light and benign.
After all, we were both married to each other's close friends. And that's when the other ingredient of the butterfly effect came into play. Jonathan. My dear husband decided to pick that first night to refuse sex, and the second to get drunk. Which he knew I hated. He even tried to caress me during the morning, which only added to my growing lust. I'm pretty sure that if I'd had the one or two good fuckings I deserved from my husband, this morning would have turned out very differently.
Instead, I had let my best friend's husband maul my ass and breasts, I had let him eat my pussy and eventually pushed him down into an extremely pleasurable 69. When I felt myself climaxing, I had been seconds away from turning around and mounting his cock. His fucking lock cock. That thing was long! Fuck! I wanted it inside me. Jonathan's cock was remarkable, being so thick, but it's been a long time since I'd ever been fucked by a cock as long as Ian's. Not sure I ever did, in fact. It looked at least eight inches long! The wonders such a cock would do to the depths of my pussy!
Shit! As I moved on my chair, I felt the lips of my pussy sliding across each other, as wet as could be. And it was not like Ian's cock was thin either, just a very nice long cock with full girth. This morning, I had needed that cock. I didn't regret having sex with Ian. Damn it, I had needed it badly enough! But I was also glad that we hadn't gone all the way either.
Jonathan and I have been discussing about relaxing our conventional fidelity agreement since at least a year. But even if we were a truly opened couple, which we were not yet, choosing my best friend's husband as a first partner wouldn't have been the best idea. Then again, what was the difference between a mind boggling orgasm from a 69 or a full penetration? I had his sperm in my belly, didn't I?
Another sigh. Looking at the clock again, then at the number of people around me, I wondered if I could masturbate in my office without anyone noticing. I had never done it before... I went to the door, closed and locked it, then hung the little privacy curtain on the small window. Removing my panties from under my skirt, I placed them on my desk, mindful of not creating a wet spot on the wood. I sat down on the chair, sprawled like a teenager, and lifted my skirt until I could comfortably reach my pussy. As soon as my fingers touched my lips and grazed my clit, I knew it wouldn't take long. Immediately my mind went back to the moment when Ian had been, rather expertly I must say, eating my pussy as I had been sitting on the counter.
And even teasing my ass! Jonathan had never been into anal sex, and I was actually glad. thick as he was, it would been a bleeding affair. But even though I would have liked him to use his fingers and tongue, I never pushed him, fearing what his tree-trunk like cock would do to my ass. But Ian hadn't even been surprised or phased when I pushed him lower and he caressed and licked my asshole with obvious relish. Remembering the feelings his tongue one my ass gave me, I pulled my climax a bit closer.
But now, diverging from the memories, instead of pushing him down into a 69, I fantasized instead of pulling him up and guiding his huge cock between the lips of my pussy. The burst of pleasure I felt when I imagined that long piece of hard meat entering me was delicious. As I imagined him grabbing my thighs and beginning to pummel me, all of his eight inches penetrating me with each stroke, I began trembling. It didn't require much more imagination than that and a few minutes later I was orgasming, drenching my chair and carpet with a spurt of juices. Damn it! I laughed as I was rocked by my climax. Why didn't I think of that!
After putting my damp panties back on, I placed my glass of water near the edge of the desk. If anyone asked about the wet stains, they would have a ready answer. Now the real question was: did I have a ready answer about Ian? I wanted to fuck him so bad, especially now that I had fully visualized his long cock pounding into me. But could I, could we? Would Jonathan really be that openminded? I truly didn't know. But then again, I remembered that he thought that Nella was really sexy and desirable. Maybe the butterfly effect would be powerful enough to bring them in? Or maybe Ian and I could try to provoke something?
***
I would only learn later that, on that morning, I was feeling exactly what Aria, my wife, was feeling. This morning we carpooled to work like we usually do, but everything else was different. Less than an hour before getting the car, I had fucked her best friend, and she had fucked the husband of that same best friend. Well, technically she hadn't fucked him, but that too I would only learn later. Our half hour drive was a lot more quiet than it usually was, but neither of us had seemed uncomfortable. Now alone at work, only a couple of blocks away from where Aria worked, I was deep in thought.
I had spent the last few weeks expecting this week, looking forward to seeing how Nella would react. Her last email had seemed to indicate that she was willing to go further, on a sexual level, with me, but "seemed" was a fickle thing. We had never been explicit about our mutual desires, but if you add all the innuendos and peculiar remarks and exchanged looks, I was as sure as I could be that she wanted me. But would she act on it? That had been my main interrogation. During the first evening, alone with her in their room, I decided to risk everything by telling her that I wanted to touch her breasts. She reacted genially and soon things turned sexual until, this very morning, we would finally fuck.
I was still overwhelmed by the fact that I had fucked someone other than Aria. I truly love my wife and our sex life was really good. I thought that she was one of the most beautiful woman in the world. But I thought that Nella was one as well... Usually I didn't like women that are full figured. Nella wasn't fat, or at least it didn't look bad on her. My guess was that a physical trainer would recommend that she'd loose quite a few pounds. But damn! Did it look good on her. If Aria gained that much weight, she'd probably look like a potato. But Nella...
Dear gods Nella didn't look like a potato. She looked like a goddess of fertility that was begging to be fucked. And after years of yearning and lusting after her, I had been ready to do it. And so we had done it. And it was called adultery. Nella had her plan to convince Aria and Ian to join in, but so far, they hadn't. Well. They had, but they didn't tell us. I caught them, even made sure Aria would crack and jump Ian.
Is adultery bad if everybody involved was doing it? I laughed out loud, alone in my office. What strange question to ask oneself. But it seemed really important to me right now. It was one thing to be driven by lust and acting on it, but sitting beside your wife knowing that we had both been unfaithful, was quite another. I knew I had been the one pushing for this, helping Nella with her crazy foursome plan. But this mornings ride had been a cold shower. Of sorts.
I had to keep reminding me that Aria had fucked Ian as well. And that the thought of a real foursome with them was making my blood boil. Aria and Nella naked and willing in my bed? Damn! Even the thought of having Ian there as well wasn't all that bothersome. I doubt we'd go full homosexual, at least not at first, but the thought wasn't repulsive either.
Thinking about it made my cock hard, and I fought to keep it down. I dearly wanted to keep my sexual energy for real sex. Who knew what the evening would offer?The evening? So far away... I had to remain here until my lunch meeting, but then I could leave. I could even borrow the company car and leave our car to Aria. A quick email would settle that. So a couple of hours later I packed up my things and sent my email. Without traffic, the drive was pretty enjoyable, what with the sun and the anticipation of seeing Nella again.
When I entered what turned out to be a very empty house, I was dispirited. But given that I had seen Ian's car outside, I knew they couldn't be far. A few minutes later I realized that they were probably in the stream, enjoying the glorious day. I heard them before seeing them through the bushes, and when I stepped on our tiny beach, I greeted them warmly. They were both surprised to see me, which was expected, but given the clearness of the water I also saw that their nakedness was another explanation for their surprise.
Before giving either of them the time to react or ask me to leave while they were putting their swimsuits back on, I proceeded to strip. Completely. I didn't really mind that they would be able to see me directly, as nudity wasn't a big issue for me. It's not that I was especially proud of my body, but I had never figured out why so many people were ashamed or shy about nudity. In any case, they both started laughing as I threw my clothes on the sand. Not laughing at me, but glad that I hadn't made a fuss and just joined them. Ian and I had already seen each other naked at the gym, and I had just fucked Nella a couple of hours ago. Strangeness...
A few times, my imagination provided me with half-baked excuses to move closer to Nella or even ways to touch her that wouldn't seem all that obvious. And each time I refused. I had no idea how Ian felt about all of this, and he probably didn't know about me and Nella. Maybe it would be better if the news came from her. And I knew she wanted to tell him, wanted it to be public. Well, public for our foursome, of course. Nella and I knew about Aria and Ian fucking, or, we would learn later, at least having sex.
Aria didn't know about me and Nella yet, but she had been willing to slowly transform our relationship into an open one. Ian was probably the one least aware of what was growing between us all. So except for a few near misses with Nella moving her breasts nearly out of the water, the following hour was pretty relaxed and enjoyable. After that first hour, two things happened to push us into a more excited state: a summer storm on the horizon and my wife Aria. Maybe Ian's butterfly effect was something that could happen between humans...
***
When I received Jonathan's email about him leaving early, I swore, wondering why I hadn't thought of it myself. I couldn't leave immediately, but did as soon as I could. I ended up arriving about an hour after Jonathan and eventually found them all in the stream. I did go to my room to change my panties, but soon realized that it hadn't been necessary. Like Jonathan, I paused on the beach and looked at the three of them naked. With my hands on my hips I smiled, shaking my head. "I leave you guys alone for one hour and you end up naked... There are so many perverts in this world..." I sighed forcefully, adding to the effect.
As they were smiling, I began stripping down myself until all that remained were my panties and bra. When I began walking towards the water, Nella said "No no Aria... We're all naked here. Jonathan stripped on the beach."
"Good for him..." was my reply.
"Oh come on..." Then, turning her head towards Ian, Nella added "Ian, try and convince her to strip. You're supposed to be a good debater."
Ian was obviously uncomfortable, but tried his best. Looking straight into my eyes despite the fact that I was very nearly naked in front and above him, he said "Aria, you're like the loser kid who won't smoke pot when all her friends do... Or the kid who snitches on their friends after they did something wrong. Come on. We're all naked. And in any case, I have a feeling that Nella will rip your fine lingerie off of you if you don't."
"She wouldn't!" was my quick reply.
"Are you sure about that my love? Didn't I tell you yesterday how much I love your breasts?" Nella said, a naughty twinkle in her eyes.
Both men laughed at her comment, and I closed my eyes. "Ok then... Let me get in the water and then I'll remove my lingerie."
And so I did, aware that the clear water left little to the imagination. Even the dark patches of our bushes were plainly evident. After a few minutes, I relaxed, thinking that in any case, the three people around me had seen me naked before. When Jonathan reached in the bucket and pulled out a glass, which he filled with wine, I was truly at ease. It was the first time we had all been together naked, and soon I realized that it was a shame. Damn conservative morals! Wasn't that what life was all about? Four beautiful people who each loved each other in their own ways, naked, playing in the water under the summer sun?
Later, looking at the summer sun, it was now clear that the clouds I had seen on the highway were now threatening to turn into a summer storm. I guessed that we had at most an hour before it hit us. "Head in the clouds Aria?" Nella's question brought me back to reality, but it immediately became clear that she had a plan in mind. Before I could even reply she leaned close and tickled my on the sides. I jumped up instinctively, effectively pushing both my breasts out of the water. Which was, undoubtedly, Nella's goal.
Ian and Jonathan whooped in surprised, and laughed as I threw my third glass of wine on the beach and jumped on Nella. I knew I was doing exactly what she wanted, namely exposing more of my nudity to the men. I didn't care, as long as they got an eyeful of hers. A few minutes of play-fighting later, the guys had seen pretty much all we had to offer, all of which I had tried to keep hidden earlier.
When we settled back against the sand and rocks, we were flustered and laughing. Jonathan asked "Ian.. What more would you ask of life right now?"
"Not much, my friend, not much."
"Two gorgeous naked women catfighting right in front of us. It's almost as if it had been planned to excite us, wouldn't you say?" Jonathan looked at Ian, a mischievous expression on his face.
"Why I think you're right Jon... I think that was all for us." As Nella and I shook our heads and mumbled our denials, Ian continued "And let me state, for the record, that it worked pretty well."
When he looked briefly down at his lap, everybody laughed. We barely heard Jonathan's "Yep, for me as well!" through our laughter, and the moment was absolutely genial. Sadly, the water took too long to clear after we muddied it and both men weren't erect anymore. Looking up once more at the clouds, I revised my earlier prediction. Half and hour at most before the storm. By now it was getting late in the afternoon and although I was having a great time, I felt like I needed to be alone with Nella. Maybe I could manage to gage her opinion about jealousy, maybe even her open-mindedness about the four of us?
Without giving them an explanation, I asked the men to leave us girls alone. They agreed, then paused as they realized that they would have to get out of the water naked. A quick look was all it took them to decide, and they got up at the same time. Taking their sweet time before gathering their clothes and swimsuits, they gave us a long time to look at them. Before leaving, Ian winked at us and Jonathan blew a kiss.
Once they were far enough, I turned to Nella, trying to think of a question that would lead us towards fidelity and how receptive she'd be towards—
"Aria, I have to confide that Jonathan has a very nice cock..."
My eyes opened wide in surprise. Nella, except for a smile on her lips, seemed to consider this a normal confession. It wasn't, though. We had never talked about that before. "Oh yes... I can't complain." I mumbled as I tried to gather my wits. It the occurred to me that Nella could have her own little agenda about sex this week. I would have to think on it further, but I was not about to let this golden opportunity pass me by. "And so does Ian, by the way. Damned nice cock. And very long!" I grinned as I added that.
Nella smiled, then her expression changed very briefly. I couldn't quite read her, but her smiled changed to something that looked like a knowing smile. I didn't know why. Had I made a mistake? Nella didn't seem angry or sad, but something I said... Shit! How the fuck was I supposed to know that Ian's cock was very long? When he was not erect he was, at best, only slightly longer than average. In fact, given that Jonathan's cock was a shower and barely lengthened when he got hard, both their cocks looked to be just as long when soft.



Fuck! I had just admitted to having seen Ian's hard cock. But then, why hadn't Nella shown surprise? Or anger for that matter? Did she know? Had she seen or heard me and Ian this morning? Shit! Here I had been trying to know what Nella had in mind and I ended up letting her know a secret... She looked at me for a while as these thoughts raced through my mind, then asked another question. "Can I ask if Jonathan is a shower or a grower?"
"Oh... A shower. Luckily for me..." I laughed, and she joined me, dispelling the awkward moment. "He does get very thick, but if he got much longer as well I'd probably be in a wheelchair right now!"
We both laughed at that, then relaxed in the water. After taking another sip of her third, fourth? glass of wine, Nella asked me, softly, without turning to look at me "Ever fantasized about being fucked by these two at the same time?"
At any other time, I would have feigned shock and distress, but today, I decided to do my part in the butterfly effect's long chain of dominos. "Yep..." I said, as softly as she had, without looking at her either.
"Me too... Now that I've seen Jonathan naked... Hmmm." she added, while sipping the delicious wine.
"Indeed..."
It was a completely surreal bit of conversation. When the wind picked up about ten minutes later, we both looked up and the now partially hidden sun and knew we had to get out. We walked out, dried ourselves and dressed up before going back to the house. In silence. We were still in that strange mood, but just before Nella opened the door, she told me that was really glad to be here with me and Jonathan. I took her hand in mind, squeezed her palm twice and added a quick "Likewise, my sexy friend." We were both grinning as we walked in an gave each of our husbands a kiss. They were a bit puzzled, but Nella and I shared a look and remained silent.
***
As clearly as the storm that was about to break, Nella and Aria had shared something in the stream. I was very curious about it, but both girls were tightlipped. At least until one of them left. Someone had to make a trip to the market in town, about fifteen minutes away, before we could fix dinner. Aria volunteered and asked Ian to come along. When they left, Nella and I shared a long look. Then a smile. Then Nella removed her bikini top. "I do need a shower..." I was grinning as we walked to the bathroom and soon I was in the shower with her. After a long first kiss, during which my hard cock made its way up and between our bodies, I asked her "So, what was that about with Aria?"
"Well, she made a mistake. She accidentally revealed that she had seen Ian's cock while it was erect."
"How did she manage to do that?" I asked, surprised. "It doesn't seem like the kind of subject you dropped into a conversation accidentally."
"Well, Ian has a rather long cock..." Nella hesitated.
"I know. We talked about it once, a couple of years ago."
"Oh? Interesting!" Nella replied, smiling.
"You don't have to worry about my feelings. I know I'm not particularly long, just as I know that I make it up with girth..."
"Indeed... By the way, why are you not inside me right now?"
Turning Nella around, I squatted a bit until I was able to push my cock between her buttocks and deeper until I felt her hot pussy. Despite having both hands on her hips, I did not push into her as hard as I wanted. After years of experience with a thick cock in the shower, I knew that water and natural lubrication didn't alway mix so well. But as I pushed up against her generous buttocks, I didn't hear any moan of pain from her.
Instead, she was pushing against the wall, then screamed a loud "Fuck!" as I went as deep as I could. It was the second time that I found myself inside Nella's pussy, and the feelings were as intoxicating as they had been this morning. I felt her muscles relaxing slowly before my intrusion, spasming sometimes in attempts to adjust to my size. Somehow, even though Nella's hips were a lot more voluptuous than Aria's, she felt significantly tighter than my wife.
Gently now, fucking her slowly as the hot water ran over us, I asked her to keep going.
"Well, Ian's length is only obvious when he's hard. When I told her that I thought you had a very nice cock— Fuck!" she paused, then added "Please fuck me harder, I'll hurry with the conversation..." I happily obliged, beginning to ram my cock harder into her. "So when I said that, she replied by saying that she thought Ian had a nice cock too, and very long to boot. But she couldn't have known that without seeing him hard..."
"That's it?" I said, trying to focus on the story and not Nella's ass as it was shaking with my thrusts.
"One more thing... Fuck me harder..." she cried out very loudly, knowing we were alone "Damn it Jonathan, don't mess with me. Take me! Ohhhh, shiiit! Damn that's so good!" Nella said as she leaned forward more and more, allowing me deeper penetrations.
"Go on, I'm curious!" I was, but I had to admit that I was barely following her story by now. The sight of my large cock disappearing into her was still mesmerizing.
"After that, I asked her if she had ever thought about letting you two fuck her. She had. And I said that I had too..."
I didn't reply, at least not with words. Instead, to Nella's surprise, I pulled out, turned her around and pushed her down on her knees. Grabbing her head with one hand and my cock with the other, I guided my cock into her mouth. She was surprised anew by my girth, but managed to take a lot of me inside her. "Raise your ass, Nella. Raise your ass as if Ian were behind you, his long cock hard ready for your pussy." Nella moaned and sucked me harder. She had one hand on my cock and balls and the other between her legs. "Yes, that's a good girl... Serve your two men!"
Nella looked at me, a mix of lust and anger in her eyes. I grinned and kept going. "Would you like to have Aria in here as well, caressing you all over, sucking and biting your huge fucking breasts, one hand on your clit as Ian fucked you and you sucked me?" Her eyes changed and the look in her eyes told volumes. She would like that. A few moments later, I asked "Does Ian sometimes take your ass?" Once again her eyes, and the little smile around my thick shaft, told me that he did, and that she liked that. "Really? He pushes that long cock all the way inside your delicate ass? Would you like him to do that now? Can you imagine it now?"
It didn't take that much more for her to climax. Knowing that we were finally alone, Nella didn't need to restrain her moans. And cries. And shouts. I was taken aback by the intensity of her climax. Aria was quite orgasmic, but not all that vocal. Nella's climax was a show in itself. Still on all fours, one hand stretching her pleasure, Nella had pulled away from my cock. As she cried out, I walked behind her and knelt. When I pushed my cock into her pussy again, it fanned the flames of her climax. I didn't know if she was having a long climax or two very close ones, but I didn't mind. I was driving her like a madman, using both my hands on her hips to fuck her hard. Very hard.
I got the feeling yesterday that Nella wasn't used to being take really hard. But today, in the shower, she was enjoying every hard slapping moment of it. Every time my thighs hit her ass and my cock ploughed deep, she moaned or cried, still in the throes of a long climax. I was tempted to reach forward and grab a fistful of her hair, but refrained. Instead I just fucked her hard, and listened with pleasure as her moans became louder again. "Fuuuuuuck!" she cried again, and I was startled to discover that she was having another climax. "So fucking big! So fucking good... Harder!" I was grinning, on the verge of uncontrollable laughter: I was fucking as hard as I could, and her body was living proof. She was being ravaged, her entire body shaking and trembling, being rocked like a small bird in a storm. And she was loving every single thrust I was driving into her.
Finally, it was my own climax that broke the rhythm. The delicious feeling of her spasming pussy around my cock was eventually too much. As opposed to this morning when we'd had to be silent, I was now free to let my orgasm bloom completely. I felt my pleasure ratcheting upwards with each thrust and pushed on and hard as long as I could, feeling my sperm filling her pussy a second time. Very soon the pleasure was too much and my body half collapsed against her. I remained inside her as long as I could, as it was clear that Nella's orgasm would stretch a lot longer than mine ever could.
Eventually we both got up and took proper showers. Before getting out, Nella asked "So, Jonathan, are you sure would let Ian and I climb in your bed and fuck your wife?"
"You have to ask? Only as long as I could fuck you two in return..."
We laughed as we got out of the shower, naked and unafraid of getting caught. The market was far enough away that Aria and Ian couldn't make the round trip so quickly. We eventually dressed and made ourselves presentable, but I'm sure that Nella was thinking the same thing as I was: after this afternoon's naked swim, proper clothes seemed to matter less and less. Then again, maybe it was best not skip too many steps at once.
***
Five minutes after leaving for the market, I realized that I had left my purse on the bench next to the door. "Oh damn... Ian, could you check if there's money in the glove compartment?"
"Er, nope. Not a dime. And I don't have my wallet either."
"Argh... We have to go back. I'm penny-less. And that will destroy any chances we'd had of beating the storm."
I hated forgetting things and having to turn around, but then again, I was so happy that I didn't really mind. And in any case, after the swim I had chosen clothes that would make any soaking a fun occasion. I don't often wear white tops, but I had one I really liked which was loose, low cut and rather thin. If I did get wet wearing it, I'd instantly be able to compete in a wet shirt contest. And because I chose a similarly thin and mostly see-through white bra to go underneath, well...
Once back home I ran to the house, more because I was excited than because I wanted to beat the storm. I opened the door, reached in to grab my purse and was ready to head back out when I heard something unexpected. Well, unexpected wasn't the exact word. I heard Nella crying in obvious sexual pleasure. "One more thing... Fuck me harder..." Nella cried out very loudly, confident that they were alone "Damn it Jonathan, don't mess with me. Take me! Ohhhh, shiiit! Damn that's so good!" And punctuating her every word was the sound of flesh hitting flesh in the shower. They were going at it very hard. My heart skipped a beat, but, much to my own surprise, I felt a little smile growing on my lips. I was even tempted to go in and listen some more, or even possibly watch.
Grinning now, even if my heart was still racing and my mind was somewhat messed up, I pulled back and began closing the door silently. And then I stopped and went back in. I wanted to hear. I removed my sandals and sneaked back in. The bathroom door was closed, so I couldn't see anything, but the next thing I heard made my temperature rise. It was Jonathan, and they were obviously roleplaying. "Raise your ass, Nella. Raise your ass as if Ian were behind you, his long cock hard ready for your pussy." Obviously Nella had told Jonathan about her fantasy of being taken by both of them... And he had willing played along.
What I heard next excited and quieted me at the same time. Jonathan kept taking, and I concluded that Nella was blowing him. He said "Yes, that's a good girl... Serve your two men!" I was shocked, not by the words, but by the throb of pleasure I felt between my legs. "Would you like to have Aria in here as well, caressing you all over, sucking and biting your huge fucking breasts, one hand on your clit as Ian fucked you and you sucked me?"
This time my knees went weak and I grabbed a hold of a chair. Oh my Gods... Here I was trying not to take it too fast with Ian, unsure about Nella... And the sexual goddess was on her knees sucking my man's cock while he fantasized about a foursome... "Does Ian sometimes take your ass?" Jonathan kept going, and my mouth was dry as I waited for her answer. I heard a few muffled moans, but she didn't speak. "Really? He pushes that long cock all the way inside your delicate ass?"
When I pictured Ian assfucking Nella with me right next to them, I felt such a surge of lust and wetness between my legs that I knew our world was forever changing right there and then. Silently I left, my head now filled of Ian's cock sodomizing me! It had been so long since I'd felt a real cock in my ass... I loved Jonathan and loved his cock, but it was just too big to fit back there. I was all wet, and trembling slightly, as I got back in the minivan with Ian and there was no way I could fake my way out of this feeling. As soon as I closed the door and he looked at me, he got a very concerned expression on his face. "Aria? What happened? Are you alright?"
"Well, it depends. I have a bad news and a good news. Which one do you want first?" I asked him, taking deep breaths to try and calm down.
"Bad news first..." he looked really worried.
"Well, there's no easy way to say this, but I caught Nella and Jonathan having sex in the shower."
"Oh... I thought that might happen." was his rather quiet answer.
"What? What the fuck do you mean?" I asked, both shocked and relieved at the same time. Was that even a possible combination for a normal human? As Ian took a breath to answer me, I stopped him with a finger on his lips and closed my eyes for a moment. He knew? Or at least he guessed? So that's why he was willing to fuck me this morning? Relief was winning on shock, and so was pleasure. "Ok... Tell me more."
"Ever since Monday night, Nella has been talking about opening our sex lives. Yes, opening it enough to include other people. At first she wasn't specific, but soon she began using you as a sort of bait."
"What? I was your bait?" We laughed as I considered everything that had happened since Ian and Nella arrived... "So that was her plan..." I said to Ian. "It explains so much! In any case, go on."
"And it worked! She got me really excited, made me think about you in a very raw, very sexual way and knowing I was freer than I used to be just made things happen. But I was never under the impression that all she wanted to do was let me fuck you. Also, I remembered that you guys had dropped hints of opening up your own sex lives in the past year... Maybe Nella picked up on that faster than I did."
"Yes we did, I have to confess. I told Jonathan that it would never work with jealous Nella... And now she's gone and fucked my Jonathan before I could fuck you." I was shaking my head, a smile still dancing on my lips. Looking up and Ian, I asked him "But now, knowing that they're fucking right now? It doesn't bother you?"
"Yes, yes it does. I don't think I'll be able to rid myself of that engrained feeling for a few days. But think about it Aria. Wouldn't it be nice if what we shared this morning, and a lot more I hope, eventually became the new normal for the four of us?" I grinned, and had to agree... "Oh, and what was your good news?"
"Oh, right!" I said, then managed to slip my panties from under my skirt before throwing them to him. "Just a reminder that seeing the two of them fuck only made me want to fuck you more. In fact, I need to have your fucking huge cock inside me..."
We were laughing as we left for the market a second time, but we weren't laughing as we got out half an hour later. The storm had broken and even a single trip to the minivan would leave us drenched. Ian swore, but I suddenly remembered that it would allow for a new teasing opportunity. "Let's go!" I said, then began running towards the minivan. I opened the door, we threw our bags in the back and hurried to get in front as fast as possible.
We were breathing hard, laughing despite our state. And then Ian noticed my very white and very sheer top. And so he automatically noticed my semi-transparent bra. And so he finally noticed that my hard nipples were plainly visible. What we wanted to do was plain as day, but how and where was another problem. Ian solved it in record time.
"Didn't I see a couple of emergency blankets back there?"
"It think you did... Let me check." Kneeling between the two seats, I leaned towards the back of the van and feigned looking. "I'm not sure... Can you see anything from where you are?"
"It think so." What he could see, of course, was my ass stretching my skirt.
Ian grabbed my ass again, and this time gently bit one of my buttocks. I laughed as I crawled forward, reaching for the blankets. A quick look around told me that the small windows, and most importantly the intense rain, would afford us just enough intimacy for what he had in mind. As I was pushing the grocery bags to the side and trying to spread the blankets into something roughly like a mattress, I felt Ian pushing my skirt all the way up and around my waist.
After kissing my buttocks again, and even licking my pussy from bottom to top, Ian groaned, then said "How strange that I've fantasized about your breasts for years only to learn now that, one, your ass is amazing, and two, that it turned out to be the way the butterfly effect used to bring us here, seconds away from having my cock buried into your pussy..." Before I could reply, he pushed his entire face between my asscheeks and playfully ate me. Because of the awkward position, his nose was forced against my anus and I wondered what Ian thought about anal sex.
But that was for another day. I managed to finish the bare minimum set-up I had in mind and pulled away from Ian's mouth, only long enough to strip completely naked. I turned around, saw that he was nearly naked as well and lay on my back. Looking at his cock as it sprang up from his boxers, I was amazed again. That thing was so long! I had begun to wonder if my imagination hadn't enhanced things since this morning, but no!
Ian crawled between my legs, kissed my pussy once more on his way up, kissed each of my breasts, but I knew he was coming for me, for my other lips. The kiss we shared in that van was the definite turning point for me. I knew what was coming, and knew we had already had sex. This kiss though, that was the clear focus point. His cock teased my pussy, my nipples grazed his chest as I arched upwards, but the kiss was the main event. At least for a while.
At some point, the tip of his cock had become wet after many contacts with my pussy. And, accidentally or not, our random movements made it so that his glans lodged itself in my pussy. At first Ian pushed in, and hard. But then he checked himself and slowed down. "Don't stop... go slow, but don't stop!" As he resumed and I felt his cock open my lips fully, it felt truly wonderful. Mostly because it was a new cock, it was Ian's cock.
But soon I felt him reaching new depths and my eyes opened wide. At first I opened and lifted my legs in a natural reaction, but realized that it would only let him go deeper. A few seconds later, it's my mouth that opened wide... I had wanted his long cock, and now I was getting it. Suddenly it hit bottom, but Ian kept pushing. Releasing his back, my hands grabbed my knees and I pulled them as far back as they would go. The pressures I was feeling were new, and even with my longest dildo, I had never dared to push this deep.
Pain flared for a moment, and my sharp intake of breath made Ian pause. I could feel his face right next against mine, and knew he was grinning. The little bastard was enjoying this. "Pull back nearly all the way and push back in slowly again..." And so he did. This time, fully lubricated and with my pussy a bit more ready, the motion was smoother, more natural. And it was mind-boggingly delicious. When it touched my cervix and kept pushing, my body adapted and relaxed again until I felt him bottom out, his thighs against mine and his balls on my ass. "Don't move..." I croaked, my head thrown back and mouth wide opened again.



In a brief flashed I thought about what Nella must have felt when Jonathan first impaled her. Ian's cock wasn't slim at all, but Jonathan was rather unique. I don't know which one of us has been the most surprised. I was floored. Curious, I released one of my knees and pushed my hand against my belly. "Do it again!" I said. As he pushed back in, I could feel my belly moving slightly. It wasn't the kind of movement pregnant women experienced, but I felt my inner organs having to make way for him. Damn! "Take me..." I said, on a breathless moan.
Gently, Ian increased his rhythm, pounding me hard against the very hard floor. It hadn't been my intention, but the missionary position, with my legs pulled back, was the absolute best position for the deepest penetrations. Ian would show me later that I had been wrong about that. But for now, I was in heaven, being hammered into the metal floor and loving every single damned blow.
At one point Ian balanced himself on one elbow and moved his free hand down to my ass. Between two strokes, he pushed his hand under and around one of my cheeks and squeezed hard. Accidentally or not, that has been the question since that first grope, two of his fingers ended up deeper than the others and their tips squeezed my anus in the process. I moaned when he squeezed, and just at the same time he had moved his head above mine for another kiss. I moaned into his mouth, and was unable to tell him to keep his fingers right there.
He had moved them away after a first squeeze. I broke the kiss a few seconds later and said "Again..." Ian understood what I meant and looked at me with a different expression in his eyes. This time his hand went even deeper between my cheeks and when he timed his grasping with his penetrations, I was driven wild. Anal sex was the one thing I missed being with Jonathan. When Ian's fingertip breached my anus very slightly, I took a sharp intake of breath. "Oh Gods... It's been so damned long since anyone..." So he pushed in a bit further. "Damn..." And while we were not going to have that in the minivan, it was clear that it was going to happen.
But suddenly I really wanted him to take me and my back was beginning to hurt. I pushed him away until I could kneel in front of him, raising my ass as high as I could. Just to make things clear, I whispered "Later for my ass... but know that I'm eager." He groaned, then knelt behind me. Seconds later I had his entire length inside me and despite everything I was still surprised. I dropped my face against the blankets and reached back to grab my ass, or at least the smooth line between my ass and thighs. When I pulled on my flesh, I felt him going very slightly deeper still, punishing my pussy and cervix. "Shit! How long are you?"
"About eight inches if I press the ruler against my skin." A simple fact, not embellished, but more than enough.
"So fucking nice!"
When he grabbed both my forearms and began pulling me harder against him, I felt my climax beginning to burgeon deep inside me. Really deep. I knew I was lucky in that I climaxed most of the times Jonathan and I had sex. The pressure his cock exerted on the g-spot was prodigious. But this was something else! I had always assumed that the clear distinction between a vaginal orgasm and a clitoral one was an exaggeration. Sure my pleasure wasn't the same when I masturbated with my fingers or with a large dildo. But now I was feeling something quite remarkable. I knew it was impossible, it barely made sense at all, but it felt like my cervix was a clitoris. I laughed at the thought, but nevertheless felt my climax triggering deep inside me.
Ian didn't stop or slow down, he just kept riding me, never releasing his hold on my arms. I was writhing against and around him as wave after wave of pleasure burst from my pussy and crested all over me. The sound of the rain against the metal roof of the van was very loud, but I'm pretty sure that anyone close by would hear me cry out. Just as the pleasure was starting to fade and was able to take a deep breath, Ian said "I am going to take your ass Aria... Soon. I'm going to spit on it, lick it, tickle it with my fingers until I push one of them inside."
It was only our second time having sex and the bastard managed to know just when to hit me with this. And as I was still a ragged doll against his ploughing cock, he pushed me back into the raw pleasure of my orgasm. "Think about it... It's been years since you've had a live cock up your ass, since you've been sodomized. Soon I will slip my cock inside, all eight inches of it. And yes, you will like it. If you think you're being stretched right now, think again. And one day, I promise you, I'm going to take you as hard as I am right now, holding your arms and pulling your ass to me, with my cock inside that lovely ass of yours... Think you're going to like it?"
I didn't know what to think. I was both slightly afraid and blown away with lust at the thought. But it wasn't as if my little asshole hadn't seen any sort of sexual activity. Time and again I would pull out my smaller dildos and enjoy them. In fact, I've even been using my regular dildo back there as well recently. Maybe I was unconsciously trying to stretch and prepare myself for anal with Jonathan? In any case, I thought that I was ready for Ian, just not right now. "Like it? I think I'm going to worship your cock if you take my ass... Next time you and I are in the same room as a bottle of lube, take me." Hearing me talk like this, Ian groaned and his own climax hit him right there. "Stay inside..." I whispered.
If I had felt like a rag doll before, I didn't know what I was feeling right now. I was used to Jonathan being rough during sex, but Ian felt primal, uncontrolled. Part of my mind knew he was in control, but I truly felt like I was being possessed by some sort of wild beast. When I heard him whispering "I'm finally fucking her... fucking Aria..." I grinned even though I was being bounced on his cock as it filled me with cum. Soon I could hear the squishing sounds of his sperm being forced out with his penetrations. My forearms were beginning to hurt because he was so intense, but it only added to the thrill of being taken. Ian ploughed me harder for even more strokes, way past his ejaculation, until he was forced to pull out sharply, probably because his cock was now oversensitive.
I managed to turn around before he crashed, and we hugged face to face as he regained his breath. "Your ass is in so much trouble lady..." he said, laughing softly against me. "So is your pussy, your breasts, your mouth, obviously." I laughed with him. "But are you sure you're ready for anal sex after all these years?"
"I think so... Even if Jonathan's cock is too thick for that, it doesn't mean that I can't have a little fun... Dildos can prepare an asshole just as much as the real thing, wouldn't you say?"
"Hmmm... Are you sure we don't have lube here?"
"Sure! And in any case, I want that first time in years to be special, not like some cheap prostitute in the back of a van!"
We laughed at that, then cleaned up and got dressed in our soggy clothes. Despite the fact that I turned the heat up in the minivan, my shirt was still slightly damp when we got home. And the rapid dash outside from minivan to house would make my shirt transparent again. Jonathan and Aria would get a show, but at this point, I think I could have walked in topless and all it would do is make them greet me with warm smiles. I was shaking my head as I thought about it, barely able to believe how quickly things had changed. Butterfly effect?
***
When Aria and Ian came back from the supermarket, a lot later than I thought they would, it was clear to my eyes that they had fucked. They tried to hide the fact by saying how badly it was raining, but their insistence on that point was telling a lot. The fact that we could see most of Aria's breasts under her wet shirt and thin bra was also a dead giveaway that she had seduced Ian. Again.
I was smiling, and overall I think I was happy about it. It wasn't all easy and simple, but it was a definite step forward in Nella's plan. Now the difficult bit was going to make it so that everybody knew everything. At this point, only Nella and I knew that the four of us were fucking someone they were not supposed to. Aria and Ian were only aware of their own infidelity. Or so I thought.
What could have turned out as a funny way to reveal that Nella and I were also sharing our little secret ended up being an awkward moment. For some reason Aria talked about the fact that I had large hands, and that she loved my massages. Nella said "Hmm hmm, indeed!" without thinking about it. And then I could see that she froze. When Aria looked at her and asked her to explain, Nella could have used that excuse to broach the subject of her plan. She did not. Instead she tried to explain how she knew that by saying that I had given her a massage earlier this week. She had found some almond oil and had asked Jonathan while Aria and Ian were gone for a walk.
I think that her plan could have worked if she hadn't mentioned the almond oil. Judging by the many looks and expressions appearing on Aria's face in a matter of a few seconds, I thought that she had connected the dots. I would learn a couple of hours later that she had remembered that yesterday morning I'd had unexplained oil on my face, and that if I'd had oil on my face while giving Nella a massage, then... But during dinner, I eventually guessed that she had not connected the dots, otherwise she would have been really angry. But that too, I'd learn the next day, would have been based on a false premise.
Before going to bed, Nella and I managed to steal a few minutes to talk about our plans. Things had to move! Everybody was having sex and it was still a secret! We decided that each of us would try and probe our spouse as deep as possible about their thoughts about a foursome. We kissed quickly and wished each other luck. Although we didn't know at the time, we didn't need that much luck.
So to my great surprise, the conversation with Aria went really smoothly. She eventually admitted that she really liked Ian and wasn't closed to the idea of a foursome at all. It took a while, and I took this resistance as quite normal, even given the fact that we had been talking about being less strict about fidelity. Of course she asked me about Nella and I confessed the same thing. And then she asked me about the oil.
After the confidence about our openness, it didn't seem like a dangerous secret after all. I told her about the interrupted massage, and then she asked me if we managed to finish in time while they were in the market. I was shocked at first, then laughed out loud with her. I replied quickly by asking her if the back of the van was a good place to fuck, which only made us laugh harder. When she kissed me after this, saying just how crazy we were, I pulled her in my arms and said "This is really happening?"
"I think so... But for now, want me to go and take a shower?"
I groaned and nodded, then waited for her naked on the bed, my erection obvious...
***
When I got up this morning, with another shower to clean myself last night's fun with Jonathan, I tried to fully appreciate what had happened in the last few days and what was probably going to happen today. Jonathan and I had no way to see how things had gone when Nella talked to Ian about a real foursome. I had a pretty good idea that he'd say yes, but sometimes the head and the heart didn't alway agree. I thought I'd wait for him again this morning, then decided to take a risk. Instead of dressing up sexily, I decided to remain completely naked and welcome him in the living room.
Fifteen minutes later, a new plan emerged and I silently walked to their room. I opened the door and could see that they were still sleeping. I creeped closer, kneeled beside Ian and gently woke him up by touching his nose. He woke up and smiled as he saw me, then grinned as he saw that I was naked. I then leaned forward above him and offered him my breasts. Silently he began kissing and licking them, sucking the flesh and nipples into his mouth. A minute later I pushed my hand under the blanket and reached for his cock, happy to see it already hard and long. So damn long. I still had some remaining feelings deep inside me from yesterday.
Because of my position next to him, my face was pretty much above Nella's, and I could have leaned in just a bit forward for a kiss. I had never kissed a girl before in my life, but right now I was ready to kiss her. I knew that Nella previously had some limited lesbian experiences, and I had always been fascinated to hear about it. Would she be my first? Looking down at Ian, I whispered "I want to taste your sperm again." A bit later, another whisper "Oh, and I want you in my ass!" He released my nipple when he smiled and added "Naughty woman!"
Before he could latch onto my breasts again I pulled away and knelt back up next to him. "So, did you have a good conversation last night?"
"Yep. She had no idea you had seen them, but it all worked out... See you soon?"
I nodded, smiling. As I walked back to my room to dress up a bit, I realized that I was really nervous. Was this really going to happen this morning? Four people having sex?
In my room, with Jonathan still sleeping, I tried to think of a way to be dressed sexily, but not sluttily. Suddenly an idea popped in my mind. I found my box of keepsakes and chose a very old shirt I had loved as a teenager. And clearly, it was before my breasts really developed. I had an idea in mind and if it worked, it would make for a funny and sexy moment. A minute later I confirmed that it would work as I buttoned up the last button.
I think that even a bra would have made it impossible to button it up. But now I had my shirt on without a bra. All I needed was a pair of panties. I had a couple of pairs of the panties I had worn yesterday to tease Ian... Nah, I wanted something else. I chose a pair of boyshorts I rarely wore for the simple reason that they weren't all that tight. A couple of months ago I was on the couch and Jonathan remarked that he could see half my pussy. This morning, if I got the chance, it could spice things up.
About half an hour later we were all up, our two night owls probably up because of the excitement and anticipation. The conversation was very light, as if we were all stressed. Nella remarked on the shirt, saying that she remembered it. When I asked the guys if they liked it, they both nodded, smiling. "Oh... Boys and large breasts confined into small clothes..." was Nella's comment.
As we laughed, I added "Talking about being confined..." And I stopped to stretch my arms. At first way up above my head, which didn't do much, but when I lowered them and spread them on either side, the buttons of my shirt all popped out, revealing my breasts. "Ooops!" I said, laughing with Nella and the guys.
"Okay, that does it!" that was Jonathan... "I've been eyeing your shirt since getting up. Let's get in the shower!" and it was obvious he wanted to fuck me. But then, with my hands in his, he stopped and turned around. "So," he said, looking at Ian and Nella, "are you guys coming?"
We all laughed at the simplicity of it all, but soon they were both up. They hugged, kissed, took a deep breath and followed us in the shower. Nella and I were both naked first. Me because I was barely dressed to begin with, and Nella because we'd soon all learn that it had been her plan all along and she was in a hurry. As the shower was already running next to us, we were laughing as we undressed each other's man. When Ian's cock bounced upwards and nearly hit me in the face, we laughed even more. A mix of nervousness, pleasure, novelty and craziness drove our laughter. "Come here, you..." Was Jonathan's opening action, taking Nella by the hand and guiding her in the shower.
Soon the four of us were in the shower together, and for a moment we didn't know what to do. When I activated the series of side jets, and felt cold water hit us for a second or two, our reflexes took care of business. Soon we were in the arms of our new lovers and started kissing as soon as our laughter stopped and the water turned hot. Our hands wandered all over the place, and even switching partners from time to time.
For now it was a game of very hot kissing where Nella and I had fun in either men's arms. I don't think either of us wanted to start this like a cheap porn movies, with both women on their knees and in the end, Ian took his wife from behind against the wall. Turning around, I jumped into Jonathan's arms and seconds later had his cock buried in my pussy.
It wasn't a real foursome yet, but even though we were focused on our mutual pleasures, we couldn't help but look at the other couple fucking right next to us. At one point Jonathan moved a bit and placed me so that I was touching Ian's back. I reached one hand backwards, slid it around his belly and down to his cock, feeling it being squeezed by his thrusts. After that I lowered my legs and pulled away from Jonathan to stand right next to Nella against the wall. Soon the guys were fucking us in rhythm, with their hands caressing us both. I was looking at Nella when we heard Jonathan say "Are you sure you're ready for this?"
Then Ian's reply "As much as I'm ever going to be..."
And so they stopped, pulled out and switched. Part of me felt like a pornstar at that moment, yet another felt wonderful to do this with deep friends. Between good friends, infidelity was the ultimate betrayal or, in our case, the ultimate trust. It was surreal, being fucked by Ian's long cock as I watched his wife being fucked by my husband's thick one. When Ian's cock slipped inside me until he couldn't go any deeper, I was once again amazed by its length.
I felt as if I was being moulded to accommodate him, as if his body was remaking me to its needs. It felt bizarre, slightly painful but dear gods so damned so shockingly good. I would never admit it to Jonathan, but even if I loved the way his thick cock stretched me into orgasms almost every time we fucked, I now realized just how much I missed a long cock. Soon I was fucking back against Ian's cock, trying to get him deeper despite the fact that he was already hitting my cervix.
When Nella said "Can I kiss you?", I couldn't do anything else than close my eyes and smile. When her lips met mine for the first time, it completed something we had started long ago. During our naked night together last year, I had been almost ready to turn towards her and kiss her. And now we were. And we were being fucked thoroughly.
Neither Ian nor Jonathan had been going at it slowly. But when they saw Nella and I kissing, they both moaned and slowed down, fearing that they would climax too soon. We stopped kissing and looked back, laughing. After we began kissing again, I heard Nella's moans changing. Moments later she broke the kiss but kept her face pressed against mine as the first climax of our group bloomed. And bloom it did. "Dear Gods!" she cried. We were all smiling, knowing that we were all very close behind her. Seconds, I thought. But Ian had one surprise for me before I would climax.
I didn't see or hear him reaching for the lube. But when I felt his slippery finger on my ass, then inside it, my eyes opened wide and I pulled away from Nella, who was recovering from her climax. "Now? Here?" I asked Ian.
"What did you say about us and lube yesterday?"
"Aw... Shit!" but I was laughing, both thrilled and terrified at the thought of finally being sodomized.
Nella and Jonathan turned to look and Nella only laughed while Jonathan asked "You're really into that?", sounding slightly surprised.



Ian and I both answered in unison "Yes!" which provoked laughter again.
"Ok then... Wait a second. Come here Aria."
We were all somewhat surprised when Jonathan pulled out of Nella and took me in his arms. When he pulled me up and penetrated me again as my legs wrapped around his waist, I still didn't understand. And then it hit me: I had once said to him, years ago, that this position was a deep fantasy of mine. I learned that day that Jonathan wasn't into anal at all, and it had created an awkward moment. I never thought he would remember! "Come..." was all he said to Ian. Looking over my shoulder, I could see Ian coating his cock with the lube, and suddenly his cock looked like it was two feet long.
"Oh my... How long as it been Aria?" asked Nella.
"I don't even know!"
"You sure it will, er..."
"Yes! You remember Roger?" Roger was the name of my favourite dildo. Quite the big fellow.
"Really? Damn!"
Nella laughed, and laughed more when Jonathan asked "Who's Roger?"
I never thought I'd get to experience a first real anal penetration in years while laughing, but that's pretty much what happened. As I was explaining to Jonathan that Roger was my dildo, I felt Ian's cock against my ass. I took a sharp breath, closed my eyes and hugged Jonathan hard.
I felt him still pumping in and out of me, but much slower. To my great surprise, the head of Ian's cock penetrated almost all at once. I had been doing my best to relax despite the crazy circumstances and position, and it seemed to have worked. When I felt him push, I pushed back lightly and he slipped in. My reflexes made me squeeze my sphincter as soon as he did, and he paused.
I barely heard him say "Fuck! I'm sodomizing Aria!" or hear Jonathan and Nella laughing as I was torn between utter joy and a decent amount of pain. I didn't know Ian's cock nearly as well as I knew Jonathan's so I didn't know if he had a big head or if he would get bigger. But a few moments later, with Jonathan's cock stimulating me, I relaxed and felt his gentle pressure winning another inch. "Shit... So good, but... damn!"
"Want me to stop?" was Ian' concerned question.
"No, just let me pace it..."
Nella, who had been standing behind Jonathan to look at me, moved around him and gently slipped her hand between our bodies. When her fingers touched my clit and added a delicious amount of pressure, I felt my entire body relaxing. And felt another of Ian's inches slipping in. Then another, and another. I raised my head and opened my mouth, now overwhelmed by the pleasure. The pain was still there, but muted, in the background. In one way it felt just like when I use my dildos, the same strange penetration feeling where things weren't really supposed to penetrate.
Then again it also felt completely different, knowing that this long, hard, living thing belonged to Ian, and that my husband was holding me in his arms, his own cock inside my pussy. And the thought that Ian was as much floored by the feelings as I was only added to the thrill. "Pull back and push in gently." And so he did. I moaned and groaned, feeling his cock opening me inch by inch with every stroke. "Go deeper..." With every stroke Nella pushed against my clit, flooding me with even more pleasure.
At one point he slowed down and pulled nearly all the way out. Judging by his movements I guessed that he was putting more lube. And indeed, when he pushed back in it slipped a lot more smoothly. "Shit!" said Jonathan, "I can feel him from inside you!" So could I! Fuck he was long, and fuck it was good. "Go, go... Go for it..." I urged him on, thinking that he had gone most of the way in.
But what I had thought were six or seven inches had only been four. When he pushed all the way in at my request I screamed out loud and everybody knew that there was pain in the scream. Jonathan and Ian froze, but Nella kept caressing me. She leaned in and whispered "He's all in love... And did you think you'd have my fingers on your clit when that happened?" She was trying to distract me from the pain, and I think it was working.
Ian was pulling back gently, but I reached my arm behind me and pulled him back. "Just stay there a bit." A minute later it was I who initiated the movement, by lifting myself up using my arms on Jonathan's neck. They soon got the message and eventually we found a nice rhythm. This time I was fully relaxed, fully lubed and fully overwhelmed by the sensations. This was a dream come true, a long held fantasy I never thought would actually happen. I was riding two men, my two men. One my husband, one my new lover. Within minutes I felt like we were a well oiled and timed engine, running smoothly, its pistons driving me crazy with lust and pleasure.
As pain was gradually disappearing, I slowly leaned back until my shoulders were pressed against Ian's chest, and then rested my head against his shoulder. I then wrapped my arms around his head and held him tight as I moaned and cried. I was being held up by two wonderful men, men who were realizing one of my deepest fantasies.   And suddenly, there was scarcely expected cherry on top of that fantasy. When I felt lips closing in on my right nipple, I thought it was Jonathan at first. Then it became clear that it wasn't the very familiar lips and movements of my long time lover. Instead, for the very first time in my life, a woman was sucking on my breasts. And still had fingers on my clit. I now realized that my position had made my breasts stand out proudly, and Nella hadn't been able to resist.
I didn't know why I was the focus of our foursome, but I didn't care. I was just floored by the overwhelming sensations coming from all over my body. I was being driven by three people I loved very much, and knew my body was little more than a source and siphon of sexual pleasure right now. Feeling Ian's cock stretching my ass both with his girth and length, feeling his head raking the depth of my ass like no too-smooth dildo had ever done, feeling the two cocks synchronizing inside me, one pushing in as the other one was pulling out... I was euphoric, nearly driven to a trance of lust.
Surprisingly, it was Jonathan who came first. I felt him buckle and spasm under me and he filled me with his sperm. When he was done we were forced to stop and he moved away. As my legs touched the floor, Ian pushed me against the glass wall. He wasn't done, and with his newly found freedom, he was renewing his assault. I was afraid that his better angle would be painful, but it wasn't. I was just being ravaged anally. Once again I found myself on the verge of a trance of pleasure.
Nella pushed Jonathan on the wall, and in his present state he couldn't have stopped her even if he had wanted. "Oh no you won't.. You're not going soft on me! And I want to taste Aria's pussy on that monster cock of yours..." When I heard Jonathan groaning when Nella took him in his mouth, I knew she was going to succeed. Turning my head around to look at them, I was surprised to see her taking nearly all of his length inside her mouth.
And that was what I needed. My breathing became more ragged than it already was, I felt my legs yielding under me and a very powerful and sudden climax hit me. I felt Ian holding me by the hips and pressing me against the glass as I exploded. I couldn't say that it was a strictly anal climax, but the overwhelming storm of pleasures I had just felt in the shower, it was more than enough. But as I came, my entire mind was focused on Ian's cock in my ass, alive and potent inside me.
As I began to scream my pleasure, taken over by too much pleasure, I felt him contract, pulling me against him hard. I barely felt the pain as he did, but was thrilled to hear him grunt and moan and cry out as he filled my ass with his sperm. So many years, so many years since I have felt that. As we both lowered ourselves to the floor he popped out and I felt profoundly satisfied and blissfully used. Regaining my breath against the wall, as Ian was doing the same thing against the glass, we were staring into each other's eyes, grinning like idiots.
Right next to us, Jonathan was receiving what looked like the blowjob of a lifetime. Despite the fact that Jonathan's cock was larger than usual, Nella seemed to be blowing his mind as much as his cock. Clearly, having to deal with Ian's long cock had prepared her for Jonathan. He was holding her head in both of his hands, his eyes were closed and he was groaning with each breath. His expression when he finally came was nearly comical. I was sure that Nella had been planning on getting him hard again for him to fuck her. But it seemed that she was content with making him cum.
Still under the running water, we cleaned ourselves up then followed Nella's suggestion that we take things outside. We brought a couple of blankets and spread them on the grass under the sun. After lounging and relaxing for a long, delicious while, Nella began playing with Ian's cock, and smiled as it came back to life. When she mounted him cowgirl style, Jonathan got up and asked her to suck him again. When he asked her to go slow, I gathered that he probably wasn't going to climax again. He just wanted to enjoy her. Lying on the blanket near Ian as he was being ridden gently by his wife, I leaned in and kissed him.
That was the beginning of our first day of absolute nudity and constant sexual awareness, contact or penetrations. Late in the evening, we confirmed our theory that Nella could tittyfuck both of us at the same time. It worked, and although it wasn't ideal or comfortable for anyone, the thrill made up for it. After that, pushing both the guys' cocks together, something with which they were not 100% comfortable, I placed them both inside my mouth at the same time. That, they liked a lot more.
We spent the rest of the week having fun and experimenting, and Jonathan and I discovered that Ian and Nella had a rather extensive collection of porn they had watched together. They came up with some weird and creative ideas, all of which we had fun trying and sometimes failing, to recreate. Jonathan and I may have been opened to the idea of a foursome for a while, but Ian and Nella were devilishly creative with ideas and roleplays. We had already been close friends, but now things had been taken to a whole new level. Minor missteps happened during the following months, but overall we were very glad of our decision, and thankful for Nella's risky plan.
*****
P.S. Thanks for sticking all the way to the end. I do like getting comments!
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Olivia was staring at her mother through the frosted window. The snowstorm was so intense that it looked like it was dusk even though it was still high noon. Her forehead pressed against the cold glass, Olivia was smiling; her mom wasn't out to shovel or gather wood or even play in the snow. Nope. She was outside doing yoga. In a freaking snowstorm.
Catherine was what you could call a nature, health and yoga nut. For years now, Olivia and her brother Evan had watched their previously drab and overweight mother transform into a colorful and lean woman. She had traded most of her beige and grey suits for brighter and livelier clothing, and had lost about forty pounds of fat. Probably more, Olivia thought, given that her mother was now a lot stronger than she had been.
As she watched her slipping once again in the snow, Olivia shook her head and smiled again. Even as she sighed, she had had to confess to their mother, last year, that her two children were both in great shape because she had forced them to do yoga with her three times a week for the past couple of years. Olivia was proud of her health and, although she wouldn't admit it, she was also proud of her body.
Most of her girl friends were envious of her curves, and most of her guy friends felt other, different feelings when they looked at her. Despite this, Olivia was still somewhat jealous of her mother's figure. Even if Catherine had lost a lot of weight, she had kept a very... feminine silhouette. Before her weight loss her breasts had been enormous but also quite amorphous. Now... Damn! The last time Olivia had talked about bras with her mother, she had learned that Catherine wore 36F cups. Olivia herself was happy to have inherited a very decent 34D but she was nowhere near as big as her mother. What she wouldn't give for a magic potion...
Olivia broke out of her reverie as she saw her mom walking towards the door. There was a brief storm in the living room as Catherine walked in, and Olivia laughed at the expression on her mother's face. "Well..." her mom said. "You were right. Even a very disciplined mind just can't face that storm!" she laughed. "I'm cold and sweaty at the same time... I need a shower badly!" Before closing the bathroom's door, Catherine shouted "But dont' think we're going to skip tonight's session little girl!"
The two women spent the rest of the afternoon together. The electricity went out a few times but just for a minute or two. As a precaution, Catherine started a nice fire in the fireplace. Just as they we finishing up dinner, the power went out again, for good this time. An hour later, still without power, the two of them were in the living room again, wearing yoga pants and tank tops. Olivia's mom didn't seem to care about the power. In fact, she seemed to be happy about it. "No distraction!" she quipped, smiling.
The light of the fireplace wasn't enough and Olivia lighted a bunch of candles in the living room. Olivia wouldn't say it but this time she agreed with her mom about the lack of electricity. Even if she was going to miss her favorite tv show later, it did feel nice to be doing yoga in such a quiet space. Well, the storm was raging outside but the contrast with the perfectly silent living room was peculiar. No music, no background noise from a tv somewhere, no alarms from received texts, no cars rumbling by... Olivia breathed deeply and found herself enjoying this darkness and silence a lot more than she would have thought.
At one point, after remaining in the pyramid pose for a long time, she felt a drop of sweat running then falling from her nose. It was really hot in here! "Mom... Are you hot?"
"I'm drenched!" she replied, laughing.
"I don't feel like opening a window, though..."
"No, me neither." her mom paused for a few seconds. "Listen. When I'm alone in here, I usually do my yoga naked."
"Why am I not surprised?" Olivia asked, grinning. They were both sitting on the floor, relaxing as they talked.
"Alright, alright... I know I'm a nut!" she laughed. "Then again, I don't see any other solution. I don't feel like stopping at all."
"Me neither." Olivia replied.
"So, would you be comfortable with this? Evan won't be back tonight in any case..."
"Sure, why not..."
Olivia knew her mother was into nudism and in fact had seen her mother naked a few times, usually before or after a shower when they were alone in the house. Her mom had also seen her naked in the same situation once or twice. But an hour of yoga completely nude? This would be a first for them. Then again with the darkness, Olivia didn't think that it would be particularly awkward.
After a while, Olivia confirmed that the mere fact of seeing her mother naked wasn't a problem. Dealing with what she was feeling as she looked at her, though? That was different. If at first Olivia made a point of not looking at her mom's breasts, ass or pussy when her positions were accidentally indecent, it quickly changed. About twenty minutes into this nude yoga session, Olivia found herself in a position in which she could stare at her mother's pussy without the risk of being seen. And, quite to her dismay, she found herself unable to resist staring.
Olivia had never felt anything remotely erotic about her mother. She thought that she was extremely beautiful and was envious of that beauty and her figure. She knew she would never bloom into such a stunning woman. But other than that, nothing. Well, maybe not nothing. Shaking her head and looking away from her mother's thick pussy lips, Olivia remembered a moment from a few months past.
She had been in her room, listening to music on her headphones. It had been very late and everybody else was asleep. She had removed her headphones and had crept to the kitchen for a glass of orange juice. And there, as she poured it, she had heard her mother moaning. It was very faint but clearly sexual. Her glass in hand, Olivia had smiled, noting incongruously that her mother sounded a lot like she did herself! But when she heard the second and last moan, Olivia had been shocked to feel a pulse of pleasure between her legs. She had walked back to her room and had put her headphones back on.
So now, seeing her mother's pussy in crude display, Olivia felt some of those feelings rushing back. It was different, of course but the sight of her nude pussy, with small drops of sweat glistening in the candlelight, made her blood rush faster in her veins. She tried turning her head away, shaking her head to clear her thoughts but before she knew it she was staring again, wondering what it would taste like...
Olivia cursed inwardly and closed her eyes. But after ten deep and controlled breaths, she found her mind returning relentlessly to the pussy right in front of her. Olivia had never tasted another pussy in her life, and she wondered if it would taste much like her own. As she wondered about that, she remembered that the last time she had masturbated, she had brought her fingers to her mouth many times. She often did that to lubricate them if needed but that time she had done it to taste herself. Or rather, taste a pussy. She hadn't been thinking about her mother, had she?
"Cut it out!" Olivia thought, taking a rough deep breath. By this time, thankfully, her mom had moved to another position and now she couldn't see her pussy. But she could see her magnificent breasts. "Shit!" I have to stop thinking about this! But Olivia knew that her own pussy was burning hot, and if there were small drops glistening on her own lips, it wouldn't be from the sweat. "It's just because I've been single for so long, hadn't had real sex for months now..." she thought.
She eventually managed, by sheer will, to clear her mind. When her mother called for the "cadaver" position, Olivia smiled. It was a long position to hold but it also signalled the end of the session. She remained in the cadaver position for what seemed a very long time. When Olivia heard her mother's breathing changing, Olivia opened her eyes and saw that all the candles had burned away. The fire was reduced to embers and even though it was still very warm, there was no light.
Having mostly succeeded in clearing her mind from the sexual thoughts, Olivia was surprised to hear her mother say, in complete darkness "Can I give you one last tip I never dared to before?"
"Sure." she replied.
"Usually, when I'm alone, I finish my yoga sessions with a good masturbation."
Olivia could hear the light tone in her mother's voice, was convinced that her mother was smiling. But it took a lot of work for Olivia to calmly say "Oh, really?"
"Yeah..."
In the silence that followed, Olivia's heart began to pound and she didn't know what she'd do if her mother decided to do it right now. She feared that she would, and seconds later, she was proven right. "My dear, do you mind if I do it in the darkness?"
"No..." she said, barely able to breathe.
"Thank you... You should think about doing the same, you know." Olivia's mother added before sighing deeply.
Olivia couldn't help but picture her mother, on her back, her breasts surging between her arms as her hands caressed her pussy. The pulse of pleasure she felt herself, just at the thought, shook her. As she heard her mother's very soft moans, Olivia felt a firestorm brewing between her legs, as if to combat the snowstorm outside. Throwing caution to the wind, she slipped one of her hands to her pussy as well. When she heard herself moan aloud, a lot louder than she had anticipated, she froze.
Catherine, next to her, laughed. Olivia smiled, knowing that her mother wasn't laughing at her. "Hmmm... You don't have to be told twice..." she said, her voice on the edge of laughter. Giggling in the darkness, Olivia pushed, abandoned herself to the sensations and pressed her fingers against her flesh again. Very quickly she felt the pleasure starting to grow. Her mind was flooded with images of her mother's dark bush and big pussy lips.
And at some point, hearing her mother allowing herself a louder moan, she decided that she wasn't worried or anxious anymore. Nothing would happen in any case, and she gasped aloud when she imagined herself diving between her beautiful mother's legs and devouring the pussy she had emerged from. Never before in her life had she fantasized about something like that, and she was dizzy with the amount of pleasure she was feeling.
When she heard her mother climaxing, maybe five feet away from her, Olivia grinned and enjoyed the invisible show with her ears. She turned her head towards her mother but could barely detect anything. Then she heard her mother turning towards her, could feel her presence much closer. In the very dim light she thought that her mother was on her side, right next to her. "Don't stop..." her mother whispered.
This was suddenly a lot stranger but Olivia was so far gone in her pleasure that she didn't mind. When she felt her mother's hand on her lower belly, Olivia gasped but didn't stop or push her hand away. When she felt her mother's fingers combing their way through her thin bush, Olivia moaned out loud and tilted her pelvis upwards. Her mom's hand now replaced her own on her pussy and Olivia twisted around and arched herself upwards, the intensity of the pleasure totally unexpected.
She cried out and thrashed as she came all over her mother's hand, barely able to grasp that it was actually happening. She was gasping and laughing at the same time as tremors still shook her body for a long time, her mother's fingers now moving subtly on her pussy. Catherine laughed before saying "Can you believe that this is an official yoga move in some traditions?"
"Gods! Mom! You made me cum!" Olivia cried out breathlessly, then laughed with her mother.
"Yes, and I should have done it sooner!" her mom replied. "You seemed sex crazed ever since you broke up with Justin. I know it's not the same thing but... well, you seemed to enjoy that."
"I enjoyed it a lot, actually! But shit this is crazy!" Olivia said.
"I know!" her mom replied before making a sucking sound with her mouth. "And delicious!"
"Mom!" Olivia cried, stunned and giggling all at the same time. Had her mother really tasted her pussy?
The two women, one young and one less so, spent a long moment together after that shared climax, naked in front of the fire they had brought back to life. Nothing sexual happened after that first touch but the storm, the night and the darkness seemed to open the doors for many questions and subjects that were awkward in the light of day. Olivia masturbated again a while later, in her own bed, and this time she let her imagination go much wilder with her mother. As she savored the last spasms of pleasure, she wondered if her mother was doing the same thing.
The next morning, after a sleepover at his friend's house across town, Evan learned that his own house was still without power. He rushed back home to make sure his mom and sister were alright. The streets were not fully cleared of all the snow, and since the storm still raged, it took him a lot more time to get back. But once he entered, it soon became obvious that his mom and sister were more than alright. When he barged in the house, he found the two of them wearing nothing but underwear. He grinned and felt his face flushing but neither his mother or sister seemed to mind that he was seeing them like this.
After sitting down at the table, he looked at them a bit closely. They were not wearing fine lingerie, and even though it was slightly irregular, he had seen them both wearing bikinis that revealed a lot more. And it was really hot in the house. Still, Evan frowned, wondering what had prompted this underwear morning. Then his mother said "Evan! If the power is still out tonight, we must do a darkness yoga together! I did it with Olivia yesterday and it was wild!"
Evan saw his sister's jaw drop, then she grinned but he couldn't figure out why. A moment afterward she said "Well, I won't be here, power or not. I have a homework date with Julie and I'll probably spend the night there. You'll have the house to yourselves!" Evan noticed the look that his mother and sister shared but he was at a loss to understand what it meant. "But I second mom's suggestion, bro." Olivia said. "I have no doubt that you'll enjoy this special darkness yoga!" Again, both of them laughed.
Evan spent the rest of this strange day at home, taking care not to let the fire die and making sure that the basement wasn't getting too cold. There wasn't much they could do about it but he didn't want some of the pipes to freeze and burst. By the time it was fully dark outside, Evan heard a knock on his bedroom door. He had been doing some reading with a headlamp, and invited his mom to come in.
He smiled when he saw that she was wearing her yoga outfit. It was as simple as it could, and even though he had seen her wearing it countless times, it still had an effect on him. She was wearing skin tight black yoga pants and a white tank top that was just as clingy as the pants. He could see her silhouette as well as if she had been wearing nothing but body paint. He felt a little tingle between his legs as he looked at her briefly. Evan knew that this outfit on his mom's body was the main reason he had stuck with yoga. He had been fantasizing about his mom for as long as he could remember, even before she was this hot. Now, his overactive sexual imagination was running wild with different fantasies every night.
Yet tonight, this time he noticed something different. It was still the same pants and top, so... "Oh Gods... She wasn't wearing her sports bra. Shit!" he thought. "And her nipples... They were poking through... Oh fuck. I'm in trouble!"
Out loud, he simply said "Yes?"
"Ready for our yoga session?" his mother asked.
"Oh, sure... Give me a sec, I need to change."
Catherine disappeared and Evan took a few deep breaths. "I'm screwed!" he thought. "It's usually hard enough to control my erections... but not if she was braless..." Evan tried to think of something else as he changed into his own very thin and loose pants. "That won't hide anything!" he cursed. He walked out of his room and went to the living room to discover that candles were scattered all over the place. His mom was bent over, already stretching, and he could see her lovely ass and huge breasts as they threatened to spill out of her top. "Shit!" he cursed inwardly before walking towards her.
Fifteen minutes later he was beginning to sweat and realized that his mother had put a lot of wood all at once in the fireplace, and that things were only going to get hotter for a while. As they were both standing up, face to face, his mom said "Damn, it's hot in here...". At the same time, she grabbed her tank top and pulled it away from her body before releasing it. As she repeated the gesture a few times, Evan's eyes widened. With a tee-shirt, that move made sense and cooled yourself off. With a taut tank top, it only made her breasts heave.
Evan groaned, and tried to hide the sound with a quick "Yeah..." He gasped when he saw his mother pulling her tank-top up until it was bunched beneath her breasts. Shit that was sexy! He toned core, and the subtle "V" shape of her tummy, above her thighs, pointed right to her pussy. And then, taking him by surprise, he heard her ask "Do you mind if you see your old mother naked?"
Evan gasped, and swallowed a few times before replying. "Mom... First of all, you're not old. Second of all, while I don't really mind the nudity, well, I'm a young man and... well..."
"What?" she asked, plainly puzzled by his comment.
"Er... Well, shit.. this is bad. I don't think I could be around you, naked and, not have... not have an..."
He saw her eyes opening wide as she understood. "What? Really?" she said out loud, before leaning towards him and whispering "You'd really get an erection?"
"Mom! For christ's sake!" he replied.
But Catherine wasn't rattled. "Are you serious, or just teasing me?"
Evan closed his eyes a few moments before sitting down. "Mom. I'm not sure I wanna talk about this."
"Son," she said, standing right in front of him. "Don't close yourself off."
Evan sighed. "Mom, look. I've had to fight off erections ever since we began doing yoga... Now if you're naked, bent forward, legs opened, breasts heaving... Fuck!"
"Oh my!" his mom said. When he looked up, he saw that she was looking at his crotch.
"Oh fuck!" he swore, not realizing that his mom didn't seem to mind. "I'm sorry mom..."
"Sorry for what? For being a healthy young man?" she snorted. "I'm just surprised and flattered that my old body can have such an effect..."
"Mom... Stop saying that you're old. You're not, and you know you're hot!" he said, trying to censor his words as best he could.
"Well, thank you dear. But listen. It's dark, I won't see much and so will you. So if ever you get an erection during our session, I'll just ignore it, ok?"
Evan looked at his mother and, seeing her two breasts right in front of him, felt his erection growing even more. He nodded, not entirely sure he wasn't dreaming. He stood up and, standing very close to her, pulled his shirt off. He was surprised that she wasn't moving backwards. He then pushed his pants down and flushed red as his cock sprang back up.
His mom gasped as she saw his cock but didn't move away. When she uncrossed her arms above her head, Evan saw her breasts falling back and bouncing very heavily before settling down. He was mesmerized. He had never had sex before, and his heart was racing. More than that. Despite countless hours watching porn, he had never seen a woman or girl naked with his own eyes before. Seeing his mother's large, mouthwatering breasts right in front of him was a full-system shock. His cock was twitching.



When his mom leaned forward to push her pants down, her head was no more than a foot away from his cock. She stood up and stared at him for a while, letting her eyes move from his eyes to his cock. After that, she smiled at him and moved away.
Evan felt like he was in a trance. He couldn't keep his eyes away from his mother's body and after a while he felt he had seen every last inch of her skin. And she was magnificent. He was constantly hard and had seen his mother glance at his erection many times. This was completely unbelievable but there it was.
He knew that she knew that he was a virgin. And as nervous as he was, he was beginning to believe that his mom was deliberately choosing explicit positions. He couldn't remember the last time he had spent so much time with his legs opened. But that meant that she was doing the same thing... At one point, staring at her pussy with its large lips glistening with sweat or maybe even her own juices, Evan found himself panting with excitement.
If he usually had to control and fight his erections during his yoga sessions with mom, he now had to fight urges to jump on her. It was insane! "Didn't she moan the last time she did the pyramid, pushing her ass out like this, splaying her pussy open before my eyes?" he wondered. What he also wondered was if there was a limit to his self-control. He was sweating and panting just like a damned dog in heat!
Much later, as he was opening his eyes after doing the cadaver, he saw that only a few candles remained. He would later learn that this was exactly what had happened with Olivia last night, and that it was no accident. In the silence, glad to have regained some control over his urges during the cadaver, Evan kept taking long deep breaths. "I can live through this without shaming myself with an inappropriate move..." he thought.
And then his mother suggested that she sometimes masturbated when she finished her yoga sessions. He gasped in shock, and knew he was going to lose the fight against his lust. He had spent more than an hour with a constant erection, had ceaselessly stared at his naked and beautiful mother and was extremely aroused right now. When he heard her say that, he whispered "Good idea Mom..." and grabbed his own cock and moaned.
He heard his mother giggle as he did. "You're not as hard to convince as..." she said. He didn't even wonder what her next words would have been, or think to make the connection with the underwear show this morning. Evan was overwhelmed by desire. He smiled when he heard his mother moaning right next to him. He couldn't see her at all but in his mind he was transforming every yoga position they had done into a sexual version, taking his mother in every one of her holes.
At one point, completely accidentally, he moaned "Oh Mom..." out loud. Immediately, his mother whispered back with "Oh Evan..." Soon after that, he heard her gasping louder and louder until he was sure she was frozen as her climax triggered. His willpower completely overwhelmed, Evan said "I don't know if I'm going to hell for this, or if you're going to slap me but fuck it." He climbed on all fours, found his mother and as she was powerless in the throws of her orgasm, he pushed her thighs apart and instinct did the rest.
He came nearly as soon as his cock hit her cervix, filling her completely. He was laughing, grunting and crying out in pure pleasure. His first climax in a woman, and in his mother to boot. This was as crazy as it could be and he shook as jets of sperm filled his mother's pussy. He had had dreams about fucking for hours for his first time, and he had lasted maybe two seconds. Then again, he hadn't seriously considered that his Mom would take his virginity!
Evan was squatting under his mother's legs, holding onto her thighs and using them for leverage. He was staring at her heaving breasts, mesmerized by their dancing nipples. But as his climax waned, he looked higher up and met his mother's eyes. "Am I going to hell?" he asked.
"Well, if you do, we're going there hand in hand, my sweet boy." she drawled in reply.
Even though he was still in the aftershock of his very first climax in a pussy, Evan knew he wasn't done. In the past, when he had masturbated too quickly to a climax, it had always left him wanting more. And now he wanted more. He pulled out, and forced her mother on all fours. Grabbing his cock, he saw that it was covered with his cum, and slapped it heavily onto her ass, right on her crack. He then pushed back into her pussy, grinning like a fool when he saw some of his sperm overflowing. He slapped her ass one more time with his cock, seeing his sperm glistening in the dim light. He fucked her a few more times before pulling out and standing up.
His mother looked back, puzzled, until she laughed as she saw him lighting more candles. She made her ass sway from side to side and it caught his attention. She said "Gods, I love that cock of yours... So big, so long... Put it in me, my sweet boy. Fuck your mother with it and—" she gasped as he interrupted her by sheathing himself completely inside her again. And then he began pounding her.
Evan laughed like a madman as he fucked his mother, properly loosing his virginity now. He knew he would not last as long as he had wished but this time he would enjoy it more. He couldn't believe how wonderful her ass was as it shook and bounced with each of his strokes. Evan wanted to last all night long and try thousands of positions but soon, way too soon, he felt a second climax coming up.
Probably alerted by his grunts, his mother turned her head around and said "There will be plenty of time for long sessions of fucking, dear boy. I'll teach you how to ride your plateau for hours if you want to... but for now just pound into me, fuck me raw. I need to be driven to the floor sobbing with too much pleasure." Gripping her hips harder, Evan simply let loose as he fulfilled his mother's wish. In the end, she didn't drop to the floor sobbing but Evan was glad that she climaxed again as he ravished her with all his strength.
The sound of his thighs on her ass was music to his ears and he was staring at his cock disappearing into her pussy as he climaxed again. Somehow there was still some sperm in his balls as they contracted and emptied themselves into his mother. "My mother!" he thought! "I'm fucking my mother, filling her pussy with my seed!" Evan was covered in sweat, groaning as he spasmed and crashed on his mom.
They ended up both on the floor on the yoga mats, panting and laughing. "Damn that felt good Evan... And so much easier than I had anticipated! If I had known that you wouldn't freak out about the thought of us fucking... So much time lost!"
"Wouldn't freak out?" he asked, his breathing still quick. "I've been fantasizing about this for years!"
"Oh Gods..." she groaned before rolling onto him, pressing her breasts on his chest.
"Give me those breasts!" he said, smiling, seconds before having his face smothered by them.
Evan lost himself in those breasts and was thrilled to be allowed to caress her pussy with his hand as he sucked. He wouldn't be able to have another erection for a while but the intense sexual contact was intoxicating. Little did he know that this was only the second part of his mom's three part plan...
At just about the same time, Olivia was trying to sleep in the guest room of her friend Julia. She was failing. She couldn't stop thinking about her mother's fingers on and in her pussy. "My mother's fingers, for Christ's sake!" she thought, biting her lower lip as she remembered the intensity of the climax. She realized that she wasn't particularly upset about the incest taboo. She didn't know why but it wasn't such a big deal for her. "Damn she had nimble fingers..."
Olivia smiled as she slipped her own fingers under her panties and then grinned as she found her pussy already wet. As she sighed silently and began to stoke her embers, she also though about what her mother and brother were doing. Would her mom really seduce Evan like she had done with her? Would he resist?
Olivia giggled at the thought. "Of course he wouldn't resist!" she thought, remembering the two occasions where she had seen him with an erection in his swimsuit, staring at their mom. "With what Mom told me about her crazy plan... could they even be already fucking?" she wondered, then shook with a first pulse of deep pleasure.
Olivia's mind was awash with pleasure. First she thought about the climax her mother's fingers had given her last night and then about the fact that she was still obsessed with that climax and wanted more. And then, for the first time in her life, she imagined her brother fucking their mother. The spams of pleasure that took her as she imagined his cock going in and out of her pussy... Damn! Olivia was on her back on the bumpy mattress, her body covered in sweat as she pushed her fingers deeply inside her to simulate a cock as best she could.
She could see her brother's cock ploughing into her mom's fat pussy... Shit! And then, without consciously choosing to do it, she suddenly saw his thick cock ploughing into her own pussy. Olivia gasped, arching her back upwards as a surge of pleasure took her violently. Just like with her mother yesterday, it was the first time that she was thinking about her brother in such a way. She knew that one of her friend fantasized about her own brother but it had just never worked for Olivia. Even when she had seen his erection through his swimsuit, nothing.
Now... Now she was reeling with the thought! "It did look like a rather big cock..." she thought, giggling then gasping as her orgasm took her. "What I wouldn't give for a dildo right now!" she thought. Olivia bit her lower lip hard to prevent from crying out loud and waking up the entire house with her sexual moans. But she shook hard and long as her fingers drew as much pleasure as she could from her clit.
When it was over, Olivia was drenched in sweat. She pushed the blankets away and even stripped naked before laying back in bed. As her finger was lightly drawing lazy circles on her clit, she shivered one last time and imagined one last fantasy. In her mind's eye, her brother was naked, doing yoga with his hard cock pointed not at her mother but at her... "Really? Could that really happen? Shit!" Olivia laughed softly before relaxing fully and letting sleep take her.
She arrived at her home late in the afternoon and while the storm had somewhat abated, the electricity was still out in their neighbourhood. She could see some candles already lit inside as it was already quite dark. She entered, a bit nervous as to what she'd find. But everything seemed normal. Evan and her Mom were in the kitchen, both dressed, preparing dinner with what they had managed to save from the unexpected thaw in the freezer. There was a nice aroma coming from the living room and Olivia saw a couple of pots on the fireplace. Extraordinarily normal.
Even after sitting down and talking with them for a while, Olivia couldn't detect anything out of the ordinary. What had happened last night? Had Evan reacted badly? It wasn't completely impossible... Lusting after your Mom was one thing; actually doing something about it was another. Then, she had a hint of an answer. Catherine asked "Anyone up for yoga tonight?" and the two of them replied with an enthusiastic "Yes!" at the same time. They looked at each other and smiled, with Evan reddening.
So something had happened, and it clearly hadn't failed. In the long silence that followed, Olivia's mind, quite without her consent, began generating a flood of images of what could happen tonight. She took one pot of hot water and went to the bathroom to clean herself up as best she could in the situation. She took every care to wash her pussy and ass, just in case... Her mother and brother followed suit before eating. The three of them ate together earlier than usual and soon moved to the living room. Without a word being spoken, they pulled out the mats and got ready for yoga.
Olivia saw her mom and brother leave for their room to change. Standing alone in the room, she grinned and made a bold decision. She stripped naked and sat on her mat to wait for them. When they came back, pretty much at the same time, they stopped and stared at her. Olivia said "What? Is anybody surprised?" Evan and their mom looked at each other, grinned and began to undress. Olivia's eyes widened as she saw her brothers cock for the first time since they were kids, as it bounced back up, slapping his stomach. He was already hard. Hard and big.
The three of them managed to keep up the pretence for about ten minutes. When Evan was in the camel position, Catherine got up and moved behind him. Kneeling on the floor with his body arched backwards and his hands on his ankles, Olivia saw that her mother's pussy was inches away from his mouth. When she moved closer to touch his body, pretending to correct his position, she brought her pussy right next to him.
Olivia knew what was going to happen but when she saw her brother actually opening his mouth to eat her mother's pussy, Olivia gasped. Looking up, she saw her mother's great breasts, their big nipples fully developed, and higher up she saw her mom's face radiating pleasure. Her mouth was opened in a large smile and her eyes were closed. Olivia could hear the wet sounds of Evan's lips and tongue inside her mother's pussy and it floored her.
Soon her mother asked Evan to stand straight on his knees. When he did, a puzzled frown on his face, his mother took a deep breath and pressed herself against him. With his help, she leaned over him, slipped down head first and opened her mouth to take his cock in her mouth. Olivia gasped again, the sight enflaming her own lust. Soon her mother's upper thighs were pressed against Evan's shoulder and his head was buried deep against her pussy. They were doing a sort of standing 69 and Olivia could barely believe how deeply her mom could take Evan's long cock.
Olivia got up and walked to them. After caressing her mom's ass for a while she knelt and kissed her buttocks. As she did, she was staring into Evan's eyes. As their faces got closer and closer, she reached for his head and caressed him. She kissed his cheeks, his forehead and he pulled back after she kissed his nose. When he opened his mouth for a kiss with her, Olivia closed her eyes and abandoned all the remaining hesitations she could have had.
She was tasting her mother's pussy on her brother's tongue! How much more naughty could one girl get? When she pulled away from the kiss, Evan carefully stood up. Still kneeling, Olivia found herself now close to her mother's face. And, of course, her brother's cock. Seeing this, Catherine pulled away and Olivia found herself face to face with this wonderful cock. It was glistening with her mother's saliva and Olivia simply couldn't resist. The thrill she felt as she tasted and sucked her brother's cock made her tremble.
For the next few minutes the two women took turns at sucking Evan's cock. Even though he was almost overwhelmed by his mother's pussy on his mouth, Evan was fully aware of his immense luck. Not only had he lost his virginity to his mother but he was now having his cock shared between her and his sister. Every time he felt his mother taking him so fucking deep down her throat, his knees shook. And when his sister sucked him hard while pressing her tongue against his glans, he groaned inside his mother's pussy.
Although he would have been happy to stay in this position until he died, he wanted more. Gently he pushed his mother up and helped her settle back down safely. After having so much blood (and so much cock!) in her head, Catherine was flushed and grinning as she let herself fall on the couch. Evan sat next to his sister and then reclined on the floor. She was so beautiful! And he was blessed enough to be in a position to be asking "Would you sit on my face, I wanna taste your beautiful pussy."
Instead of being offended and throwing a fit like she would have done just two days before, Olivia grinned and nodded. Evan was breathing hard as he saw her pussy getting closer and closer until he could finally taste it. He grasped her hips with his hands and pulled her closer. Looking up between her nice breasts, Evan was staring into Olivia's eyes as he ate her out. She tasted very differently than her mother but if anything, she tasted a lot better! Evan had only tasted two pussies in his life but he felt like he could get drunk on her sister's!
He groaned suddenly as he felt his mother impaling herself upon his cock. After he opened his eyes after the wonderful shock, he saw that she was mauling Olivia's breasts from behind. Olivia leaned back or was pulled back against her mother, and Evan could see the two of them kissing, with Olivia's neck turned as far as it would go. Evan was still able to eat Olivia's pussy and he gave it all he had. Soon he was pleased to feel Olivia twitching and moaned with pleasure as he felt a very hot gush of her juices on his face.
Olivia couldn't believe that she was already climaxing. Kissing her mom, feeling her large breasts on her back and Evan's surprisingly nimble tongue on her pussy proved to be more than enough. She was now bucking over him and was thankful that her mother helped her to stay in the position as her body alternatively tensed up and relaxed. At one point she had to move away from Evan's tongue as her clit was too sensitive. Yet her pussy craved his cock. "Time to switch this around, mom..." she drawled.
When her mom moved away from Evan's cock, Olivia squatted over it and grabbed it in her hand. Already slick with her mother's juices, his nice cock would slip right in her pussy. She let herself drop slowly, enjoying the glorious sensations of her brother's thick cock stretching her pussy. "Gods!" she cried out. "I've been missing a cock so badly!"
"Well, mine was here all along!" Evan replied, laughing.
But soon he couldn't talk as Catherine sat on his face but this time she was also facing Olivia. After a kiss, she said "Is it so bad that I so dearly want to kiss you, Olivia?"
"Mom!" she replied, giggling, dizzy with pleasure. "You're smothering your son's face with you pussy! Are you sure that kissing is such a big deal?" They both laughed as Olivia rode Evan faster and faster.
The trio remained in this position for a while as everybody was enjoying it thoroughly. Her hands pressed on Evan's chest, Olivia was reaching the limits of her speed and was covered in sweat. Her climax was right around the corner when she heard her mother's moans turn into cries. Burying her face against Olivia's neck, biting her skin as she did, Catherine climaxed all over Evan's face. That climax triggered his own and Olivia felt him jerking up against her as he started moaning into his mother's pussy.
When she thought she felt his sperm filling her pussy, the slight difference in friction being her only clue, Olivia threw her head backwards and cried out. Still bouncing on him, with slower and harder strokes now, Olivia was ravaged by her second climax. She was barely aware that her mother fell to the side, contented with her climax, and that Evan reached up to grab her breasts as he still pressed upwards into her. After she stopped fucking him, she leaned forward and ground her clit hard against his pubic bone and felt one last swell of pleasure before her climax began fading.
Soon the three of them were on the floor, panting hard and covered in sweat and pussy juices. Eventually their mom began laughing and the two siblings joined in. Now sitting up, they all stared at each other, all smiling. In the silence, Catherine said "Well... I guess I won't have to fight you to get you two to do your yoga..." They all laughed and hugged, knowing that this evening marked a profound turning point in their lives.



Later, even as Evan was fucking them both from behind, switching from one pussy to another like a kid in a candy store, Olivia was grinning as she stared into her mom's eyes. Three days ago she would have sworn that this was impossible. But as she gasped when Evan pushed himself back into her, she was glad her mom took the chance of placing her hand on her pussy and giving her that first climax. First of many, she now knew.
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Carrie giggled as she nestled her face against her brother's neck. "Damn he smells good!" she thought, licking the salty sweat from his skin. She giggled again when she felt his cock twitching one last time inside her. Carrie was lying over him, feeling their glistening bodies sliding slowly against one another. After her climax following the very intense cowgirl ride, she had crashed over him. Her long hair was all over their upper bodies, damp from their sweat.
They were both still breathing quite hard and she relived again and again the very erotic and masculine sounds of her brother's moans and groans as he had climaxed inside her. Last night, the first time the siblings had had sex together, they had been forced to be silent. But today, all alone on this very secluded beach, neither of them had tried to reign in the very natural sounds of their climaxes.
Shifting her weight over him, she felt his cock move inside her again as well as a gob of sperm leaking down her inner thigh. Carrie had been surprised by the amount of sperm her brother had shot inside her, laughing as she had felt it being pushed out even before he was done! She slipped her hands under his neck and hugged him hard.
After a while, she relaxed her hold just a bit and pulled her head back. Staring into his eyes for a moment, she then kissed him. Passionately. And she felt her heart thundering in her chest as she felt his own passion. And this time it wasn't sexual passion. Oh no. This was pure love.
After having let lust and desire guide them towards each other yesterday, they had both found a love so powerful it had made her briefly afraid. But when she saw that her brother felt the same way about her, that fear had vanished. Instead, Carrie had felt herself opening up to feelings and desires she had never felt possible.
Yesterday she had been a virgin wondering when she would find a boyfriend worthy of her flower, barely even aware that she had peculiar fantasies of her brother. Today, she felt like a confident lover, able to give overwhelming pleasure to the man she loved so deeply. As their tongues and lips merged and melded into one another in this heady kiss, Carrie stopped thinking and enjoyed the perfect moment.
A long while later, her lips raw and tender from so much kissing in the last 24 hours, Carrie gently pulled away from her brother's mouth and buried her face in his neck again. "Gods..." she whispered, breathless. "I could stay here until the universe dies of heat-death!"
Her brother, Ryan, giggled. He then said "I love you so much sis!"
"Shit! I love you too! And now I have to kiss you again!" she laughed before doing just that.
When she felt his cock twitching back to life inside her, she laughed through the kiss. "You're unstoppable!" she said.
"I know!"
"Ok... But I'm sore now, so do it fast!"
"Fast? Get on all fours my love!"
As soon as she did, she felt his thick cock parting her lips again. He began fucking her very hard and very fast for a while before slowing down just slightly. "What's up?" she asked, slightly puzzled.
"Fuck... I don't know if I can tell you this..." he said, breathing hard.
"What?" she asked, surprised. "You can tell me anything!"
"Your asshole... It's so damn beautiful!"
Carrie laughed before saying "Well, I can promise you this. One day, we'll be home, alone in the house, with a large bottle of lube and... yes, we'll try whatever you want... How's that?"
Grabbing her ass with both hands, her brother's intensity returned and he came five seconds later, probably staring at her asshole. He then fell upon her and they both went down on the hot sand. After a while, Ryan stopped panting and said, in a hoarse voice "You know you're perfect, right?"
"Of course I know!" she replied, grinning.
A minute or two later, Ryan pulled out of his sister's pussy and rolled on his back. His cock was now painfully sensitive after having fucked her so many times. He looked at her as she stood up and stretched after being sexually ravaged many times this morning. Staring as she cleaned the sand from her skin, he was still having trouble believing that this was real. "Are you sure I'm not dreaming?" he asked her.
Grinning, she replied "Well, if you are, don't stop!"
Despite the fact that he had kissed and licked just about every last inch of her body, Ryan was still mesmerized by her beauty. Her beautiful face, bright eyes and long thick hair would always, he thought, capture his attention and his heart. But in very close second place came her breasts. He had spent his adolescence watching them develop from afar, through tight t-shirts and under bikinis.
But now, as she stretched her arms above her head, he ogled them shamelessly. Still very young, still bursting with fresh life, they were arrogantly generous, stood proudly under the sun and his gaze. Because he had asked her, he knew that the bras she had brought on this trip were all 34 Es or Fs. It was just mindboggling to see such magnificent breasts. And thinking that he could caress and kiss them whenever he wanted? Remembering her saying to him, this very morning, that they were his... Ryan didn't know what to make of this.
Lower, below her smooth belly, Ryan looked at the thick triangle of hair above her pussy. The lips themselves, as well as her inner thighs, were perfectly shaven. But Carrie had kept a thick bush above them. Seeing that he was staring, she asked "Want me to shave it all? Or let it all grow back in?" She then laughed and added "Well, judging by your reaction, I'm guessing you'd like to see it bare, right?"
"Stop it!" Ryan replied, closing his eyes. "If my cock gets hard again it'll bleed!"
"Nonsense!" she replied. "If it gets hard again, I'll delicately take it in my mouth."
"Stop it!" Ryan replied, laughing.
Carrie ran to the small lake and swam around for a few minutes. Ryan joined her to clean himself before they both got out. After putting their swimsuits back on, they headed back to the cabin. As he followed her on the narrow path, Ryan stumbled a few times on the roots. He knew he shouldn't be staring at his sister's ass so damn much, but he couldn't help it.
Her ass looked delicious enough under her tight red bikini, but when she understood why he kept stumbling, the little minx pulled it upwards until the spandex vanished between her cheeks. Now just about nude, this amazing ass made the trek seriously dangerous for Ryan. He fell and hurt his knee twice, but didn't stop staring at her ass. He was fascinated by the fluid way her firm flesh moved like waves with each of her steps. One thigh pushed her buttock up only to gently release it as the leg was moved forward and the pattern shifted back and forth.
When she slipped her hands under it to straighten her bikini out, about a minute away from the cabin and their parents, Ryan whispered "Thanks, sis."
"Anytime, lover."
Hearing that word coming from her lips made Ryan's heart beat faster. Was this all real? Really? Had he really lovingly kissed and had he really passionately made love with his sister? His very own flesh and blood? Judging by the ache in his spent cock, it sure looked like it!
They spent the rest of the day with their parents. The cabin they were using was very remote, with no neighbors for miles. Ryan's dad jokingly commented that it would be perfect for a nudist family. Ryan chuckled at the thought, imagining Carrie walking around naked all the time. Gods! As he looked up, he saw his father glancing at Carrie's bikini cleavage. "Well, that's not surprising!" he thought, smiling.
But as he caught him staring at her body just like he was doing himself, Ryan began wondering if his father wasn't harboring incestuous thoughts. Maybe he really had imagined Carrie naked when he had made that nudist comment. When his dad stared at her cleavage for a good three seconds as she leaned over to grab the butter, Ryan snorted. When asked why, he hastily made something up.
A bit later, Ryan saw that his sister's nipples had become a lot more prominent and were now very visible under her bikini. Either she had felt a cool breeze or had had a naughty thought. But she didn't seem to realize it and for a long moment, father and son ogled those two pointed nipples hungrily. While part of him felt jealous seeing his father mentally undressing Carrie, Ryan was fully aware of the irony.
That irony was only strengthened when, about ten minutes later, he watched his mother coming out of the cabin wearing her own bikini. A white one. Risking a long ogle as his father and sister were still inside, Ryan grinned. "It's no wonder where Carrie got her curves!" he thought. She was very curvaceous, from her rounded thighs and generous hips all the way to her breasts and beautiful face. The tight bun on top of her hair, that revealed the curves of her shoulder and delicate neck, enhanced her beauty.
As she busied herself with something on the pic-nic table, Ryan enjoyed every minute of that delicious show. It had been a while since he had seen her wearing a bikini and it brought back many succulent memories.
Before Carrie fully developed into the drop dead gorgeous young woman she now was, Ryan's mother had been his favorite forbidden pleasure. Despite being much older than Carrie, his mom wasn't "old". Ryan knew that if Carrie wasn't filling every waking second of his life since yesterday, he would be all over his mom. As he watched her sit down, her heavy breasts bouncing in her old bikini, he realized that it wasn't as if he had to make a choice! Leaning back in his chair, hidden behind his sunglasses, he stared at his mom's reclined body.
Her body was clearly softer and the lines of her silhouette less crisp when compared to Carrie's twenty years younger body. But she was remarkably beautiful anyway. She had rather long legs, and even though her thighs were full and rounded, her lower legs were pretty fine, just as her feet were.
Between those lovely thighs and right below the soft and faint curves of her belly, Ryan looked at the protruding mound of sexual flesh hidden there. His mom's pussy was definitely generous and unmissable as she reclined on her back. The old white bikini hugged to those curves so tightly that Ryan could see the relief of her bush. And was that a trick of the light or... no, it really was a slight camel toe. Shit! He could see the outline of her lips!
Shaking his head, he moved his eyes higher. Even though her full breasts had fought a much longer battle against gravity, they were still remarkably sexy. And large. Maybe not as large as Carrie's, especially in this position, but pretty close. As he kept looking he saw the trace outline of her nipples and was pleased to see that they were still pretty high. Damn! It had been a while since he had ogled at his mom's breasts and they were still stunning! In fact, Ryan realized that he would be very happy if Carrie's breasts were as hot as their mom's in twenty years.
As his eyes kept roaming all over his mom's body, Ryan realized that he had unconsciously assumed that he would still be intimate with his sister in twenty years. Nothing could be less certain. Then again, as she smiled at him after getting out of the cabin, his heart told him that the chances were, in fact, pretty good. Part of him knew that it was impossible for him to know how their relationship would survive the test of time after barely 24 hours. But his beating heart was screaming another story!
Carrie smiled at her brother, her lover, before sitting down next to him with a book. She had no intention of actually reading it. All she wanted to do was sit next to him. His own answering smile melted her heart and she wondered if he felt the same way. She stopped wondering as soon as he removed his glasses and she could see eyes, sparkling as they were.
Their fingers intertwined for a moment and they both took a deep breath. After a long moment of enjoyable silence, Carrie saw her mom getting up and joining their father inside. Sighing, she then said "Think I'll look as good as she does at her age?"
"Gods! I hope!" her brother replied.
Laughing, Carrie said "So you did notice her body!"
"Of course! Just like dad noticed yours!" Ryan said.
"He did not!"
"Pfff. Our eyes practically had to wrestle each other to get front row of your cleavage when you reached for the butter earlier!" her brother said.
"You're crazy! I did that for you though!" she replied, smiling.
"Well thank you very much, but dad didn't miss a single nanosecond of that show!"
"Nonsense."
Carrie shook her head, but the conversation died down when both of their parents came out. For the rest of the afternoon, Carrie tried to figure out if her father was ogling her. And by the time they sat down for dinner, the answer was obvious. He very definitely was! She even caught him once! Their eyes met after he had stared at her pussy for a few seconds. They both looked away immediately and Carrie flushed to the roots of her hair.
She didn't know how she would have reacted 24 hours ago, before she had lost her virginity to her brother. She had always though her father was the perfect man, and had had sensuous feelings for him all through her teens. Nothing out of the ordinary, if her psychology classes were to be believed. But now, after catching him staring at her pussy... Damn! She sat next to Ryan at the pic-nic table and blushed again when she accidentally brushed her father's leg under the table. He blushed as well, something that surprised Carrie.
The evening was uneventful. Carrie disappeared into the bathroom for a long moment to take a shower. She also brought her razor and removed every last trace of any hair on her pussy. She was eager to see Ryan's reaction! A bit later the two siblings went to their room early, feigning sleepiness. But they were not sleepy at all. Young as they were, their sexual energy had simply had enough time to fully replenish.
Locking the door silently, they both snuggled into the same bed, naked as the day they were born. They hugged, kissed and caressed each other for a long while, barely talking. Soon they felt Ryan's hard cock between their bellies, but both felt like taking their time this night.
They heard their parents getting to their own room and soon the entire cabin was silent. Under the blankets, already starting to sweat, they clung to each other like lovers long separated. Their kisses began to slide lower and lower and Carrie stifled a moan when her brother's lips closed on one of her extended nipples. She then gasped when his fingers found her pussy.
At the same time, Ryan froze as he discovered the flawlessly shaven pussy. "Christ!" he whispered in surprise. "I wanna see!" But just as he was reaching for the lamp they both heard a moan. A definitely sexual and feminine moan coming through the wall. Their parents were also having sex! They both laughed in silence as they stayed really still, hoping to hear another one. And sure enough, about a minute later they heard another of their mother's moans. "Fuck!" Ryan said. "This is intensely sexy!"
"I know, right?" Carrie whispered while nibbling on his earlobe. "Wanna get closer?"
"Damn right I do!"
The two of them sneaked out of their room and ninja'd their way to the closed door. Without thinking about what she was actually doing, she knelt on the floor and tried to peer through the lock. This turned out to be useless because it was too dark inside. But all of a sudden Carrie realized that she had placed herself on all four, completely naked, right in front of her brother and his fully erect cock.
Carrie gasped when she felt his cock slipping against her lips. As intoxicating as that cock was, Carrie was also electrified by what she was hearing. This close, she could hear more than moans. In fact, leaning against the door, Carrie could hear them whispering! Her mind spinning because of her brother's teasing cock, Carrie nevertheless tried to focus on what her parents were saying.
Eventually she heard her mom saying "So, did you enjoy looking at Carrie's breasts in her bikini today?"
Her father replied "Shut up! I wasn't looking!" but he was laughing.
"Pfffff!" her mom replied. "Of course you were! The whole world is looking at her breasts! They're amazing! And in any case, I know you got en erection last night when we heard her moaning."
Carrie and Ryan froze when they heard that. Their parents had heard them? Looking up at Ryan, the two of them shared a look. Did they know they were having sex with one another? But no... If they did, they wouldn't have remained quiet about it all day long! They probably figured that she had been masturbating. Carrie turned her head towards the door again and listened again.
Whispering, her father eventually said "That was because of you!"
"Thank you for that, dear, but you don't have to be ashamed. Carrie is spectacularly beautiful. I can't imagine what Ryan must feel around her in that bikini!"
"Or," her father said. "What he must be feeling when he's looking at your own bikini. It is rather thin, not leaving much to the imagination, you know."
"Oh I know..." her mother giggled. "Do you mind if I get a little kick out of his not so subtle glances?"
"You know I don't!" their father replied.
At that moment, his mind flabbergasted by what she was hearing, Carrie felt Ryan pushing himself all the way into her pussy. From that moment on she stopped listening, flooded as she was with so much forbidden pleasure. Granted she didn't have much experience, but she couldn't imagine anything more wonderful than her brother's cock. Fuck! He was delicious! Remembering when she had taken it into her mouth last night and this morning, she shivered with pleasure.
In silence, he began fucking her. As thrilling as it was to fuck so close to their parents, Carrie turned her head around and pointed to their room. Ryan nodded and reluctantly pulled out of her. A minute later he was on his back in his bed and Carrie straddled him. As she impaled herself in cowgirl, a position which was quickly becoming her favorite, she stared into his eyes. "Ryan..." she whispered. "I love you, but I really feel naughty tonight. Would you let me live a fantasy?"
"Anything for you my love."
"Absolutely anything?"
"Yes. You gave me so much already, so much pleasure and love, that I'm willing to do anything for you." he breathed.
Carrie leaned down over him and kissed his ear. "Push hard into me and stay there." When he did, lifting her up slightly as he completely filled her pussy, Carrie moaned "Oh, daddy!" into his ear. "Fuck me daddy!"
"Christ!" Ryan said before stopping moving under her. For a moment Carrie feared that she had gone too far with this roleplay, but Ryan surprised her. "If we're going to do this, we're going to do it properly."
Slipping out from under her, her brother vanished in the darkness of the room for a moment. After a minute he walked back towards her. Carrie had no idea what he had in mind, but she soon caught on. "So baby... Not feeling so good tonight?" he said.
"No daddy... I think I have a fever." When she felt his hand on her forehead, Carrie abandoned herself to the roleplay entirely. "Daddy... Can you help me?"
"Sure baby," her daddy replied.
"I'm too hot with this blanket!" she said, pushing it away.
When her daddy opened a lamp, Carrie kept her eyes partially closed to help maintain the illusion. "Oh baby, I'm not really supposed to see you like this! I didn't know you were... well, that you were naked under that blanket!" her daddy said.



"I don't care daddy. Can you give me a massage?" she whispered plaintively.
When he began to caress and massage her neck and shoulders, Carrie felt incredibly excited. In the dim light and with her eyes partially closed, she could really believe that it was her father staring at her nude body. She felt her nipples engorging with blood, making them even bigger than they already were. She remembered her father staring at them during the day... But now, now there wasn't any bikini in the way. "Lower daddy... My chest hurts." she cried.
"I don't know baby... I'm not sure this is such a good idea..." her daddy mumbled.
"I don't care. I need your big hands!" she said, grabbing his hand and pulling it down directly over her breast.
Her daddy gasped and his hand reflexively closed on her breasts. Soon his other hand reached her other breast and Carrie groaned as her daddy was playing with her breasts. "Of daddy! Your hands feel wonderful! Of yes daddy, keep going!" Eyes closed now, Carrie was thrilled beyond words. The part of her mind that knew this was roleplay was now very quiet. She was breathing hard, almost seeing her father caressing her breasts. "Lower daddy... Go lower now..."
When he did, she felt his big, rough fingers sliding all the way down her belly until they brushed her hairless pussy. "I think I'm a naughty girl..." she whispered.
"I think so too." her daddy replied. "No hair down there?"
Gasping under his touch, Carrie said "No... I'm still a virgin daddy."
"A virgin with breasts like this? this is a crime!"
"Oh, I'm a bad girl now... I think I need to be punished!" she breathed.
All of a sudden she felt her daddy's fingers slipping lower into her glistening slit and one of them pushed its way as deep as it would go inside her pussy. Mouth wide opened in a silent scream, Carrie then took a breath and whispered "Oh daddy! I've been so naughty! Did you know I was flaunting my breasts this afternoon? Did you know I pulled my bikini bottom up so that you would see the shape of my pussy lips underneath?"
"Christ yes I did notice, damned wench!" her daddy growled.
As a second finger joined the first, the roleplay was overwhelming her. "Give me your huge cock daddy. Fill my mouth with it!"
Ryan was just about as excited as his sister was. When she turned sideways on the bed and wolfed down his cock, it was all he could do to stop from screaming his pleasure. Strangely enough the bit of jealousy he had felt earlier was gone. He was simply too happy to give his sister, his lover, all that pleasure. It was clear that she was utterly enjoying this. And so was he! Despite her lack of experience, her mouth felt magical around his cock. Even though she kept moaning daddy, he was the one receiving all that pleasure!
After a while he had another idea. "Turn around baby... I wanna fuck your tight little pussy. Mom's great, but nothing beats a young pussy!" Carrie giggled briefly at those words, but she did turn around. Ryan grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him until she was kneeling on the floor with her upper body against the bed. Kneeling behind her, he positioned himself and slapped his thick cock between her buttocks. High between her buttocks.
"Oooh daddy! You're naughty as well!"
"You have no idea!" he growled.
"Does mom let you fuck her ass?" she whispered.
"Damn right she does!" Ryan replied, his mind suddenly filled with crazy images. But he focused and said "Ready to take your daddy's cock inside your pussy, baby?"
"Gods yes! Take me daddy!"
When he pushed inside her, he saw Carrie grabbing fistfuls of the blankets and even biting the pillow. "Fuck!" she cried suddenly. "I'm already climaxing! Oh Gods Ryan... I wanna scream 'Yes daddy!' so loudly right now!" She was gasping by then and Ryan stared and marvelled at the incredibly beautiful sight before him.
He laughed and replied "Well, if you do, our lives would change quite a lot!"
She laughed with him as her climax peaked and waned. Miraculously, he was able not to climax with her. In a deep and dark part of himself, Ryan was hoping that—
"Your turn now..." Carrie said in a luscious whisper. "What do you want mom to do, sweet brother?" She had known what he had wanted and was willing to... Ryan took a deep breath and, incongruously in this utterly obscene and lewd moment, felt a rush of love for his sister.
"What if she caught me masturbating?"
"Perfect!" his sister replied.
After that she silently went out of their room before closing the door. Two minutes later, while Ryan was on his back and masturbating slowly, she came back in. He had been puzzled by the long wait but instantly understood why. His sister was now wearing his mother's bikini. And while they were similarly built, Carrie had slightly bigger breasts and they overflowed from a top that was past its prime elastic days. It was utterly erotic. Especially since, in the dim light, she really looked like their mom. The fact that she had tied her hair in the same exact bun his mother had had earlier clinched the deal.
Without knowing that he was doing what Carrie had been doing earlier, Ryan squinted his eyes and abandoned himself to the fantasy.
"Oh dear!" his mom exclaimed in a slurred voice, as if she was drunk. "Oh no Ryan... I'm so sorry!" she stammered, moving around, not knowing where to look.
"Mom!" he whispered. "You could have knocked!"
"I thought I was going into our room! I'm sorry!" Then, glancing at his cock, she added "Oh my! That's... that's an amazing... oh damn, I can't be saying this!"
"Say it mom... Look at it and say it!" Ryan said, his heart racing.
Taking a deep breath, his mom looked at his cock and Ryan could see the lust on her face. "My dear son... That is an amazing cock! You're certainly your father's son!" she breathed.
"Mom..." Ryan gasped, grabbing his cock once again. "It's hard for you!"
"Oh no! Don't say things like that! I'm your mother!" she whispered.
"Come here mom..."
And she did. Still masturbating slowly, Ryan looked up and the curvaceous body of his mother and said "I saw you looking at my cock today..."
"Just like you were looking at my breasts!" his mom replied. "Naughty boy!"
"And you pussy too. I loved the way it bulged out from beneath your bikini... And like it's doing now."
"Shit!" she whispered, standing with her legs touching the bed. So very close to him. "We can't be talking like this my son..."
"Why not mom? Carrie's fucking dad in the next room!"
"What? You're crazy!" she said before sitting down next to him. She then placed her hand on his naked thigh.
"Touch it mom... I want you to. And you want to as well. Look at your nipples!" Ryan said, his blood rushing through his veins.
He reached up to pull the bikini top down but his mom swatted his hand away. The next time he did it, he grabbed it harder and pulled down, revealing one large breast. "Fuck mom... If I had know your breasts we still so damned perky..."
His mom sighed. "Ryan, do you remember when you breastfed?"
"Shit!" he moaned before lifting himself up and closing his mouth around the big nipple.
As soon as he did, his mom moaned and she grabbed his cock. As he feasted on the breasts he had fantasized about all his life, he felt the delicate fingers of his mother pumping his turgid cock. After a few minutes of this heady combination, Ryan knew he was about to climax all over his mom's hand. And that wasn't enough. This was probably his only chance to fuck her, drunk as she was.
He sat up and climbed out of the bed. Pushing his mom back and lifting her legs up in the process, he grabbed her bikini bottom and pulled it down. Before his mom could protest, he dove in between her soft thighs and clamped his opened mouth over her pussy. Over the pussy that had birthed him. It tasted wonderful. Ryan felt himself trembling as he licked and sucked and pushed his tongue all over the place. "Slow down my son... Enjoy my pussy, you have all the time in the world." And so he did, obeying his sweet mother.
Ryan completely forgot that he was actually eating his sister's pussy. His mind was 100% into this roleplay and buried between those two soft thighs, he was truly eating his mother's pussy. He pushed his tongue between her outer and inner lips, then moved outwards to taste the delicate fold of skin between her thigh and her pussy, before moving back to her clit and feeling his mother twitching under his tongue until he finally pushed his tongue deep inside her hole, the tart but still delicious hole from whence he had come.
Coming up for air after a particularly long dive, Ryan said "Mom, can I fuck you?"
"Oh, Ryan, you really shouldn't. We shouldn't even be— Fuck!" she cried when he penetrated her despite her resistance.
She was drenched, aroused beyond belief, and her pussy parted before his cock as if it belonged in there. As if his mother's pussy was his pussy, his possession. "Oh mom... Oh damn mom! Your pussy's so sweet! So deep! Christ!"
"Oh yes my son, darling Ryan... Spread my lips apart, push deeper still. Oh Gods dad can't go this fucking deep!"
Carrie, even though she was overwhelmed with pleasure, had to bite her arm to prevent from laughing. Ryan was so into this roleplay, it was uncanny! Maybe she had been the same earlier? Hearing him moan when she said that he had a bigger cock than dad was hilarious. Yet she was so happy to be able to return the favor! She was still reeling with pleasure from her fake fuck with her dad earlier. Damn it had felt good, feeling her pussy clamp around that thick cock! Carrie wickedly wondered if her dad had a bigger cock than Ryan.
But for now, she kept playing the game even though it was clear that Ryan was racing for his climax already. "Place your thumb on my clit, dear boy... Mommy wants to climax with you!"
"Fuck mom!" Ryan gasped. "You want my sperm inside you?"
"Damn! Of course I do! My sweet boy's sperm inside his mom's pussy?" Carrie whispered. "I want nothing else!"
"Can I kiss you mom?" he asked.
"Come here baby, come and kiss mommy..."
Roleplay or not, regardless of what was going on in Ryan's head, the kiss he gave Carrie made her head spin. And with his thumb trapped between their bodies right over her clit, she felt her own pleasure cresting as well. Breaking the kiss, Ryan moaned "Mom!" as he came. When Carrie felt his sperm filling her pussy, she wrapped her arms around him and pulled him tight. Biting his shoulder, she controlled her cries and climaxed in what she hoped was silence.
Ryan jerked and twitched and spasmed a long time inside her and when her own pleasure began to fade, she heard a few moans coming from their parents' room. The four of them had fucking climaxed at the same time! What were the chances! "I love you Carrie..." Ryan whispered into her ear.
"I love you so damn much Ryan..." she replied. "Looks like you're just as crazy as I am!" she laughed. "Do you realize what we just did?"
"What? Roleplay our parents to fuck them?"
"Yeah!"
"Well, have you forgotten that we're brother and sister?"
And for a brief moment, she indeed had. Laughing, she hugged him hard again, feeling his still hard cock inside her. "Do you know that if you keep saying 'I love you' into my ear and keep rubbing my clit with your pelvic bone like this, that I might cum again?" Ryan grunted and pressed harder against her clit. Into her ear, he told her that he loved her, invented countless pet names, hugged her right back tightly into his arms until, in fact, Carrie climaxed again.
She had no idea what the future held for them, how this amazing love would handle the real world back home. But before that day would come, she had every intention of capitalizing on the remaining days here. If there was one thing she knew would happen in the future, it was that she would once again wear her thin dress without panties in the car... Grinning, she savored the last few moments of her climax, holding on dearly to the brother she loved more than the world.
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"At least you have to agree with me: everybody should be a feminist!" said my sociology colleague.
"No, I don't think so" I replied, sitting at my desk and looking at her with a small smile on my lips.
Heather, my colleague, sighed. "You know as well as I do that the goal of feminism isn't to give women more power than men. All feminists want is a world in which gender isn't a factor influencing the amount of power a person has. Feminism wants equality, no more, no less." Heather was now slightly flushed. She was taken completely by surprise by my position, and was gesticulating as she talked. I love taking people by surprise, and was enjoying the moment intensely.
"I do know that." I said. "But you're confusing two things here: feminism and feminists." I paused, taking a sip of my tea, trying to hide my grin. I knew I was going to win this and I could see in her eyes that she knew I had something up my sleeve.
Taking a deep breath, I tried to ignore the fact that she was stunningly beautiful. Her flushed skin only enhanced her beauty. I said "Look, it's the same issue with communism. Who doesn't want a political and social system in which everybody has equal rights and in which inequalities in circumstances from birth are balanced out by the system? Then again, look at how actual communist individuals have acted and communist states have turned out... There's a big difference between an idea, feminism or communism, and the people that try to make that idea a reality, feminists and communists. And so, while everybody should believe in feminism, not everybody should follow the feminists."
Heather remained expressionless as I stopped talking, but as I saw her slowly sitting back against her chair, I smiled, knowing I had won. She stared at the window for a few moments and I could see that she was furiously trying to find a way out of my argument. I could also see the shape of her breasts under her shirt, her superb breasts as they rose and fell with her deep breaths. I forced my eyes shut momentarily, not wanting to risk being distracted, and looked elsewhere.
Then Heather shifted on her chair, pushing her very generous breasts outwards, and my eyes darted back. I was 99% convinced that she was not, in fact, doing it on purpose. She was after all a hardcore feminist and would never try to use her physical gifts like this. Even though it was obvious that she had large and remarkable breasts, she never dressed to show them off. Even for cocktail parties here at college.
Looking back at her face, it was clear that she couldn't counter my argument. There was a very small fallacy in my last sentence, but she had missed it. Instead of leaving her stew like this for too long, I decided to let her off the hook and said "In any case, we've strayed from our initial question: is feminism, despite all its strengths, guilty of stifling romantic relationships, especially the early courting phase?"
Heather looked at me, a faint smile on her lips. She knew I had won, but saw that I was gracious enough to move on. "I still don't think so Jeremy. I know you think that it somehow shuns basic male instincts and forces men into weaker stances. I don't agree. In fact, I think that what you've called a weaker stance is only a stance that makes men focus on less vulgar aspects of women."
"Less vulgar?" I laughed. "Physical beauty isn't vulgar! There isn't a single part of the human body that is vulgar in itself, you know that!"
"Of course I do! But some cultures will make it so, and ours isn't an exception. So if men are allowed to comment on the big three, breasts, asses and genitalia, it will necessarily reinforce the poisonous idea that women are objects of desire."
I grinned. "Oh... you and the black & white arguments! Be careful Heather. First, it will not necessarily reinforce that notion. I will grant you that it could, it does for many men, but not always. Also, what if I compliment a woman's wit, creativity, intelligence, humour, or confidence?"
"Well, that's all very good!" she replied. I didn't know if she realized that they were all bright aspects of her own personality.
"Ok, then what if I find those traits highly desirable? What if I'm really turned on by intelligent and confident women? Wouldn't that also strengthen the idea that women are objects of desire?" Heather paused, a small smile on her lips. Before she could reply, I added "If you were single and a man courted you by complimenting these aspects of your personality, would you feel objectified?"
"No. Of course not."
"Even if that man found these qualities very desirable?" She just shook her head. "Now, what if a man courted you by complimenting your physical beauty?"
"Nah, that wouldn't work. I'm not just a slab of meat to be looked at and eaten!"
We both laughed at her accidental double entendre, but as I did an image quickly flashed in my head: Heather was sprawled on my desk, naked, and my face was buried between her legs, voraciously devouring her pussy. Before that image could unbalance me, I said "Isn't that just because you place your spirit above your body?"
"Of course! I was born with that body, but I cultivated that mind!"
"Yes, of course. Although I do see you at the gym often enough, and I know you eat very well, are careful to maintain a healthy diet. Also," I kept going, not letting her enough time to reply "I know of another system of belief that also decrees that the body is mere chaff while the spirit is the only thing that matters: the catholic church!"
Heather laughed "Ha! So that's why you used the word 'spirit' earlier... And I guess you used the catholic church because they're anti-women?" she laughed again as I nodded. "Well played, dear philosopher, well played. Nevertheless, in most cultures including our own, it's always demeaning to compliment a woman's body, however well intentioned the suitor, man or woman, may be."
"How do you know?" I asked.
"What?"
"I mean, I know you firmly believe that and that many men are actually very demeaning if not offensive and vulgar when complimenting a woman's body. But are you sure that it's always the case?"
"Oh damn, I said 'always', didn't I?" she smiled. "Actually I do mean it."
"Every time?"
"Near enough as to not make a difference."
"So you're convinced that all the men who compliment your body are treating you like an object and wanted nothing more than sex?"
"Oh yes. And you're not going to change my mind on that, mister."
When I paused, staring at her, Heather's head turned slightly. She knew I had something in mind and was curious. She let the silence hang a while longer, waiting for me to talk. It was a very peculiar silence, during which we stared at each other, small smiles all around. Finally I said "I propose an experiment. A socio-psychology experiment. Are you up for it?"
"I'm intrigued." she said cautiously. "What do you have in mind?"
"I'll grant you the fact that most men that compliment women on their bodies are in fact demeaning and contribute to the problematic issue of sexual objectification."
"Thank you." Heather said, still unsure of where I was going.
"Then again, it's not always the case."
"How do you intend on proving that? Want to recruit hundreds of students and try it out?"
"Not at all. Disproving an 'always' is a lot easier than that. All I need is one exception." As I finished, I realized that I was getting more and more nervous. My idea was a good one, and would be a lot of fun if she accepted, but it was still very unconventional.
"Find one girl who likes being told she's pretty? Pfff!" Heather laughed. "That won't prove anything Jeremy! Girls can be the victims of our culture in more ways than one, and being convinced that these compliments are important is one example of it."
"Ok then," I said, "what if I find a woman who is in fact convinced of the opposite? What if I can convince an intelligent feminist?"
"Convince such a feminist that compliments on physical attributes isn't objectifying?"
"Yep."
Heather looked outside again, thinking about my proposition. As she did, I added "Tell you what, I'll even go further. I'll also convince her that such compliments are a healthy part of courtship."
She looked at me, her eyes narrowing thoughtfully. "Well I see one problem with your experiment. I think you could convince the desert that it's a sea."
I laughed. "What?"
"You're a very good debater! I wouldn't put it past you!" she laughed with me.
"Ok then, no arguments. No rhetoric either."
Heather frowned, trying to find what she had missed. "What are you going to do, then?"
"I told you! An experiment!" I grinned.
"On one woman?" she asked.
"Yes."
"And that woman would be me, I guess?" she said, a smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. Heather and I disagreed on many thing, but she was clever.
"If you want, yes."
"What's the experiment?"
I took a deep breath and sat straighter in my chair. I took another sip of my tea and looked at her. I tried to gage the silence, and her expression as I made her wait a few moments. As I started talking, I wasn't sure if she would be up for it. "For one month, you'll allow me to make you all sorts of compliments. All sorts. In private of course. Now I know you have a boyfriend and in no way is this an attempt at a real seduction. But for the next four weeks, you'll let me make you the types of compliments that are now socially unacceptable. And you can end the experiment at any time."
"What? Are you serious?" Heather was clearly taken by surprise. "But that won't work at all!" she laughed. "While I'll be aware that this is just for the experiment, all it will achieve is that I'll try to avoid you, or else start to actually believe you're a pig!"
"I'll take that risk." I paused. "Are you in?"
Heather laughed. "Oh my gods! Lucky for you that philosophers don't need to get funding to do experiments, otherwise you'd lose your job!" She was looking at me, shaking her head slowly. "You're on! But if ever I start to believe that you're actually a misogynist pig, I'll end this."
"Deal!" I replied, smiling. "So no deep conversations between us about this until next month, no debates online either. I'm not going to try and convince you with arguments."
"Alright." she said, getting up. As she walked towards the door, I stared at her legs and waited a fraction of a second before looking up when she turned around. She didn't seem to notice anything. "You've got four weeks mister. Good," she paused, looking left and right in the corridor to make sure nobody was around, then finished by whispering "fucking luck!". I heard her laughing in the corridor as she walked away.
Sitting back at my desk, Heather's beautiful and grinning face still in my mind, I knew I had to make a plan. I'd known Heather for about ten years now, after having met while we were both students in another college. Nothing had ever happened between us, not even determined flirting from my part. Younger she had already been stunningly beautiful and now that she was older, her beauty had grown even more.
I know that most women didn't like to be called mature, especially not when it came to their looks. And Heather was not mature in the conventional sense of the word, being in her mid thirties like me. In fact, we were pretty much the youngest among our colleagues here. But while I remembered Heather's body from our college days as being remarkable, she had now physically matured in the sense that her body had ripened. Some girls reach their physical beauty peak at eighteen, some even younger.
Heather was not one of those girls. She was now in full bloom, a ravishing combination of a solid core and generous curves. I did see her at the gym often enough, and knew what she was capable of both on the elliptical and in the weight room. Yet despite this strength, her breasts, hips and thighs were powerful in another way. Even her belly had a nice smooth curve despite her sit-ups. Like most men I loved Gal Gadot, but when I see Heather at the gym, she looks the living embodiment of what Wonder Woman should look like. She usually kept her long dark hair in a sever bun when at work, but I had seen them loose a few times in the past. Finally, while all this would certainly make most men turn around to watch her walk by, her pale green eyes would make their breath catch in their throat.
Heather had never had trouble finding boyfriends, but those boyfriends had been the source of a longstanding running gag between me and a couple of friends. Heather, systematically, chose weak men. She clearly had to be the dominating partner. I'm pretty sure the men in her life didn't mind. Heck, I don't think I would either! And her current boyfriend, with which she'd been for more than a year now, wasn't an exception. I've met him three times now, once during a dinner at Heather's place. Nice guy, sweet and quite handsome, but not the type to ever challenge her on intellectual grounds. In fact, he was the typical athletic type, spending more time in the gym than reading.
Finding compliments for her would not be hard, but I had to devise a plan to make sure I didn't spook her or go too far too fast. I was pretty sure my plan was going to work. Not because I was confident in my ability to seduce, but because I knew her very well. Some feminists truly believed, to their core, that a woman's body should only serve basic biological functions and nothing more. But even though Heather dressed very conservatively, both in and out of our workplace, I had seen her looking at herself at the gym. Just as I had seen her adjusting her skirt's hem or neckline, the first one upwards and the other downwards, when she thought nobody was looking at her.
I didn't doubt her convictions about the deep issues on women's rights in our culture. Nor did I doubt the fact that she was honest and authentic when she took part and even organized demonstrations about it. I simply thought, like I believed myself, that Heather didn't really believe that being a feminist automatically meant that a woman's body could never be a source of pride, or play a role in romantic courting. In my mind, any philosophy that forced you to repress or stifle an integral part of yourself was automatically suspect. Not wrong, necessarily, but suspect. And I believed, I hoped, that Heather felt the same way.
During the week following our conversation, I didn't say anything out of the ordinary. I could see that she was on guard, watching me, her radar on full alert for anything remotely inappropriate. I was very careful not to trigger that alarm. Instead, I took every opportunity I could to change how I moved around her. I consciously stood a few inches closer than I was used to, made sure to orient my body towards her when we talked in a group, sat closer to her, placed my knee very close to hers so that she would accidentally touch me when she moved, and so on.
Heather was the treasurer in our union, and sat at the front table during our reunions. Usually when I needed to talk to her, I squatted down next to her chair, but this week I decided to sit on the desk. This change altered the dynamic of the encounter only slightly, but that's what I wanted for this first week. The only more overt move I made was a wink at the end of that union meeting.
As I was leaving she turned her head to look at me, and I winked at her as I smiled. Had I been sitting in the class and winked at her for no reason, that would have been a bit more obvious than I wanted to this week. But doing it while I was leaving, not letting her react before I was gone, was probably OK. Before turning at the end of the corridor, I looked back to see if she had come out of the room to look at me. She had not. I grinned as I headed up the stairs to my office.
The next Monday, I decided to step my game up. Once more I realized that I was more nervous than I would have thought. As I had said to her, this was not a genuine seduction attempt, but then again it certainly felt like it. And I couldn't deny that had she been single, I would have been a lot more nervous. Heather's beauty and body had fascinated me since the moment I met her, but as the years went by and luck placed us both in the same college, I discovered that my feelings ran deeper than her skin. Or her mind. Sure I enjoyed looking at her and fantasizing about her, and I genuinely enjoyed debating with her. But in the past couple of years I've had to come to terms with the fact that I wanted even more.
So as I walked towards her office just to say hello, and probably something else, I was acutely aware that my heart was beating fast. I hoped that my face wasn't turning red! In my mind I was picturing her sitting at her desk and was trying to find a subtle compliment about her breasts that would not be too heavy handed. However, when I stopped in the doorway, Heather was bent forward, her ass towards me, clad only with a relatively short skirt. I barely noticed that she was looking for something in a big box on the floor.
Heather heard me though, and she turned around quickly, aware of her embarrassing pose. "Oh, thanks god it's you and not the student I was expecting!" she said breathlessly.
"Heather... You make this experiment too easy..." I replied as she was laughing.
Her expression changed rapidly. "Really? You're actually going to comment on this?"
"Why not? I think I've just seen more of your legs than during the ten previous years!"
Heather placed her fists on her desk and looked at me with a semi-serious expression. "Is that why you came here? To talk about my legs? Was this planned out?"
"Nope... I was not expecting to see them... to see you in such a..." I grinned. "But now that we are talking about them," I said, walking closer to her desk, "you do have remarkable legs, Heather."
"Hmmm. Is that it? You think that compliments like this will make me change my mind?"
"Baby steps, my friend, baby steps. I still have three weeks left."
I winked at her as I left, staying around just long enough to see her smile. I knew I hadn't won anything. If I had made such an overt compliment outside of this special experiment, it wouldn't have turned out so easy. Ten seconds after leaving her, I turned around and walked back towards her office and peeked inside. I was hoping that Heather would be searching through her box again, but instead she was sitting in her chair with a book in her lap. Her legs were crossed, and she had thrown her shoes off. Seeing her partly sideways, I had the perfect viewpoint. "Really... Way too easy." She remained silent as she looked at me, and I looked at her legs for a whole second before looking back into her eyes. I made a slight growling sound in my throat, smiled and left again.
One second isn't a whole lot of time, but when you're looking at a woman, then deliberately stare at her legs and look back into her eyes... I growled again as I walked away. Heather's legs were pretty nice, but they were not, by far her best assets. She was curvier than the current waif-like standards, but I was one of the males that still like generous breasts, asses and thighs. Heather wasn't fat at all, probably not even overweight. But she was certainly curvy.
Back at my office, I saw that I had a voicemail. It was Heather, and she asked "Jeremy... I'll ask again. Do you really believe that this will work? You do not strike me as the type of man who likes to waste his time. I'm still trying to find out if this is just an elaborate setup to let you express your inner brute, or if you're actually convinced that this might work. Good luck, I'm eager to see what you'll come up with next..." Interesting... She's eager! I laughed at myself: I knew she wasn't eager in that sense of the word, but still, she did take the time to send that message.



The rest of the week went by as planned, with more compliments on her looks, her hair, her clothes and even some riskier compliments on her curves. Always subtle, but there were three times when I briefly wondered if she would react badly. She never did. Before leaving for my house on Friday, I decided to see if luck was on my side. The building was pretty much empty, but I was sure she was still working. Before even reaching her corridor, I found myself walking behind her. She hadn't seen me come from the hallway and when I turned to follow her I was about two yards behind her. She was wearing jeans today, very tight jeans. Damn her ass was nice.
I followed her for a minute, and she was so absorbed by whatever she was reading on her tablet that she didn't notice me at all. I was lewdly staring at her ass as each of her buttocks lifted and fell with her steps, as they bounced up and swayed left to right following her gait. I felt like growling again, but instead I walked closer to her. Much closer. Before she could turn around I whispered "Heather... I could follow you all day long with those jeans."
Heather jumped in surprised, but instead of stopping and turning to face me, she looked around and kept walking. "Oh really? Good to know. It just so happens that I need help to carry many books from the library."
I grinned behind her, pleased to see that she was playing the game. Looking at her ass, I couldn't help but notice that her gait had changed. If anything her hips and ass were swaying even more than earlier. Softly, I said "Damn..."
"Is that a yes?" she asked, still not turning around. "Are you going to growl again?"
I managed not to laugh out loud at her teasing.   As I was trying to figure out what to say, I saw that she was heading for the stairs. The very long marble stairs. It was one of the two good ways to get to the library, if the slightly longer one. Had she chosen that way on purpose? As she reached the stairs and started to climb, her ass moved upwards until my face was maybe two feet away from it. It was now obvious that she was teasing me, walking slowly and emphasizing her movements. Clearing my throat, I said "If you need help, I'm up for it."
"What? Already up?"
Did she just make a reference to my cock? I looked up, trying to catch her eyes, but she kept staring straight ahead. I tried something new and said "Yep."
No reply. She just kept walking up the stairs, allowing me to follow her closely. And to stare at her ass. Once she reached the top of the stairs, she said "Again, good to know as well."
As I reached the top a few moments after her, she looked at me with a grin and invited me to walk beside her. As I joined her, she said "Too much of a good thing..."
"Yeah... We can have too much of a good thing, but I'm not sure about great things."
Heather snorted and laughed, all the while shaking her head. "I'm sure that if we weren't in your experiment, this would be considered harassment."
"Oh, I know, but I also think that it's a big part of what's wrong with our ethics. Do you realize that what's nothing more than a compliment is now regarded as harassment?"
"Shhh!" she shushed me, her finger on her lips. "You said no arguments! If I want to stand a chance to win this, you can't try to convince me!"
I grinned. "Hmmm... Stand a chance to win?"
"Oh crap!" Heather placed her hand on her forehead. "You see? You see what you can make me say? See the effects your words can have?" she asked.
"Well, do you see the effect your little dance up the stairs can have on me?"
"What dance? What effect?"
And for the briefest of moments, probably remembering her earlier innuendo about my erection, Heather glanced at my pants. "Argh! You're crazy!" she said, laughing. "I'm sorry..."
"Sorry about what?" I asked.
"Sorry for looking at... Oh fuck!" she laughed again.
I could see that she was now flustered, her face flushed, but she was also laughing. "Oh come on Heather! I just spent the last few minutes staring at your ass!"
To my surprise, she slapped my chest. "Stop it Jeremy! Don't say it out loud?"
"Say what?" I asked, looking around to make sure that we were still alone in the corridor. "That you have an incredibly sexy ass?"
Another slap on my chest, and Heather was laughing even harder. "Oh now you've made me self-conscious!"
"Just now? Even though you let me stare at it and danced your way up the stairs with me right behind you?"
"Oh gods!" Heather said, still smiling. "Can we change the subject, can we stop talking about my ass? Is it hot in here?"
Grinning, I replied "Not really. But careful, if you do get too hot, you'll have to remove that vest of yours..."
"Pfff! Dream on, Jer, dream on!"
I just kept grinning, and didn't say anything. Heather hadn't called me Jer since the days that we were both students! After a while, and just as we were arriving at the library, I asked if she was looking for the same book from this morning. She was, and from what I could gather we were going to spend the entire evening rummaging through old boxes in the library's attic. I'd never been there, being more interested in more recent philosophers than ancient ones, but apparently Heather loved to wander in the library's attic from time to time.
The library was a huge vaulted ceiling affair, and had been a chapel at some point in the distant past. To get to the attic, we first had to climb up to a small section of the library, what used to be a dais, that was now unofficially reserved for professors. This raised dais offered some privacy, and allowed the professors to better appreciate the beauty of the library's architecture. Right now I didn't care about the architecture's beauty. I was too focused on Heather's beauty, especially when she smiled. It was very small, with maybe six or seven chairs around, and was ten feet higher than the floor.
Above the dais was the attic, which spanned no more than a fifth of the library's length. From here there was an old step ladder all the way up to the attic. Even though she was wearing jeans, she invited me to go up the ladder first. When I asked her what had happened to chivalry and ladies' first, she shook her head and told me to go up.
We ended up spending six hours there together, leaving the library at eleven o'clock. We both had a really nice time. A great time, actually. I teased her a few times about her body and her beauty, and I allowed myself a few very long stares where it's normally impolite to stare, but overall we just spent time together talking, reading and laughing. She didn't really need me up there, but we never mentioned it.
Through a few cracks we could see down to the library's main floor, and we watched a few students go about their business completely unawares that they were being watched. "I'm sure we could catch something spicy between two students if we remained here long enough..." Heather had said. I looked at her, as she watched them, and thought that if we kept this game long enough, something spicy could happen up here as well.
I spent a peculiar weekend. Part of me wanted to forget about the feelings I had for her, and another part wanted nothing more than to confront them, to deal with them head on. I opted for the latter, and as I went to bed Sunday night, my head knew what it wanted, but my heart was in turmoil: I wanted Heather, really wanted her, from head to toe, inside and out, mind and heart. Yet while we've had a great time Friday night, it was mainly because of our experiment. I was now very ambivalent about this experiment. One moment I wanted to stop everything, because I now had a different goal in mind. I wanted to seduce her. Truly. Yet that wasn't our deal, and Heather wasn't single. Then the next moment I felt incredibly happy and lucky to be able to tell her all these compliments.
I'm sure our psych colleagues would have loved to interpret my dreams that night, but alas I couldn't remember a single one as I got up Monday morning. Only one thing was certain though: the game was still on. The experiment, that is. I grinned my way through a busy morning with many students requiring my attention. A few asked why I seemed so happy, but I couldn't very well answer, could I?
After lunch, as I was talking with one of my philosophy colleagues, Heather popped by. I had my back to the door when she knocked, and so couldn't see the expression on her face. When I turned around, she had seen Johan with me and had a neutral expression. Despite that indeterminate expression, her clothing told another story. At first glance she was dressed conservatively, as she always did, but her skirt was probably her shortest, and her top was probably the tightest she had ever worn here. The combination was remarkable.
With Johan behind me, I risked a long look up and down from her head to her feet and back up slowly. Heather's eyes were waiting for mine when I was done, but she still kept her expression neutral.
"Would you mind coming to my office when you have a few minutes today?" she asked.
"Sure thing. I'll be along shortly."
She nodded to me and Johan and left. He gave me a sly look and smiled before bringing my attention back to his theory: Johan, like me, was fully aware that Heather was remarkably beautiful. I tried my best to focus my attention, and I don't think Johan suspected anything untoward. When I arrived at Heather's office a few minutes after Johan left, she was sitting at her desk, reading an old book she had found last Friday. Her breasts were fully resting on the desktop, enhancing their size. I closed the door behind me and we stared at each other for a long moment. After she began smiling, I stole a few glances at her breasts. Looking down, she said "You like them?"
"What?"
"The books? You like them?" she was grinning, looking at the books on the desk and fully aware that her little game had worked on me.
"Of course. They're stunning. Most of them very large, bountiful, in fact. Younger books don't tend to have such stunning proportions." I said, trying to hold my smile back.
"Indeed! Wanna touch them?" Heather was also half-smiling. "Grab the one you prefer... I've had my hands all over them all weekend in any case. Can you picture me licking my finger and caressing their pale white pages with care? They're delicate you know... It's not because they're big that they don't deserve special attention. How long has it been since you played with such books? I really like it! The bigger the better! I just love rubbing my hands all over such big and magnificent books!"
I stood there, simply trying to keep breathing normally. Heather was staring right at me, her half-smile still lingering on her luscious lips. "What's wrong?" she asked, a feigned expression of concern on her face. After a few moments, she smiled softly and whispered, even though we were alone "Did you really think that your experiment was only one way, my dear? When you open a door, something new can come in, but something else can also come out." I was still rooted in place, unable to move or talk. Inside, though, I was burning up. I felt a deep hunger, a raging fire that threatened to overwhelm me.
When I did take a step towards her desk, she was startled. Not by my step, but because she could sense something of what I was feeling. And I could see that she was not really afraid. She took a deep breath and opened her mouth very slightly. I stopped myself, and soon saw that she was flushing, her skin turning rosier by the second.
"You are..." I growled, then stopped myself. "You are stunningly beautiful and so, so much more sensuous than I knew. It's a shame that men can't compliment your beauty like you deserve."
Heather stared at me, and I could see that she was breathing slightly faster now. She stood up slowly, standing straight, and said "Well, it seems that some men do find ways to do just that. Wouldn't you agree?"
I smiled, still staring into her eyes, and finally nodded. I wished her a good day and left her office. When I sat down in mine a few minutes later, the door closed and locked, I sighed quite a few times. The experiment was still on, in a way, but it was also, somehow, a contest now. Shit! For the remainder of our third week, I went into compliment overload, some of them a lot more explicit now, as well as a few growls as I passed near her, and I even whistled at her once. She stopped dead and turned around with an angry look. When she saw that it was me, she smiled and shook her head. She said "Pig!" loud enough that I could hear it before turning away.
Heather and I were both the heads of our departments this year and so had to attend a few extra meetings together. So on Thursday morning we sat and waited as the dean was very late. Most people at the table either talked to typed on their computers, but Heather and I just kept looking at each other. On impulse, I walked around the table and stood behind her. Leaning forward, I whispered in her ear: "You do know that you're the most beautiful woman here, right? The sexiest as well. All the men here are stealing glances at your cleavage, and all the women are jealous. Oh, I gotta say that I really love your cleavage today. Is that a new bra? It looks amazing! When I get back to my seat, I'll give you a thumbs up if your face is red, alright?"
She tried to grab my hand as I left, but I pulled away without looking back. Back in my place, I looked at her and saw that she was, indeed, completely flushed. When I gave her the promised thumbs up, she began laughing, then covered her mouth with her hand. The dean finally arrived, and we suffered through a two hour meeting. Afterwards, I saw that Heather was in a rather intense discussion with two other colleagues from her department. Trying my best not to be noticed, I walked behind her and waited for the right moment when her two friends talked to each other. I leaned in and whispered "I really love that top by the way. I really enhances your curves. If it were me, I'd unbutton one extra button though..."
And I left. Without looking back. Heather had won the first round this week with her books-breasts analogy, but I was confident I had won the rest of the way so far. My confidence faded, though, when she later came to my office with that button undone. And an extra one as well. She had closed the door behind her and brought one of the documents we'd had to read during the meeting. She leaned over my desk, making her breasts almost fall out of her unbuttoned top. Heck, I could even see the top of her bra, which was bright red and very fine. My eyes kept shifting from the document to her magnanimous cleavage, as the swell of each of her breasts was overflowing, and I could see deeply between them.
Heather was all business, underlining many passages in the text and forcing me to focus there as if nothing was out of the ordinary. I was fighting on many fronts at the same time: first, I was trying to listen to what she was saying as I stared at her breasts, second I was trying to think of something to say to put her back on the defensive, and third I was also fighting an erection which was becoming ever more painful with each passing second. And I couldn't think of anything to say or do to get out of this situation!
Not that I minded the breasts, but damn it, I wanted to push back! Eventually, Heather said "I can see that your mind isn't focused right now... I can come back later if you want." As she straightened up, she looked down and feigned surprise at her exposed cleavage. "Oops! How did that happen? I'm very sorry... Let me fix this right now before anybody else sees me in such a embarrassing situation."
As she was talking her bullshit, smiling, she was redoing the two buttons on her shirt, but she was also using this as an excuse to move and push her breasts around in the process. At one point I was sure that her left breast would spill out of her bra. It didn't, but it was probably a very close thing. "Don't forget the extra union meeting Monday. I hope to see you there!" she said as she left. The following day, a Friday, I wondered if Heather was planning on spending the evening in the library's attic once again. Sadly she was nowhere to be found and I left campus on my own.
The union meeting was the best one ever. Heather and I met in the corridor close by and talked a bit before going in. Once more she had chosen a very revealing top, with her breasts impossible to miss. Nothing as slutty as some of the students wore, but for her, it was very revealing. Heather had also worn a pearl necklace, just long enough so that the bottom part hugged the top of her breasts, enhancing the cleavage. As we talked, my eyes darted up and down from her eyes to her breasts, and at one point I said "Heather, can you assuage my curiosity? Are they real?"
"What! Are you insane!" she whispered. She looked slightly angry despite everything we'd said and done during the past three weeks.
I frowned, feigning surprise, and added "What are you talking about? Is it taboo to talk about pearls? They're incredibly beautiful, almost too beautiful to be natural." Heather's jaw dropped and her eyes opened wider. During her stunned silence, I asked again "So, are they real?"
Heather shook her head and smiled. "Bastard... I should slap you! Not for the insult, but for the bad joke!"
I replied "Insult? Truly? Are you sure you've got the right word?"
Heather stopped me "No, I'm not going into this with you, we said no arguments! And in any case, you're playing me like a fiddle. As for the pearls, no they're not real."
Glancing at her breasts and moving slightly closer to her, I dared "And as for the... You owe me an answer as reparation for that indignant outrage." I was pretty sure that Heather's breasts were real, having known her for a very long time, but these days some implants were stunningly realistic.
"Ha! I owe you nothing, chauvinistic male pig!" she whispered, a wicked smile on her lips. She then leaned in and whispered "They're smoother than a baby's bottom, softer than thick whipped cream yet firmer than you would ever think possible, perkier than a blonde cheerleader trying to impress the quarterback and the cherry on top is sweeter than any other you might have tasted in your life." She paused, moving very close to me, and added "And finally, they're as real and as natural as the erection I'm giving you right now."
And with that, she turned around on her heels and went inside. I stood there for a moment, wondering if I could go in right now without looking like a male fertility god statue. Not immediately. So I went to the bathroom, drank from the fountain and was finally able to join the rest of our colleagues. When I walked in and saw her sitting at the front desk, I looked at her cleavage again and noticed that the sexy top she had decided to wear was made of very thin fabric. I sat on the table right next to her and whispered "Hmmm. That top is very sexy Heather... And it looks pretty thin. It would be a shame if you were to, oh I don't know, get cold during the meeting."
Looking around and seeing all these people very close to us, Heather replied very softly and very confidently "Don't worry, it's warm enough."
"It's true. But from what I've heard, cold isn't the only thing that may have that... popping effect."
Heather's eyes shot wide open. "You wouldn't dare!"
"Dare what? To compliment you? Isn't that our experiment?"
I walked back to my seat, in the middle of the room but with a direct line of sight to Heather. At one point, while her work had made her forget about my words, I waited until she looked at me. As soon as she did, I lowered my eyes and stared at her breasts. And I mean stared. Probably an entire minute of shameless gawking. When I looked back up, I could see that her face was slightly redder, and that she was trying to ask me to stop just with her eyes. I lowered my eyes again and slightly raised my upper lip like wolves do when they're growling. I didn't growl, but I'm pretty sure Heather could imagine it. When I looked back up, she was looking at her computer, but she was smiling, her face still flushed.



During the recess, I waited until nobody was talking to her and walked up to the table again. After sitting down, looking at her from above and glancing at her breasts, I leaned forward. Not all the way to her ear, but closer than usual. "You have an amazing ass, stunning legs, breasts that are beyond words, you're devastatingly beautiful and are simply overflowing with more lust and sexual energy than any person has a right to." I paused, trying to gauge her reaction. Heather was staring at me, looking up with her mouth slightly opened.
Looking around quickly, I continued "You're raw lust, and I'm seeing it shine deep in your eyes. I wanna take your neck in my hand and pull your head up to kiss you." I grabbed the desk hard, leaning forward and shaking slightly. "Sitting here right above you, I'm barely able to restrain myself. All I want to do is grab you and take you on this desk in front of all our colleagues."
I then sat straighter and away from her and I could see that she was surprised. When I stood and walked away she was frowning, completely at a loss. When I glanced down at her breasts and winked, she looked down and saw that her nipples were very hard and very noticeable. Heather moved very fast to reach for her large scarf, which she draped around her shoulders. Looking around the room, I noticed Johan staring at her. I grabbed my phone and sent Heather a text "Quick thinking, but Johan saw you." After she read my text, she looked up and spotted Johan, who promptly turned away. Heather looked at me, her eyes narrowing to small slits. She typed something on her phone and I felt mine vibrating. "Did you mean what you said, or was it just to tease my nipples?"
I was surprised by her question, and looked up at her. She was focused on her laptop, then began talking with someone else. Has she been believing that ever since we started? No, not possible. Not after everything she did, all the teasing. But then why ask? I wrote "The only way to make good compliments is to be honest." I was shaking. I saw her hand move to her phone as she felt the vibration, but she couldn't read my message until a few minutes later. When she finally read it and looked at me, I felt my heart thumping hard a few times. I wouldn't be able to describe what I saw in her eyes at that moment, but it was utterly different from anything I had seen there before. We stared at each other for a long time, feeling both completely alone in the universe and trapped in a room filled with colleagues.
After giving me a small smile, she typed again and told me to move to a very specific desk. We were using a regular classroom and all the desk had numbers on them. I had no idea what she had in mind, but I complied anyway. I hid my move by going to the bathroom right before the meeting resumed, and sat back. A few minutes afterwards, Heather caught my eyes, winked and slowly opened her legs under her desk. I then saw a flash of red, her panties glimmering briefly between her thighs. I grinned, then laughed at her audacity. Looking around, I determined that I was the only one who could have seen her exhibitionism. As I looked at her, she placed her finger between her lips and was staring back. I was still grinning.
Later, with the meeting over, I slipped out before we could talk. For unknown reasons I didn't feel up to the challenge of talking to her right then. As I was getting ready to leave to go back home, she entered my office and closed the door behind herself. "You left so fast... I wanted to make sure you were alright." she said, sitting in the chair used by my students when they came in for help. She twisted it around until her smooth legs were pointing right at me. And then, for the next fifteen minutes, she teased me mercilessly. She kept the conversation going all the while uncrossing and recrossing her legs, letting brief flashes of red satin escape from her thighs. The more she moved around, the more her skirt rose up, making those flashes last longer and longer.
Breaking what was by now nearly a monologue, I said "Those are some delightful panties, Heather." She stopped moving her legs, holding them slightly opened. Not lewd or vulgar, just slightly opened.
"Thank you, professor. Can you stand up right now?"
"Hmmm. No. Not really. What about you, would you dare to walk out of here like this?" I asked, glancing at her nipples.
Looking down at herself, she laughed and shook her head. "Well, it seems we both have the same problem."
As we stared at each other, Johan burst into my office without knocking. Luckily for Heater, she had her back towards the door and she simply closed her legs as she turned around to smile at him. Johan, not expecting to see her at all, froze. I could guess that he wanted to talk to me about her, about what he had seen during the meeting. And now she was right here, and Johan was suddenly at a loss for words. I asked "Yes?"
"Er... I only wanted to... I needed to talk to you about..."
"Nietzsche?" I said, helping him out. If I was wrong about what he had been wanting to tell me, he would frown and be surprised. If I was right...
"Yes, Nietzsche. Of course. Well, it's not urgent, and I see you have company. Talk to you later. Bye Heather."
As he was leaving, Heather rose as well, her nipples not obvious anymore. "Well, I'm free to leave. Care to get up and walk with me?"
"Nope... Not just yet. But, could you please do me a favour?" I asked her.
"Sure, what is it?"
"Could you walk slowly as you leave, I wanna stare at your amazing ass. Did I tell you how wonderful that skirt is, hugging your buttocks and hips so tightly?"
Heather smiled, then turned around and proceeded to walk slowly towards the door. As she did, she said "Are you thinking about that walk we shared to the library last week?"
"Indeed." I said, my eyes glued to her curves.
"Care to come up there with me again Friday?" she asked, in a seductive voice while standing in the doorway with her back to me.
"I think we both know what's going to happen if we find ourselves alone up there again." I whispered. It was bold, bolder than I would have chosen if I had been completely rational at that moment.
Heather turned her head slightly, but not enough to look at me. "Really? Sometimes men are overconfident, confusing a game with the real thing." she said in a low, sexy voice. "Such a shame."
After she was gone I sat alone in my office, completely taken by surprise by her comment. Her words were rather blunt, and should have felt like a cold shower. Then again she had kept her seductive pose, leaning against the frame and highlighting her curves, and she had spoken in that slow, even more seductive voice. I wasn't even sure we were doing my experiment anymore. She had changed it irrevocably by joining the game instead of being simply the beneficiary of raw compliments.
Maybe that was her objective? To show me that she wasn't only a pretty thing to look at? Yet wasn't she playing the part of the seductive vixen using her body to get what she wants? Wasn't that bad according to feminists? And, more importantly, what was it that she wanted? Acting the way she was was not going to prevent me from complimenting her even more. She was reacting exactly how a naïve woman would when complimented! As I drove home a bit later, I just couldn't figure her plan out. I couldn't figure her out. And that was also one of the things she wanted me to think. Maybe she wanted to show me that she couldn't be easily figured out like a dumb blonde?
We didn't see each other at all the following Tuesday, and while I've been tempted to text her a few times, I was still too unsure of where I was standing, of what I wanted, of what she wanted. Late that day, as I waited for a late student, Julia knocked on my door and asked, with a concerned expression on her face, if I knew if Heather was alright. My heart skipped a beat and I stood up from my chair. "No, what happened to her?"
"Oh, you didn't know. I'm sorry... It's nothing. But I thought she would have told you. I'm sorry..."
I walked to her and said "Julia, what's going on. Is she alright? Was she hurt?"
"What? No! I'm sorry... Oh damn it, I can't leave you hanging like this. She texted me earlier today and said that she had ended her relationship with Dave last night. She seemed alright when we briefly spoke on the phone this morning, but I haven't been able to reach her all day. She's not answering her phone or texts and she's not in her office. I hope she doesn't mind that I told you. Damn it! Me and my big mouth!"
Julia was blabbering, as she usually does, and for once I was glad she was. I was frozen in place, and would have been unable to talk if I'd had to. Heather was now single? Had broken up with her boyfriend just now, during our experiment and after everything we'd said and done. My heart was racing, my mind trying to follow as an explosion of possible scenarios flashed in my head. I managed to thank Julia and told her I would keep her secret. When I closed the door after she left, I leaned back against it, still unable to quiet my heart.
My first instinct was to call her, both to ask how she was doing and to act on this situation. But I didn't. Regardless of what I wanted, and what Heather seemed to want, breaking up with someone is never easy even if it's what we want. Maybe she had taken a day off and stayed at home, or maybe she had locked herself in her office and was working... And then it hit me. The library's attic. I walked to the cafeteria and looked outside at the staff parking. Her car was there. And Julia told me that she wasn't in her office. Of course. She was in the attic.
After I left the cafeteria, I stopped at an intersection. To my left was the corridor that would lead me to my office, and to my right was the library. I picked up my phone and feigned to read something: some of my colleagues already believed that I was weird, I didn't want them to see the philosophy professor simply standing there doing nothing! Two minutes later I went left, back to my office and I decided to leave early. I knew that if I stayed here, I would find a way to convince myself to go to the library.
Once more I spent hours thinking about Heather, my head trying to keep up with my heart. One moment I wanted to stop the experiment and the next I only wanted to go even further. Heather's signals were clear, and if she had indeed broken up with her boyfriend, whatever I was doing was working. It hadn't been supposed to work quite like this though, but it was surely working. I didn't get any email from her, but that wasn't especially unusual. We have been writing to each other more often in the last few weeks, but not everyday.
I woke up the next morning with no clearer image of what I wanted. Well, I knew I wanted Heather. But I had no idea how to get from here to there. I only had three more days until my experiment was over. I didn't know if I wanted to win or not anymore though. She had changed the game so much, and my intentions were now very different than they had been four weeks ago. I knew I had a late meeting with teachers from the humanities this afternoon, and Heather was supposed to be there. It would be a very short meeting, but I was very eager to see her and try to gauge her mood.
I was surprised. Even knowing that she had just broken up with her boyfriend, I couldn't detect even the slightest hint of a difference in her expression. Either she had been well past the point of breaking up with him when she did, or she was a dangerously good actress. After the meeting, with many people mingling before going back to our offices, I tried talking with her. I was not planning on complimenting her or doing anything else. I managed to get her alone, or as isolated as I could, and asked if she was alright. She replied yes, her expression making it clear that she was surprised by the question.
When I told her about Julia's confidence, she confirmed that she had given her boyfriend many, many chances to change and he didn't. He was angry about the separation, but she actually felt liberated. "And before you go all psychoanalyst on me," she said, smiling, "I'm not entering into whichever stage from whatever theory they now believe is the true one..." She shook her head. Heather and I were both pretty intense skeptics about psychology. "I think I even stayed with him for too long. I was barely able to refrain from exploding in anger when we talked for the last time..."
"Oh. Ok. All good then..." I said. "I though that maybe it had been because of our experiment... and that, well..." What was I saying? Why the fuck was I saying this out loud?
"Well what, mister philosopher? Have you finally lost your words?" she asked, smiling slyly.
I grinned, but saw on her face that she was not going to get me off the hook. I looked straight into her eyes for a long moment and said "I didn't know if you had left him for me."
That was bold. So much bolder than I would have wanted if I had planned this out in advance. But I hadn't planned this. I was just reacting to her. And I had been way too fucking bold! We were in a room with seven or eight people still around, not at all a place to say such a thing! But Heather simply kept staring at me with a smile, as if she was now, in turn, trying to gauge something in me.
With hindsight, I would one day realize that Heather had been playing me like a fiddle. She had accused me of doing that with her, but I was her fiddle. Already, especially from that moment on, I was hers. Fully hers. Yet I didn't know that right now. All she eventually replied was "And you think that I would just tell you, if that were the case?" I almost replied something, but decided to keep silent. I winked at her and turned around planning to leave without saying or doing anything else. Sometimes not saying anything was better than trying to be witty.
But then chance intervened. As I was turning around one of our colleagues bumped into me and pushed me against Heather. Nothing too violent, but as luck would have it, the back of my hand touched her ass through her long shirt and pants.
My colleague apologized and I left on my way, hoping she hadn't noticed it. Before I could get to the door, I heard Heather call my name out loud. When I looked back, she was walking towards me, my leather bag in her hand. "Here! You forgot this!" she said out loud, before whispering "If you ever want to touch my ass again, go for it... Don't fumble like a pimply adolescent boy."
My heart skipped a beat. But I gathered myself quickly, stared at her for a moment and replied "Thanks Heather. And it reminds me that I did want to show you something."
Heather seemed somewhat puzzled, but followed my lead. As I opened my laptop, she leaned forward to look at it. I moved around, placing myself between her body and the door. With a quick look around, I made sure that nobody would see my hand and grabbed her ass. Fully. Forcefully. At first I grabbed it through her shirt, but soon I slipped my hand underneath and felt the very thin and stretchy fabric of her tight pants.
With a wide opened hand before closing my long fingers around her flesh, feeling her well-rounded and firm ass yielding and moulding itself between my fingers. "Shit... You really don't need to be told anything twice, do you?" Heather whispered, staring at my laptop. When I pushed my fingers lower and deeper, not feeling even a hint of panties but feeling the warm flesh of her lips, Heather took a deep breath.
Given that I wasn't talking at all, Heather eventually cleared her throat and said "I see..." out loud for the benefit of our colleagues. Soon my hand had pretty much left her ass and was now fully cupping her pussy. I could now feel, through the very thin pants, the place where her lips met and even a small patch of bush above that. When I pulled backwards slightly, I pressed down on her clit. Heather took a sharp breath and said "Oh yes... That looks really good. But more circles in your diagram would make it even better." It took me a few moments to understand, but as soon as I began tracing circles on her clit, I felt her trembling very slightly. With my free hand I clicked a few times on random keys on my keyboard and she added "Oh yes, much better now. Make that circle a bit stronger."
This time when I increased my pressure I felt her moving down a bit, as if her legs had briefly given under her. She turned her head to look at me and whispered "Did you know I was wet even before you touched my ass earlier? I shook my head, not trusting myself to say anything at this point. Our closest colleague was maybe fifteen feet away. At most. Heather added "Do you realize I'm letting you give me an orgasm in front of our colleagues?" Once again, with hindsight, I knew I should have recognized that Heather wasn't an ordinary woman. Right there. But I didn't.
Instead, about a minute later, I was mesmerized by the sight of Heather climaxing in a room full of colleagues, in perfect silence. I was staring at her as she did, and counted myself lucky that nobody decided to leave during that time. Leaning forward like she was, her hair fell down, hiding her face from the rest of our colleagues. After her climax, when Heather finally stood back up, extremely close to me with a fine sheen of sweat on her flushed face, she looked like the most beautiful woman in the world. And I told her. She grinned, and thanked me. Twice. Her face inches away from mine, as I could smell the sweet odour from her skin and hair, she whispered "Why don't you meet me in the attic at six?"
She didn't even wait for a reply before leaving. I promptly sat down and faked typing on my laptop: it was the only way I could hide my erection. Later I grinned like a fool all the way to my office, only to remain seated there, stunned like a duck hit on the head. What the fuck was going on? It was getting clearer that Heather was using my lust to make me do anything she wanted. And it was also clear that the experiment was now done.
I looked at the clock: three hours to go until six o'clock. The longest three hours of my life so far. Four times I stopped myself from calling or texting her. I tried walking around on the campus, watching youtube, reading books or trying to grade a few essays from my students. Nothing worked, nothing made the time go by faster. I felt like being chained to the floor, unable to do much more than wait. Strictly wait, like a damned prisoner.
The only thing that made the time pass a bit faster was the shower I took in the gym. But even then it was tricky: we have communal showers in the men's locker room, and I couldn't stand there with an erection. I managed, but it took some remarkable willpower not to think about what I was going to do soon! Eventually though, given that time didn't care for what I felt, the clock showed five minutes to six. I stood up and walked to the library.
As soon as I entered I saw Heather all the way to the back of the library, sitting next to the ladder. I took a deep breath, trying and failing to quiet my heart. I felt the initial rush of blood towards my cock, not enough to give me a full erection, but still unmistakable. As I stood there, looking at her before she could see me, I felt a tentative smile forming on my lips. Heather made my mind, my heart and my cock sing. Why hadn't I ever considered her as anything else than a good friend and colleague?
I took a deep breath and walked in. My eyes were locked onto her, and I saw that she hadn't changed from this afternoon. She was still wearing the skintight pants, which I could easily see with her legs crossed in front of her, and the long shirt that made the pants decent. It was very ample and hid the curves of her breasts and waist, as well as hiding her ass. Earlier today, when I slipped my hand under that shirt and— Stop it! I shook my head and closed my eyes momentarily. When I opened them again, Heather had seen me and was smiling at me. I was very careful when I climbed the steps to the dais; the last thing I wanted was to trip and look like a fool.



She walked up to me and very nearly hugged me. She stopped at the last moment, and to my surprise indicated the seat next to where she had been sitting. "Now, before we go up that ladder to do whatever we'll do there, we need to talk about your experiment."
"My experi-what? Is that still going on?" I asked, a lopsided smile on my face.
"No, not really. But I was a bit disingenuous with you when we started this four weeks ago. You see, I already agreed with you."
"You did? You think it's a shame that men can't compliment women's physical beauty?"
"Yes, it is. Not just men, though. Men or women, straight or not, transexual or transgender... It doesn't matter much. What matters, and you were right on that one as well, is that we've kept that degenerate hate of the body from the catholic church. You see—"
"Wait a second." I cut her off, closing my eyes to think about what she was saying without being distracted by her beauty.
Before I could say anything though, she asked "Why are you closing your eyes?"
I opened them in surprise, then smiled. "Because you're too beautiful, and I can't think straight."
Heather smiled. "All during all these years we've talked... you've..."
"I've always had that problem, but I didn't know just how much lust and passion resided behind that gorgeous face. Now stop talking for a second, and let me think." I closed my eyes again, yet opened them once more when I felt her foot against my shin. "You little devil..." I whispered. "OK. Ok, let me see if I understand you correctly. You think it's a shame that feminism adopted a version of the catholic church's stance on the flesh, yet four weeks ago you ferociously argued that compliments on a woman's physical beauty were degrading, helped turn you into sexual objects."
Keeping her naked foot on my shin, Heather looked at me for a moment before replying. "Yes. It's a matter two notions, the first one being consent. You do know why most women don't mind being seen in a bikini yet would freak out if someone would spy on them while wearing lingerie?" I nodded. "Consent. If women were comfortable walking around wearing lingerie, the wouldn't be any peeping Toms trying to see them. You didn't fully realize it, but when you proposed your experiment, you were essentially asking for my consent. And I readily agreed." Heather smiled.
"So if men were to ask women about giving them such compliments, it would be ok with you?" I asked, dumbfounded.
"Yes, most of the time. The other issue, though, is the difference between public and private spaces. If you would have complimented my legs, or ass or breasts in public, with many people hearing you, that would have been completely different. And unacceptable because of our culture. And that's why I formally stand against such compliments. When consenting and mature adults compliment each other's bodies in private, it's one thing. But when we see it in movies and TV shows and kids learn to think that there's nothing more to courting than that, it's something else. You just can't call out "Nice ass!" to a stranger who just happened to walk in front of you. Do you understand the difference?"
I nodded, but didn't reply immediately. I tried not to look at her, but my eyes kept coming back. I nodded again, and said "So. The reason why you and other feminists oppose such compliments is because you think that it shouldn't be part of the public sphere?"
"Oh, there are many many reasons why we oppose it. I was trying to convey why I wasn't as orthodox as some of my colleagues. I believe that our bodies are as much as part of who we are as our hearts and our minds. Yet complimenting different body parts with nothing more than sex in mind is akin to a butcher dissecting a carcass on a stainless steel table. In fact, I'll even go further and say that domination and submission can also be wonderful adventures, yet never unwillingly, nor in the public sphere."
I felt like Heather wanted to add something else, but she stopped. Later I would remember this moment and smile at my innocence, knowing what she'd had in mind and almost asked. Changing the subject slightly, I told her "We'll have to talk about this later. But right now my brain doesn't have access to all the blood it usually has..." Heather's eyes opened slightly wider as I said that. "And we are, actually, squarely in the public sphere, wouldn't you say? Are you sure you want to go up there, where all these people can hear every creak and squeaks?"
"Oh yes I'm sure. Can you be silent?"
"Can you?"
Heather only smiled as she got up and looked at the stairs. "Mind if I go first?" she asked, a smile on her lips.
"By all means."
"No, I mean mind if I go first and make you wait two minutes?" she said.
I smiled and nodded. I stood right next to the ladder and looked at her legs and ass, appreciating once again the fact that her pants were nothing more than a colored second skin. But as I looked up, I could eventually look under her shirt as it hung loose, and got a glimpse at her bright white bra. Before she disappeared, she whispered "Two minutes." Again, time was toying with me and I lived through the longest two minutes of my life. I think I stared at my phone's clock for two minutes straight.
Eventually though, I climbed up and poked my head in the attic. It was dark, very dark. Heather hadn't opened the lights, and the only light I could see was the stained glass windows. The ones on the west side of the library were brightest, with the lowering sun shining directly into them. They created five pools of coloured light, but I couldn't see Heather anywhere with my unadjusted eyes. After closing the trap door shut, I rose and began walking warily towards the lights.
And then I saw her. She was all the way across the attic and walked into the light. She was now being backlit by the stained glass. Immediately I could see that her hair was loose, with all the unruly locks glowing, and that she was now barefoot. Other than that, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. I walked slowly towards her, my heart beating faster and faster. As she walked fully into the light, I saw one of her breasts' outline through her fine top. She must have used those two minutes to remove her bra and whatever camisole she'd had beneath her long blouse.
When I walked right in front of her, maybe three yards away, I couldn't see anything but her silhouette. The effect was breathtaking. She looked like a ghost in the multicolored light, an apparition haunting this attic. Her whisper brought me down to reality. "Undress." And so I did. In a minute I was completely naked, my hard cock pointing right at her. I heard her murmur a "Hmmm..." before she walked towards me. She stopped right in front of me; I could feel her breath on my face. Because of the light I still couldn't see anything and not seeing her expression unbalanced me. "Kneel." she whispered again.
As I did, I began to understand that this was not going to be a classic romp with me simply bending her over and humping her from behind. Slowly, my mind was coming to terms with something else entirely. "Kiss my feet." One more whisper, nothing more. I wasn't particularly into feet, but I didn't mind either, so I knelt all the way down and kissed the top of her feet, one after the other.
Suddenly I clicked and thought I understood what she wanted. I kissed the top of her left foot until I reached her ankle. When I kissed it and she said "Did I tell you to kiss my ankle?", I smiled. Instead of replying, I got up and looked her right in the eyes.
"Domination and submission, hum?" A trace of a smile appeared on her lips. "So this is what you like... I'll kneel, kiss your feet and await your command. But never forget that this is round one."
I saw her lips parting just slightly. Then, after a breath, she said "Pull my pants down, then go back to kissing my feet."
After looking for and finding no clasp or button, I slipped my fingers under the waist of her pants and pulled them down slowly, making sure to push my fingers against her thighs all the way down. My face nearly level with her pussy, I saw the dark line of unshaven hair above her pussy, but that pussy itself was in too much darkness. For now. After she stepped out of her pants, I bent down and kissed her feet again. "Go up, slowly..." she whispered. As I kissed, licked, sucked and nibbled my way up her shins, taking great care to cater to both sides, I started to discover the taste of her skin, her aroma and the slightly spicy scent coming from higher up. "Higher..." she said, and I was pretty sure I could detect a slight flutter in her voice. I grinned as I opened my mouth to gently bite her lower thigh.
Higher and higher I went, licking long stretches of her smooth thighs, letting her know that I found her delicious. As I got closer to her pussy, I dove deeper between her legs, but she never parted her legs wider. My cock was now painfully hard, but I was pretty sure I still had a long wait before I could fuck her. When I licked my way to the very soft fold of skin between her upper thigh and the outermost swell of her mound, I felt her tremble slightly. Before going further inward, I asked "Can I pleasure you?"
"Hmmm... I like that, you learn fast. Yes you can." she whispered back.
She was in the dominating role, but I wanted to tease her. I wanted nothing more than to crane my neck and dive into Heather's pussy. Instead, I caressed what few pubic hairs she had with the tip of my tongue. Not the skin beneath them, just their tips. Heather shivered. As I went lower, still teasing her slowly, I finally felt her flesh. And a hint of her taste. Instead of diving deeper, I moved upwards again, tickling her hairs once more. Above me, Heather whispered "Bastard...", but I could just about hear the smile on her lips as she said it. But I was ready to wait, feeling her warmth on my chin, and I teased her a little while more until she said "Eat me, make me cum with your mouth."
I happily obliged. I didn't go as gently as I would have had in ordinary circumstances, but neither did I dive in like the unexperienced and pimply adolescent she accused me of being earlier. I let the tip of my tongue touch the hood of her clit first, then I pushed harder and harder until I spread my tongue and slid it lower. My chin forced her to open her legs and I pushed in deeper. As my upper lip was maintaining contact on her clit, I guided my tongue partway inside her. As I lapped it back in and swallowed, I pulled back sharply. Heather moaned and whispered "Don't pull out!"
"Damn you taste good! Can I devour you?"
"Yes! Damn it! Don't pull away until I cum!" she laughed as she pulled my head back against her pussy.
And this time I dove in. I roamed all over her flesh, going from the smoothly shaven outer lips to her hole, tickling her inner lips and teasing her clit until I used my thumb to pull her hood partly off. Heather now had both her hands on my head, more to hold herself up than to guide me. She was giggling and gasping above me as I gave my best. I then pushed in a little lower and drove my tongue inside her. Not every girl and woman I've been with liked that, but Heather sure seemed to. She gasped when I did, especially when I pressed my upper lips against her clit at the same time. "Just keep doing that... Don't stop, don't stop..."
A minute or so later, as I drank her in, Heather seemed to implode around my face. Even though she was holding onto my head, I had to act fast as her legs gave way for good this time. Holding her firmly with both my arms, one around her thighs the other on the small of her back, I lowered her all the way down, never moving my mouth away from her pussy. Eventually she pushed me away, trembling and shaking with a huge grin on her face. As she was regaining control over her breathing, I sat between her opened legs, staring at her beauty. Her breasts were still covered by the thin blouse, but she was still a wondrous sight.
When she looked at me, with her skin covered with a glowing sheen of sweat, she smiled. She was in a particularly submissive position, but I still got the impression that she was fully in control. I repeated "Damn you taste good... And to think that we haven't even kissed yet." I moved forward, walking on hands and knees above her, pushing her legs opened even wider.
Just as I was about to kiss her, she said "Kiss me, but don't put your cock inside me."
I groaned. "Hmmm, I really think we're ready for round two." I said, alluding to my earlier comment about having our turns at dominating.
"Oh no dear man. You'll have your round two when I say you can." she replied in a low voice. "Now just kiss me and don't let your cock enter my pussy. Even if I try to guide it in."
"What?" I asked, surprised.
"Shut up and kiss me."
While her pussy tasted spicy, and its taste was still there in my mouth, the sweetness of own her lips and tongue soon overwhelmed it. I had never realized just how badly I've been wanting to kiss that woman through the years. As I did, it was as if a mental block was removed and I felt the pressure of years of latent desire rushing in. Despite the position and her open legs, I forgot about my cock and simply abandoned myself to the kiss. Heather had full lips, as generous as her breasts were, and she knew how to use them in a kiss. I was mesmerized by her skills and passion, but soon something else became clear: I was falling madly in love with this woman. I broke our first kiss and said "You're so wonderful, I can't stop kissing you!" And we kissed again, until she turned her head slightly.
"You haven't seen anything yet..." Heather said, arching her pelvis forward and making her pussy touch my cock.
I groaned again and kissed her harder. But I said "Oh I don't doubt it, but I wasn't talking about that. I just realized that I've been wanting to do this for years..." and I kissed her again.
With her pussy still pressed against my cock, she broke the kiss again and said "Why didn't you?"
"I have no idea, but one thing's clear: I wanna make up for that lost time!"
And so we kissed again, while Heather still teased me with her pussy. When she slipped one of her hands between our bodies and tried to push and pull my cock inside her, I pulled back, regardless of how hard it was to do so. Heather wanted to be in control and wanted to know if I could obey her. I dearly wanted to push my cock inside her, but I wasn't eighteen anymore and wanted to see how far she would take it. I heard her groan in frustration as I resisted but I never really moved off. I simply resisted. When she whispered "Bastard." through gritted teeth, laughing briefly at the same time, I grinned.
"What's wrong, darling? Not used to men with willpower?"
"Ooooh... that's a low blow." she laughed.
"I'm beginning to understand that you're not just a vanilla girl in bed, but—"
"You have no idea." she whispered.
"But I think you've got more than you bargained for with me, mistress." Heather looked at me for a moment, her expression unreadable. Just as she was about to speak, I cut her off and said "Maybe you'll feel the need to punish me for this, but there's something else I've been wanting to do for years."
With that I grabbed her flimsy blouse above her breasts and ripped it open. Heather had barely made a sound when I did. My eyes opened wide as I saw her breasts moving in the colored light. I slipped down lower on her, placing my cock a safe distance away from her pussy and plunged between her breasts. Instead of complaining, Heather grabbed both her breasts and pushed them up and against my face. I proceeded to feast on her breasts as I had feasted on her pussy a few minutes ago. Last week, Heather had teased me with a description of what her breasts were like. She hadn't lied. They were absolutely incredible. As I let my lips, tongue and even teeth graze their supple skin, Heather began moaning. And when I sucked one of her nipples in my mouth she bucked under me. After releasing it and burying my face between her breasts, I said "Oh... You have sensitive nipples?" Heather laughed.
Long delicious minutes later, I released her nipple again, watching the flesh of her breast bounce for a moment, before looking up at her. "Now I know you want to be in control, but soon I'll either have to die or fuck you. What will it be?"
"Crazy man!" she said while laughing , a full throated laughter I had only rarely heard her do before. "Just fuck me already!"
As I pushed upwards, wrapping one of my hands around her shoulder and the other grabbing a fistful of hair against her nape, I leaned in and kissed her again. After fumbling for a few moments my cock suddenly touched her inner lips and felt her wetness. I pushed my tongue inside her mouth as my cock did the same, rediscovering her sweet mouth and discovering her burning hot pussy.
I hadn't been with that many girls or women before Heather, and while pussies varied wildly for the eyes, they were generally very similar from the inside. Yet there was also something distinct about each of them. As I fully penetrated her, feeling the base of my cock stretching her lips, I held her tight and remained there. Penetrating Heather was wonderful both for the feeling of her flesh against mine and her already undeniable muscle control, but also because it was her. I had confided about having wanted to kiss her for a long while, but I was not ready to talk to her about just how powerful my emotions were.
Her legs were already splayed open, but when she pulled them back even more, I slipped in deeper and felt her cervix. "Oh shit... Isn't this nice!" she groaned in my mouth, not even breaking our kiss properly. "Fuck me Jer... If you make me cum before you do, I'll ride you in the light and make you realize that your wildest dreams were not up to what you're about to experience." I almost laughed out loud at her confidence. Yet Heather was revealing herself as something quite a bit more impressive than I had, in fact, imagined.
I pulled back slightly, resumed our kiss and fucked her with very short but very deep strokes. I didn't want to pull back too far, because I knew I would climax, but I was hoping that stimulating her clit this way would work. Soon it appeared that it would. I worked at it harder, fucking her decently fast but still with short strokes. I could hear her moans, feel her loss of control over the kiss and when she suddenly threw her head backwards, biting her lower lip, I felt her climaxing again. This time I was feeling more than her pussy's muscles around me: Heather spasmed many times, clamping both her legs and arms around me, arching her back to meet my thrusts.
As she eventually froze, racked by her pleasure, I lengthened my strokes to full length penetration. It was a gamble, as some women didn't want anything to change as they climaxed. But it paid off, as I heard a new strangled sound coming from her mouth. I also felt her nails biting in my back. Her strangled sound lasted for a long while as I kept fucking her until she went completely limp, almost falling on the floor, her arms and legs spread out on the floor. When I kept fucking her, slower this time, Heather twisted slightly and placed her hand on my belly to stop me. Her mouth was wide opened in a silent cry, but I could see that she was grinning.
In an unexpected burst of movements, Heather got up and ordered me on my back. When she squatted over me, I felt my eyes open wide and my jaw drop. The cowgirl position was one of my favourites, especially with voluptuous women. And Heather was certainly that. Her breasts, which had been amazing while she was on her back, were barely believable as she sat upon me.
But part of the magic was also the colored light shining upon her. Heather looked like a nymph or a goddess right now, her skin glowing red and blue and orange, her pale green eyes looking mythical in this light. When she pushed her hair backwards and threw left and right, I was overwhelmed by the sight. And then she rose up and down, looking at me with a wolfish smile. I wanted this moment to never end, yet I knew I would not last long.



And in a way, it didn't matter, with my first climax overtaking me in less than two minutes. But that was not the end of the story... As I began buckling under her, Heather leaned forward and placed her finger on my lips, reminding me to be quiet. The position made it so that she was slightly away from me, allowing me all the control I could have wanted. I pushed up and into her, adjusting my rhythm to get the most intense of climaxes.
My balls boiling over I felt my cum surging all they way to the tip of my cock before being absorbed by her pussy. I closed my eyes and still saw an explosion of colors as I came and came, feeling my body being trashed by too much pleasure. Heather slowed down as I came, knowing what I wanted as my climax receded. "Open your eyes." she said. As I did, I suddenly wondered what she had in mind. "Have you ever climaxed twice in a row, mister philosopher?" I couldn't reply, my mind still reeling from the pleasure. But I hadn't. Ever.
My eyes widened again as she straightened, giving me the glorious spectacle of her breasts rising in the eerie light. She kept on straightening until she twisted slightly above me and reached behind her with one hand. I felt it slipping against my inner thigh, then around my balls. When she pushed hard against the small patch of skin between my balls and my anus, a surge of energy emerged from my cock. Heather then placed her other hand on my thigh and began fucking me again.
Soon she had slipped her feet from under her and was driving herself upon me very hard. Looking at her, I could see her opened legs, her pussy driving up and down upon my cock, her breasts bouncing up and down on her slightly twisted upper body. I couldn't see her head as she had thrown in backward, but I could see her hair whipping left and right against my thighs. Unable to fully comprehend what was going on, I let my head drop on the floor and surrendered to her. I had never been stimulated this way, and through the intense mix of pleasure and slight pain in my cock, I could feel her finger on that magical little spot of flesh.
I still felt the remnants of my first climax, but I didn't feel exhausted as I usually did after a climax. And, to my utter surprise, I felt the first signs of another climax. Raising my head again, I could see Heather, a mythical creature of raw lust upon me, and just stared at my cock being engulfed and released from her pussy. Fuck! I could even see my sperm pooling around the base of my cock! All of a sudden, as if she knew what my cock needed more than I did, Heather clamped her pussy muscles extremely hard and kept fucking me. Seconds later I felt that second impossible climax exploding.
It felt impossibly good. What little sperm I had left was squeezed out and in turned forced what remained of my first climax out of Heather's pussy. Soon though, because this was a unique second climax, pain overtook pleasure and I had to stop her. I sat straight up and pulled her into my arms and held her tight. She wrapped her legs around my ass and her arms around my back and we simply stayed there, both trying to calm our breathing. I could feel the sweat on her back and on her breasts against my chest, could smell her body odour as I kissed and licked her neck. "You're so damned delicious!" I whispered again. Pulling away from her neck, I looked into her eyes and asked "What are you? Are you a succubus? Am I trapped in your spells?"
Heather grinned. "Well, to answer your three questions, I'm your new lover, no, and certainly so..."
I laughed, probably too loudly, and I guessed that a few students heard us from below. We eventually left the library, with Heather having to transform her ripped blouse into a funky scarf to cover herself more than her camisole would. She invited me to her house, where we showered together and spent the rest of the night talking and kissing. Heather was absolutely unique among the girls and women with whom I've shared my life.
And this first night was only the beginning of a long journey for me. Less than a month later, the symmetry not lost on me, I stood in a large and exquisite ballroom surrounded by a lot of very beautiful women and handsome men. All of the women were wearing a mask, Heather included. She hadn't prepared me at all for this night. At all. Despite the appearances, I was absolutely sure that what looked like a high-end ball where rich men had eye-candy escorts at their arms was nothing of the sort.
Looking at Heather at my side, wearing a killer red dress, sexier than anything I had ever seen before, I tried to focus. I couldn't afford to miss anything, from the colour codes to the various titles of people I would meet. Especially the women. A mistress, a domina, a dame and a goddess were not the same thing. I looked at my girlfriend again and her small smile did nothing to alleviate my unease. But that, as they say, is a story for another time.
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I could still remember, from about ten years ago, how intense the feelings I'd had for Heather had been. Intense, and very quickly over. Well, not really over but it had quickly become clear that she wasn't interested in me in the romantic sense. Instead, we had become good friends. After college we drifted apart slightly because of the physical distance between the cities where we lived but then fate intervened and we both found jobs in the same college.
Heather had become even more beautiful and sexy than she had been when she was younger. Nevertheless, I spent the first couple of years ignoring the possibility that something could happen between us. And then, an experiment changed everything. That little experiment about compliments on her physical beauty had finally broken through a decade of friendship.
It seemed that friends really could become lovers! Yet even though I knew I was an anomaly among Heather's boyfriends, she was also an exception among my girlfriends. I don't think I ever consciously looked for submissive women. In fact, I really liked women that can stand up for themselves and speak their minds. Yet I had never been with a woman as powerful and dominant as Heather.
This had been the defining facet of this very new relationship. Even after just two weeks, ever since our fateful meeting in the old library where we fucked our brains out, Heather had positioned herself as the dominant partner. At least she had tried to. In bed, or on the library's attic's floor, I was happy to play along. But when she tried doing that in other situations... let's say that there were adjustments to be made. Then again, she had known that I wasn't a submissive man. I loved her though, even if it was too early for me to tell her.
At that point in our very new relationship, I had no idea that the most memorable event of our first months together would be a ball. A shindig as Malcolm Reynolds would say. A damned ball that would change so many things for me...
This morning we both got up early as we had classes to teach. We were in her bed, both naked, and despite our powerful releases last night, we shared a quick climax before getting up and taking a shower. We had to hurry to reach campus before 8 this morning but we both made it in time.
After my class I stayed in my office and grinned like an idiot, alone with the door closed, and replayed my favorite moments of our nights together. Heather was rapacious! As rapacious as me, at least! We had made love about twice a day, every day. Part of me was exhausted, yet thinking about her, naked, over me... it made my cock grow. It was slightly painful, as sore as it was but it was still growing...
Sitting there, I received a text from her. "Mark your calendar, we have a ball to attend next Thursday night." I had no idea what that meant, and was surprised to learn that anybody held actual balls anymore. I knew there were the traditional balls for high-school graduates but for the rest of us? We weren't princes and queens! But more importantly, I was really surprised that Heather wanted to go there, and wanted to go there with me.
For the next few days I tried my best to ply some information out of her. But Heather would just smile and shake her head. She told me that I had to dress up, that it was a formal ball and, mysteriously, that I had to be ready for everything. Even though she was smiling and seemed confident, I could have sworn that there was an undercurrent of nervousness whenever we talked about the ball. I would only learn later, after the ball, how important of a gesture her invitation actually had been. How vulnerable, in fact, she had actually been with this.
And so when Thursday finally came around, I was still clueless to what the ball was, or was for. When I came out of the bathroom, dressed in my finest and most formal clothes, Heather stood up and grinned. "You look ravishing, Jeremy. You're perfect." She walked to me and hugged me hard, and once again I had a clear feeling that Heather was nervous. She was wearing nothing but a tank top and I knew that it was now her turn to get ready. Before she did, she pinned a small black rose pin on my lapel. Before I could ask about it, she disappeared into her room, closing the door behind herself.
While she was in there I suddenly grinned and asked her "Heather? Are you going to put make-up on?" I heard her laugh, and it would be her only answer. For as long as I had known her, I had never seen her with makeup. Probably a feminist thing. "Overcompensation!" I thought but had never said. I thought about teasing her about it but we had only been intimate for a couple of weeks. Later...
Still, I pushed her despite her silence "What about your hair? Are you going to put it up like a girl submitting to the patriarchal norms?"
I was laughing softly as I finished, then laughed out loud when she replied "Shut up!", laughing herself.
Twenty minutes later she came out and two thing became blindingly obvious. The first was that she was gloriously beautiful. She wasn't wearing makeup, at least none that I could detect, nor was her hair significantly different than how she usually wore them. Yet something was different, and not just the dress. Then again, the dress was so stunning that it could very well mess with my perception.
It was a very complicated piece, probably worth hundreds and hundreds of dollars. My first though, besides how incredibly beautiful Heather was in it, was that it was probably a rental. A convinced feminist would never pay so much for such a pice of clothing. But then, I saw that it fit her like a glove and was probably made to measure.
The skirt part was blood red velvet, very ample and completely covered her legs. The top though, that was another story. It was mainly a see through fabric covered more of less randomly with sown bright red flowers. It covered part of her belly, most of her breasts and went down partway down her arms. The final touch was a collar of flowers tightly wrapped around her neck. I thought I detected a few hints of a red bra underneath but I wasn't sure. Would she really go braless to a ball? In this dress?
My blood heated up as I stared at her, my jaw dropping gently as the seconds passed. She was simply breathtaking. Her long, thick brown mane of hair was loose but she had added some subtle curls to it. Part of me wanted to kneel in front of her, and part of me wanted to bring up the fact that she was willingly playing the role of the objectified woman. I didn't mention that. Not right away in any case.
She came to me, grinning ear to ear, and grabbed my arm. We drove to the ball and I was surprised to see that we were going to one of the most expensive restaurants in town. But I quickly forgot about that as Heather pulled a mask out from her purse. I was puzzled but she only smiled as she put it on before getting out of the car.
When we entered the restaurant, a place which I had been to a couple of times, I found the entire first floor completely transformed. Instead of a luxurious restaurant filled with many tables, it was now a magnificent ballroom. But I only had a few moments to look at the place. A masked woman was walking towards us, and her smile told me that she knew Heather despite the mask.
I stood silent for quite a few minutes as the two women talked to each other, with no names mentioned. Nevertheless, the familiarity I could sense from the new woman confirmed that these two knew each other. As they talked, I couldn't help but stare at her. And given that I was being completely ignored, not even having been presented, I ogled her.
The woman standing next to me looked about twenty five years old but then again it was hard to estime her age. She clearly was of Japanese descent, with deep black hair falling perfectly straight down to her elbows, with brown eyes looking out from behind the mask. She had a fire-colored lock in her hair but I didn't know if it was a fashion choice or if it meant anything else.
But as beautiful as she looked behind her masked, her breasts completely stole the show. I had thought that Heather's dress was slightly risqué earlier but this was something else. The young woman was wearing a perfectly transparent top. Officially, the fabric would have been classified as black but it was so clear that it barely mattered. The buttons holding the blouse together were laid on a strip of black leather, and the leather widened at the waist into a much fuller belt around her fine waist. Below that leather belt was a long black skirt that went all the way to the floor. But as remarkable as her unique dress was, I couldn't take my eyes off of her breasts.
The young woman was, quite obviously, one of the rare busty Japanese. Very busty. I was blessed with Heather, and this very slight girl had breasts almost as big. But on her small frame... Ouf! Given that she wasn't wearing anything under that translucent blouse, I could see everything. Heck, I could even have counted the number of beauty marks on them. Smiling, as the minutes lengthened, I actually did count them. She had four beauty marks on those amazing breasts.
Eventually, there was a lull in the conversation and the woman turned to me. She stared at me as openly as I had been staring at her, looking at me from my face to my shoes. "Hmm. Very nice, my dear." she said, speaking to Heather. "Where did you find him?"
"Actually, he's my boyfriend." she replied.
"Oh, that explains the black rose..." she said, a smile on her lips. "And I'm sure there's a story behind it..." Finally turning to look at me as a person, she said "I'm Shion. I hope you have a nice evening here..." a slight pause, during which she winked at me "...and that you enjoy everything as much as you've enjoyed ogling my breasts."
With a very cute smile, she turned around and joined other friends. I turned to Heather, suddenly very nervous and feeling out of my depth. Well, not really out of my depth, just unable to understand what was going on. The fact that Heather was grinning after hearing Shion's comment only made me more nervous. They were friends but right now Shion, if that was even her real name, looked like an asian sugar baby.
As we walked inside, all I could see was a patriarcal and misogynist ball where extremely beautiful women hung like objects at the arms of rich men. Most of the women had peculiar colors in their hair but other than that, it looked like the kind of place a feminist like Heather would never come. In fact, it looked like the most anti-feminist place I had ever seen. I was soon to discover that I was reading this entire place completely wrong.
For the next half hour I was forced to wrap my head around the fact that this was a ball like any other with one exception; the social norms that govern interactions between men and women were essentially reversed. And of course it was pushed to the cliché, as things often were when in such situations. I walked around almost dazed as I looked at people and saw men standing silent next to their partners as the women talked amongst themselves.
As time went by I felt more and more like an object as women stared at me and smiled or winked as they passed by. A few of them even slapped my ass before moving on, not even saying a single word to me. Heather saw that and didn't react at all. I didn't mind the slap, really but I was still surprised by Heather's lack of reaction. When we moved away from the couple we had been talking to, I grabbed her by the elbow and whispered "We have to talk." She grinned and guided me to a balcony.
Alone there, Heather removed her mask and tried to gauge my reaction. After a few moments she grinned and confirmed everything I had deduced. This was a very special and secret ball for a select group of powerful, rich or influential women. I sat on the railing and stared at her, stunned. She frowned at my expression and grabbed my hand "Are you angry?"
"No. I think I'm too stunned to feel anything right now." I replied. "Tell me this is not what feminism is all about..."
"No, of course not. As you told me weeks ago when we began our little experiment..." Heather paused and smiled at me as she said it. That experiment had been the start of this relationship. "Feminism and what some feminists do with it aren't the same thing. This ball is just a bit of fun that some women organized, maybe as a way to make the pendulum swing all the way to the other side, if only for one night."
But that discussion wasn't why I had pulled her outside. And she knew it. Heather sat next to me and placed her head on my shoulder. "I hesitated a long time before making you come here without warning you. I was pretty sure that you would enjoy the surprise. But if I was wrong..."
"No. That's not it."
I paused for a bit, sensing that she was still very nervous. I realized that what was the most shocking was the fact that she had invited me here so soon after we hooked up. This was a big deal, a very strange place that went against most social norms. I grabbed her chin gently and pulled her face up so that we could look at each other. "I just can't believe that you invited me here so soon..."
"I know..." she took a deep breath. "Two things. First, these balls don't happen very often. There are two or three in a year, and it just happened to be now. And second, I wanted to... I was hoping that..." Heather paused, her eyes turning away, "I wanted to let you see me—"
"Shhh..." I stopped her, hugging her hard. After a moment, I whispered into her ear "You wanted me to see you here, in your element. Do you think I'm surprised that you're interested in such a peculiar ball?"
Heather smiled but didn't say anything. I continued "But, there's one thing that has to be extremely clear. I'm willing to play along, as a sort of roleplay but I'm never going to be like those guys. You know that, right?"
Heather was grinning "I know, silly. I've had years of guys like these and I'm bored." She laughed. But her voice was different when she added "And that makes me very afraid." I frowned, puzzled. After a shaky deep breath, she added "You're right, Jer... About my boyfriends. I've always managed to find men that were submissive. And not only in sex play... I know you're not like this and even though I'm ashamed to say it, it was one of the reasons I never made a move towards you before."
Once again I was stunned, although for very different reasons now. I had never known she had been interested in me before. I said "So you're telling me that simply by being with you, that I'm testing you without even knowing it? That's another reason why you brought me here, to test me back?"
Heather laughed at my reductionist hypothesis. "Yeah, that's exactly how I think! Simple me!" she said jokingly. "And obviously I do want you to behave like these guys..."
"Oh dear..." I said, smiling with her.
Heather looked at me and even though she was still smiling, I could see that she was serious now. "Jeremy, I know this is going to sound pretentious. But still. Do you know how many men flirt with me? How many would do anything to be with me? A very successful, somewhat rich and influential woman who just happens to be gorgeous, has legendary breasts and a stunning figure?"
Heather was right: that did sound pretentious. Then again, it was also 100% true. "I know all that Heather, but—"
"Shhh! I'm not finished." She cut me off with a smile. "And I've learned from experience that most of those men would do anything to be with me, including following me here like a puppy, obeying my every commands and wishes."
"You're in for a big surprise then." I said. "Everybody here is. They're going to be shocked to see a man standing up and causing a scene."
I feigned standing up as I said those words, and Heather laughed as she pulled me back. "I know you're not like this."
"And it's taking you all this time to ask me out because of this?" I asked, genuinely stunned. To my surprise, Heather lowered her eyes and seemed embarrassed. I smiled, looking at the top of her head, and kissed her forehead gently.
"In any case," she said, lightening the mood by changing the subject, "most of the men here are escorts. Escorts or truly submissive husbands."
I cleared my throat and said "I can certainly play along for the night."
"Really?" she looked up with a bright grin on her face. "Ok then! If you behave you may get a treat..." she replied mysteriously.
"Like a well trained dog?" I asked, my eyes narrowing as I looked at her. I refused to let her change the subject and get entirely away with it.
"Hmmm." she said, looking into my eyes for a few moments. "Is a dog's treat a gift or a way to manipulate it? I think it depends on the point of view..." she paused, then leaned in for a long kiss. I was briefly afraid that she would try to use that kiss to bewilder me, but she didn't. "I can promise you, my dear, that when you receive your treat, it will feel like a gift." After a pause, she added "And yes, I know that I can't manipulate you like this, with treats and gifts of amazing sex. I admit that it scares me a little."
Her admission that it scared her touched me, but at the same time I knew that my resolve regarding sexual treats and gifts wasn't absolute...I was briefly glad that she thought so.
Before going back inside Heather explained that the hair colors were symbols. Women with blue hair extensions, either a lock or full set, were opened to sex with other women; those with fire colored extensions were opened to sex with other men and women with rainbow colored hair extensions were opened to anything. Heather didn't even realize that this explanation also revealed that this was a full-fledge sexual thing! She had assumed that I had guessed it but I hadn't.
Through my shock I asked her why she hadn't any such extensions in her own hair, and she told that it was because it was my first time here. The black rose on my lapel meant that I wasn't just an escort and so was off limits. We walked around and I tried my best to calm myself.
For the next half an hour, I played at being the meek, submissive partner Heather wanted me to look like. I realized that she specified that I was her boyfriend only to very few women. Those she knew the most, I guessed. I was starting to feel more and more pressure from this norm-reversal thing, and constantly stifling my opinions was getting harder and harder. I tried to ignore the discussions around me and suddenly realized that there was a piece of information I didn't have.
At the same time, I saw a glorious redhead walk towards us. She had a rainbow lock of hair and I smiled, now knowing what it meant. Before she could arrive, I quickly asked Heather "What color do you usually wear in your hair?"
"Why, I'm saddened that you have to ask..."
And that was it. I was left wondering as the stunning young woman arrived. She was rather tall, very slim with what looked like beautiful but small breasts. Yet the flare of her tiny waist to her smallish hips was remarkably sensual. Her very long bright red hair was simply loose tonight, flowing to the small of her back like liquid fire. Her gown was a very form fitting red affair with a sash of deep green around her waist. Deep red wine rolling in a clear glass and the fabled green Irish valleys came to mind as she moved around.
She greeted Heather warmly. Very warmly. They shared a kiss on their cheeks but immediately afterwards Heather grinned and kissed her friend on the lips as well. And as simple as that I learned that Heather was bi-sexual, at least as far as sexual partners went. I had never heard of her having an actual girlfriend but these two had clearly shared more than chaste kisses.
When they stopped kissing, many seconds later, the woman briefly looked at me and said to Heather, with an Irish accent, "I wasn't sure about the kiss, with your new beau..." Looking at me again with her sparkling green eyes, she said "I'm Aoife." It sounded like "Ee-fa" but I had a feeling that it would be spelled very differently.



To my surprise she raised her arm and offered me her downturned hand. Smiling, I grabbed it and kissed it. When I did, she added "So you're really Heather's new boyfriend..." Turning to Heather, she said "How did you two meet?"
"Actually, I've known him for a long time. You remember my philosophy colleague?"
Aoife's eyes widened as she briefly looked back at me. "Really? But I thought that he wasn't into this... And you brought him here?"
"Yes, she did." I said. Aoife turned her head, surprised by my outburst. "I had no idea what this place was but now I got a pretty good idea and I'm happy to play along. Play along." I repeated for Heather.
Aoife truly seemed surprised by the fact that I answered before Heather could. As I was talking, I looked directly into her eyes and tried to make her see that I found her extremely desirable. She clearly got the message. Her expression changed, became a lot more sensuous. She stepped very close to me and grabbed the black rose on my lapel.
I leaned towards her, placing my head a few inches away from hers, still staring intently into her lovely eyes. Aoife took a quick, sharp breath as I did: here at least, she wasn't used to men taking initiative. While looking at me, she said "Heather... If ever you let him take that pin off, find me..." She then stood on her toes, bringing her face closer to mine and smelled me. It was a very strange experience as even though I had made the first move, I still felt like a stud animal being evaluated. Right next to us, Heather said "Jer, don't you think that Aoife looks like treat tonight?"
My heart skipped a beat and glanced at Heather, my eyes wide. Did she really meant that Aoife would be my treat? That choice of word couldn't be a coincidence, yet was she really talking about a threesome? Aoife was still staring into my eyes with a sweet smile, in perfect control of herself. Looking down, I could see that she still had her hand around my pin and was ready to pull it out. I mumbled "Yes, she does," hoping that I didn't sound like a quivering fool.
After a few tense and delicious moments she backed off and grinned. Her hand was still around my pin though. Aoife was stunningly beautiful, standing there very close to me with her eyes locked with mine. Her mask was a very flimsy affair and I had no doubt that I would recognize her on the streets. Easily. This was a woman that was not afraid of acknowledging the fact she came here. I wasn't sure I would be able to recognize Shion easily like this.
I cleared my throat and, in a low voice, said "Looks like even the women that come here like men who aren't completely submissive."
"Some of us, at least..." Aoife said. She was now flushed, her breathing slightly faster. "I don't know how you managed to net Heather here, though."
"Just between the three of us..." I said, whispering and looking right at Heather this time, "I think that the most dominant women are just unconsciously asking to be dominated in return."
Aoife laughed out loud, the sound as lovely as she was. She knew Heather and was probably shocked at the thought that such a dominant woman would secretly like to be dominated. But as wonderful as the Irish woman was, still standing very close to me, I was focused on Heather right now. How I would have liked to be a trained, clinical psychologist at this moment! I tried and failed to decipher my new girlfriend's expression. She wasn't smiling, nor did she look angry. She didn't even look like she wanted to deny what I had said! Nor confirm it for that matter.
Looking at me, Heather slowly smiled and said "We're going to have to talk about this my dear... I think that an evening in the room downstairs at my place, you know, the one you've been curious about, will cure you of this silly notion..." As I grinned, Aoife was still laughing next to us. She released my pin and said "I think I'll let you two sort this out." She kissed my cheek, did the same with Heather and said "The pin... Let me know if..." before leaving.
Afterwards, I looked at Heather and smiled. I had no idea what she would say or do but I was ready for anything: a comment about what I had said about dominating her, about my not-so-subtle behaviour with Aoife, about the fact that I had said that I would play along...
What she asked me took me completely by surprise. A small smile on her lips, she looked at me and asked "Would you like us to have sex with Aoife?"
Not betraying anything by my posture or expression, I took a few deep breaths and, once again, tried to decipher her expression. Failing a second time, I said "I think we need to go to the balcony again."
As we walked there, I realized that the balcony had become a sort of a out of character place for us. At least for me. As we stood outside, holding each other's hands, I said "Teasing a threesome and offering one isn't the same thing. I know you like to test me but this is a dangerous game."
"Is it?" she asked.
"Of course..." I looked at her and despite the fact that we'd known each other for years, we had only been together for a couple of weeks. "If I were single, of course I'd like to fuck—"
"But you're not single." she interrupted me. "And I didn't ask if you'd like to fuck her." I frowned, confused. "I asked you if you would like us to fuck her."
Again, I stared at her, mystified. I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths. "You've managed to completely unsettle me, Heather." She smiled, clearly glad to have unsettled her longtime stoic philosopher friend and new lover. But she wasn't grinning or laughing as she would have been had I said this months ago. Finally reading her expression, I said "But I'm not angry or afraid, my dear. I trust you entirely. I have no intention of backing away from you, from us."
Heather was visibly shaken by my comment. It was not what she had been expecting at all. I was coming to realize that she was going out on a limb by bringing me here. She was revealing what was probably the most out-of-norm facet of herself, and was nervous about how I would react. I said "I'm still very surprised by your offer, especially mere weeks after we finally hook up. Firstly during those weeks I learned that you were highly dominant in bed. Then I find out that you've invited me to this feminazi ball. Twenty minutes ago I was expecting to play the gentle, domesticated man for an entire night. And now you're offering this?" I grinned and added "You expected me to take all of this in stride? You give me too much credit my dear."
Heather stared at me in silence for a long while before kissing me. A long kiss, yet a soft kiss. Extremely soft. She took a deep breath once we stopped, and looked at me. This time she was grinning, looking profoundly happy. Then her eyes narrowed a bit and I knew there were some more mischief coming. "So? My dear? Do you want us to fuck her?" she asked. "She's obviously interested..."
"Well." I took a deep breath myself. "In a perfect world, where that wouldn't bother or displease or hurt you in any way... yes I would. Of course I would. She's gorgeous."
Heather smiled. "Good answer. Very good answer."
Then her expression changed, and she suddenly looked very predatory, very dominant. "There's just one problem. We're not in the regular, male-dominated world where two women are just happy to lie with any man that wants a threesome. And—"
"Pffff! Heather!" I interrupted her. "Dont mistake porn with reality! You know very well that most men are not that simple and predictable."
"Shhh!" she stopped me. "In any case. If you want us to fuck Aoife, you'll have to watch me get fucked by another man first."
This time I was caught unawares, not expecting this at all. My eyes opened wide and I didn't know what to say. "Hmmm..." she said. "You don't like it as—" I interrupted her again, this time with my finger on her lips.
I knew what she was going to say. In fact, I said "You're going to say to me that while the idea of fucking another woman sounds good, the reverse doesn't. And that makes me a sexist. I'm going to counter that it's not that simple, that I'm also profoundly influenced by my culture, and that threesomes with two women are way more common than with two men. And..." I trailed off, trying to gather my wits. "Who?"
Heather, who had been smiling ear to ear like a wolf as I spoke, simply said "Aoife's escort. I don't know his name." After a brief pause, she said "Well?"
"Ok."
Again, she was surprised. "Really? Damn, Jer, you must really want to fuck Aoife! I thought you preferred more voluptuous—"
"Stop it." I said, cutting her off yet one more time. "I do want to fuck her but that's secondary." I paused, then added "I trust you, Heather. I admit that I have no idea how I'm going to react when I see you and him fucking. No idea. But I want to try it, I want to face that situation because I really want to be with you. You challenge me like no other woman has ever done before and... for crying out loud, we've only been together for two weeks!"
I was laughing as I finished but Heather was looking at me with a serious expression on her face. Once again I had surprised her. I think that all of these surprises were small victories in this strange situation. We were both passing each other's challenges. As she stared into my eyes, she squeezed my arms very strongly with her hands. She seemed to be burning in front of me. I guessed I was the first man to ever let her do this for this reason. I could imagine her previous boyfriends agreeing out of lust or weakness. Maybe I was too harsh with them but seeing how she was reacting now...
A few minutes later Heather spotted Aoife across the room and beckoned her with her finger. When she came, Heather placed my black rose in her hand. The smile on Aoife's lips when she saw it made her look even more beautiful than earlier. "But first..." Heather said. "Where's your escort?"
Aoife grinned, looked at me and then back at Heather "Really?"
"Yep."
Looking at me again, Aoife said "You're quite something, my friend. Can't wait to get to know you."
Five minutes later we were all in a private room with a huge king sized bed surrounded by many soft sofas. The guy, whose name I didn't know and didn't want to know, seemed used to this. He was probably a regular of this place. As I looked at him, I detected a surprising expression. The man was jaded! Damn! At his age, about twenty, I would have given an arm and a leg to be able to be the escort of such stunning women.
Then again I had never prostituted myself and I got the feeling that sex without intimacy, even with gorgeous women, didn't bring this guy profound contentment. Even though he was watching intently as Aoife began removing Heather's dress, his eyes glued on her majestic breasts, I knew that he was perfectly aware that he wasn't really "with us". In a strange way, even if I had only known Aoife for a total of five minutes, there was a connection there, growing. He stood there like a tool waiting to be used.
And later he would receive a check for this... It's strange how these thoughts led me to feeling pity for the guy even though he would be fucking the most beautiful woman in the world... When the top of Heather's dress fell to her waist, I forgot about the lucky yet unlucky guy in the room with us. I had seen her breasts naked, had kissed and sucked and caressed them each and every single day since Heather and I hooked up but I still felt a pulse of pleasure deep in my belly. They were so big, so firm and proud... I growled audibly and the two women turned to me, smiling.
Soon after, the rest of her dress was freed and slowly fell over her hips. Heather was facing me, and I enjoyed the sight of her pussy for a few moments before looking up at her. I could see that she was burning with lust and I had a pretty good idea that it was not directed at the guy behind her. As Aoife went to him and undressed him in turn, Heather walked to me and knelt on the plush carpet. "Are you sure about this?" she whispered.
I was pretty sure she had never asked that question to her previous boyfriends. I nodded, trying to look confident even though I wasn't. My head knew that there was no danger, that while Heather might enjoy this guy's cock, there wasn't anything remotely threatening to our relationship, as young as it was. Then again we were not only heads! My cock may have been up for this but my heart was still worried...
Heather stood up and joined the guy on the bed. He was laying down on his back, his big cock already hard, covered with a condom. Without even sharing a single word, Heather straddled him. For a while she just pressed her pussy against the underside of his cock, making small movements. Soon she was lengthening those movements and I guessed that her juices were now properly coated all over his shaft.
Aoife had also removed her dress and was now sitting next to me in glorious lingerie. I looked at her for a while but my attention soon returned to Heather. From my vantage point I could see the guy's cock appearing and disappearing between her legs, could even see her pussy splayed over it! I was hard as a rock, uncomfortable in my pants but I felt profoundly conflicted. Heather was staring into my eyes with a small smile on her lips and ignored the guy completely. She was probably doing this on purpose.
Heather stopped moving and reached down between her legs. Raising herself many inches above him, she pulled his cock upright and guided it against her opening. She then sheathed him entirely inside her, letting her weight push her down against him. She moaned as she did, closing her eyes. When the guy grunted and reflexively reached for her breasts, she swatted his hands away. Despite everything I was feeling, I experienced another stab of pity for the guy. It was utterly crazy.
And as insane as it was, as the minutes went by there was a peculiar aura of normality that settled in this room. Aoife, who had been silent next to me, now turned her head and whispered "I can see that this is hard..." I nodded. "Why are you doing this? You're not one of her dumb boyfriends nor just an escort."
I shrugged, still staring at Heather. I was profoundly turned on by the sight of her body in the cowgirl position, by the sight of her breasts bouncing freely, of her half closed eyes and opened mouth and by the sound of her moans. Yet I wasn't there beneath her, enjoying that ride.
Aoife suddenly leaned in much closer, her nose touching my ear as she said "You love her." It wasn't a question. "You truly do... you're not just infatuated with her, or awed by her or simply lusting after her body." She paused, kissed my ear very delicately, and added "Does she know?" I shook my head very slightly. "Interesting..." she added before pulling away.
Without warning, Heather moved off of the guy and came to kneel in front of me again. With a backwards look and a movement of the head she told the guy to follow her. Kneeling behind her, he pushed himself in once more. I was staring into Heather's eyes as he penetrated her, and saw her eyes partly closing. She was clearly very excited, maybe close to climaxing. Yet I could also see that she was nervous.
She placed her hands on my knees, staring into my eyes as she was being fucked from behind. "I can stop whenever you want..." she whispered to me.
I frowned, surprised. I shook my head again and leaned forward towards her. "So if I want, I can simply ask you to stop?" Heather nodded. I leaned closer to her, kissed her lips before adding "So you're telling me that I have all the power here? That I'm actually in control?"
Next to us, Aoife burst out laughing again, that same laugh as earlier, bright and gay. "He has you there, my love..." she said to Heather. Heather was staring right into my eyes. She could have said no, could have retracted her offer, could have asked the guy to fuck her harder and not stop... She did or said none of these. Instead, looking like panther on the hunt, she climaxed right there, staring into my eyes. Aoife reached forward and caressed Heather's head, still laughing gently. "Oh my dear... You're in sooooo much trouble Heather!"
"Shut up!" she said between two panting breaths. "And you!" she added looking at me. "Kiss me again!"
And we did. Another wonderful kiss that went way beyond mere lust or desire. The guy actually came inside her, filling his condom as we kissed, and neither of us noticed until we stopped kissing. Aoife stood up and talked with her escort for a moment before asking him to leave us alone. When she returned to us, Heather was pressed against me and I was hugging her hard. Looking up, I saw that that Aoife was naked, with nothing but a naughty smile on her lips and her mask. As she took it off, she said "Looks like one of us is severely overdressed."
I stood up, disentangling myself gently from Heather's arms. I could see that Heather was surprised by Aoife's decision to remove her mask. They shared a look I couldn't quite decipher, but Heather removed her own as well. I felt like it was a significant move, but I would have to ask her about it later. "That's my favorite nymph!" Heather said.
My heart was beating, both because of the unexpectedly precious moment I had just shared with Heather, and because I was going to fuck the delightful redhead that was smiling at me, her lust shining in her green eyes. In fact, I had four stunning green eyes staring at me as I finished undressing. Aoife looked at my erect cock, nodded with a smile and turned to Heather. "Why don't you lay on your back, my dear." Turning her head towards me, she added "As for you, sit back, enjoy the show and wait for my signal. You'll recognize it, don't worry."
Without even waiting for my acknowledgment, Aoife turned back towards Heather. My new girlfriend looked incredibly sexy on her back, and I swallowed hard as I watched Aoife kneeling next to her, then laying over her. Like most men, I was fascinated and aroused at the sight of two women making love, and for the first time in my life I was seeing it up close and personal.
Heather and Aoife began by kissing while caressing each other's bodies. Soon Aoife did what I would have done in her place, sliding down and enjoying Heather's breasts with her mouth. Seeing this lovely lass licking and sucking on Heather's breasts made my cock even harder than it already was.
But lower down, the sight was almost as arousing. Aoife's ass, even though she wasn't pushing it out or anything like that, was breathtaking. She was stretched out with one ankle crossed over the other. Nothing fancier but she didn't need to do anything more. I sat there almost panting as I watched them, hearing Heather's moans. I knew she liked having her breasts fondled and sucked on, and whatever Aoife was doing was working.
I was waiting for a signal but couldn't discern anything. I so dearly wanted to join them, to straddle Aoife's thighs and push my cock between those asscheeks and slip into her pussy. But nothing. As I was beginning to wonder if this was nothing more than an elaborate tease, Aoife sent me her message. And boy was she right. I recognized it in a second. Aoife arched her ass outwards, pushing her wonderful ass higher and higher until I could clearly see her pussy in the crossroads of her thighs and asscheeks.
Somehow she managed to make it look like her pussy was blossoming! After having ben pressed tightly between her closed thighs, it seemed to bloom and open up. Between her two white lips I could now see a widening gap of pale pink flesh. Her two inner lips appeared and when she stopped I could even see her hole gaping slightly. Not gaping like pussies can after being fucked thoroughly, just opening slightly. And it was glistening with her juices.



I got up and straddled her thighs as I had been dreaming of doing. But just as I was starting to push my cock down, Aoife stopped sucking on Heather's breasts and said "Tsk, tsk, tsk... You think you can just fuck me like this? Oh no. No, no, no... Eat my pussy and if you're good enough I'll let you fuck me." I grinned, then growled.
Heather laughed and said "Shut up mistress, and keep sucking on my breasts!"
Aoife did just that as I slid down those sweet legs of hers. As much as I wanted to fuck that bright pink pussy of hers, the thought of having to lick it was almost as enjoyable. And as I plunged right into it, I wasn't disappointed. Aoife tasted wonderful and I pushed my tongue as deep as it would go to get as much of her juices as I could. Between two breathless dives into this pussy, I growled "You taste wonderful!"
Heather laughed again "Do you say that to all your conquests?" remembering that I said that to her every time I ate her out.
"No, just the ones who deserve it." I said. "And I have a feeling you know very well that this little Irish nymph tastes better than fine whiskey."
She only laughed and Aoife joined in. We remained in this position for a long time and I fell in a sort of daze, my eyes closed, as I alternately devoured her pussy and tickled her clit. I was also enchanted to hear her moaning with that sweet voice of hers and soon felt like I was playing the sexiest of instruments. Of course I couldn't resist her firm ass, well rounded yet small. I bit into the apples of those cheeks, feeling the fragile skin giving way against my mouth.
Breaking me out of my trance I heard her whispering "Fuck me..." very weakly. A second later, she repeated "Fuck me!" a lot more aggressively.
Grinning, I moved back upwards, tracing a long line of saliva from her pussy to her upper back. Right after I stopped, Aoife whispered "Heather... Your man just licked my asshole..."
Heather replied "Oh the naughty bastard..."
I didn't really care right now. Couldn't really care, in fact. Instead I was panting with lust as I poked Aoife's pussy with my cock until I felt its tip slip in. As quickly and forcefully as I felt I could, I buried my cock in this delicious pussy, feeling it open before me until I bottomed out. I felt Aoife arch herself upwards until she was pressed against me, and then she cried out her pleasure, her voice mixing with mine.
I fucked her a few times and watched, amazed, as she threw her thick red mane of hair left and right, groaning all the while. "Follow me." she whispered breathlessly before moving down. I slowed a bit and moved down with and grin when I understood what she wanted. At once I saw Heather's legs open and lift high up in the air and heard her moans turn to cries of pleasure. Aoife was now giving Heather what I had been giving her for the past ten minutes. And it was making Heather just as happy!
As wonderful as her moans were, I was overwhelmed by Aoife's pussy. She was as sweet as could be, her pussy feeling as good as it had tasted earlier. Yet I also knew that the intensity of my pleasure was explained in great part by the fact that I experiencing my first threesome. Above Aoife's bright red head I was now staring into Heather's eyes. And in that moment I was overfilled with joy and gratitude and passion and love. I came so very close to telling her that I loved her. So very close. But I managed to stop myself, preferring to keep that special moment for later.
A few moments later I was grinning then laughing as we both felt Aoife climaxing between us. She pushed her ass outwards as much as she could and I felt it penetrating just a smudge deeper. Aoife was panting and crying out loud until she froze, jerked and spasmed between us. She crumbled down against Heather and writhed in pleasure, and Heather was smiling as she held her head tight, grinning as we shared a look.
When I pulled away and let Aoife roll onto her side, Heather sat up and said "My turn with the cock now!" I laughed, feeling both like a stud animal and such a great surge of pleasure that I didn't mind. She pushed me on my back and quickly straddled me. She knew I loved this position and soon she was riding me. Looking at me, she asked "Do you like knowing that some of the juices around your cock come from that red-haired beauty over there?"
"Damn right! Do you?" I asked in return.
"You really have to ask?" she was grinning and began fucking me harder.
She grabbed my wrists and pulled them above my head. That position forced her to lean far forward, and that was both good and bad. It was bad because it forced her to slow down. Then again, it was delightful because it placed her breasts in the range of my mouth. I could still feel traces of Aoife's saliva as I began to feast on them, which only added to my pleasure.
Suddenly I felt Aoife spreading my leg open and nestling between them. A moment later I heard Heather gasp. I couldn't see a thing and in this position, I couldn't even move out of the way of her breasts to see what was going on. As Heather continued to laugh and gasp in pleasure, I figured that Aoife was eating her pussy from behind. Not as ideal as from the front but seeing Heather's reaction, it was clearly working.
Then again, I thought in my fog of pleasure, I didn't feel her tongue on me. But if that was right, it meant that... Shit! Was Aoife reaming Heather? Was she teasing her asshole? Heather and I had never talked or even hinted at anal sex... But now... This opened doors! Now in my mind's eye I could picture Aoife's perfect body stretched between my legs, her sweet ass upturned as she buried her face between Heather's buttocks. Eventually I felt Aoife's mouth on the base of my cock and groaned as she then sucked my balls.
Without warning, Heather pulled away from me and rolled to her side. For a moment my eyes met Aoife's over my spasming cock and she winked at me, saying "Well hello there!" As if she knew what Heather wanted, Aoife rolled to her side as well and I followed suit. Soon enough we were in a sort of messy triangle, the sexiest of triangles I had ever seen.
I rested my head sideways against one of Heather's thighs and opened my mouth to eat her pussy and felt Aoife's mouth on my cock. From what I had seen before plunging between Heather's thighs, my girlfriend was also eating Aoife's pussy. The position forced Aoife to pull my cock far away from my belly and at first it was slightly painful as I was hard as a fucking rock.
But soon I realized that this position had its advantages. It was also forcing Aoife to tilt her head far backwards which meant that... Gods! I was so deep in her mouth! I felt her moving up and down on my shaft almost its entire length! I had never been deepthroated before and while I wasn't sure that Aoife was doing it fully, she certainly was the woman who had come the closest!
I was trembling as I tried my best to pleasure Heather. It seemed to be working. Even though I couldn't see much, I could hear her moaning and feel her twitching as I found her sweet spots. And when she came, I held on and smiled, at least as much as I could sandwiched between her round thighs. Soon after that Aoife pulled back from my cock and cried out, very loudly, as she herself came.
By then Heather had lifted the thigh that was above my head and I was resting on the other one, watching Aoife climaxing. After taking a few deep breaths, Aoife looked at me and dove back to my cock. She was surprised when I placed my hand on her head and pulled her back gently. She was puzzled but I said "Can I take you from behind, on all four?" Once again she laughed that brilliant laughter and nodded.
I knelt behind her, staring at her perfect ass as she made it sway side to side. I placed my cock against her pussy, then pushed back inside. When I grabbed her hips, I whispered "Gods this won't take long!"
Aoife and Heather both laughed, and Aoife said "We have all the time in the world..."
"Well," I gasped, "I don't!"
I was already climaxing, mere seconds after having begun to fuck her in this position. I had already been close in her mouth but the sight of her ass was way too much for me. I groaned and cried, trembled and shook and became dizzy with pleasure as I squirted jet after jet of cum inside her. Heather was sitting right next to us and kissed my arm as I came.
I fell back on the bed like a rock, my cock making a "plopping" sound as it pulled out of Aoife. The two women came close to me and we remained like this, snuggled very intimately, for a long while. In the comfortable silence, I realized that I had known Aoife for less than an hour before having this mind-blowing threesome with her. I grinned, then laughed out loud. Heather asked me why. "I just wondering when the next ball was..."
Heather laughed and said "Oh dear... Typical male!"
Aoife then said "Such a beast!", laughing as well.
Later, I kissed Aoife on the lips before leaving, with the promise that we'd see her again before the next ball. Heather and I took a long walk outside before getting to our car. During that walk, we talked about a lot of things. Life, love, fidelity and what each other wanted for the next ten years. That last bit was not a perfect match for the both of us but not so different as to scare us.
After a long silence sitting on a bench, all alone in the night, I squeezed her hand twice. When she turned her head towards me, I said "I love you Heather."
She grinned and said "I know you do..." Despite her cheeky words, I could see that her eyes were suddenly a lot brighter.
"I think I have for a long time." I added.
After another silence, while our eyes were locked together, she smiled and said "I love you too, Jeremy. Even if I know you're going to be the man who will challenge me the most." she finished with slightly shaking breath.
I didn't know what to say to that so I kissed her instead. After that intense moment, we took a few deep breaths. With a smile on my lips I said "You're going to challenge me as well, my love. Having to fuck beautiful women like this all the time... Sheesh!" Heather shook her head, smiled then laughed. I added "We have a lot of things to talk about, you know."
"Yes." she replied. "Like how you have misguided notions about what dominant women really want."
I snorted, then said "Yeah, that, of course. And also what Aoife was doing to you between your legs while I couldn't see."
Heather laughed again and got up before pulling me up with her. "That, I think," she said as we walked to the car, "is something that will remain our little secret, my love."
Would it, though? Would it really?
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"You know Heather, despite everything I've discovered about you these past couple of months, there's one thing that absolutely has to be clear." I told my girlfriend.
"And what's that my dear?" she replied in a smooth voice, her mouth right to my ear.
"I'm not a submissive person..." I wasn't sure of how she'd react to this. She knew it; it wasn't the first time I was saying it out loud. I moved very slightly, trying not to show my nervousness.
"Oh really? Are you very sure about this?" she asked.
"Yes." I replied, gasping. To my credit, I only gasped once.
"Hmmm. Tell me, lover, have you ever been with a dominant partner? A really dominant one?"
"Well, no. I never have." I admitted.
"So you're more of a dominant man yourself?"
I grinned, shaking my head. "In life or in bed?"
"Is there a difference?" Heather replied, squeezing her hand harder.
"Yes, of course." I said, shaking my head slowly. "In philosophical discourse and argument, I'm quite dominant, but other than that I'm not a boor. And in bed, well, it depends on the—" I stopped short as Heather squeezed again, but managed not to gasp this time.
Heather glanced at me and cleared her throat. After licking her lips, she calmly said "On the woman? So you've never been with a man?" She was smiling as she asked that, looking me right in the eyes.
"Nope, never."
"Shame... I know of a few men that would love to play the domination-submission game with you." As she finished, she squeezed her hand again, her saliva making a distinctive squishing sound.
"Oh..." I said involuntarily. "Well in bed, with you," I specified, "I'm up for most things. But in life—"
"Again; is there a difference?" She interrupted me. "You think that when we're out shopping, or with friends or on campus, that I don't think about fucking you, about sucking your cock or pressing my pussy against your face?" When she finished, she slipped her hand up and down, making me squirm.
"Shit!" I exclaimed, grinning. But I tried my best to focus. "You remember my tease about you and men with low willpower?" This was a while ago, when I had told her that all her boyfriends had been submissive men. "Well, I'm not one of them. Think you can handle that?" I said in what I hoped was a confident voice.
"Sure, I can handle that no problem. How about you? Think you can handle me?" she asked, breathing faster.
"I think the answer to that is obvious. How about you untie me and—"
"Oh no... we're not done talking."
I swore mentally as she said that. "How long have I been here?" I asked. I could see in her smile that she was, in fact, surprised I had lasted this long.
It had begun about thirty minutes ago. With a dare of course. Heather told me that she'd be able to reduce me to a quivering mess unable to hold a conversation. I said "Go for it!" and so a few minutes later I was utterly naked, standing in her spacious living room, with my hands tied together straight above my head and attached to a long taut rope. Heather had then disappeared in her room and come back wearing nothing but a garter belt and suspenders. She had loosened her dark hair and as she walked towards me I stared in wonder at her bright beauty. Even back in our first college year, as students, Heather had had a stunning figure. At twenty she'd already had the curves that would have made any woman jealous. Even though she had never tried to dress to enhance or flaunt her breasts, hips or ass, nobody could have missed them.
Heather was now fully ripened, the glorious bloom of a woman at her peak. Even if I had seen her naked many times by now, when she came out wearing nothing but those suspenders, I had been buffeted by her sexual presence and felt myself tremble. And get hard. Her large breasts had swayed and shook with her every step, her pale pink nipples almost glowing on her tanned skin. For me, in her living room, she had deliberately walked like a model, highlighting the curves of her hips and roundness of her thighs. The pure white lingerie a stark contrast on her golden skin. The thin strip of dark pubic hairs above her pussy served as another contrasting point.
A minute later she was standing right in front of me and my cock was betraying my feelings by standing fully hard. And so she had begun to caress my cock with one or two hands, had taken me in her mouth as I talked, and had even slipped my cock against the wet lips between her legs. Sweet torture.
Now, twenty-five minutes later, I was still talking somewhat coherently despite her best efforts. And the subject was rather important. I wasn't, in fact, a submissive man in real life. And it was now perfectly clear that Heather was a dominant woman both in and out of bed. The ball had made that explicitly clear.
I had to take control over the conversation. And suddenly I knew how. "Heather... Domination is fun and all, but didn't you tell me that you were a feminist?" Of course she had, it was one of the defining features of her life.
She froze for a brief moment as I said that before replying "Yes, of course I am. That's why you're standing there all tied up and I can do whatever I want with you."
She sounded calm but I knew I had her on the defensive when she turned around, her back now to me. She then rose on the balls of her feet and proceeded to move back against me, pressing her sweet ass on my cock. Given that my cock was pointing upwards, it didn't bury between her legs. Instead, it ended up pressed between my belly and her ass, its underside enfolded deep in her crack. Heather moved her ass from side to side, my saliva-coated cock between her buttocks.
She then reached between her legs and placed her hand gently on my balls. After a minute, she moved away and pulled my cock down, trapping it between her legs this time. I felt her wet and burning pussy on the topside of my cock. Heather began moving forwards and backwards slowly, teasing my entire length with her lips. "You were saying?" she asked, a hint of laughter in her voice.
Looking down, it really looked like she was fucking me, moving back and forth like this. I scrunched my eyes closed for a moment and said "I was saying that a feminist should strive for equality, not domination."
As I said that, I saw her shoulders dropping slightly and she dropped on her heels with a sigh. I was pretty sure she was about to concede defeat as she pulled away from my cock. But as the tip of my cock slipped against her anus, I gasped one more, and last, time. When she turned around, I saw her expression change. She had indeed been ready to concede, but her eyes widened and her grin flourished. "Really?" she asked, excited like a schoolgirl. Heather even jumped up and down a few times, making her decidedly-not-schoolgirl breasts bounce with her.
She stared into my eyes a few seconds. "Really Jer? You're into anal?" I didn't say anything, knowing I couldn't fake my way out of this one in my current state. "Oh my gods!" Heather said, jumping up and down again. "Oh right! I remember the bit with Aoife, when she was..." she stopped herself. "Oh boy, do I have you now! You mean that if I do that again..." and she did, turning around and pushing my cock against her asshole, "that you'll be putty in my hands?"
"Untie me and we'll see who will be putty when my seven inches are sheathed in your ass!" I growled.
"Oh no mister... Oh no no no." Heather was still grinning. She had pulled away again and had turned back around, looking at me with glee. "Did you know that anal sex is the ultimate submission for a woman? Or that I've never let any man there? Or that I'm never going to let one? But now I know how I can get you to break!"
I didn't know if her use of the word 'man' was deliberate of just generic. Had she let a woman...? In any case she turned around once more, rose up on her toes and slipped my cock against her pussy before pulling out and letting my glans tease her asshole. And I was indeed broken. My cock was covered with her juices and slipped sweetly against her anus. I twitched forward, vainly trying to test her resolve against anal sex. It failed, obviously. I was still securely tied and couldn't move with any sort of force.
Heather was laughing, and I couldn't do anything about it. She had kept me on the verge of climax for the past half hour with her hands and mouth. Now with all this talk of anal sex with my cock against her asshole, I was completely unable to hold any sort of conversation. There was only one thing I could do.
Taking a deep breath, knowing I was very close to climaxing, I hid it the best I could and started talking. Or tried to. I wanted to make her believe that I was going for one last attempt. After a few words, Heather reacted as I hoped she would: she used her hand to rub my cock against her asshole a bit harder. And that was all it took. I hid my climax until I exploded against her sweet little asshole and she gasped as I did. And laughed. She held my cock against her hole, letting me spend myself on her.
Climaxing while tied up was a new feeling, both frustrating and exhilarating. I kept trying to push against her, but she was squarely in control. She did keep rubbing my cock against her and the feelings were remarkable. I had an anal fetish, and it had been a fucking long time since I had sodomized anyone. This was pure delight... and frustration at the same time. When I was done she released my cock and dropped down on all fours in front of me. I could see some of my sperm on her asscheeks, but most was dripping down lower into her crack, coating her pussy lips before falling to the floor.
Heather then leaned down even more until her face was on the floor, her ass thrust upwards towards me. She then grabbed her ass with both her hands and played with my cum for a while. "You like this, lover?" I could only nod. When she placed one of her fingers on her asshole and played with it I gasped out loud, seeing and feeling my cock twitching. "Oooh... This feels really nice!" she cooed, teasing me like a demon. After that she slipped part of her finger inside her ass, pushing some of my sperm with it. "Well, what do you know... there's now some of your cum inside my ass." she sighed loudly. "And to think that your cock won't ever go there... Such a shame..."
I tried one more time to break the strap that was binding my hands... in vain. I wanted to drop behind her and fuck her. I was still hard, perfectly hard despite having just cum. Heather on her knees, ass outwards, with her asshole filled with my cum... Shit! And the damned woman knew it! She turned her head and looked at me. "What would you do if you weren't tied?"
"I'd fuck that perfect asshole of yours until you'd start talking gibberish, overwhelmed with too many climaxes..."
"Even though I told you I didn't want that?" she replied, her voice slightly different.
As I looked at her as she stood up and turned around to face me, I could see that she was more serious. She looked at my cock and smiled. She came very close to me, pressing her breasts against my chest, and whispered into my ear "You can do whatever you want with me, but don't try to sodomize me without my consent, please." Again, I knew she was serious this time. I didn't know how I knew, but even if she was smiling, something was different. Heather could move from this dominant roleplay to an authentic voice in a blink of an eye. But wasn't she dominant in real life? Right now, I was completely at a loss.
I nodded, adding "Of course... Never without your—"
But she interrupted me. "No self-respecting feminist would let herself be sodomized." My eyes narrowed as I looked at her: her expression was different once again. Not playful, exactly, but not serious anymore either. Was she teasing me still? Was she dead serous about not anal sex? I was unsure of what she was trying to say. All I knew was that she didn't want me to fuck her ass. At least not now.
After that she brought the little step right in front of me, climbed upon it and began to untie my hands. I leaned down and grabbed the perfect nipple that was just at the right height, and sucked it in my mouth. Heather gasped and moaned as she untied me. My arms hurt a bit as I brought them down, but I didn't care. I grasped Heather, forcing her breasts against my face as I feasted. After a few minutes though I needed to fuck something. I turned her around on her little step and slipped my cock between her cheeks. When I found her warm pussy I pushed up wards and finally impaled myself inside her.
We both moaned at the same time and I began fucking her. This position was fun, with her higher than me, but I needed something more intense. Heather was rather tall for a woman, and soon I pulled her down from the step. Holding her from her hips I began pounding into her. It felt so damned good! "Still hard... That's good," she said. "That's very good..." I had been teased for a long time, and despite my amazing release against her asshole, I wanted more. Grabbing both of her massive breasts in my hand, I pulled her close against me, forcing me to slow down a bit. Whispering into her ear in turn, I asked "Can I just caress it with my thumb?"
"Hmm hmm, yes, but no more."
I pushed Heather on all fours, then pressed her head down on the floor. With both my hands on her ass I fucked her hard again, staring at the mess of sperm all over her. When I placed my thumb on her asshole I growled, caressing the sensitive skin and feeding my fetish. Soon, even though raw pleasure was beginning to overwhelm me, I noticed that Heather was also responding to my caresses, moaning in time with my thumb as it pressed slightly harder. She was breathing faster and faster as well. It could be because of her own impending climax, but it could also mean that she wasn't as opposed to anal sex as she claimed.
That would have to wait for another time, though, as I felt my climax cresting inside me. When I began crying out I felt Heather twitching in front of me, her own climax exploding. We came together, and while I managed not to push my thumb inside her, I never stopped caressing her asshole as I spewed whatever was left of my cum inside her pussy.
I finally crashed upon her and we fell to our sides. I managed to keep my cock inside her as I was spooning her, trying to help her stretch her climax for as long as possible. Eventually we stopped gasping and I said "You know, one day you'll be the one strapped up there, and I'll have my way with you..."
"Oh no you won't... I'm the dominant partner, remember?"
We both laughed, but some part of my mind wondered how serious she actually was. She knew, knew it perfectly well after being my friend for more than for ten years and after the discussion at the ball, that I was not like her previous boyfriends. I had met most of them, and it was obvious that Heather usually chose submissive men. Yet she had chosen me and she was maintaining her dominant facade. The coming week was shaping up to be memorable, as we would probably have to solve this through sex like this...
I woke up alone the next morning in Heather's bed. She was gone for the day, having a class and a few meetings today. Downstairs I found a letter from her. Here's what Heather had written. "Dear lover. I know you'll be glad to hear this: I've decided to I'll let your fuck my ass! Yes, really! Before though, there's something you'll have to do. Or agree to let me do. It's simple really, and won't be long. All you have to do in order to get access to my lovely little asshole, is, simply, to let me fuck yours with a strap-on dildo. Simple, no? Love, Heather. xxx"
Oh the little minx. The little bitch! I laughed out loud, alone in the kitchen. While I was not, in principle, opposed to submitting to her strap-on, I still had reservations. First, if I agreed, it would mean that she would win. Even though being sodomized was indeed a submissive thing, if I went through with her proposal I would be the submissive one. Second, I had never had anything in my ass before! I was aware that anal sex could be painful if rushed, or even when done carefully, but her proposal brought that pain home.
I had never had a girlfriend that viewed anal sex as a normal part of our sex life. One of them had let me do it more than the others, but it was always a special thing. None, of course, had ever proposed to sodomize me! I had never considered that aspect of my fetish. I spent the rest of the day thinking about it, and the solution I came up with was both ingenious and, of course, completely dominant. "Now, how can I get my hands on Aoife's email or phone number?" I thought with a naughty smile.
When Heather came back from campus later that day, she invited me to a restaurant. She then disappeared to her room to change and told me to install a specific app on my phone in the meantime. I was puzzled, as it was an accounting app, but did as she told me to. I explored the app a bit before she came back down and was still curious as to why she wanted me to install it.
When she reappeared, I grinned. And growled. On campus and around town, Heather always dressed conservatively. She wasn't conservative at all though. It was just a decision she had taken years ago, the best way she had found to reconcile her luscious, preternatural curves with her staunch feminism. She couldn't exactly walk around looking sexier than a fertility goddess and preaching feminism. Well, technically she could have done it as it's not a direct contradiction, but it would be harder to get her message across. Just like if I tried to teach philosophy wearing a pink tutu.
By looking at her, it was obvious that we were going out of town for dinner. She was wearing a rather tight leather jacket which did nothing to hide the deep valley of her cleavage. In fact, it was clearly cut to enhance it. A flat chested woman, or even one with average sized breasts would look silly with such a jacket. Heather? She looked positively dominant. Her tight black skirt helped with that look, but most of all, her ponytail was the defining factor.
She often tied her hair in a simple pony tail, either right at the base of her skull or slightly higher. But with very long hair like she had, if she tied it too high, it swished around too much and attracted the attention of every male around. Tonight, she had tied it as high as it was possible to do it. And it wasn't simply held by a elastic band. Oh no. It was a firm tube, approximately five inches long, which rose from her skull until it freed her hair. It made an impressive sight, and if the sexy leather jacket wasn't already a clear enough sign that Heather was dominant, this made it explicitly clear.
"Hmmm... I like the look."
"Why thank you!" she replied, a genuine smile on her lips.
"Is it a coincidence that the tube is about as long as my fist is large?"
Heather stopped walking and looked at me. Her expression had changed, had become a lot hotter. "My dear... You keep thinking that you're the dominant partner here. Tsk, tsk, tsk... Now, give me your phone, I need to do something to that app."
I smiled, enjoying this game, and gave her my phone.
I tried my best to make her explain that accounting app, but failed. As soon as we got our table, she went to the bathroom. I looked around me, trying to see if I recognized anyone, perhaps from the ball, but nothing popped up. It was all very mysterious. When she got back at our table she asked, without preamble and with a very neutral expression on her face: "Are you interested in my ass only for you, or for my pleasure as well?"



"What?" I said, almost choking on the bread. "Well, for both, of course. Are you telling me you like anal sex?"
"I said no such thing." she replied, her expression still very neutral. Almost formal, as if she was talking to a student that got a bad grade. After clearing her throat, she looked into my eyes for a few seconds and said "If I agree you could pleasure my ass, would you like that? Even if that didn't give you any pleasure at all?"
I narrowed my eyes, very curious about her intentions yet glad we were talking about anal sex. "I guess so, yes."
"Ok then. Load up that accounting app." She shushed me before I could ask any more questions with her finger on my lips. "Just do it. Ok, now, swipe upwards, wait two seconds and swipe to the left."
As I did, I saw the app blacking out and then single red button appeared on my screen. I pressed it and saw Heather starting on her seat. I looked up at her, eyes wide. "Are you serious?"
She nodded, then whispered "I can't turn it off on my end without taking it out. You're in total control, my love."
"You mean that I can do that at will and as long as you stay here, you can't stop me?"
She nodded again.
I was shocked. I was fully aware that the fact that I'd known Heather for ten years, as a friend, wasn't any guarantee that I knew her sexual proclivities or most of what she liked or didn't like in bed. Yet seeing her in a very public place wearing provocative clothes, utterly dominatrix ponytail with a bluetooth enabled buttplug in her ass? That was mind blowing, even considering what I had seen and heard at the ball.
I found that my heart was racing, and that it was getting very hot in here. I pressed the button again for a second and saw her squirming on her chair, a peculiar smile on her lips. I leaned forward and said "Think you can cum from just from that?"
She looked at me, the fire bright in her eyes, and replied "It's all up to your fingers dearest."
"This is going to be a nice evening..."
And it was! Twenty minutes later I could see that Heather was becoming giddy, and that her powerful mind was starting to falter from too much pleasure. I came close to letting her climax earlier, keeping my finger on the button for a long time while I whispered a sexual fantasy into her ear. When she grabbed my thigh forcefully and held her breath, I released the button and stopped talking.
The fire that I had seen in her eyes turned to rage and she was clearly angry with me from stopping. "What?" I said innocently. "We're just talking, right?" I saw her upper lips curl back like angry wolfs do, but she didn't say anything. "So, Heather my love. About that anal sex proposition. Think we could skip it? Think you'd let me have your ass if I keep my finger on that button until your climax?"
Heather laughed slowly, a low-pitched laugh that was both very seductive and scary at the same time. "Oh my dear... You have no idea how long I could resist this type of punishment. Women aren't slaves to their impending climaxes as men are, you know?"
"Oh, really? Then why are you looking at me as if you wanted to kill me?" She didn't reply, then jumped when I pressed on the button. "Come now Heather... You placed yourself in that situation. You know I could let you cum right now. Here and there, no waiting, no more teasing. What do you say?"
"And let you fuck my ass before letting me have yours? Not a chance!"
I knew I would not win that debate. I sighed, took another deep breath and looked at her. "Do you know, Heather, that if do get access to that delicious asshole of yours, through whatever means, I'm going to pound into you like a stallion in rut?" I pressed on the remote as I finished talking and she jumped again. I could see that she was still close to cumming, and I guessed that she used her thighs, closely pressed together, to maintain some stimulation when I released the button.
This time though, I wouldn't release it. I wanted to see her climax right here in the restaurant. "What do you think about that, my love? Eager to get my fat cock in that small little asshole of yours? Think you can handle it, handle the intensity with which I'm going to ravage it?" Her expression told me that she was loving every single word that were coming out of my mouth.
It also confirmed that Heather loved anal sex and that she was just playing with me. Heck! She was wearing a bluetooth buttplug in a public restaurant, for Christ's sake! That confirmation meant that any reluctance I still had regarding my plan with Aoife simply evaporated. But that was for later. Right, I had a job to do. "Can you feel it Heather? Can you feel my cock forcing your delicate sphincter apart, pushing it wide opened? Can you feel every inch of my cock sliding deeper and deeper into you until I would feel the curve in your colon?" When she opened her eyes in surprise, I added "Oh yes, that can happen my dear. I'm not some submissive, weak-minded, pathetic excuse for a man... Oh no. I will not stop if you moan in slight pain. I'll just take my damned pleasure and ride you until I fill that well lubed and fully loosened asshole with my sperm."
She was climaxing even before I could finish my sentence. Seeing her climaxing in the restaurant was a remarkable experience. Both her hands were grabbing the edge of the table, her knuckles were white, she was halfway hunched over the table and she had stopped breathing a while ago. Her face was completely red and glistening with sweat. She was, essentially, a sex goddess. I now had a hard-on that could cut steel yet no way to make use of it here.
When she placed her hand on my arm and tapped it twice, I released the button. She was trembling and breathing hard all the while trying to remain inconspicuous. Eventually she calmed down enough, gathered herself and said that she was going to the bathroom. "And don't even think of hitting that button while I walk away or I'll make you pay!" she whispered into my ear.
But I grabbed her arm. "Oh my dear, I think you're misreading the situation. The question is not what you're going to do if I press this button. Oh no, no, no. Rather, it's 'What re you going to promise me so that I won't press it?' Is that clearer?"
Standing right next to me, Heather was both angry and extremely aroused. She smiled, shook her head and leaned down to say "What if I promise you that you could eat my ass? Would that be enough?"
"Oh yes... Tonight. As soon as we're back from the restaurant."
"Pfff! Pervert!" she threw at me before turning away.
I was laughing as she walked towards the bathroom, and half tempted to press on the button anyway. About 45 minutes later we were back home and she headed for the shower. "When I come back out," she said, "you should be fully naked on our bed." I grinned, thanking that those words could vie for the record of the least necessary words of all time.
When I saw Heather walking up the stairs after her shower, fully naked and dripping with water, I trembled on the bed. She wasn't a huge fan of sexy stripteases, and her body was a force of nature that didn't need inflated anticipation in any case. As I saw the body with which I was, incredibly, becoming more and more familiar with, my mouth fell open.
Her two large and heavy breasts moved slowly every time she walked up a step, dancing lazily as if they were as confident as Heather was herself. Then her slim waist gave way to her hips, already wide, which were enhanced by her raised legs. The smooth curve of her upper thigh melding into her hip and then vanishing into her waist, which appeared and disappeared on either side, was hypnotizing.
When my eyes focused on her pussy, and that thin line of unshaven dark hair, my heart skipped a beat. I was going to fuck that pussy very soon. But first, and Heather was very aware of this, I was going to eat that lovely ass of hers. As if by accident, once she was up the stairs, she turned around and bent forward. I gasped when I watched her two voluptuous asscheeks, clearly defined by fine, smiling apple lines on either side, part slightly as she bent at the waist. Of course I could now see her large pussy lips, but most importantly I could see the freshly cleaned asshole I had been fantasizing about.
I finally noticed that she was holding a long leather strap in her hand. I had no idea what it meant, but I soon forgot about it when she bent over a cabinet, pushing her ass out. I was still reclined on the bed, naked as she was, my cock already hard. I remained there, enjoying the stunning view, the bulbous curves and darker cleft in between. I sat on the bed and crawled down like a beast until I was kneeling right behind her. And then I feasted.
I had kissed her asscheeks many time in the past, but now, instead of that being the goal, it was merely an entree. I used the tip of my tongue to tease the droplets of water, planting small kisses. Soon I was licking her from the apple of her ass to the small of her back. We were both beginning to moan.
When I shifted from the first cheek to the other, I was planning on teasing that second one in the same manner. Instead, I was caught by the strap. Unbeknownst to me, Heather had slipped the strap between her thighs and the cabinet, and had been ready for me. When I moved over her crack, she slipped both ends of the strap around my head and pulled me tight.
She, in essence, forced me to do what I had been planning on doing: burying my face deep in her ass. I tried to laugh, breathe and lick her pussy at the same time and failed at all of them. When I placed my hands on her thighs, I managed to pull my head just enough so that I could reposition it slightly and felt myself being pulled deeper. And this time, my opened mouth covered her entire pussy.
When I pushed my tongue inside her I immediately tasted her drenched pussy, that intoxicating taste I had grown to crave. My nose was crushed against her asshole and my cheeks were squashed between hers, but I was in heaven. She released the strap slightly and allowed me to breathe. But before she could pull me back down to her pussy, I titled my head and ended up with my mouth right on her asshole.
I heard her laughing, as if from afar, as I abandoned myself to my little fetish. I had enough slack, so to speak, to move a bit. I began by kissing her asshole and soon I was rimming her, making my tongue dance on that taboo spot. My erection was now raging and I was really glad to hear her moaning in pleasure. At this point I didn't really need any more confirmation, but there it was again. Heather loved anal!
Slipping my hands under the strap, I grabbed her cheeks and pushed them apart. With the added space, I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue against her hole. I felt her shivering and to my surprise, she relaxed immediately. Oh the thrill! Oh the perverse thrill of this anal fetish. And how incredible it was to be able to let myself loose with the woman I had secretly loved for so long! It was dirty, it was taboo, it was unhygienic... Yet I was floored with so much damn pleasure I was feeling. Heather pulled on the strap much harder, as if to pull me deeper into her.
I began fucking her ass, as much as one truly could with a tongue, and I felt her responding, pushing back. I was in fucking heaven! I squeezed her asscheek twice and she released the strap so that I could breathe before diving back in. As I was taking deep breaths, my heart racing at 120, she asked me "Wanna sodomize me?" in a voice that told me she wanted my cock more than keeping up her little game.
"Shit yes!" I exclaimed and tried to get up.
But she tightened the strap again and I found my face pressed sideways against her round ass. "So you'll let me sodomize you?"
"What?" I mumbled, with my jaw barely able to move.
"That was the deal, yes?"
"Damned minx!" I said after she released the strap just a fraction. "That was your deal!"
"Ok then, eat my ass, mister!"
And I kept going! I stormed her crack, from the bottom of her spine all the way around to the top of her pussy. And it was working like crazy! Heather was breathing harder and harder, as well as moaning and groaning. When I felt that she was on the verge of climaxing, I was very attentive to the reactions of her body. I placed one of my hands on her buttocks, with a finger very close to her asshole, and the other one all the way around her thigh.
When I felt her spasm with the ignition of her climax, I slipped that index finger against, then inside her asshole as my lower lip was pressed hard against her clit. She screamed as I did, but I could instantly hear that it was a scream of raw pleasure. The strap fell away and I repositioned myself at an even better angle, using my other hand to hold firmly myself against her ass.
Heather cried so damned long, overwhelmed with pleasure. Add that to the already long list of confirmations... I felt her legs trembling more and more until she screamed one last time before crumbling all over the cabinet. I stood up and watched her shaking, covered in sweat, experiencing more sexual pleasure than men probably could even imagine.
I though she was exhausted, but Heather surprised me by getting up and taking me by the hand. She pulled me to the other side of the room into what was a small cubicle between the closet and the tiny upstairs bathroom. She pushed me back against the wall with a hand on my chest and then slipped that hand up until she was holding me against the wall by my neck. She then turned mostly around, twisting her ass until my cock was lined up with her pussy.
While keeping her balance with her other hand on the opposite wall, she managed to guide my cock against her pussy and unceremoniously impaled herself upon it. With the leverage she had on the other side, and with me pressed against a wall as well, she started to pummel me. Somehow, Heather had managed to transform a position that was usually submissive into a dominant one. I, without a doubt, was the one being fucked.
And it was transcendently good! Each of her thrusts, which slammed me into the wall, filled me with a crazy amount of pleasure. I may not be a submissive man, but right now I was in paradise! "My turn now to make you go crazy..." she breathed. "You think you'll ravage my ass, yeah? Guess again... If I ever deign to let you have my ass it will be like this... Look down, lover. Look down and imagine that you're in my ass right now. Being fucking pounded!" she cried hoarsely. "You will not ram me, I'll pummel you! I'll slam you into the wall as I push my ass all over your cock. And when your damned length will reach that curve in my colon, I'll simply climax!"
I was flabbergasted by her intensity. And it was more, so damned much more than enough to push me over the edge. I had devoured her ass for a long time, my erect cock straining to penetrate anything. After slamming me into the wall for a long while, Heather pulled away until my cock slipped out. "Hold it steady with one hand and spit on it." When I did, she impaled herself until her ass hit my body. She then pulled all the way out again before impaling her pussy again.
Seeing her pussy leaving then devouring my cock like this was insane. She was dripping wet and I slid right in most of the time. Yet sometimes she would be just a bit off and the brief pressure before we aligned was wonderful. Sometimes when she pulled away there was an audible plop sound, quickly followed by my moan when she slid back over my cock.
Looking at me, Heather said "What if I let you lift that cock of yours just an inch... Can you imagine what it would feel like to spear my asshole like this? To bottom out in my ass in less than a second?" I didn't reply, shocked as I was with the idea. "And now..." she added "what does it feel to know I'll never let you do it?"
She was still fucking me in the same manner, pulling completely away before slamming back down. I looked down, seeing my hand keeping my cock as still as possible, and knew that I could simply relax my fingers. Just a fraction. If I did, my cock would indeed pierce her asshole and then... Shit! "Oh no Jer..." she whispered hoarsely. "Don't even think about letting your cock go up." She groaned in pleasure. "But then again, how wonderful would that feel? With my sweet ass all over your big cock... Damn!"
I was overwhelmed by the combined onslaught of sensations and fantasy. I was being thoroughly fucked and the sweet release was upon me. I don't know how I managed not to let my cock lift that fateful inch... But suddenly it was my turn to scream as pleasure exploded from my cock. I filled her soft pussy with my sperm, soon hearing it being squished and squeezed out of her in this position.
I grabbed her hand and pulled it away from my neck and quickly bent her forward towards the wall. Heather, forced to place both her hands against the wall or else fall on the ground, found herself fucked properly as I finished my climax by taking control.
When I collapsed behind her, she turned around and squatted in front of me. Drained and sexually satiated, I looked at her with a silly grin on my face. "I love you, I love you so damned much!" I said to her in a panting voice.
She grinned, a pure grin devoid of any sexual game, kissed me on the lips and said "I love you too, crazy man! And if you keep fucking me like this for years ans years, I'll probably ask you to marry me myself!"
She began to laugh as she realized what she had said, and we were still laughing after making our way to the bed. When she looked at me after we stopped laughing, I could see in her eyes a twinge of worry. About marriage. I whispered, very faintly "No worries love," before kissing her gently on the lips. She grinned again and kissed me back, a lot less gently. We kissed that way for a long time before falling asleep out of sheer sexual exhaustion.
As wonderful as last night's fun had been, I was still barred from actually penetrating her ass. As we woke up and cuddled this morning, I tried to make her change her mind. And failed. Just as I had let another man fuck her before having a threesome with Aoife, she was adamant about needing to fuck my own ass before letting me have hers. Well, I had something else in mind.
Now, how to contact Aoife. I was aware that it was her real name, and while there wasn't a ton of Aoifes around, this being a college town, there was still quite a few. Could I pilfer through Heather's contacts list? Maybe. While Heather was in the shower, I grabbed her phone and did a quick search. No Aoife. A codename then... I tried Irish, four leafed clover, leprechaun and redhead. Nothing. Damn. I was sure they had had contact outside of the ball. They were much too familiar with one another, and it clearly wasn't the first time that they'd had sex together.
And then it hit me. "Nymph." She had called Aoife her favorite nymph at the ball. And there it was. I took mental note of her number and decided to call her this very morning. Later, in my office with the door closed and locked, I took a deep breath and called her. I knew it was her the moment I heard her voice. "Hello?"
"You know, I'm pretty sure you're my favorite nymph as well..." I said cryptically.
After a long pause, she said "Who is this?" in her sweet voice.
"Oh no... You don't remember me. Has it been so long since the time we made love?" I dared.
More silence. Then, to my delight, "Jeremy?" she asked, laughing with that brilliant laugh of hers. I could almost see the sun in that laughter.
"What if it is?" I asked.
"Well, you're in big trouble! We're not supposed to break anonymity outside the balls... So, wanna grab a coffee?"
Then it was my turn to laugh. From what little I had seen by talking to her at the ball, both before and after our threesome, Aoife had a bright, quick mind. I was really looking forward to meeting her and not just because she was stunningly beautiful and sexy, nor just because it could potentially be the first step towards another threesome. If she agreed to what I had in mind, I could well work my way to taking Heather's ass without having to submit to the same.



When I saw her at the café, my heart skipped a beat. As majestic as she had looked at the ball with her made up hair, her mask and the sumptuous ballgown, she was even more attractive now. Her hair in a simply ponytail, a basic clingy white shirt and tight jeans; I couldn't have imagined her dressed any simpler. Yet it worked. Damn it it worked so well on her!
Knowing what we had already shared, I stopped in the middle of the café when she looked at me. I looked at her from toes to head, bit my lower lip and tilted my head down in a slightly predatory way. And Aoife read my signals like an open book: she flushed, grinned shyly and finally laughed as she invited me to join her. Her cheeks were still sexily flushed when I arrived and she said "Gods... Judging by your attitude, you're either still with Heather or you've dumped her and are now trying to get me!"
I laughed and said "Christ! No, I'm still with Heather."
"I know silly! We don't talk every week, but last time we did, you were still the focus of her life."
"Who is this Heather you're talking about? The one I know treats me like a submissive lover-of-the-day..." I asked.
"Pfffff!" She exclaimed, laughing.
"But if I were to try and get you, what would be... er, my chances?"
Aoife narrowed her eyes and smiled. "Did you just assume that I'm single?"
I was stunned by her question. Honestly, I had. "Well, of course not..." I stammered.
"Shut it, Romeo." she interrupted me, laughing now. "I am single. But you wouldn't stand a chance. Not since you are with Heather, and even if guys separated, you'd be on my black list."
"Why?" I asked, playing along.
"Because I know how much she loves you, silly." Very, very few people would have the audacity to call me silly like that. Yet, coming from her I didn't mind. At all. She continued "And she'd be truly heartbroken if you ever left. Heartbroken as she hasn't been in so many many years."
I stared into her bright green eyes and let the silence hang for a long moment. "Why do I feel like I learn so much about my relationship with Heather by talking with you?"
"Because you do, my dear!" she finished by winking. "I'm Heather's alter ego, didn't you know? Like in the film 'Fight club'. I'm the extroverted version of her. Can't you see you're sitting with Heather right now?"
She had me for a moment there, and I laughed with her as it became obvious. I leaned much closer to her and whispered "Oh! So that means that I could drag you to the bathroom and fuck you until your cries of pleasure filled the café?"
She laughed again, harder this time. She then looked at me differently, her expression changing. "You really are different than all her previous boyfriends. None of them would have dared try that joke, afraid to displease her."
"Is that a yes?" I asked, my turn to sink at her.
Once more her melodic laughter filled the café.
An hour later we both got out and I kissed her cheek before parting ways. I felt like a million bucks, grinning like a fool. She had agreed! She had fucking agreed! She had been surprised by my plan, but when we began talking about anal sex, I had suddenly felt her feet on my leg. And then I'd seen her smile. When I asked her why I should trust her to keep the secret instead of turning this into a bigger plan against me, she paused and said "You're the first man I've seen that can challenge her. And that dominating bitch" she somehow said the word in a loving way "needs a lesson."
Five days later I received a text from Aoife that simply said "Could you get out of the house in three days, Friday night? ;-)" My heart skipped a few beats and I took a deep breath to calm it down.
"Sure! Give me until tonight to inform Heather!" I replied.
Later that day I told Heather that I'd be busy three days later and that she'd have an evening all to herself. As I said it, I realized that we have been spending most of our days (and nights!) together even though we still had both our places. And, obviously, we spent most of that time in her home. Another milestone in our relationship. I was grinning as I left her and began counting the hours until that Friday night.
The following day, she told me that Aoife would visit Friday night. I feigned being upset to miss her, and added the fact that I didn't know that they saw each other outside of the balls. "Rarely..." she said. I made her believe that I would try to cancel my meeting, then told her I had failed. She teased me about it, saying that everything was possible when Aoife came to visit. "Indeed!" I thought, trying to contain my smile.
Friday evening I went down to see Heather in her office and found her standing in front of her bookcase. Before she could even talk, I grabbed her from behind and hugged her hard. She began to talk, most likely to tell me that Aoife would arrive in one hour, but I interrupted her by sliding my hand down her pants.
Heather moaned and pressed her head back against my chest. Soon she was hotter and wetter and I pushed a finger inside her. "You know..." she said, her voice very soft. "Aoife's coming tonight... Are you sure you wanna arouse me like this?"
"Ooooh, teasing little minx!" I said.
"Who's talking about teasing? Cancel that meeting and who knows what's going to happen." she added.
"You know I can't!" I said, trying to hide my excitement.
I pressed her hard against the book case and let my fingers work their magic. When I felt that she was close to climaxing, I pulled my fingers back and she gasped in shock. "What the hell?" she said.
"Well, here's some teasing for you!" I replied, laughing.
"Ha! You think you can win at this game?" Heather's eyes narrowed as she looked at me, and then she grabbed her phone. "Aoife? Ready for tonight? Good! Would you mind bringing that new dildo you were talking about? Yes! That's the one. What? Of course he's already gone! I wouldn't have teased him like that otherwise! Great! See you soon!"
The look of pure triumph she gave me after hanging up was truly picture worthy. Then again, my acting in the face of it should have earned me an Emmy! A few minutes later I was ready to leave and she kissed me goodbye, saying "I'm going to take a shower... I'll need to be clean all over to enjoy that dildo... anywhere I might wish!" I narrowed my eyes and threatened to jump her. But she laughed and ran to the bathroom. And so I left and drove away. Of course, I only parked the car a few streets over and came sneaking back to the house. I waited patiently until Aoife arrived but didn't let her see me.
She had a bag with her, probably containing that special dildo she had talked about with Heather. It was supposed to be a very realistic dildo that could get warm and felt both hard yet slightly squishy like a real cock. It was also a dildo that could be used by a woman to fuck another woman. In a sense, both ends were designed to slide inside a pussy, but only one of those ends was cock-shaped. The other end was designed to fit inside a pussy but give that woman a relatively firm grip so that she could fuck the other.
Heather did have such a dildo, which she had planned to use on me, but it wasn't realistic at all. Neither was Aoife's, for that matter. Her plan was not to let Heather see it and a little bondage with a blindfold should do the trick. While they were in the kitchen, I spied on them through a window and listened in. They mostly talked about things that didn't concern me, but about thirty minutes later Aoife asked Heather "Did you let him fuck your ass? We both know you want him to!"
"Of course I want him to! Have you seen his cock! It will fit perfectly back there, and it's been a long time since I've had anal sex... So, yeah!"
"Why not let him do it?" Aoife asked.
"I enjoy teasing him too much!"
"Nasty bitch!" the redhead said, laughing.
"Indeed!" Heather laughed as well.
"What would you do if he forced himself on you?"
"Against my wishes?" Heather asked, sounding surprised. She thought about it for a moment and said "Christ... I think I'd climax harder than ever before."
Aoife replied "What? Dominant Heather? Heather the dominatrix, the madam?"
"I'm not a madam!" she replied. "You think I own a bordelo somewhere?"
"Ha! Maybe not, but I'd be your first employee!"
"Are you serious? You'd let me prostitute you?" Heather asked, visibly surprised.
"If you promise to carefully select my clients, why not?" the foxy redhead replied.
"Damn! You're even crazier than I thought Aoife!"
Aoife laughed, as if her craziness had been long established. "But we were derailed. Do you think he knows that you're a little closet submissive? That you'd climax so hard if he imposed himself on you?"
"Of course not!" Heather laughed. "I don't mind if you know that Aoife, but him? No. Not yet in any case!" She laughed. "You know what though? I'd certainly let you fuck my ass with that realistic dildo you've been talking about!"
Aoife and I both grinned at the same time. The two of them soon disappeared up the stairs to Heather's room. At this point I couldn't see them or hear them, but I patiently waited for Aoife's signal. The following fifteen minutes were the longest of my life. Finally, after an eternity of waiting, I finally heard the loud music. It was my signal. By now Aoife would have said to Heather that it was to prevent the neighbours from hearing her cries of pleasure, but it also served two other functions. The first was as a signal for me, and the second is that it would allow me to sneak up to Heather's room undetected. This was it!
My heart was beating fast as I sneaked back into the house and undressed in the living room. The music was really loud, and I was sure that our little plan would work! I climbed the stairs, trying to be as silent as I could. When I looked at the scene in front of me, I nearly fainted. Aoife was practically naked, with nothing but a pair of black panties on. Her hair was now unbound, tumbling over her shoulders. It barely hid her firm breasts and I felt a thump deep in my chest when I looked at them. Her smile was both conspiratorial and sexual as she stood behind Heather with a dildo in her hand. There were a couple of dildos on the bed, one of them glistening with lube already, and one opened bottle of lube on a shelf.
But as wonderful as Aoife was, Heather stole the show. She was securely tied to a stool I had already seen in the basement. It was a very high barstool which hadn't seemed to serve a purpose. Now, it's purpose was clear. Heather was naked, bent forward on the stool, her massive breasts pushed out on either side. She was wearing a pair of high heels and her legs were straight above them. She was bent at ninety degree, with her back straight. Her hands and ankles were tied at the base of the stool, so she couldn't really move. The final touch was a black blindfold securely held over her eyes.
Or, rather, the real final touch was just how her ass stood out in this position. Christ! We had dabbled with bondage a few times, but nothing really extreme. In fact, I realized now that she had never been securely tied like this. It had been more of my part... Not anymore. Smiling at me, Aoife said "Now Heather... I know you've enjoyed my fingers and that you're ready to taste the dildo. Want me to do it?"
"Yes mistress!" came her reply.
By now I was now standing right behind Heather's ass, my cock hard and ready. Aoife said "Let me lube it just right..." and then spat a gob of saliva right on my cock. Using her hands, she then spread it all over, staring right into my eyes.
Silently, as I shook with desire, I mouthed "You're next!"
She replied, in the same manner "With pleasure!" Out loud, she said "Are you ready for this?"
"Gods yes! Fuck my ass!"
Aoife then placed one of her hands on Heather's hip and I placed my cock directly against Heather's asshole. As I did, Heather said "Damn! It's even body temperature!"
Aoife's eyes widened in surprised, but she quickly recovered "Yes... I had a warm magic bag next to it..."
"Great!"
I was grinning, trying not to laugh out loud. But then again, I was about to fuck my lover's ass for the first time. Staring at the junction between her asshole and my cock, I pushed slowly. I saw her skin move, then stretch until her buttocks were slightly pulled back in. At one point her muscles relaxed and her lubed hole opened for me.
When I felt my cock beginning to enter and her asshole stretching at the same time, I bit my lips to stop myself from moaning. Heather gasped as I kept pushing and cried out when her sphincter finally swallowed my glans. That moment when her hole tightly wrapped around the base of my crown was magical. I managed to contain my own moan as I felt her muscles contracting hard around me.
I was finally inside her ass! Aoife, still standing right next to me, leaned forward and spat on my cock again, adding more lube. "How's that, my little slave?" she asked.
"It's insanely good mistress!" Heather said, breathing harder now.
"Want more?"
"Gods yes!"
So I pushed deeper, overwhelmed by a storm of pleasure as I saw my cock disappearing into her. I pulled back a bit, Aoife spat again and I pushed back deeper still. Heather was now groaning with pain and pleasure and I was on the verge of crying my own pleasure. But I had to contain myself. Aoife said "You like it like that, don't you? Slow and steady until I bury myself all the way?"
"Gods yes!" my girlfriend moaned.
Aoife then wrapped her arm around me before spitting again as my cock kept creeping forward. When she did, a crazy idea popped into my head. I reached for the bottle of lube on the shelf next to me and coated my middle finger with it. I then wrapped my own arm around her back and slipped my hand down to her ass. Taking a small risk, I pushed my hand inside her panties and my middle finger found her own little asshole.
Aoife looked at me with wide eyes, but soon she was smiling, shaking her head in disbelief. When I pressed harder and felt my fingertip entering her asshole, she gasped. Heather said "Is it good for you as well, Mistress?"
"Oh yes! More than you know!"
I pushed deeper again, feeling a second knuckle entering that pretty Irish ass. I had met her only twice before, and even though we'd had sex together, it was in a very peculiar situation. This wasn't a ball, wasn't a sexual game. But she was clearly willing... In fact, she probably wouldn't have accepted to be part of my plan if she hadn't been opened to the idea o having sex whit me again.
As I played with her asshole, I looked at my cock and saw that I was nearly all the way in. When Aoife leaned forward and spat, it gave me an even better angle on her ass and I pushed my finger as deep as I could. She gasped again and Heather laughed until I pushed all the way in. "Fuck!" my girlfriend cried out. "This is so damned good! I don't know if I'm going to be able to tease Jer much longer..."
Aoife laughed, her face now clearly flushed, and said "Really?"
"Yes! This is so fucking good! Wanna start fucking me? You're too deep!" she laughed breathlessly.
"Ok then. Do you like surprises?"
"You know I do..." Heather replied.
And with that I grabbed Heather's hips with my two large hands and began fucking her. She gasped and froze when she felt my larger hands on her hips and then cried in raw pleasure when she realized that I was fucking her ass. "Bastard!" she cried. "Both of you!" she added between gasps of pleasure. "Once I cum I'm going to get my revenge you two so bad!" but she was also laughing and moaning in so much obvious pleasure that we weren't too worried. Aoife, pushing the game, said "It's mistress for you, my dear. And how are you going to get your revenge strapped like you are to that stool?"
"Fuck... Fuck Mistress I mean!" she tried to add something, but she was too far gone.
By now Aoife was bent over Heather and had pushed her panties off to give me the best access. And soon I realized that one of her hands had snaked around Heather's body and was now caressing my girlfriend's clit. "Damn! This is so damned nasty!"
Aoife laughed "Wish you had two cocks Jeremy?" As I laughed she added "Heather, you have to know that your boyfriend here has a finger all the way up my ass!"
"Never enough for him..." she said, but both Aoife and I knew that she was on the verge of a climax.
I spread my feet slightly apart and fucked her harder, with longer and smoother strokes. Heather was now babbling incoherently, moaning her pleasure louder and louder. "Who's the dominant one now, Heather?" I asked.
"Shut up and fuck me! Fuck my ass raw!" she cried.
"Oh no... That won't do." I slowed down, grinning when I heard her growl of frustration. "Say it."
"Fuck you and that amazing cock of yours! You're the dominant! Now just fuck my ass and let me cum!" she cried.
I was laughing as I resumed fucking her for all I was worth. For a brief moment I considered what was happening and was overwhelmed. I was assfucking my girlfriend without having to endure her dildo, I was finger-deep in the ass of an extraordinarily lovely woman and I was about to hear the orgasmic throes of my girlfriend, an orgasm from anal penetration. Not only did she like anal, she was one of the rare women who could actually climax from it! What the fuck more could one guy ask for?
Gripping her hips firmly, I abandoned myself, wondering if I could keep from climaxing myself. Aoife was writhing on Heather's back and I slipped a second finger in her ass. She moaned out and turned her head to look at me, fire in her eyes. Her deft fingers had never left Heather's pussy and in the end we won the race.
Heather laughed and cried at the same time, gasping for breath as she climaxed. She was firmly attached to the stool and trapped under Aoife, but she trashed nonetheless as her climax took her. I was on the verge of climaxing as well, but decided to save myself a while longer.
Soon Aoife and I moved off of Heather and, still fighting for breath, she asked to be released. "Trouble breathing in this position..." she said. Yet as soon as we untied the last manacle, she turned and jumped on me. "Aoife! Take him with me, I need to have his ass!" Aoife, laughing wildly now, joined Heather and for a while I was afraid that they would win: fighting with your hands covered in lube and with an erection wasn't ideal!
In the end, despite all this, I was still physically much stronger than they were. Feminism or not, I overpowered them. I knew I would tease her about this later. I ended up pinning Aoife on the bed while holding Heather with my hands. I knew that if she really were fighting for her life she could have pulled away, but she wasn't. She had just climaxed and was grinning ear to ear. When she began laughing, I relaxed slightly and, very suddenly, I realized that my cock was nestled against Aoife's ass. Twisting around slightly I felt my cock slipping between her cheeks and she gasped in surprise.
My cock was still coated with lube and I had pretty much filled her ass with even more... "Heather, look at me..." I growled, still holding her tight. When she did, I said "Not only have I managed to fuck your ass without having to humiliate myself, but I'm now going to fuck your friend's beautiful ass as well!"
"What?" that was Aoife. But she was laughing and I could even feel her parting her legs slightly as well as turning her ass up against me.
"Ah! You know what's worse, Heather? She wants it!"
"Noooooo!" Heather cried out as she laughed even harder.
Releasing Heather's hands I grabbed Aoife's shoulder and guided myself against her asshole. Minutes after leaving Heather's ass I felt Aoife's opening up to my cock. After gasping, Aoife said "Take me... take me deep. Now!" When I arched my body, pushing into her completely, Aoife screamed and trembled beneath me. Gods! She was loving this even more than Heather was! It seemed that I was graced with two anal crazy women in my life.



I reached around her shoulder and grabbed her neck in my hand while pushing the other down beneath her. As soon as I reached her pussy she groaned and I felt her body twisting and shaking with pleasure. As I did my best to please her, I looked at Heather. Our eyes locked and she looked at me with an expression I couldn't decipher. She was smiling though, a strange smile. "So, my love," I asked. "Earlier, did you say that I was dominant just to get your orgasm?"
"Of course..." she replied, still in the game. But I could see that she wasn't convinced.
"I don't believe you. It pisses you off that I was right."
"About what?" she asked, her eyes narrowing.
"About dominant women's secret desire to be dominated."
She paused before replying, taking a few breaths while Aoife kept moaning beneath me. Finally, she said "Not all dominant women. No."
"How about you?"
The smile she gave me then left me speechless. Her only real reply was a nod.
"Once I'm done with this gorgeous redhead nymph, it's going to be your turn again."
Heather's eyes opened wider when I said that, and the lust I saw burning in her eyes drove me wild. For the moment I turned my head towards Aoife and buried my face in her neck. I gently bit into the delicate flesh on the side of her neck and gaged her reaction. She liked that. Liked that a lot. When I turned my head and bit the back of her neck, beneath that thick red mane, she shook with pleasure.
Seconds later, as I closed my hands harder on her pussy, I felt her body pulsing twice before she froze and arched her back. She buried her face in the mattress and screamed her pleasure. If I had kept on fucking her tight ass I would have cum right there. Instead I stopped and simply pushed hard against her. Soon she was bucking under me and I felt her hand pushing me.
After pulling out I rolled on my back and stared at Heather. "Come here my love. I want to take your ass again, in cowgirl this time. I wanna see your incredible body bouncing on my cock, impaled in your ass as your breasts dance for me..." And so she did. She was still wearing her heels and it made her legs look even more sexy. But I was dazzled by her heavy breasts as she crawled over me. Soon though my eyes wandered down as I felt her placing my cock against her asshole. "Shit!" I moaned. "This won't take long."
"Take as long as you wish my love..."
When she dropped upon my cock, her ass pummelling my upper thighs, I knew I had ten seconds. Maybe less. But I didn't care. I was transfixed by her beauty, by her sexiness, by the lust in her eyes as she rode my cock, her knees up high while I stared at her opened pussy and speared asshole. The sight was simply more than I could take and I finally came.
It was physically painful for a few seconds until the flood of pleasure washed the pain away. It was now my turn to scream and I briefly wondered if the neighbours would hear me despite the music. I felt my cum rushing out to fill her ass and the sensations changed as it coated it. But Heather kept riding me hard and I felt myself briefly losing touch with reality. Eventually I grabbed her hips and stopped her. "Come here..." I whispered.
When she collapsed on me we hugged each other hard. Despite the intoxicating sensations of my cock in her ass and her legendary breasts on my chest, all I could feel was overwhelming love for her. "I love you so much!" I said in her ear.
"So do I Jer... I love you."
It wasn't the first time we had said it, but we were both aware that the breaking of her dominant persona meant that our relationship had deepened. With a finger I invited Aoife to join us and we all hugged. Soon after we all shared a shower, the small price to pay for anal sex.
About two hours later Aoife was sleeping in the guest room and Heather and I finally found ourselves alone in our room. It was dark except for a single candle. Standing naked next to it, Heather joined me and stared into my eyes for a long time. "You scare me, Jer." It was the second time she had said that to me.
"Good!" I said and she laughed. "I'm serious Heather, my love. I have never seen you with a man that can really challenge you. Secretly I have long desired to be that man, and now..." I paused.
She finished for me "Yes, you could be that man. But I admit that I don't know what's going to happen from now on."
"Oh? You knew before?"
She giggled and said "Well, pretty much, yes. Now, I feel like I'm in your hands."
"Like I'm in yours, my love. Gods I love calling you that!" I said, smiling with her.
"Do it again!"
"What? You want me to fuck your ass again?" I said, laughing now.
"No silly!" she was laughing as well. "Call me 'My love'. I kind'a like it."
I did, and then kissed her.
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"Stop looking at her tits!" part of Will's mind was screaming, while quite another part kept playfully stealing glances at the remarkable cleavage. The cleavage in question was right next to him, in the passenger seat as he was driving. He had seen it very many times in his life. Heck, he'd even seen it bloom through its owner's puberty! Right now though, nestled as it was inside a barely visible red lace bra and framed by a shirt that was loosely opened, it was making him crazy with lust. "Why did she have to slip the safety belt under her arm?"
Will was well aware of the strap effect. This effect came about when the strap of a heavy purse passing between a woman's breasts only made them seem bigger. But when the breasts were already big to begin with, having them loose was even better. Every bump in the road made them dance, inviting and teasing his eyes. The girl beside him seemed oblivious to his glances, or if she knew, she didn't mind. What was the problem then? The oft-obsessed-over cleavage belonged to his twin sister.
Once again Will tore his eyes away and focused on the road, especially since it was covered in snow. They still had about an hour before arriving at their destination, the family cabin. Four days away from everything, with only the close family: their parents, the twins and their respective partners. Will had been in a steady relationship for three years now, and his sister Brittany just shy of two years. The six of them usually enjoyed these four traditional days a lot. This year was shaping up to be even more fun for Will though.
Then again, this was part of the problem. He hadn't seen his girlfriend for over a month now because she was far away in college. Yet in their phone calls and letters she had been just a bit more open than usual. Sexually open. Will loved Danae very much and could see himself building his life with her. She was very pretty and sexy despite smallish breasts. She filled her B cup bras well enough, but no matter how beautiful B-cup breasts could be, there are thing they just couldn't do. But that was not Will's main problem. Danae was somewhat of a prude. For her, having sex with the lights on was naughty. It goes without saying that Will's imagination could go a lot naughtier. A lot.
So during the last few weeks, when he began hearing and reading about how excited she was to finally get back to him, he had decided that this year's cabin time would be the best so far! This time she had even made it clear that she was sexually excited. He had made a mistake in the past, mistaking general excitement for sexual excitement. Bad call, wouldn't happen again... This time they were on the same page, and they would be fucking quite a lot during those days and nights. So for the past two weeks, despite his usual average of about once a day, Will hadn't masturbated at all.
That brings us back to the car, where the eyes of our poor over-excited Will had easy access to his sister's remarkable breasts. It wasn't even completely accidental. Claiming to feel cold, he had turned the heat way up. He had smiled when Brittany removed two buttons of her shirt, then a third. Now, though, his pleasure was bitter sweet. He was enjoying each and every glance, yet his hard cock was beginning to be painful and he really did have to concentrate on the road.
When the storm began, he was very happy to be only fifteen minutes away from the cabin. He helped his sister carry all her stuff and hurried to start a roaring fire inside. With the heat beginning to radiate in the living room, he smiled, then grinned as he looked at the big logs in the rack. Maybe if he accidentally built the fire too much, his sister would take off more of her clothing. Will shook his head and took a deep breath when he got up. He really had to clear his head and try not to think about his sister's breasts.
In her room, Brittany removed her winter coat as she unpacked her two suitcases even though it was still chilly. She was still feeling impish and mischievous about the car ride. Her brother hadn't really felt cold, and she hadn't actually needed to undo that third button. Ever since her breasts began to grow, she had learnt to accept and tolerate her brother's glances and sometimes even his obvious gawking. Of course it had felt really awkward and even shameful at first. A growing teenage girl was a delicate thing. But over the years, as he kept stealing glances in more respectful ways, she had begun to see it as a unique form of compliment. He had never tried anything weird, so she didn't try to stop him or dress more conservatively.
Now 23 years old, the twins didn't see each other all that often despite living in the same town. It had taken Brittany a few minutes before she understood why he brother kept turning the heat higher and higher. It was clear that he wasn't cold; his cheeks even turned red at one point. When she did click, she smiled and sighed, and began unbuttoning her shirt. Danae was pretty and fun to be with but she did have small breasts. Poor Will, having truly fallen in love with his very first girlfriend with small breasts. Brittany hoped that Danae hadn't seen pictures of Will's previous five or six girlfriends!
Now in her room, with the double bed she was going to share with her boyfriend, she forgot about her brother and grinned as she saw her little metal box, locked with a key she kept tied to her panties. Before meeting her current boyfriend, Matt, Brittany would never have described herself as wild. But slowly, he had made her discover new and unexpected sides to sexual pleasure. Making sure that the door was firmly closed and locked, Brittany stripped down to her bra and panties despite the cold. Delicately she undid the knot tying the key to her panties, and bent over the box to unlock it.
She made sure all her toys were there, especially Matt's latest gift of a very small buttplug, but it was her butterfly that she pulled out. The first butterfly she had agreed to wear with Matt had been a simple one, which vibrated when turned on. This one was something else. It must have cost Matt quite a lot of money, but it turned out to be a very good investment. This butterfly vibrated when turned on, but it had a dimmer function so she could give herself a very soft buzz if she wanted it.
While wonderful, this wasn't why the thing was so good. It was also remote controlled. On his phone, Matt had a little app that could remotely control the butterfly. Oh the fun they'd had with it, in all sorts of private and public places. Looking at her own phone, also loaded with the app, Brittany decided to put it on right now. Matt was supposed to arrive late in the afternoon, so about three hours from now. It would be weird to wear this with Will around, but Brittany was very, very keyed up and knew Matt would have the time of his life tonight.
So Brittany pulled her panties down, a very sexy red lace matching her bra. She hadn't even brought regular cotton panties, nor did she bring sport bras. Matt had only been here twice, but both times had been filled with great sex. After adjusting the butterfly exactly where she wanted it, she pulled her panties back up and selected. She chose a long red skirt and a nice warm woollen sweater over her bra.
She was about to get out when she paused, and smiled a wicked smile. "Is the fire going yet, Will?" she shouted through the wall. When he replied that it was, she pulled the sweater off and selected a white tank top. Red skirt, white top, over a red lace bra. She looked like a candy cane. A sexy candy cane! Brittany pulled her long black hair into a bun and opened the door. As she did, she thought that Danae was going to have to deal with Will and his monstrously swollen lust.
When Will saw his sister coming out of her cool room, dressed as she was with both her nipples poking through the red lace and white top, he momentarily closed his eyes. He had just managed to resist putting the huge logs on the fire. As he'd been kneeling in front of the fire, with images of his sister's cleavage running through his mind, he had taken a deep breath and tried to cool off. Now, looking at Brittany from the side as she emptied the cooler full of supplies, he slowly shook his head.
He couldn't wait for Danae to arrive, and he was going to eat her alive, with or without the lights on! Grabbing his own pack he went to his room to unpack. Brittany wasn't the only one who had brought toys, although Will's toy was very different. It was a wi-fi camera, or, if he wanted to be honest, a spy camera. Despite his growing excitement about the coming days and nights with Danae, he had been frustrated in the past, had had his hopes dashed and torn down. And now, as a little reparation for those, he had bought himself some sort of insurance. He'd been resisting it for a long time now, and decided to go for it. He wanted to see her naked and be free to look at her as much as he damned pleased! If a camera was the only way to do it, then so be it.
Putting the very small camera back into his socks, he finished unpacking. On his dresser there was an old picture of himself with Brittany on their 12th birthday. She looked like an angel, a little child untouched by any adult thought. But he remembered just how crazy her changing body had made him. A deep breath later, with his sister's current nipples and breasts filling his mind again, he placed the picture back in the dresser and unpacked, trying his best to think of something else.
Brittany and Will spent the next couple of hours arranging the cabin. Will finally adapted himself to the conspicuous presence of his sister's breasts, and they were both feeling good. Yet in the space of five minutes, the whole vacation changed. Their parents called, quickly followed by Matt. The only road that led to the cabin was closed because of the storm. Looking outside, the twins couldn't quite believe it. Yes there was a storm, but it wasn't all that bad.
An hour later they understood. It was a hell of a storm. For a while Will hoped that Danae had been on the road before it closed, but soon enough she also called. Together, the twins heard that their parents and lovers would spend the night in a hotel, about three hours away. If that wasn't bad enough, the storm looked like it was a real monster and the forecast was that it would only get bigger on the morrow. After hanging up, both of them began swearing profusely and very creatively.
Fifteen very silent minutes later, Matt called again and Brittany picked up. She was in the kitchen while Will was tending to the fire. When he turned around, he saw that his sister was leaning forward, her elbows on the counter. As frustrated as he was about the storm, he felt a twinge of desire pulsing in his cock. "Gods, am I a slave to this thing!" he thought to himself. "I have to masturbate or else I'm going to do something really stupid! Then again, if Danae makes it tomorrow, I still want to..." Unable to decide, he elected to spend some time in the jacuzzi.
Quickly changing into his swimsuit he headed downstairs and jumped into the jacuzzi. There, trying to relax as much as he could, he was unsurprised to feel an erection growing and growing. His head resting on the plastic cushion, he grinned and squeezed his cock with his hand. "It wouldn't take much... wouldn't take much time either!" he thought. He wasn't about to do it in here, and spend the rest of the week imagining his cum floating around. But it was clear that he had to. On that thought, he saw his sister appear, wearing her bikini. Their eyes met for a second, but he closed his eyes nonetheless. He was trying his very best to forget the unbelievable curves of her breasts, waist, hips, thighs, pussy against the tight fabric... Brittany was probably going to ask why he had closed his eyes, but he didn't care. If he could at least wait until she was in the water...
When Brittany saw her brother's eyes closing, after a quick glance on her breasts, she realized that her bikini was very small. After spending a relaxed afternoon with Will, and the whole storm debacle, she had forgotten about her breasts. She knew exactly why he had closed his eyes, and stayed silent. They eventually began talking about the situation, but the discussion was awkward and soon she got out. Frustrated herself, she didn't spare a lot of thought on her brother's own frustration.
Half an hour later she called him up for dinner. She had prepared a light version of the feast they had planned, and was glad to see that Will was feeling better. She had decided to wear her big sweater, not wanting to mess with her brother tonight. She had also decided against putting her butterfly back after the jacuzzi, not wanting to mess with herself either. They spend the evening together, talking from time to time or reading together in front of the fire. A far cry from the planned evening, but enjoyable despite everything.
Finally alone in her room, Brittany decided that she had to take some of the sexual edge off. During dinner she had walked behind Will and offered him a quick shoulder massage. She had ended up staying there more than twenty minutes. While she had never been as obsessed with his body as he was with hers, she still thought that her brother was good looking. And with her hands on his shoulders and chest, she was taken completely by surprise by the feelings that were blooming inside her.
Completely naked under her blankets, she looked at the golden key attached to her discarded panties, lying there on the chair, but refrained herself. "Better to keep this for tomorrow." she thought. For tonight, her fingers would be more than enough. Erotic images of Matt popped up automatically as her hand slipped between her legs, but before she climaxed, more than once she saw Will appear in there as well. It was strange, but it was not the very first time. A few times when they both lived in their parents' house, she had found herself becoming wet and very excited for no reason. She would later realize that her brother had been having sex at that same time. Maybe it was because they were somehow linked as twins? Anyway, her mind wasn't able, ready or even willing to tackle that problem as the first wave of her climax hit her. The fact that it was her brother's face that she had imagined between her legs didn't matter at all. Maybe he was simply doing the same thing in his room.
Will wasn't. In fact, he was as frustrated as possible. Even more than earlier. Just after he went to his room for the night, he had called Danae. At first it was just to talk and commiserate. Yet after half an hour of hearing her voice on the phone, Will began imagining a different kind of phone call. He had never had phone sex with Danae, and this seemed like a good night to suggest it. He tried to be subtle about it, tried to take his time, but he was too frustrated and pent up to do it properly. When Danae understood what he was trying to suggest, she laughed in surprise, thinking that it was a joke. When he said that he was serious, there was a long pause, then a burst of anger from her.
Sitting on his bed in silence, after the call, Will could only barely understand what had happened. In the last few weeks, Danae had clearly and undeniably more opened to a variety of sexual ideas and notions than even before. She must have been just as excited as he was about the cabin. Yet when he seriously suggested that they have phone sex to compensate for the distance between them, Danae had exploded, accusing him of wanting nothing more than her body. Apparently she was ready for sex, but only because she envisioned the week at the cabin as a supremely romantic time together. He replied that he wanted that too, but since they couldn't be together tonight... "So what, Will? We can have sex on the phone but can't share tenderness? What are you, some kind of pervert? Can't think of anything else than sex?"
The call ended soon after that, leaving Will in a turmoil of anger and sadness. He put his boxers back on, feeling bad for even having thought that it would work, then a pair of pants and shirt. He was not in the mood for sleep right now, nor would he even consider masturbating. He grabbed his tablet and walked out of his room, into the cabin's darkness. Had the wind been quieter right then, he may have heard his sister's moans. But as it was, he simply walked past her room and headed for the nice big chair next to the fireplace.
Half an hour later, way too hot next to the fire, Will moved to the rocking chair in the kitchen, and kept reading. He was re-reading a novel from his favorite author, Guy Gavriel Kay, and as he dove into the book he felt his spirits rising again. He'd call Danae tomorrow morning and apologize, explaining why he had suggested it, and saying that he missed her in all possible ways, not only sexually. Danae was quick to anger, but also quick to cool off, so it should work alright. After a few deep breaths, feeling much better, he closed his tablet and enjoyed the near darkness. It was amazing how black the night could be in the mountains, far away from cities and electric lights. The storm was adding to the effect. Aside from the weakly reflected glow of the fire, he couldn't see anything outside the windows. In that dark silence, he heard Brittany's door opening.
Brittany's plan had been simple: masturbate, sleep and hopefully wake up to find an abated storm. Sadly, while her climax had been pleasant enough, sleep hadn't followed. Sometimes she wished that she could be like most guys, falling asleep easily after a climax. But it didn't work that way for her. So after turning and twisting in her bed for a while, unable to find sleep, Brittany lit a candle and sat up in her bed. Eventually her eyes fell on her suitcase, the suitcase that contained her little metal box. Reaching for her panties, she grabbed the key with a smile.
A few minutes later she was back under her blankets, exploring the new sensations. She could have gone for her familiar dildo or the butterfly or even playing with Matt's cock ring just for fun, but instead she decided to try the new buttplug. It was her very first, and she had never tried one before. Matt had chosen a very small model, and for the first time she had tried it on. The plan was for him to "help" her with it, but in the middle of this night, she had jumped the gun. Once more she was moving and twisting around in her bed, but this time it was a lot more fun.
Matt had told her that she could even wear it in public, under her clothes. At first the idea had seemed plain weird, but now that she was getting accustomed to the feel she began to understand the thrill. Getting up again, she slipped her panties back on and turned on the light. Looking at herself in the mirror, she was surprised to see that it was completely invisible. Under a pair of jeans, and of course a skirt, it would be a perfect little secret.
Standing up almost naked in her room, Brittany closed the light and was ready to jump back into bed. But, noticing the cold, she decided that she should put another log on the fire beforehand. Believing that Will was fast asleep, she got out with nothing but her panties and the little buttplug on. Outside her candle-lit room, the corridor seemed pitch black, especially since she had just turned the light on in her room. She blindly walked the corridor's length, using her hands to guide herself. Soon enough she could see the glow of the fireplace, and walked across the living room.
Will, sitting in the kitchen's rocking chair in complete darkness, froze when he saw his sister coming out of the corridor. Even if her eyes had been properly adjusted to the darkness, she wouldn't have seen him, back there next to the dining table. Despite his best attempts when he was younger, he had never managed to see his sister's breasts naked before. And here they were, gloriously naked, gloriously free, gloriously dancing with her every step. His heart pounded so hard that he felt himself moving on the chair. The light of the fire was both not nearly bright enough, and then again just the perfect setting for this unique opportunity.



In front of the fire she had her back to him, and he couldn't see much.
In those few seconds, he realized that he should tell her that he was here. Then again, the idea that she would get up and turn around to face him, with her breasts... He just couldn't speak up. Maybe, he thought, she won't see him there? Maybe she won't notice him?
She did. As soon as she turned around, Will saw her breasts once more and felt a deep, long awaited pleasure. At the same time, he saw his sister's startled jump, and the anger in her face. "What the fuck are you doing there?" she asked in a loud voice, hiding her breasts with her arms as much as she could. "What are you, a pervert? Looking down my cleavage is one thing, but this, this! Damn it Will! Couldn't you at the very least let me know you were there, or is it that seeing my breasts is more important than respecting me?" she paused then, realizing that she was nearly naked. "Stay right there!"
Will stayed in his chair, completely defeated. Brittany had no idea that her angry words had echoed Danae's. All the optimism he had managed to gather earlier was now gone. Danae thought he was a pervert, now his sister too. Maybe because he was very tired, but in any case he felt two tears welling up and pouring down his cheeks. He did his best to wipe them off, but they were quickly followed by more, a lot more. Shameful of his actions and of his tears, he nonetheless stayed in his chair, waiting Brittany's return.
Very angry, Brittany threw on her very long sweater and walked right back out. She had quite a few choice words for her brother, who had just then crossed a line. She knew she wasn't completely innocent and had teased him a few times with her body.
But this was way too far. He really should have spoken up. Despite her anger, Brittany froze in her tracks when she saw Will with his head in his hands. Her brother was not one to shy away from conflict, and she expected him to stand up and try his best to defend himself. When she realized that what she had interpreted as shame was in fact more, that Will was crying in front of her, she had no idea what to do or say.
He was the one that broke the silence, "I'm sorry sis... I know I should have said something..." When he simply stopped there, unmoving and apparently destroyed on the chair, Brittany waited a bit.
After a few moments, she said, "Look Will, er, I don't know what to say... I never thought that you'd react this way... I'm not sure, er..." Brittany was really lost. In the following silence, much longer and awkward, she realized that there had to be something else going on. She had no idea what. Since Will wasn't talking, she whispered, "Look, don't worry about it too much. You just—"
"Brittany, it's not your fault. It's just that what you said, well, Danae had just said to me earlier..."
Relieved to hear that, Brittany knelt beside the rocking chair. "Oh. I didn't know. Wanna talk about it?" In the following silence, Brittany felt something she had forgotten and silently cursed herself. She still had the buttplug inside her.
"Well, not really. And then again, what do I have to lose?" Will took a deep breath and began. "Let's say that I was expecting a lot from this week with Danae. For the first time she had opened up about our, er... about our sex life." Will paused, then laughed nervously. "Well, if I made you feel awkward just then, it's my turn now! Anyways, I thought that Danae would... would want... would agree to..."
"Would stop being such a prude in bed?" said Brittany.
Will laughed and nodded. "Ya, that's pretty much it. So I refrained from, er, relieving myself for the past two weeks in anticipation..."
"Oh..." Brittany was surprised to hear this. "I'm not sure it was such a good idea..."
"Yeah, I know that now. But earlier, on the phone with Danae, when I suggested that we could maybe talk each other into, well, you know... She freaked out, and accused me of being a pervert, of only thinking about her in a sexual way, of not respecting her..."
Brittany closed her eyes, pissed at herself for the words she had used earlier. She couldn't have known, but still it was extremely bad timing. "Exactly the words I used... Oh I'm sorry Will, I didn't know."
"I know you didn't." he said, more in control of himself, After a deep breath, he sat straighter and continued, "I'm really sorry sis, I should have spoken up when you came in. I wasn't waiting for you or anything. But, " another deep breath, but Brittany was about to realize that it wasn't the same type of breath, "you really have mind-blowing breasts and I just couldn't resist. Even now, ashamed as I am..."
He paused and threw a quick glance down her shirt. Brittany realized that kneeling down like that, she had given him a pretty good view of the top of her breasts again. At the same time she could see that his pants were distinctly bulging. Laughing with him but staying in the same position, she shook her head, "Oh wow... here you are drowning in unrequited lust and here I am teasing you. I'm sorry brother."
"Bah, it's alright. It's probably the most I'm gonna get in a long time!" Will said, laughing with her.
Brittany, laughing, was still surprised. "What? You want me to keep teasing you?"
Will was not ready for that question at all. Earlier with Danae, it had taken her a long time to understand what he was trying to suggest. Now, with Brittany, he never even considered asking her to tease him yet that's what she offered. Extremely fast, Will made a judgment call. Brittany was obviously relaxed now, in a very good mood, but she had offered something very surprising. Will hadn't a clue about the buttplug, and about Brittany's own very high arousal. A single breath later, he replied, "Would you mind?"
Brittany laughed, obviously surprised, then agreed. "Ok... Its pretty weird, but
I'll help you brother. But no touching, alright?" Will could only nod. "Now let's go to bed and pray for this storm to stop!" After that she rose up and gave him a kiss on the forehead. It was way too dark to properly see, but from his vantage point Will could see the silhouette of Brittany's two breasts. And as she walked away, she pulled her long shirt up, allowing him to look at the small of her back, her hips, and the red panties that cling to the curves of her ass.
Alone in the kitchen once more, Will sat there with his mouth open, and his cock painfully hard. Seconds later, naked under his own blankets, he began to finally relieve himself. Then he stopped. He had saved himself for Danae... Maybe he should save himself for tomorrow's show? Then again, Brittany would change her mind once this stormy night's strange mood wears off. So tired was he that he fell asleep without having decided.
On the following morning, with the storm still going on strong, Brittany was thinking hard. She couldn't have known it, but Will's intuition was right. What had felt all fun and light last night, with Will's deeply hurt feelings and her buttplug messing with her mind, now seemed very strange. Had she really agreed to sexually tease her own brother? Well, she had actually done it a number of times in the past, but now it was out in the open. Very different. Very.
Since she hadn't brought anything else, she chose one of her sexy panties and bra, but decided to wear another skirt, long and quite conservative, and her long sweater. It went without saying that her toy box was properly locked and wasn't missing anything. She bound her hair tightly, knowing that Will liked it loose and wild. Looking at the floor as she walked to the table, more nervous than she thought she would be, Brittany then sat down in front of her brother. "Listen Will, about yesterday night—"
"I know Brittany. It was a mistake and you've changed your mind. I understand sis, don't worry about it."
One part of her felt intense relief. It had obviously been a mistake. Yet as she saw Will's face as he said all this, with a pitiful excuse of a smile, something broke inside her. Before she could even think about what she was going to say, she heard herself speaking, "What are you talking about? No no no... it's just that yesterday night you saw my red panties and I was wondering if you preferred the blue ones." With that, almost on instinct, she got up and untied her skirt, letting it pool around her feet. When she pulled her sweater up, revealing her panties, she looked up at Will.
In any other circumstance she would have laughed. His face transformed, in a matter of seconds, from a mask of pain and misery to a brilliant smile. He was staring at her panties without hesitation or uncertainty, shamelessly ogling her most private area. She knew that these panties were pretty transparent. Not because of thinness of the material, but because of the large patterns in the lace. Will was most likely able to see her skin through it, and the strip of freshly shaven black hair. At that moment, Brittany felt a scintilla of self-consciousness, quickly fading. It would turn out to be the last one of the day, despite everything that was going to happen.
Looking at Will, who was still staring at her panties long seconds of silence later, his huge grin on his face, Brittany began laughing. Looking up, Will laughed with her, then sat down. As she was doing the same, leaving her skirt where it had fallen, Will was now looking right into her eyes, his smile still lingering. "Thank you Brittany. Thank you sis. You have no idea how long I've been dreaming of this moment, and the fact that it happened today, after last night's, er, issues with Danae... Oh, and I do prefer the red ones!" Brittany laughed again then began fixing her breakfast.
A few minutes later Will almost got up to get some orange juice, but stopped himself just in time. Brittany, looking at him and wondering what had happened, saw her brother's face turning red. "What's up?"
"Hmm, nothing much. Would you mind getting the juice please?" was Will's mumbled reply.
"Why don't you go?" she asked innocently.
When she saw Will's fake smile, she understood. "Oh. Really?"
"Hmm, hmm."
"Well, that's interesting. Did you, er, fix your problem last night before going to bed?"
"Nope!" Will replied, smiling broadly.
"Maybe you should have... In any case, if I'm going to be such a good sister to you today, the least you could do is show me just how much you appreciate it..."
"Really? I'm just wearing my gym slacks. It's going to be..." Will stopped, took a deep breath and got up.
Will could see that his sister's eye got bigger as she looked at his conspicuous erection. It was snaking down against his left leg, and it was just impossible to hide with such pants. As she was looking at him, he took a good look at her uncovered legs, and felt his cock twitching. With the orange juice carton in his hand, he decided to turn around to face her before taking a long drink. The twins were smiling at each other as he walked back, but before he could sit, Brittany asked, "Would you mind building up the fire? It's a bit chilly, no?"
It wasn't. But if she wanted more heat, he was going to give her. Fifteen minutes later it was really getting hot in the little cabin, as both siblings were still sitting at the table. Will, waiting for his sister to make a move, saw her looking around clearly a bit nervous. Then, with a wink, she pulled her sweater over her head and threw it on the couch behind her.
Now Will had seen her sister's breasts for the first time yesterday, fully nude. But it had been a quick peek, in a dimly lit room. Now her bra, sexy as it was, was pretty much covering her breasts. Nevertheless it was a lot more thrilling. "Can I just stare for a while?" With a little smile, Brittany simply nodded.
Ever since he could remember, Will had been fascinated with bras. First it had been his mother's, then his sister's, some of her friends' and soon enough his own girlfriends'. At first he'd been mesmerized by the numbers and what they meant. At first he had believed that the number meant the actual breast size, and had dreamed about 44C bras and breasts. Eventually, as he saw the evolution in his sister's bra size, he realized his mistake. The string of numbers from her first real bra all the way to her adult size was seared into his mind. 28B and C, 30B to D, 32C followed by the glorious explosion all the way to 32Es and Fs.
Yet now, staring shamelessly at her bra and breasts, was keenly aware how deficient that numbering system actually was. The cup size measured the lower circumference of the breast itself, but didn't give an account of the shape of the chest underneath. The wires of new bras were pretty much flat, then began to curve with time, following the natural shape of the woman's body. It was what differentiated breasts that jutted straight ahead from a relatively flat chest, or those that bloomed slightly to each side.
Then, regardless of that angle, there was the question of how far the nipple was from the chest itself. Cup size tried to handle the width of a breast, but sometimes failed to fulfill the task of validating that forward thrust. Looking at how ridiculously far her sister's breasts were projecting, he learned that the fact that we didn't actually measure the bonnet itself was profoundly unfair. Bras just couldn't give justice to this most important but missing measurement. He knew that the shape of the bonnet would enhance this natural forward prominence, but the breast actually had to fill that space. Some bonnets created rounder breasts by giving it less room to push forward, while others pushed the flesh towards the centre and others yet created more pointy breasts like in the 40's.
One of the final failings of current bras measurements was the oh, so elusive fullness above the cup. To be fair, it's more a matter of breast rather than bra size, but as Will's eyes were being seared with the twin bulge of her sister's breasts above their cups, he felt this lacking as a deep injustice. Does the breast only fill the cup that's lovingly holding it, or does it begins to overflow? Not just because the woman chose a bra too small, just because there is more to bras than width and thrust.
He had always felt and believed that you could know if a woman was wearing an appropriately sized bra by the way the breasts danced as she walked. Regardless if the woman had smaller or bigger breasts, bras should never paralyze or worse, they should never flatten the breasts. Especially larger breasts. There was nothing worse than seeing a large pair of breasts flattened and pushed down by an inadequate bra.
Perhaps bored of simply sitting there, Brittany got up and walked to the kitchen. The bounce was perfect. Will felt his entire body becoming hotter as he stared at the glorious show before him. Out from the corner of his eyes he saw that her panties were actually thongs, but he kept his eyes glued to her breasts, even if he could only see them sideways. As she turned around and came back, walking slowly but with an exaggerated bounce in her step, Will actually trembled.
Standing right next to him, her breasts mere inches from his face, Brittany was trying her best to contain her laughter. When she had changed her mind in a fraction of a second earlier, she thought she might regret it. Now, to her surprise, she was enjoying herself and glad of the strange impulse that had made her change her mind. Matt still enjoyed seeing her in various state of undress, but since they'd been having sex just about every day for the last three years, it wasn't the same. Will, on the other hand, had been dreaming about this for years and years. Brittany was honest enough to admit that the flattery was responsible of her pleasure in a big way.
"Wanna join me in the jacuzzi, brother?" she asked, her smile unable to hide the unexpected joy she was feeling this morning.
"Uh, sure." Will smiled as well.
A few minutes later as Brittany arrived in the little solarium with her bikini on, she saw that Will was already in the jacuzzi, exactly like yesterday. Only now, she knew he was not going to close his eyes. She took her very sweet time getting in the jacuzzi, bending forward, turning around, allowing him all the time in the world. As she finally sat in front of him, he silently mouthed another "Thank you", and she winked back at him. "What are sisters for, anyway?" she replied playfully.
Despite the fact that Will's mind was overwhelmed every time she pulled her breasts out of the water to grab her glass of water, they enjoyed a very pleasant conversation. Even touched on the subject of Danae and her inexplicable prudishness. Sometimes it looked to Brittany as if Danae was straight out of a Amish settlement. She tried to help her brother with that problem, but didn't think she really found what the problem was. Nor had Will, for that matter. He knew what she liked in bed, but pretty much all of it was very tame. And even if he did everything right and she climaxed, there was a part of her that stayed frozen.
Once they moved away from that subject, as to not confuse things more than they were, Brittany stretched one of her legs and placed her foot on Will's thigh. The look he gave her, and the low grunt she heard above the noise of the water jets made her pussy tingle. Suddenly an idea flashed in her mind. After a deep breath, with her foot still there and despite her earlier resolution, she asked Will, "Do you ever look at her like that?"
Surprised, Will opened his eyes wide, "What? Er, probably? Why?"
"Well, let me tell you that most women's hearts will miss a beat when a man looks at them that way."
"Hmmm... You know, I can't say that I do look at her like that. I mean, I feel that for her... But it's possible that I try to hide or control it." Will said, pensively.
"You shouldn't. It works." Brittany said, still dealing with the shock that she felt when, for the first time, her own brother had made her feel like this.
"It does?" Will's face changed, a new smile growing on his face. "It works for you?"
Before she could stop herself, Brittany replied, "Very much. Want proof?"
With that she raised herself slightly above the water, letting him see that her very warm nipples were nevertheless distended and poking through the bikini. Will smiled, then grabbed her foot, pulling it higher on his thigh until she felt his very hard cock under her foot. "That's working as well, by the way..."
Brittany felt herself flushing, then she realized that she wasn't touching Will's cock through his swimsuit. "You're naked?" she asked in genuine surprise.
"I sure am, twin sister!" he replied, grinning. They both began laughing then, the storm and the frustration about their foiled plans completely forgotten. As they stopped, Brittany removed her bikini bottom and threw it to Will. "What about the top?" Will asked boldly.
"Well, that's going to have to wait... Worth it though, from what I've heard... They're worth it." she said, teasing him.
"Oh yes, believe it sister. They're legen..."
"dary!" she replied after a pause, laughing again. "So, hmm, how are we going to get out of here?"
"I don't know about you," said Will, "but I'm going to get out of here with utter pleasure."
Brittany laughed with him, and to her surprise, she didn't feel any sort of remorse or shame about what was coming. She knew that Will would wait for her to get up first, allowing him to see her pussy and ass completely naked. Instead of shame, she was feeling very happy. She was also well aware that she was getting very intoxicated with lust and that her little teasing game was affecting her as well.
"Well, why wait?" she said, just before getting up. Standing up in the middle of the jacuzzi, between Will's opened legs, the water only made it halfway up her thighs. Once again she moved out of the water and grabbed a towel. "There you go brother... Or maybe I should call you big brother, now that I've touched, your..." Laughing, she ran out and went upstairs, leaving a shocked Will behind.



As soon as she got upstairs, Brittany grabbed her white tank top and entered the bathroom. She hadn't taken a shower after the jacuzzi yesterday and this time she wanted to get rid of the smell. Her plan had been simple: a quick shower then walking out with nothing but her tank top and the towel around her waist. But as soon as she soaped up her breasts, then slipped her hand down to her pussy, she began caressing herself. A minute later her legs were shaking and she had to restrain a moan. "Stop that, you naughty minx!" she thought. She did have to cum, though.
But right at that precise moment Will knocked on the door. "Hey, don't take all the hot water! I wanna take a shower too!"
The first thought that popped up, hearing his question, was to invite him in. She hadn't locked the door. She almost said it out loud. Instead, she said, "Just a sec, I'm nearly done!" Then, whispering to herself, "Damn it, if I don't cum soon I'm going to go mad!" In the end, she finished, dried herself and put on her white tank top without a bra. After wrapping the towel carefully, she opened the door and walked out.
She smiled when she saw Will staring at her breasts, yet did a double take herself when she looked at his swimsuit. He had put it back on, but his hard cock, strained sideways just under the elastic band, seemed gigantic! After he closed the door behind him, she turned back and asked him, "Oh, by the way, did you end up reliving yourself since yesterday?"
"No!" he replied through the door, with vigor. "But if I had, I would have been imagining you, little devil!"
"Really?" she asked, smiling and flattered. 'And what exactly would I be doing in your fantasy?"
"What? Are you really asking me that, through the bathroom door?" Will asked, before he could enter the shower. "I'm not sure I want to share that with you, sis..."
"You think it'd be easier face to face?" she asked, still in this naughty mood.
"Well, no, but..."
"No buts!" Brittany said, on the edge of laughing out of sheer excitement. She heard him touching the door, she leaned against it herself. They were inches away from each other.
"Come on Brittany..." Will said, clearly uncomfortable.
"Will, I'm doing a striptease for you all morning long... The least you could do is talk!"
After a brief pause, Will said, "Point taken. And I do enjoy your, er, show... I really do. Oh man! That's not easy! Gods I'm in dire need of more blood in my brain!"
They both laughed at his joke, but Brittany was really excited now, more than she thought she'd ever be with her brother, even today. She was breathing harder, pressing her ear against the door. "Well," he finally began, "the first thing I'd make you do is a striptease in the classic sense of the word, right there in front of the fire. I really love seeing you dance, even though I teased you with it when we were younger..."
"Yes you did, idiot!" replied Brittany, with feeling.
As she was about to continue, Will cut her off, "Let me talk sis, it's not easy. So, after the dance, oh man, this is going to sound lame... After the dance I'd imagine you coming over to me as I sat on the couch, then you'd kneel in front of me, wrapping your breasts around my cock..."
It really was an obvious fantasy. And in a sense it was very boring. But Brittany surprised herself once again when a throb of pleasure bloomed between her legs and matured into a shot of heat all through her body as she imagined the scene herself. "Ok, that's enough for now! I'm going to take a shower!" When Will said that, Brittany barely reacted. She didn't know if he had chosen a tame fantasy to avoid saying a wilder one, but it had reached her nonetheless.
Walking to the kitchen, she took a few deep breaths to steady herself. Right then, her mother called. After making sure everybody was alright and that they had electricity and food at the cabin, her mother told her just how bad the roads were in the village. Looking out the window, the first time she'd really done it this morning, Brittany realized that the driveway was all but invisible. It was clear, then, that the rest of the family wouldn't be joining them today. Even if they could get out of the village before nightfall, they'd never get to the cabin.
Will got out of the shower, wearing only a pair of jeans, his hair still wet. Brittany watched him and his nice back, and saw that he was intently listening to her side of the conversation as he put two more logs on the fire. She missed a few words her mother said as he got up and turned around, looking at his chest. Strange how she had seen him so many times over so many summers, and yet... She swallowed a little moan and tried to focus on her conversation. There didn't seem to be any boxers underneath those jeans as well, as she could see the very top of his bush...
She'd been leaning against the kitchen counter and hadn't realized just how loose her towel had become. With her glass of water in her hand and phone in the other she pushed back from the counter and walked towards the living room. Three steps. Three steps was all it took to make the towel fall.
Will, not expecting anything of this sort as Brittany was talking with their mother, was very surprised. He saw Brittany's eyes opening wide and understood that it hadn't even been planned. Brittany twisted the phone upwards and whispered, "Damn! It really was an accident!" Will began laughing at her predicament, but still picked up the towel. But instead of handing it back to Brittany he threw it in the bathroom.
Brittany gave him a naughty look, but couldn't do much about it. Instead she sat down on the couch bare assed and crossed her legs. Will, infuriatingly, simply kneeled down in front of her silently, staring at her legs. She pulled out her tongue at him, half angry, half playful. Soon, when he heard that the conversation was coming to an end, Will saw his sister pulling a Sharon Stone on him. His mouth fell open as she took her time, letting him see her pussy much deeper, and much more clearly than before.
As she hung up the phone, she glared at him, "You bastard!" then laughed. "It really was an accident!" Will joined in, laughing. But he stayed right where he was. "So, brother, are you gonna move?"
"Nope."
"You want me to get up and press my pussy against your face?"
She had asked it jokingly, but he simply grinned and shrugged. So on impulse, Brittany did just that. Bending forward so that her breasts nearly touched his face as she got up, she kept going up and her pussy did end up mere inches away from his face. Moving sideways, Brittany laughed and went to her room. She got out of there with a new pair of black panties that were pretty much transparent. Looking at her brother as he was looking at her, she noticed his cock again, very obvious despite the jeans. Before this weekend she had never seen it hard. Only a few times had she seen it soft, under his swimsuits, when the clinging fabric had revealed its shape. Her brother was definitely a shower, because the cock tenting the jeans was definitely very big.
They ate together and both were thinking about the afternoon. When Brittany's phone rang and they heard Matt on the line, Brittany got up to go to her room. But a second later she heard Danae's voice as well. Brittany placed her phone on the table and activated the speaker.
It turned out to be a very strange conversation. Will was clearly nervous and had no idea what to say at first, but the twins were both surprised to hear that Danae seemed happy. Chipper even. After a few minutes she was even making some jokes with Matt. Through the conversation they learned that Matt and Danae had had to share a room in the motel, but that otherwise they were alright. The four of them had a few activities planned in the village, and they confirmed that it was impossible for them to reach the cabin today. There was a slight pause when Matt asked them what they were doing to spend the time, locked in a cabin. They mumbled something and none of their lovers noticed anything awry.
In the silence that followed the call, Will and Brittany really were a bit surprised that they seemed this happy. Then they began to wonder. Will said, "They couldn't really share a bed?"
After a pause, Brittany replied, "Well, no. Then again, Matt always had had a thing for Danae."
Will said, resigned, "Ya, I noticed that as well... Glad that you already knew, sis... At least, I know that Danae doesn't share the feeling. Thinks he's alright as a brother in law, but no more than that. In fact she really doesn't like him a lot, so I don't think we need to worry..."
"I don't know Will, " Brittany said, "That could be a rationalization. Some of the wildest nights I've ever had were with guys that initially turned me off, or even disliked. I know that Danae isn't like me, but still..."
"Nah, don't worry." Will replied. "Even if they slept in the same bed, which they didn't, they wouldn't have done that."
"You're right. It would be very stupid."
And right then, at the same time, both twins realized the situation they themselves were in. Braless tank top and transparent panties; nothing but a pair of jeans without any boxers...
It put a damper on the afternoon. A big damper. Will watched as Brittany walked to her room to take a nap, while he was left alone in the living room. He could feel a nagging worry about Danae and Matt, but couldn't believe they'd actually do something. Then again, he could also feel some extra blood in his cock. The image of Brittany's nearly translucent top flashed in his mind, and he knew how easily he could have slipped his jeans off and masturbate right there, despite is worry. He resisted again. Instead, he turned and lay down on the couch, stretching his entire body in front of the fire, feeling his cock stretching as well inside his pants. He ended up drifting to sleep with an erection one more time.
Brittany, in her room, found herself living through a very similar moment. After a long nap, she woke up still a bit worried, but she knew her pussy was drenched nonetheless. Despite everything else she looked at her metal box and opened it, planning on grabbing her dildo. When she saw her butterfly, she decided that she had really liked the long morning with her brother, and that she wanted to thank him. She slipped her panties down, installed her butterfly firmly, and pulled her panties back up.
Through the wall she asked, "Will? I need your phone!" She heard him grumble, seemed to have been asleep still, but he finally brought it to her door. She opened the door, grabbed the phone, winked at him and closed the door. This time he groaned, clearly frustrated. "Wait a bit, you big horse in rut!" She replied, laughing.
"Wait? That's all I've been doing for the past month!" he replied in a low voice.
"Go sit on the armchair next to the fire and give me 2 minutes."
Will went, sat, and waited. His sister's voice had seemed light, and she had laughed. Somehow, even on the basis of a few hours, he had associated his sister's laughter with sexual arousal. Sitting in the large chair, he felt his cock hardening again. When Brittany finally came back out, she was dressed exactly as before, with her nearly transparent panties and top. She handed him his phone and sat on the couch. "Ever heard of butterflies, Will?" she asked, an innocent expression on her face.
Will paused, then his memory provided an image he hadn't seen in a long while. He didn't need to answer, as it was written all over his face and smile. "I installed a new app on your phone. Try it." A minute later he was looking at her butterfly app, with a few controls. When he pressed on the button labeled "Low Buzz" he saw his sister's startled response. Then her moan.
In a trance, Will spent the next twenty minutes giving inordinate amounts of pleasure to his sister, while never even touching her. Soon enough she was lying down on the couch, with her legs either clamped hard on the toy, or wide opened as one of her hand was pushing it against her flesh. And Will really was toying with her, not letting her climax too soon. Near the end, he was kneeling right next to her, flabbergasted by the sight of his nearly naked sister writhing in utter sexual pleasure. He felt like a puppeteer, a mind-controlling puppeteer that was holding this crazily sexy woman in thrall.
He kept remembering that the only thing she had asked him not to do was touch her. So he didn't. Instead, he looked as she arched her breasts and even grabbed them with both her hands, mashing and massaging them, squeezing her nipples and moaning out his very name! He could even hear the wet sounds of her fingers and she pushed them in from time to time. When she began to moan "harder, harder, faster..." one last time, he decided to let her have it all. It was either that or he would rip her clothes and fuck her right there.
When Brittany did climax, he held the device 100% activated until she pushed it away form her pussy, clearly overstimulated. She cried his name again, then screamed as the last wave of pleasure hit her. She was covered in sweat, which was making her top even more translucent, and was still breathing hard. "Goddamn it! That was awesome!" she said, exhaling heavily. They both shared a long look, as she was stretching like a cat with a belly full of cream. "Would you mind getting some food?"
Will nodded, still in an altered state of mind himself, and came back with the food. He saw the butterfly on the table, and both twins grinned. They then realized that they had slept longer than they had thought. It was already dark outside. As they began eating yesterday's leftovers, Brittany asked, "Will, I have one strange question for you. Want me to ask it?"
"Of course! I don't think I could refuse you anything today."
Brittany smiled, delighted to have made him so happy. "Well, it's really a strange question. How in hell did you resist?"
"Resist? Oh, you mean right now?" After Brittany nodded, he explained, "It's simple really. You've been giving me one of the most amazing gifts that I've ever gotten in my life. You are ridiculously beautiful, staggeringly desirable, and yet you're the last person on earth that I should have the right to enjoy all of this." he said, letting his eyes roam all over her nearly naked body. "The fact that you agreed to my immoral request yesterday is amazing enough, but the fact that you made this day so fun and playful is even more incredible."
"Isn't that what you had in mind yesterday night? When I agreed?" Brittany asked.
"Well, I had thought that you'd wear some sexy pants and let me ogle your cleavage with low cut tops." Will laughed. "Then first thing I see this morning are your see-through panties! I was floored, and I've barely been able to handle the rest of the morning with all you've given me."
"Ok then... So, I ask again, how did you manage to resist? Even just touching me? Look, even now, you must have a raging erection, you could easily reach out and touch my breasts..." Brittany was really intrigued, and again very flattered by all that he had said.
"Argh! Of course I want to, and of course I could. But, dear sister, you asked me not to touch you yesterday night. The very least I could do in the face of your gift was to respect your single request."
After a long pause, during which they both looked into each other's eyes, Brittany said, "I don't think any other man could have had this level of self-control, Will."
"Hey, what are brothers for?" he replied, echoing her words from earlier.
They both laughed and finished eating their food. After that, Brittany got up and said, "I think I'm gonna get dressed." Seeing the obvious distress in her brother's face, Brittany laughed and added, "How can I make a striptease without any clothes on?" Before turning around and going to her room, she saw him smiling. And now, in her room, she could hear him laughing out loud.
Completely naked in her room, she pulled all of her lingerie from her suitcase, feeling very glad that she had brought more than was necessary. She decided to go with a classic black bra of very fine lace, a bra made by Marie Jo, the balcony Lauren. It was one of her favorites. She had had to buy the biggest cup they made, and it was just barely big enough for her. After putting this masterpiece on, she completed the first layer of clothing with a garter belt and long black hose. The matching panties were rather frilly, but still comfortable. Standing half naked in her room, she looked at her other options one last time. In front of her she had close to a thousand dollars of lingerie from Empreinte, Aubade, Prima Donna, Conturelle and Simone Perele. Many colors, all sexy, yet she thought the black one would be best for tonight.
Over her lace, she put her long red skirt back on, with what she thought was her sexiest top. It was made of black, stretching cotton, but what made it sexy was the cut. It was a hassle to put on, as it was fully opened in the front with two long pieces that were meant to be tied around her waist. The effect was pretty obvious; it framed and hugged her breasts like no other shirt she had ever owned. Finally, she re-did the tight bun in her hair with a single long pin that would be easy to remove during the dance.
Looking at herself in the mirror, as sexy as she could be tonight, she took a deep breath. She was going to do a striptease for her brother. How weird was that? Then again, she still felt some of the aftermath of the climax he had induced with the butterfly. The fact that she was going again all common decency and all her previous conceptions and beliefs about incest didn't bother her at all right now.
Just before walking out, Brittany heard music from the living room, one of her favorite dancing pieces. It was a set she had put together last year from some of her most cherished traditional Irish tunes. It started slowly, setting a mood that was eventually transformed into an explosion of rhythm. As she entered the living room, already in step with the music, Brittany noticed that Will had turned all the lights off, leaving only the glow of the fire to light her. He probably did it to make her feel better... It was enough light to see her, but not much. As she began waltzing, not yet in the striptease, she moved around the living room and turned all the lights back up. "Enjoy this brother..." she whispered.
Without revealing any skin, Brittany nonetheless changed her ordinary waltz into something more intimate. She let her hands slide all over her thighs and belly, something she would never have done on stage when she danced more regularly. Looking at her brother, she could see that he was already entranced. Soon she stopped looking at him, leaving him free to look wherever he wanted. One faster twirl made her skirt rise up, revealing the black hose. She repeated the effect on the other side, before stopping to bend down and touch her foot. As she straightened back up, she pulled her skirt with her hands until the top of the hose was visible.
Smiling as she heard Will groan, she was reminded again how strange an effect a striptease could have. Will had seen her naked legs all day long. Yet this time it was very different. When she raised her skirt on her other leg, she undid the two little snaps that held her hose. It was tight enough to hold on for a while, but Brittany waltzed directly in front of Will. Placing her foot directly on his thigh, she raised her skirt again, revealing the hose and her thigh. Brittany, this time looking directly into his eyes, kept rotating her hips slowly as she waited. Understanding that the no touching rule was not in effect anymore, Will reached up and grabbed the thin lace at the top of the hose. While he didn't do everything he could have not to touch her, he didn't slip his opened hands all over her thigh either. That would have to change.



Knowing that the music was about to change, Brittany pulled away, leaving him with her hose. She reached behind her back, perfectly aware of what this motion did to her breasts, and untied the knot. Remembering the timing of the tune, she began turning and turning ever faster. At first Will's eyes were mesmerized by the rising skirt, and the flashing legs, one black and the other creamy. When the music switched gears and the flutes and uillean pipes kicked in, Brittany stopped, her momentum throwing one side of her top open.
Again, while Will had seen her breasts behind her bras, bikini and tank top all day long, this was different. This time in perfect sync with the music she turned the other way, making the other side of her shirt open up the same way. She could feel her breasts swinging, heaving, trembling, bouncing... something else that wouldn't have been right on stage. But here, it was perfect. Will seemed like he was having the time of his life, even though his pants seemed like they were painfully tight. "Why don't you remove those..."
When Will heard his sister asking him to remove his pants, his heart skipped a beat. It should have felt utterly strange to undress in front of his sister, especially with such a taut erection. Then again, given that she had been the cause of this erection, willfully so, Will felt like he was entering into a dream, a fantasy. If earlier Brittany had looked like a candy cane in red and white, she was now a devil in red, black and skin. Her revealed bra was unbelievable, and the way Brittany was teasing him with that strange shirt was making him go mad.
Barely at arm's reach from him, Brittany stayed right there as he removed his jeans, revealing both that he nothing underneath and that his erection was as hard as it could possibly be. His sister, moaning and laughing at the same time, pushed him back in his chair once he was naked, and resumed her striptease. He could see something in her eyes though; when she had seen his cock naked and hard, her eyes had opened wider. Will saw it, but didn't register it properly. His cock had that effect on most of his girlfriends, long as it was, but he had no idea that his sister was really turned on by large cocks.
Soon her shirt was completely off, and she started unzipping her skirt. When she closed her legs together the skirt would slip down, but it rose up as soon as she spread them again. She was playing with her hips, using the skirt to cover and uncover them, as well as the panties just underneath.
As the set of music changed again and the rhythm switched from a fast jig to an even faster reel, Will saw his sister jump and land with her legs closed. The skirt fell all the way down, revealing one long perfectly naked leg, and the other, teasingly covered with hose again. Will noticed that her sister's skin was starting to shine with a fine coat of sweat when she moved right in front of him again, this time raising her other foot onto his thigh. His naked thigh.
This time, he placed both his hands on her foot and slowly slipped them all the way up to her thigh, then even higher. As one of his hands was unsnapping the first snap, the other one was caressing its way around and under her thigh to undo the other one. Will could have chosen the obvious way around the outside of his sister's thigh, but he didn't. Instead, he slipped one hand inside, even letting his knuckles grazing her panties right against the flesh of her pussy. His sister laughed at his sudden boldness, but waited for him to unhook the hose before pulling away. Before she did, Will could feel the heat radiating from her pussy.
Soon the garter belt was flying away and his sister was toying with her panties. Despite the fast music, Brittany was slowing down, moving closer to him. She was focusing all of her movements on her hips, making them twist and rotate deliciously. Surprising him, she allowed him to see her pussy first, then turned around to bend forward, pushing the lace down all the way. As she jumped away quickly, Will realized that his mouth had been opened and that he had very nearly dived right between her cheeks with his entire face.
After a few more twists and moves, laughing loudly at this point as if she was herself intoxicated by her dance, Brittany slowed down and knelt right between Will's legs. Never before in his life had Will been so thrilled, so nervous and so afraid at the same time. His eyes darted between his sister's eyes and her breasts, the last piece of her striptease. This striptease had lasted for ten or twelve minutes, but Will realized that the entire day had been a long striptease as well. And this moment, this final unveiling, was the cherry on top.
"It's a front-locking bra, Will."
A simple sentence, very few words conveying information he already had discovered. Then again, there was something implied in it. Will sat up, his hard cock pressed against his belly, and slowly brought his hands towards his sister's breasts. Fingertips mere inches away from the clasp, he paused and caressed the black lace with the back of his fingers. Looking up, he saw Brittany smiling and nodding her head. As electrifying as that small contact had been, what came next floored him.
Opening his hands wide, he touched, covered and squeezed both her breasts at once. He felt as if he had just finished a marathon in first place, or been the first to find an ancient buried treasure or first to reach the top of Mount Everest. As he saw the flesh of her mounds pushed up, squeezing together upwards, he trembled. He didn't know how much freedom or time had, so he tried to make the most of it.
Boldly, he rotated his hands on her breasts, letting his fingers graze the skin just above the lace, feeling it give way under his pressure. Closing his other fingers again he felt her flesh reacting and pushing against his thumbs. Just ridiculously firm. With his hands outwards and his thumbs on the top her breasts, it meant that his pinkies were all the way at the bottom. Squeezing harder, he felt the bra move off of Brittany's skin just a bit. At the same time both of his smallest fingertips touched the warm underside of her breasts, sliding towards the middle of her chest.
"Take it off..." Brittany said, breathily. And so he did. A second later the clasp popped and they both made quick work of removing the fine lace, a work of art, truly, off of her body.
Now Will was somewhat of an expert on big breasts. Most of his girlfriends had had big breasts, and even Danae couldn't be described as having small breasts. He knew that most ten year old breasts, on twenty-three year old girls, don't fall much when they're released from their bras. Then again, gravity didn't care much for your age, especially when you're particularly massive. And Brittany's breasts fit that bill and then some. Yet when he released them, instead of falling per se, they rather settled.
Will was entranced. This. Was. It. Right in front of him, purely and triumphantly naked, as nature intended, were two of the most perfect breasts he had ever seen in the flesh or on screen. He was transfixed, admiring. Some breasts had more weight on the bottom, below the nipple. It was the case for most large breasts. Not Brittany's. They seemed full in all direction, again flouncing gravity. Her nipples didn't point down or up, they pushed forward. They seemed to push not because they were distended, but the flesh underneath seemed so firm and intact that they didn't drop at all. They looked more like blooming pink flowers lightly aloft of a firm stem than a water lily dropped on the water's surface.
Under those wonderful pink nipples was a maelstrom of unyielding and concentrated flesh, waves of heavy flesh seeming to push in all directions. Those waves seemed to be maintaining what must surely be impossible, a violation of the laws of nature and physics. A notch above perfectly proportioned, Brittany's breasts were a manifestation of his vision of perfect breasts.
He didn't know if he had the right to, but his hands simply lifted of their own accord, moving to and over those breasts. He moaned and closed his eyes, noticing that his mouth had been open, gaping like a deranged person. He wasn't deranged; he simply had his mind blown. He barely heard his sister's sharp intake of breath as the skin to flesh contact of his hands on her breasts brought him to what he believed was the day's ultimate pleasure.
This privileged contact confirmed everything he had hoped, dreamed and even wished for, as well as what he had felt earlier. As her breasts filled his hands, he felt that they were filling a hole in his life. Younger, he had often thought that, because he was her twin, he should have had a right to those breasts. To see them, touch them, lick them, suck them... It had filled many masturbation sessions during his youth. Now that he had them in his hands, he felt that a large part of his life was being resolved, completed.
Will had no idea that Brittany was burning with desire right now. She hadn't planned about this moment, hadn't thought that she'd ever go this far. Yet seeing him so excited, and his cock so damned hard and pulsating with lust for her, she had been caught in the moment. Her plan had been simply to strip completely naked and throw him her bra before retreating to her room. And now she was on her knees between her brother's naked legs, thoroughly intoxicated by the entire situation. Not only that, she realized in shock that she was gathering her saliva in her mouth... She was going crazy, just like her twin.
As Will felt her sister's hands push his away, he felt a rush of very powerful emotions. Fear, pain and sadness at first. He was sure that Brittany had changed her mind. Then he saw her finger curling in the universal invitation to come closer. She had pointed her finger at his cock though. When she did it a second time, he scooted his ass to the edge of the armchair, inches away from her breasts. Finally, when he saw her spiting a large gob of spit directly on his cock, he nearly blacked out.
The fantasy he had invented on the spot, earlier today, about her titfucking him, seemed about to realize itself. Laughing in near-hysteria, he thought that he should have told her about the fantasy he had really had instead. Maybe next time. When her hand grabbed his cock, spreading her spit all over his length and girth, he moaned out loud. Looking at his sister, fascinated, Will saw her spitting again in her hand, before she spread that saliva between her breasts.
When she finally closed those massive mounds around his cock, Will thought he was going to faint. It had been years since he'd ever felt a pair of breasts around his cock, and it had been many more years since he'd begun dreaming about those specific breasts. When she pulled upwards slowly, the first sliding movement, Will shook. He was staring at the sight of his cock between his sister's breasts, feeling her spit slick between their skins. When she lowered her head and let another dollop of spit directly on the head of his cock, nestled as it was, something clicked in his mind.
Throwing his head back, he began laughing slowly, then harder until he was crying in pure pleasure with her every movement. This was the realization of countless years of dreams and fantasy. When he quieted and looked back at Brittany, she was looking right back into his eyes, grinning. He placed one of his hands on her cheek, gently caressing her.
He was not going to last long, though. He didn't know if he had made it two minutes so far, but he was already feeling the familiar tingling, the deep pressure between his legs. "Do you have any idea just how wonderful this gift is, Brittany? Do you have any idea?" Will said, closing his eyes. He didn't see how her eyes changed as he said it, or how bright her grin still was.
His entire world focused on his cock and the mind-boggling sensations of his sister's breasts around his cock. "I don't ever want to stop... I want to die right here between your breasts, sister..." and those were his last coherent words. He barely heard Brittany laughing at his comment.
It seemed to him that every single cell in his cock's skin was alive, enjoying the unbelievable feel of his sister's breasts. When she pushed down and his glans emerged above their flesh, the brief withdrawal was almost painful. Then she pulled back up and engulfed him again. He could feel and see her breasts molding themselves around him, hugging the length of his cock as well as hugging the curves of his glans. The long ride from the base of her breasts all the way back up was unbelievable. It didn't last for more than two seconds, but it made his entire body burn.
He had always liked titfucking, especially titfucking tits that were more than just big enough for the job. Not only were his sister's breasts large enough, they were firm and smooth, and she was guiding them expertly. In addition to sliding up and down, he felt her rotating her torso and even twisting left and right around him. Most men think that pussies will always be better than breasts for fucking like this. He knew better and Brittany was just proving it to him again. Pussies couldn't twist around you, couldn't slide upwards on one side and downwards on the other, couldn't let the woman lick your cock as it pushed all the way out...
When her long slow strokes suddenly transformed into faster movements, Will was afraid that he was going to go mad. Then all of a sudden the growing pressure overwhelmed him and a last spark of pleasure ignited his orgasm. His long delayed orgasm. Inexorably, at one point those emerging motion had sent him over the top. His first spurt of cum hit Brittany hard under the chin, and his sperm slid down along her neck.
Pulling up, Brittany felt the next one squeezed between her breasts, hotter than her skin. Pushing back down again she felt the next one against her neck again, until the following jet was engulfed by the flesh of her breasts. Looking up, Brittany saw that Will 's head was thrown back again, his mouth opened in a soundless cry. Pushing back down hard, she lowered her head and opened her mouth. Her eyes closed as she felt his brother's sperm hitting the back of her mouth, then groaned as she swirled it around inside her mouth.
Few people knew it, but Brittany had something of a sperm fetish and this long-delayed, explosively voluminous climax was a very sharp pleasure for her. And despite her natural aversion to his brother's sexuality earlier in her life, his sperm in his mouth was an eye-opening experience. Tonight, after a day of strangeness, she finally saw her brother exactly the same way he had been seeing her for years. As a sexual creature. A damned fine creature as well: nicely muscled body, good looks and a cock perfectly big enough for her tastes. And, to top it all off, he tasted good.
When she opened her eyes again, with her head still lowered, she realized that he had cum a few more times, directly onto her face. Her laughter was a mix of pleasure, sexual thrill and a touch of madness. Licking his cum as much as she could while still holding her breasts around his cock, Brittany suddenly found herself fighting the urge to jump on that wonderful, still-hard cock.
Will was in the throes of one of the most powerful climax he had ever felt in his life, yet sometimes you can get too much of a good thing. His cock was beginning to be oversensitive, and against his own will he had to pull himself out of that amazing mammary embrace. When he did, he fell back down against the chair, completely drained. He looked at his sister, still naked, still kneeling between his legs, her breasts still inches away from his cock. He opened his eyes wide as he saw his sperm on her face, and his mouth fell open when he saw her licking her fingers clean.
"I love you, brother" was all Brittany whispered before getting up, a glorious sight, and walking away to her room. Pretty much in shock and exhausted, Will barely heard her first few moans before drifting down into a sleep so deep it was almost a loss of consciousness.
He woke up later to a very dark cabin. A quick look at the fire told him he must not have slept all that long, but the clock told another story. The blanket on his body was also another clue. Brittany must have come back from her room and done this. Throwing the blanket off, expecting to see his belly and cock covered in cum, he found his skin to be perfectly clean. Grinning, he thought, "Hmm. Brittany." Getting up, feeling his erection returning, he stopped in front of her door. And paused.
Any other girl and he'd be in her room, his cock buried into her pussy seconds later. But this was his sister, and despite the magical experience, he didn't know just what she wanted or didn't want, nor what she was feeling. This morning, when she had revealed her panties at the table, Will had heard the tone in her voice, seen the look on her face. She had been ready to tell him that the teasing had been a bad idea. Clearly that had changed. But fucking? That was something else.
Will didn't know it, but Brittany only fled to her room to masturbate, unsure if she was ready to really fuck her brother. Then again, a minute later she was moaning his name out loud from his room, a very clear invitation. Sadly, Will had been knocked out, hadn't heard a thing.
And so, in the middle of the night, Will walked to his room, profoundly uncertain about what the morning would bring. The following morning Will woke to a very quiet cabin. It took him a while to realize that the quiet was due to the fact that the storm was over. Opening his blinds, he was treated to a perfect world of white and extremely bright light. The sun was having its revenge, it seemed. Will couldn't know that revenge would play an important part of his own personal day.
Looking down with a smile, he saw that his cock was also brightly awake. He'd been having very intense morning erections for the last two weeks, but had figured that it would stop this morning. He had thought that the barely believable titfucking his sister gave him would have quieted the lustful storm that had raged inside. Apparently not. Without thinking about it he put on the thick robe he always left in the cabin for such chilly morning. It was thick enough that it would hide his erection if Brittany was already up.
She wasn't. Fifteen minutes later the fire was back on and raging, already heating the room. To his surprise, his erection was also still raging. Enjoying this time alone, Will removed his robe and stood fully naked in front of the fire. If Brittany happened to wake up right now, regardless of how she felt about yesterday night, she was probably not going to cry "Pervert!" out loud.
As he sat back in the same deep chair, the chair that had seen him receive the most amazing titfucking of his life, he pondered about Brittany. What would she feel? He could still recall it clearly; last morning she was just about to say that she was not going to be teasing him, that it was a bad idea. Somehow, he discovered, morning could clarify a few of the eve's problems. But for him, right now, it was a morning problem. How was he going to react if she said that it was a one time thing? What if she wanted him to forget everything that had happened? Brittany had seemed quite at ease about the whole thing, had even said that she loved him right after he had sprayed his cum all over her face.
Yet... Will was worried. Heading to the bathroom he took a good and very hot shower, resisting the urge to masturbate. Grinning, he reminded himself that there could also be more pleasant possibilities. Back in his room he was deciding what to wear, a task that usually took him two seconds. But this morning was different. He knew that his sister liked how he looked. He'd known for a while, but the unguarded look in her eyes yesterday had been a nice reminder. Would he go shirtless? Would he push his audacity to the point of wearing nothing but his gym pants, letting her see his cock pushing against the fabric?



As he rummaged around his drawers, he found his special sock. It was special only because of what it held, of what it hid. Inside was the camera he had brought to more or less secretly film his girlfriend, either alone as she was changing or with him having the glorious sex he had thought he'd have with her. At first, his mood slumped. It didn't look like he was going to be enjoying anything like glorious sex with Danae anytime soon. She thought he was a pervert. Will was honest enough to realize that he was, actually, holding a hidden camera. He smiled a crooked smile.
But instead of throwing the camera back into the drawer, he kept it in his hand and thought of a new use for it. He had brought it as a form of insurance; if anything happened he'd still have the videos to enjoy afterwards. Well, something had happened, and he knew how he could put the camera to better use. Going back to the bathroom, Will hid the camera there, aiming it so that it would capture the space in front of the bath and shower. Brittany always began her days with a shower, and regardless of anything that would happen, or not happen, he'd have this to, er, help his memory.
Back in his room, fiddling with his computer to set the camera on, he heard Brittany opening her door. He hit record and closed his laptop. His erection had pretty much faded as he set all this, but now, in the kitchen, his heart was racing. He could hear Brittany closing the bathroom door behind her and moving about. He couldn't watch and record the feed at the same time, so he had to wait. It was a bit stressful, as Brittany could spot the camera, but it was also an exhilarating forbidden thrill.
Soon he figured out that Brittany was instead taking a bath, and wondered if he'd put the camera high enough to have a good angle. He thought so. He prayed so. Twenty minutes later, when he heard the sound of the water draining out, he felt a last bit of thrill. Try as he might though, he couldn't make his erection disappear. His cock wasn't fully erect, but he suddenly regretted wearing nothing but his gym pants. Oh well, he hadn't wanted to play it safe, and an obvious erection was just about the definition of not playing safe. He wondered how Brittany would chose to dress.
Brittany woke up with the faint smell of the wood fire and stretched like a languorous cat under her blankets. She was fully naked, of course, and her hands reflexively slid between her legs, stroking her own fire. She was already grinning, reliving some of the memories from last night. She hadn't meant to finish her striptease by titfucking her brother. Then again, she had been enacting his professed fantasy. Contrary to what she had feared, there had been no real awkwardness, no hesitation. When she felt her breasts closing around his large cock, then wrapping completely around, she had felt a completely new pleasure. Sinful, illegal and oh so taboo, but probably all the more intense because of all that.
Her instinct had still been to retreat to her room, after having managed to resist the urge to impale herself on that wonderful cock. She'd had no idea that her brother had been so well endowed. Guess he was a grower after all, and not the shower she had believed. She had noticed long ago that Will filled his swimsuits pretty nicely, but knew that most of the men who had big cocks when soft didn't experience much growth. And one of her biggest surprise when she was younger was when one of her boyfriend's cocks tripled in size when erect. Will's cock had a good size when at rest, and grew quite a bit when erect.
In her room last night, she had immediately begun masturbating. Very hard. At one point she began moaning his name, louder and louder, certain that he would come and join her. He hadn't. In the end she reached her climax, or rather climaxes, and fell asleep. When the cold woke her up, it didn't do to fall asleep all sweaty in a cabin during the winter, she got up to see if he was alright. He was, sleeping contentedly. Like her face had been before she cleaned it up, his belly was covered with overrun sperm. That too had surprised Brittany. But not quite as much; Will had been saving up his cum for two weeks. She went to the bathroom and brought back a warm washcloth, then proceeded to wash his belly softly. His belly and his cock.
This time, as he was somewhere between deep sleep and exhausted unconsciousness, Brittany took her time looking at it. It was mostly soft, yet still felt nice and heavy. After kissing it once or twice, playfully, she took it completely inside her mouth. Damn! It touched the back of her throat even when soft! She refrained from laughing out loud, and wondered what he'd say if he happened to wake at this precise moment.
Closing her eyes, she still remembered the near euphoria she had experienced when his first generous jet of cum had flown right against her chin. After that she felt his following spurts pooling between her breasts. And finally, when she thought he wasn't looking she had bent forward and felt another blast right in her mouth. It should have felt disgusting, her very own twin brother's sperm in her mouth. Yet the entire day and her undeniable sperm fetish had contrived to make that experience simply mind-boggling.
In her bed this morning, Brittany's fingers were already on the verge of inducing another climax. Sitting up, she spotted her suitcase and went for her little box of toys. Her butterfly was missing and she figured that it must still be on the living room table. How bad, she thought, to have forgotten such a thing in such a public space... Grinning, she found and grabbed her dildo, then her bottle of lube. If her plan had been to masturbate in her bed, she wouldn't have needed the lube at all. But she had another idea in mind.
She had no idea where her brother was at the moment, but she decided to get out of her room and walk the corridor to the bathroom completely naked. As it turned out, Will hadn't been at the right place at the right time. When the bath was full she slipped in, adjusting to the very hot water. When she was comfortable, she raised her long legs from the bath before opening them in a large "V". Grabbing her dildo, she began by sucking it as deep inside her mouth as she could, coating it with her saliva. Then a large dollop of lube, spread all over it, finalized her preparations.
As she felt it parting her large lips, then smaller ones, then opening her vagina and forcing her inner walls, Brittany opened her mouth in a silent moan. She knew it wouldn't take long. As she pumped the dildo in and out of her pussy she writhed in the bath, feeling the hot water splashing and sluicing all around her. Like a forest fire with all the perfect conditions, her orgasms build quickly and ravaged her entire body before focusing on her pussy.
As she'd regaining her breath, laughing, she realized that her last few moans were probably loud enough reach the living room. Shrugging in the bath, Brittany smiled and lazily enjoyed the little braziers of pleasure both inside and out of her skin. With the needs of her body toned down a bit, she remembered that she hadn't brought any clothes with her. As she was readying herself for a quick dash in the corridor, she suddenly paused and grinned. Oh, how naughty she could be sometimes.
Will, nervous in the kitchen, heard Brittany open the bathroom door. Knowing he still had a few minutes before his sister had time to go back to her room and come back dressed, he got up and was ready to go to the bathroom to reclaim his camera. His surprise was complete when he saw Brittany walking out of the corridor towards him, naked as the day she was born. In the few seconds before she walked right up to him, he saw the curves of her hips, the dark strip of hair that remained above her pussy, her long thighs and of course, those remarkable breasts as they swung with her light steps. They just couldn't be this big and this buoyant. It was just impossible.
Then he experienced another impossible moment. Instead of turning towards the kitchen, Brittany simply walked right up to him with a smile and hugged him. Naked. He froze for a moment, then wrapped his arms around her. "Good morning, brother..." she said against his chest. A few seconds later she pulled away with a grin. "Ahhh... was that for me?" A quick flick of her eyes towards his cock dispelled any uncertainty.
Will then saw his sister laughing before turning around and walking back towards her room. "I do have to dress, after all!"
"No you don't!" Will said, laughter in his voice.
When she came back, Will saw that she had gone half-way. All Brittany had on was her tank top. Nothing else. It barely went low enough to cover her ass, and somehow made her look a lot more sexy. When she reached up for the high shelf in the kitchen, raising herself on her toes, Will snorted. Sitting down around the table, he shook his head, smiling. Talking aloud to himself, he said, "Well, guess I don't have to wonder about how she feels about yesterday night..."
"Oh, I wouldn't say that, mister." Brittany replied, mischievously. She had turned around, her ass resting against the counter with one arm under her breasts. Using her other hand she was nibbling on a chocolate cookie. It was her little vice. One of them. "You have no idea what I have planned for you today, big brother." she teased again, looking briefly at his lap.
"Stop it!" he replied. "If you keep calling me that, people are going to wonder."
"Oh boohoo. You like big breasts, I like big cocks."
"Gods! Brittany! I'm starting to think that I should be worried about this coming day..."
"Maybe you should." she said, licking on a chocolate chip. After a pause, she added. "Then again, the storm's done and the roads should clear up soon."
The silence that followed this statement altered the mood. But, not for long. Will broke it, as Brittany was sitting down in front of him with a bowl of cereal. "No matter what happens, even if our parents walk in right now... Thank you, Brittany. I think I said it last night, but I wanted to say it again. Thank you. A lot. I truly hope that this isn't the end of this surprising turn of events, but if it is, well, you have my gratitude."
"You're welcome, Will. Now, the fire needs a log. Why don't you get up and..."
Will grinned, thrilled by his sister's mood. He put on as best of a show as he could, getting up slowly, taking the time to stretch. When he pushed his arms way above his head, arching his back a little, he felt his pants moving down, probably exposing the top of his pubic hair. As well as, he guessed, his abs. When he stopped and looked at Brittany, she was indeed looking at his abs, with a lazy smile.
After adding the not-so-needed-after-all log to the fire, Will turned around and saw that Brittany was up as well, washing the dishes at the sink. Taking in the sight, Will realized that his obsessive focus on his sister's breasts had made him forget her legs and ass. And that tank top, barely reaching the fine line between them, made it perfectly clear that Brittany had other blessings than her breasts.
"A bit silent there, Will." said Brittany, not turning around. "Are you tired?"
"Nope, just enjoying the view."
"Right. The white mountains are nice, no?" she said, teasing.
"As a matter of fact I'm not looking at your white mountains but at your lovely ass." he replied, boldly honest.
"Ah!" Brittany laughed, turning around. "You pervert!"
Both twins laughed at that. 36 hours ago, that word had been painful, yet now they could play with it. She'd said it with a wink and blown kiss, but it was unnecessary. While he knew he'd have a long discussion with Danae when she'd come back, but for now, his mind was at ease. Very much at ease. Thinking about Brittany's blown kiss, Will had an idea. But as he was putting his foot on the first stair, he heard his phone ringing.
He couldn't quite make out the feelings he was experiencing as he walked to his room and picked up the phone. One part of him had been expecting this holiday week for a long while, and not just for his imagined sex with Danae. This tradition stretched as far back as he could remember, and nearly all his memories were happy ones. Then again, he knew that this year would remain one of the high points, and he didn't want it to end.
It was his mother on the phone, and she told him that the streets were pretty much cleared in the village, and that they'd learned that the mountain roads would be cleared late in the day. Will's first thought was that he still had most of the day alone with Brittany. His second thought was that Danae would be here today, and they'd have to have a good talk. But the third thing Will noticed was that his mother seemed troubled. When he asked about it she said everything was alright. But he had the distinct feeling that something was off.
Brittany was sitting on the bed with him, having found a way to do that without exposing her pussy blatantly, and he could see in her face that she had heard it as well. Not wanting to push it on the phone, he asked if Danae and Matt were with them. "Well, they're still in their room. I guess I could go and get them." The twins looked at each other, uncertain about how they liked those nights in the same room. Matt and Danae greeted them at the same time, laughing at the coincidence. They were still in a very bright mood and assured their respective lovers that everything was alright.
The village had offered a few activities and they hadn't spent their entire time locked in their room. "Luckily for us," said Matt, "there was a little celebration in the marketplace. Can't do much with a tv, a sofa and a bed all day long!" Matt and Danae laughed. Sitting next to him, Brittany showed her brother a single finger and mouthed the words, "One bed?" Will wasn't ready to confront Danae about this, and simply shrugged. Brittany was shaking her head, and Will remembered that Brittany had told him that Matt had a thing for Danae. His feeling sank, but he managed to finish the conversation.
The call ended, Will looked at his sister, "You think they slept in the same bed?"
"Well, he did say that there was only one bed in their room..." she replied.
"It could have been just a turn of phrase." Will said, hopeful. "Then again, mom didn't sound comfortable. Maybe something's up in the village."
"Maybe mom and dad heard something during the night?"
When Brittany voiced that hypothesis, Will's spirits sank again momentarily but he shrugged it off. "No. That can't be it... Come on Brittany." Then he paused, a slight smile on his lips. "We may be crossing quite a few lines here, but it doesn't mean that they are as well."
Brittany lifted her head, a smile on her face as well. "Ya. You're probably right. Not everybody is in this mood..." she grinned. "Then again, I'm not sure I'd trust Matt with another woman in the same bed all night long. Do you think Danae would..."
"Look, " he said, trying to lighten up the mood, "Danae is not a wild sexual beast like you, dear sister. Maybe Matt tried something and she said no? And maybe our parents heard? You know how loud she can be when frustrated?"
Brittany shrugged, then let herself fall down on the bed, sighing. Will, unable not to resist, looked at her crotch, seeing her exposed pussy. "Er, sis... Your, er... I can see..."
Brittany lifted her head from the bed, then grinned. "Oh brother, look all you want. Your story makes sense. That bastard!"
"Brittany, wait a second." Will said, trying to focus despite the very intense distraction. "We don't know what happened. Let's try to forget about it and we'll see how things go tonight. Danae seemed happy, and I' not sure she could fake it if Matt had indeed proposed something like this... All we know is that they slept in the same bed."
"Yes, you're right. Probably. I know Matt..." After another sigh, Brittany asked him, "Do you have anything in mind to clear the air?" she said, opening her legs very slightly.
"Actually I do. Why don't you get back to your dishes and give me a few minutes."
"Oh fun. Dishes." Brittany said, groaning.
Will went downstairs and found the boxes of Christmas decorations they hadn't installed yet. They had a lot, mostly the old stuff they didn't use at home anymore. It was strange, but Will found that he much preferred these older decorations. Maybe it reminded him of years past? Finally he found what he was looking for and he pulled out the mistletoe.
From upstairs, he heard Brittany calling, "Hey big brother, what are you up to?"
"Nothing. Just keep getting more water on that tank top of yours..."
Will heard her laughing. As he looked for a nice spot to hang the mistletoe he heard the water running again upstairs. Hooking the little plastic mistletoe above the door leading to the spa, he grinned. "Brittany? Can you come down, I wanna show you something."
When she did, she was wearing a huge grin and a thoroughly wet tank top. It clung to her breasts like a transparent second skin, and even the strip of pubic hair above her pussy was showing through. She paused a second, a hand on her hips. "What?" she asked. He just smiled, shaking his head. He was standing right on the other side of the door, and beckoned her to come closer. When she stopped right in front of him, sexy as a goddess of fertility, he pointed upwards. Brittany laughed as she saw the mistletoe and said, "Oh... isn't that sweet! You want a kiss?"
"Nope. I wanna give you one." And then he did. Placing both his hands around her head, he pulled her in for a kiss, a very real kiss. Her surprise barely lasted a second, and after that her lips melted and opened for his. Soon their tongues were dancing, darting in and out of each other's mouths. Brittany's arms wrapped around his naked back, enjoying his skin, his heat and the lean muscles. The coolness of her tank top vanished, replaced by more heat.
Both twins were in a completely strange mood. They were both sexually excited, yet in a completely new, completely taboo way. Despite their brave words, they were both more than a little worried about their lovers, baffled by Danae's bright mood. The kiss, meant mostly as a festive antic, turned into a catalyst. As she felt her breasts pressed hard against her brother's naked chest, Brittany also felt his cock pressed against her thigh. Soon it was her hip and finally her belly as Will's cock grew harder and harder, snaking out of his pants. She really had been taken by surprise by his kiss, but now it seemed the most natural thing in the world. Natural and delicious. Usually you needed to learn how to kiss someone new, but the twins seemed to want the same thing right now.
She felt her brother's hands sliding down to her hips and her tank top being pulled up. Their kiss broke for a fraction of a second, yet resumed fiercely as her naked breasts were pushed hard against his chest, and his equally naked cock touched her belly. Hooking her fingers under the waistband of Will's pants, she pushed them down until they fell. When she felt his hand moving back down and cupping one of her buttocks decisively, she felt a wave of heat flowing through her body. He wasn't teasing, wasn't grazing, wasn't caressing. His large opened hand was mauling her ass, grabbing it like a confident lover.
When she broke the kiss, Will misinterpreted her move as unwillingness. "I'm sorry Brittany, I got carried away."
"Don't you dare stop!" she replied, grabbing the hand he had moved away and pulled it back. "All I wanted to say was fuck me brother."
Hearing this, Will groaned and placed his other hand on her ass as well. When she jumped up in his arms, he could have guided her directly onto his cock. Instead, he carried her to the spa and sat her on the edge. They kept kissing like that for a while, with a deep hunger neither knew they had felt. His cock was pressed against her lower belly and pussy, teasing them both with the promise of release. Soon, Will began lowering his kisses down to her neck, shoulders, chest and finally her breasts. He dove in without anymore foreplay, and felt Brittany matching his intensity.



As his lips closed around one her of nipples, consummating one of his oldest fantasies, he felt her hands on his head, guiding his movement. He couldn't believe how good her breasts felt with her firm nipples big, hard and pink against his tongue. Releasing than latching on again with his mouth wide opened, he was sucking in her entire aureola. Brittany's breasts, so naturally big, had matching aureolas unlike the pornstars with their large implants and strangely small aureolas.
He licked her skin from one nipple all the way to the other and repeated his exploration. He was getting dizzy with the feelings of his sister's flesh in his mouth and all over his face. While he was feasting on one nipple, Brittany pushed the other breasts against his face. Laughing, he pulled off and pressed both her breasts together and sucked her two nipples at the same time. Then, grabbing only one of them, he pushed it up and whispered, "Wanna share?" Giggling like a schoolgirl, Brittany lowered her head and their lips met again.
Playing like two kittens with a ball of pink yarn, Will and Brittany's mouths sucked and kissed and nibbled on the wonderful nipple and breast. Of course they spend some time kissing and licking each other as well. Then, nudging her head away, Will pushed his entire face between her breasts, and moaned out loud when she squeezed it between her mammaries. "Oh High Gods in heaven!" he mumbled from his nest. As he shook his head between his sister's prodigious breasts, overwhelmed by the sensations, Brittany began laughing.
Without warning Will dropped to his knees. With what amounted to an entire day of foreplay, Will latched on to Brittany's pussy with his entire mouth. As much as he had tried and failed to get one of his sister's entire breasts into his mouth, he was now succeeding with her pussy. His lower lip was resting on the delicate skin between her pussy and asshole, while his upper one was pressed against the line of hair above her clit. The corners of his mouth were firmly pressed against her delicate skin right where her thigh transformed into her pussy.
At first all he did was suck her entire pussy very gently. His tongue was merely pressed against her flesh. But then Brittany's laughter disappeared in a taken breath, and he felt her thighs closing in around his head. When Will pressed his tongue harder against her flesh, and moved it from the bottom of her hole all the way up to her clit, Brittany's reaction was immediate. She screamed her pleasure. Soon Will released his sucking grip and allowed his tongue more freedom of movement. He felt his sister shaking, moaning, crying and shouting again, urging him on.
After teasing her for a long while, he finally pushed his tongue deep inside her, pushing his upper lip hard against her clit. It was already hot between his sister's thighs, but soon he felt them become hotter still. Her moans also changed suddenly, and Will knew that his sister was on the verge of an orgasm. He found a rhythm between trusts of his tongue and pressure of his lip, sending Brittany over the edge. Just like he had pushed her away when his cock had become too sensitive last night, Brittany opened her legs and pushed his face away from her pussy.
Will got up smiling, his very hard cock pointing right at Brittany's pussy. Brittany was trying to regain some form of control, but her eyes and flushed face told her brother that she was still submerged in her own pleasure. Nevertheless, still sitting on the edge of the jacuzzi, she raised and opened her legs again. Her eyes were fixed on his cock, and Will knew that it was time. It was more than time. Then again, he wanted to live out another old fantasy.
He couldn't count how many time he'd been in this very spa with her, unable to get out because of erections. He had dreamed of fucking his sister here so many times. Brittany moaned when she saw her brother walk right up to her, between her legs. But instead of pushing his cock inside her, he pushed her backwards into the water, splashing everywhere. By the time she sat up and tried to get up, frustrated and laughing at the same time, her long hair clinging to her face, Will was there with her. Before she really understood what was happening, Will had pulled her up and turned her around. She barely heard him spit on his cock before saying, apparently to himself, "About fucking time..."
Brittany felt his glans on her pussy, opening her drenched lips. In the time she took to think, "Oh my... he's really thick", Will's cock was already inside, and inching his way further inside. Despite the entire day of fantasy, tease, nudity, tit-fucking and even that unexpectedly intimate kiss and great cunnilingus, the feeling of her brother's cock opening her lips and invading her pussy was mesmerizing. The raw feelings were very nice in themselves. It seemed like her brother really had a very nice and thick cock. It filled her slightly more than Matt's. But the real kicker was the brief flash of crazy that flashed in her head, "My brother's fucking me!"
Brittany moaned out a series of very quick "Oh"s as he kept filling her. There was a small part of her mind that knew he was holding back, knew that he must have hurt a few girls with his cock before. But she wasn't a little waif, nor was she overwhelmed with his size. She just wanted it. Hard. Groaning, she said, "Fuck me, take me, rape me like you've always wanted to!"
When Will shoved the last few inches inside her, she was surprised by his length. Her mind reeled as he possessed her body, taking her as if she was, indeed, a defenceless little waif. The first slap of his thighs on her ass was only the prelude to one of the most intense fucks Brittany had ever received. Water from the jacuzzi was splashing and flowing all over the place, overflowing on the ground. She felt his hand on her back, pushing her hard against the edge, and suddenly his strokes went just a tiny bit deeper. She had asked for this, but a spark of fear took her as she wondered what kind of monster she had unleashed.
She had shared some s&m roleplaying with Matt and a few boyfriends before. Will wasn't playing. He was just ravaging her. Harder than she had thought he would; harder than she had thought she could enjoy. She had been wrong. Just as she'd seen Will zoning out as she fucked his cock with her breasts yesterday, her brother's intensity was now putting her in a trance. Soon nothing existed except her pussy and his cock. She couldn't hear a thing, could feel the hot water all over her, nor did she hear his or even her own moans. Her world tunnelled all the way down to those two very simple things. Her pussy and his cock had shared a womb, shared most of their genes, yet they had never touched. Until now.
Breaking her trance, her brother reached down and grabbed both her breasts with his hands, pulling her up. Brittany was suddenly in a very awkward position, legs all splayed out, but Will was holding her bodily, squeezing her breasts hard and pushing his cock as deep as it would go. She felt his muscular body lifting her up, forcing her back in an arch before he resumed fucking her. He was almost pushing her, fucking her upwards and letting gravity impale her back down. Her head resting against his shoulder, she moaned and cried, abandoning herself to his lust.
Her climax took her completely by surprise. She had been on the familiar plateau for... she had no idea how long, but she never saw the wave of her orgasm overtake her. Her senses all came back to life and she heard the water splashing as well as Will's groans, felt the cool air over her wet skin, his strong hands supporting her, saw the glorious light of the sun over the snow... and was submerged by pleasure. Profoundly forbidden pleasure, but pleasure nonetheless.
As her pleasure stretched as she cried and twisted against and upon her brother, Brittany heard her brother's moans changing. He was just about to cum. Cum inside her. Fill her belly with his sperm. When she did feel him cum and explode inside her, the thrill she felt was overwhelming. The taboo, her fetish and this remarkable climax all contrived to make this fleeting moment one of the most intense experiences of her entire life.
Feeling Will being raked by similar pleasure, Brittany smiled and grinned as her own climax gently faded. Reaching above and behind her, she grabbed Will's head and pulled him against her. As he slowed down and bucked until he had to stop, he bit her neck, trying to regain some sort of control over his breathing. Eventually he pulled away and Brittany felt his long cock slipping out. When she turned around to look at him, she looked down at his cock. Just before Will let himself fall in the water, Brittany grinned and said: "I think I'm going to need that cock inside me again, brother. Soon."
Will was too exhausted to reply, his mind still shaken from the experience. Instead her smiled and pulled her down to him. Not one to miss an opportunity, Brittany straddled him, placing her knees on either side of his thighs. Reaching in the water, she pulled his still-hard cock away from his belly and lowered herself upon it again. Will cried out, half in pain, half in pleasure. "Relax brother... I just want it inside me. I'm not going to fuck you. Not yet anyway." Leaning forward, she wrapped her arms around him. "I'm only going to promise you this; this is not a one time thing." Will groaned, hugging her even harder.
Soon though, Will was overheating. He pushed himself forward and lifted his sister bodily. Carefully, he walked out of the jacuzzi and walked towards the door. Looking out, he saw a thick coat of fresh snow, blindingly white under the sun. Quickly, before Brittany could react, he opened the door, walked out and let himself fall down in the snow. Brittany screamed at the shock, but soon enough they were both laughing. Twin brother and sister, naked, his sperm still dripping from her pussy, playing like little kids in the snow.
Regardless of what the future had in store for them, for their relationships or even for their family, they would have this.
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Mia was all alone in her apartment. It was the first time in months that she was completely alone and she was enjoying this precious moment. Her son Logan was at his grandparents, one of her roommates was away at her yoga class and the other was gone for most of the night. She was sprawled on the couch, completely naked. And she was lazily caressing herself. She was playing with her pussy, but very lightly; she didn't want to climax before her roommate came back. Looking at the clock, she thought "Soon..." with a smile.
She was also playing with her breasts, marvelling at their size. Ever since her late teens, Mia (and her boyfriends) had enjoyed her very nice 34C breasts. During the time she was breastfeeding her son, her breasts had grown to 36E. While 34C was a decent enough size, Mia had always envied her older sister's larger breasts. As such she had been sad to see her breasts return to their previous size once Logan had stopped breastfeeding. Nonetheless, she had been pleased to see that they had kept most of their firmness and hadn't looked like deflated balloons. It had happened to one of her friends and Mia had been afraid it would happen to her.
She grinned as she cupped her breasts. They weren't 34C now. Oh no. More like 36D. Why? Because even though there wasn't anyone else around in the apartment, Mia wasn't exactly alone either. From her bulging breasts her hands slid down over her distended belly, grinning as she caressed her smooth skin. At seven months pregnant, her daughter was developing nicely inside her.
But as much as she loved her growing daughter, her mind was preoccupied with something else at the moment. Sliding lower, her right hand found her pussy again and Mia giggled as she found it completely drenched. Her middle and index fingers slipped very easily inside and she moaned as her palm pressed against her clit. Mia arched her back, pushing her large breasts and round belly upwards in the process.
A few tresses of her long hair shifted as she moved, sliding down from her belly to follow the curved of the underside of her breasts. She pulled her hands away from her pussy, not wanting to climax too soon. Leaving a long trail of glistening juices, she moved her her hands back up and cupped her breasts. No milk yet, but they were bigger and felt much heavier. Mia wondered if, when filled with milk, they would grow bigger than the first time. Apparently that could happen.
As it was, when she squeezed them hard, she felt the thick flesh, taut skin and the already growing aureolas. One of the things that had nagged her during breastfeeding was the size of her aureolas. They had been much bigger than before. What would her breasts look like at 34C with large aureolas like this? She had wondered. And feared. But nature had worked its magic and her aureolas had shrunk at the same time as her breasts, now empty of milk, had returned back to their original size.
Smiling, she tried to express some colostrum, but failed. It was too early in any case. Still, the firm pinching motion sent shivers up and down her spine. Before she could stop herself, Mia reached for her pussy again and squeezed it hard. She moaned out loud, arching her back. She felt her ass slipping closer to the edge of the sofa, her thighs opening wider. Second later she was fucking herself with two fingers very hard and quick, but managed to stop herself. She didn't want to climax too quickly.
The many months since that first threesome with her brother and sister had been eventful. Deliciously eventful. They explored their new relationships with wide eyed wonder, stealing moments whenever they could. When Stephanie began talking about getting an apartment, their parents weren't all that surprised. But when she told them that Mia and Nik would move with her, they were shocked. The three of them got along together just fine, but still... Living together?
Looking around herself, Mia saw the second couch, the kitchen table, the kitchen counter, the back door with its large window and so many other places where she had fucked her sister or brother in that last year. Thinking about one particularly intense moment with Nik on the counter, she involuntarily squeezed her pussy again. She moaned out loud and laughed as she did. She really, really wanted to wait for her roommate!
Twenty minutes later Mia was panting with lust when she heard footsteps in the building's hallway. The couch she was sitting on was angled so that it nearly faced the door. Hoping it was Stephanie coming back home early, she gently rubbed her pussy, making sure that it was glistening. When she heard her sister's key turning in the lock, Mia's heart jumped in anticipation. She pushed her other hand back towards her pussy and pressed her breasts together with her arms at the same time. Partly covered with her long hair, her pussy splayed opened and her breasts pushed outwards like this, she couldn't have made a sexier pose.
Stephanie froze when she saw her sister, her eyes glued to Mia's naked body. Mia could see that Stephanie had been angry, but was glad to see that anger fading. Why her sister had been angry wasn't a big mystery: Stephanie was still wearing her yoga top and Mia could see two huge dark spots right around her nipples. Because the wetness had likely felt cold on the way here, Stephanie's two nipples were hard, poking large tents under the tight lycra.
But it wasn't sweat that had made two dark blue spots on her otherwise pale blue top. It was milk. Stephanie's daughter, now 11 months old, was with Logan at their grandparents. For the entire night. Mia knew that Stephanie had pumped a lot of milk for him today, stored in their parents' fridge. She had also pumped her breasts dry just before going to her yoga class for the first time since Olivia was born.
And, clearly, it hadn't been enough. Mia could imagine Stephanie's anger in the class. Her wet spots had forced her to leave early, which explained her angry expression she'd had on her face. But now, with the door closed behind her, Mia could see that lust was pushing that anger aside. Stephanie dropped her bag and walked towards her sister. Standing right between her sister's opened thighs, Stephanie whispered "I need to take a shower...". Her skin was already starting to flush with lust.
"Forget about the shower," replied Mia. "I need you now even if I have to lick your entire salty skin."
Stephanie's took a deep breath and said "If I take my top off now, milk is going to spray everywhere..."
"Then make sure it sprays all over me my love..." Mia replied, shivering with anticipation.
Stephanie grinned wolfishly, then smiled as she pulled her straps away from her shoulders. Mia's breastmilk fetish wasn't a secret, nor was her sister's and even their brother. The three siblings had wondered if their parents also shared that fetish, but they had yet to cross that particular incest line. Mia opened her mouth in anticipation as she saw her sister's mammoth breasts being unveiled. For a moment she saw their generous curves and gasped at the sight. Milk filled as they were right now, she knew they could easily fill a 38F cup bra. But at the moment she couldn't stare at them as she had done many times in the past. Instead, as soon as they were freed from the lycra, Stephanie's breasts began spurting milk.
To long jets of the warm white liquid arced in the air for a second before falling all over her. A second later Stephanie's too small hands tried to gather her breasts and guide the milk. Mia shuddered with pleasure as she felt the drops falling on her face, in her mouth, on her breasts and on her huge belly. "Shit!" she heard her sister cry out, laughing. "So damn much!"
Mia, licking her lips to taste the first few drops, shivered in pleasure. She inhaled deeply, enjoying the peculiar smell immensely. Reaching for a big drop just above her lips, she drank it hungrily. Stephanie expressed a lot more milk than she herself had last year, which was saying a lot given that Logan had had more than enough. And not only Logan, of course... Stephanie had drank her fair share as well, as had their brother Nik.
Looking up, Mia felt like Stephanie could fill a fucking bathtub with her breasts! She laughed at the thought as she kept licking. Stephanie managed to control her aim, aiming right above her sister's distended breasts. Soon the white rain was generously covering Mia's breasts. Mia looked down at her breasts and squeezed them together with her arms, pooling the milk between them. The collected milk flew down between her breasts in a large trickle. Mia scooped as much as she could with her hand and brought it to her lips. It was her first real taste tonight, a decent swallow of her sister's milk.
The relentless fountains of Stephanie's nipples soon created a stream of milk that flowed down between Mia's breasts before spreading out once again all over the pregnant girl's belly. Mia, her mouth open in awe at the prodigious amount, used her hands to scoop up the milk from her belly. She then pushed it back up to her chest, letting it fall back down again. She giggled at the sight and felt her pleasure growing rapidly.
She then began spreading all that milk over her skin, enjoying the feeling, the warmth, the smell and the sexual intimacy between her and her sister. That sexual link had never weakened or wavered ever since their first threesome with Nik. Quite the contrary. Mia was now profoundly in love with both her sister and brother, and was pretty sure the feeling was mutual.
When she looked up at her sister, her mouth still opened, she saw Stephanie grinning wickedly. A second later Mia closed her eyes and laughed as Stephanie aimed her twins streams directly onto her face. "Gods!" Mia cried. "You could ease world hunger with those things!" She laughed with Stephanie, but soon she felt her sister's breasts directly against her face. Mia felt Stephanie's breasts all soft and relaxed, and for a few moments the flow of milk abated. Instead of squeezing her breasts, Stephanie was now gently rubbing her nipples all over her sister's face, spreading the milk that was already there. Mia tried to grab one of them into her mouth, but Stephanie playfully pulled them back.
Stephanie eventually knelt between her legs and Mia watched, fascinated, as her sister's fingers squeezed her large pale brown nipples again, forcing even more milk out. The strands of her hair that were over her chest and breasts were already wet, clinging to her curves. When she felt a large drop of milk sliding down her belly directly towards her pussy, Mia shivered. Even though she couldn't actually feel it, the thought that her sister's milk was mixing with her own juices made her moan in pleasure.
Mia slipped one hand down to her pussy. Head thrown back against the sofa, eyes closed and mouth wide open, she groaned and trembled as a first shock of pleasure took her. She could feel that her entire upper body was covered with breastmilk, only adding to her pleasure. As she pushed her milk-covered fingers inside her, she imagined her sister's milk being pushed deeper and deeper into her and gasped as her entire body trembled.
Her mouth opened in that gasp, Mia was taken by surprise when Stephanie pushed one of her breasts directly into her mouth. Reflexively she closed her mouth and sucked hard, trembling again when she felt the big squirt of milk hitting the back of her throat. And then another, and another... While she had drunk a few times from her own breasts last year, she couldn't believe just how much milk Stephanie's breasts contained. She knew it wasn't simply a question of how big her breasts were, but it sure felt like it now! Stephanie's breasts felt like huge jugs overfilled with milk!
After a while Stephanie moved her breast away and replaced it with the other one. Not having been drained as much, this one responded even more to Mia's sucking and soon Mia's mouth was filled with milk. Mia had kept all those jets of milk in her mouth, resisting the urge to drink it. When she felt that she had enough, she released Stephanie's nipple and drank all the milk in a huge swallow. Instantly she shivered and felt her climax triggering.
Despite the intense pleasure she was getting from her sister's caress, she was barely aware that Stephanie had moved lower and was now pressing her squirting nipple right against Mia's pussy. While Mia's own aureolas had simply gotten larger as her first pregnancy progressed, Stephanie's got larger and much pointier. They looked like large dark pink cones, topped with huge nipples.
Stephanie must now be squeezing one of them hard and Mia felt it enter maybe an inch inside her pussy. She screamed as her orgasm grew and grew even more powerful, then arched her body even more before freezing when Stephanie quickly replaced her nipple with her mouth. Mia clamped her thighs around her sister's face as her orgasm crested, feeling Stephanie's long tongue pushing inside her as well as her upper lip crushing her clit. The thought that Stephanie was drinking her own milk from her pussy pushed Mia's climax to an even higher zenith.
Mia spasmed and groaned, trashing on the sofa as her orgasm ravaged her. Eventually, after one last spasm, she released Stephanie's head, laughing and crying at the same. After having recovered her breath, she shifted sideways on the sofa to be more comfortable. Soon she saw Stephanie rising from her pussy, slowly kissing her way up her belly, then her breasts, then her mouth as they shared a kiss. "I want your pussy!" Mia whispered.
Grinning, Stephanie jumped up, turned around and straddled her sister's face in a 69. The huge belly made it awkward, but given that Stephanie was taller, she could still manage to reach her sister's pussy. Then again Mia, having come down from a climax she had begun stoking about an hour ago, wasn't interested in another one so soon. She focused her attention to Stephanie's beautiful pussy and gave it all she had.
She was soon covered with her sister's juices and loving every minute of her 69. Stephanie had not taken a shower after her yoga class and Mia loved how her sister's pussy smelled and tasted. After greedily drinking her in, Mia began to make the small movements her sister loved so much. A minute later Stephanie was bucking above her face and Mia felt her pushing herself up, her hands on the sofa. This gave Mia a better angle and she finished her sister off with a powerful orgasm.
Stephanie shook and trembled over her sister's face until she pulled away in a powerful spasm. She crashed next to her sister on the sofa, panting hard and laughing with Mia. After a minute, holding her sister's hand, Mia saw that one of Stephanie's breasts was leaking slowly. "Oh Gods! Not again!" Stephanie frowned when she heard the comment, then was puzzled when Mia shifted slowly on the couch and began drinking again from her right breast. The sisters slept together in Mia's king sized bed, enjoying their night together.
***
When Stephanie woke up first the following morning, she stretched like a cat before sitting up. When she did, she saw that Nik was in bed with them. Their third roommate had apparently come in very late last night and had decided not to wake them up. The three siblings slept together like this, in Mia's king sized bed, more and more often.
Looking at the sheet covering him, Stephanie grinned and saw that Nik had an erection. Biting her lower lip, she looked at it and wondered if he'd be very angry if she woke him up with a blowjob. She giggled silently at the thought. He probably wouldn't be angry. What man would? Then again, if she hadn't even woken up when he joined them in bed last night, it meant that he probably arrived very late. "Oh, the day is young in any case... I'll probably get that erection later today." She thought as she got up from the bed delicately.
As naked as her two siblings, Stephanie walked out of the room and was glad to see that her breasts were not leaking. Maybe Mia had managed to suck them dry last evening after all! Stephanie intended to enjoy that morning alone. In the bathroom, she looked at herself in the mirror and grinned: yoga and a healthy diet had worked wonders on her figure and she had lost all of the weight she had gained during her pregnancy. Her belly was flat and taut, with barely a few stretch marks if one looked very carefully. Her thighs and lower legs were lean with none of that swelling that had plagued her for months before and after giving birth.
And of course her breasts! Even before her pregnancy Stephanie had had incredibly breasts. But now, being still very young and filled with milk, they were just unbelievable. She had already been used to stares from men before, but now it was a constant thing. But she didn't mind. She enjoyed the attention, both from strangers and from her brother and sister. Part of her never wanted them to go back to their original size. Only 36D. Looking at herself in the mirror, Stephanie laughed sheepishly, knowing that millions of women paid thousands of dollars and risked surgery to get breasts exactly like hers.
Instead of taking her shower right away, she decided to wait for her siblings. Instead, she spent about an hour all alone in the living room, dancing, doing yoga, some push ups and sit-ups and generally enjoying her nudity. Sometimes she wished the three of them could go to a nudist colony together. Then again, the no-sex rules there would make the experience less interesting, especially since people would know they were brother and sisters. Guess they would have to make do with their apartment.
Finally, she heard noises coming from the bedroom. Mia came out first, naked of course. She was disheveled and looked as sexy as possible with her large breasts and jutting belly. "Is Nik awake?" Stephanie asked her sister.
"Yeah. He'll get up soon. Why?"
"Well, I was thinking that I'd take a shower and waited for you two." she said with a naughty smile.
"Really? Again?" Mia asked, grinning.
"Of course! Go get him, I need his cock!"
Mia laughed and went to her room. A minute later, when Stephanie saw her brother and sister enter the bathroom, she turned around and sighed theatrically. "Can't a girl with milk-filled breasts be alone in this house?"
"No!" Nik and Mia replied at the same time.
Stephanie entered the shower and turned around. As she closed the two rounded sliding doors together, she pushed her breasts forward. For the next minute or so she played with them, acting the dumb blonde unable to close the doors without hitting her breasts. Nik and Mia laughed, yet Stephanie could see Nik's cock rising slowly. Stephanie squeezed one of her breasts until a stream of milk spurted out.
Nik joined her and pushed her inside. Once in, Nik turned the shower on, spraying the still cold water over them both. Stephanie cried in shock and did her best to direct the water all over him. But cold or not, Stephanie could see that his cock was now turgid. Following Nik's gaze, she saw that her own nipples seemed just as hard.
With the water now warming up, Stephanie pushed her brother against the wall. Pushing his cock downward, she placed it between her thighs as she pressed her body against his. As her breasts moulded themselves against his pecks and her smooth belly against his, she felt his cock nestling between her thighs and pussy and poking out from behind her. Nik grabbed her buttocks and pulled her body against him, making his cock poke even further out. At the same time, of course, she felt her breasts leaking milk all over him.
Looking back, Stephanie saw her sister walking in after making sure the water was hot enough. Stephanie felt Mia's belly against her back and soon found herself in a sandwich between her siblings. Looking at Nik, she smiled and kissed him, enjoying his hands on her ass and his cock pressed up against her pussy. "What's that between your legs Steph?" asked Mia playfully. Stephanie and Nik giggled and Stephanie felt Nik stiffening, probably because Mia had grabbed his cock between her legs. "Oh! interesting..." Mia said playfully.



As she was still kissing Nik, Stephanie felt her sister moving downwards, leaving a trail of kisses down her back and on both of her asscheeks. Even though she could guess what was coming next, Stephanie still laughed when Nik broke their kiss with a long moan. The sensation of Mia's face between her own buttocks was a strange one, but she could imagine that Nik was in heaven right now. Two overly large milk-filled breasts on his chest, her own pussy on his cock while getting a blowjob from Mia at the same time.
Nik groaned as he held her tighter and tighter, trying to get as much of his cock into Mia's mouth as he could. Soon Nik's cock became really nicely lubed, thanks to Stephanie's own juices and Mia's saliva. Having come to the same realization Nik began, for lack of a better term, fucking her thighs. Or rather, fucking that very intimate space in the triangle of her upper thighs and pussy. And even though she couldn't see what was happening, Stephanie was pretty sure that Mia was sucking him in with each slow thrust.
***
Although feeling awkward kneeling on the shower floor while being seven months pregnant, Mia was enjoying every minute of this. She loved sucking her brother's cock and now that she was tasting Stephanie's pussy at the same time, Mia was thrilled. She had, of course, eaten her sister's pussy many times, but never in this position... The naughtiness of it, so close to her asshole, added to Mia's thrill.
Before Nik could cum, though, Mia wanted more. A lot more. She smacked her lips one last time around his cock before standing up. "Why don't we go in the pool? That way I won't feel like a huge cow." Her brother and sister heartily agreed. The pool was, of course, their landlord's. The siblings lived in a duplex and the friendly landlord had given them access to the pool whenever they wanted to. Given that the landlord was now on vacation, the trio had it all to themselves.
A few minutes later the incestuous siblings were outside and the two sisters jumped into the pool. Looking back up Mia could see her brother, standing at the edge with his glistening cock as big as ever. It was a very private pool with high fences. Nik was looking down at his sisters, a contently grin on his face. "Who's first?" he asked.
Mia grinned, then invited him to join her by crooking her finger at him. Nik jumped, making a huge splash of water. Before she could open her eyes again, Mia felt Nik grabbing her. She wrapped her arms and legs around him and soon felt his big cock penetrating her. As deep as it could go. Despite his size, despite her pregnancy, she was now used to him. In fact she craved his thickness and length. Gods that was an amazing cock! Her body felt all different with her pregnancy, but feeling her brother's big cock filling her pussy was still incredibly good! Mia could feel that Nik wanted to fuck her raw, but knew that he wouldn't, not with her being pregnant.
As he fucked her, Mia closed her eyes and relaxed her arms. She leaned back more and more and could feel him penetrating deeper as she did. When she held onto him with just her fingertips on his shoulders, she felt Stephanie behind her. "Let go..." she whispered. Wen she did, abandoning her body to her siblings, Mia closed her eyes and opened her mouth with moan. Soon, her body almost level with the water now, she brought her knees back and placed her calves on Nik's shoulders. He was holding her by her hips, with most of her belly outside the water, and this penetration angle allowed him to hilt himself completely.
As if that wasn't enough she felt Stephanie turning her head slightly and, unexpectedly, felt her sister's nipple right against her mouth. Hungrily opened her lips, Mia sucked on her sister's nipple and drew in a long mouthful of milk. Even though she was a mother and pregnant to boot, she felt like she was being mothered by her two loving siblings. She floated in this watery bliss for a long while until she suddenly opened her eyes.
***
As soon as Nik saw her sister's eyes open, he knew she was on the verge of a climax. He shifted her weight slightly to make sure he had a good grip and increased the power of his strokes just slightly. He so dearly wanted to take her roughly, but knew that it wasn't a good idea. Her entire body arching upwards, Mia opened her mouth in a silent scream. Their neighbours couldn't see them, but they certainly would hear a sexual moan!
Mia released her sister's nipple as she climaxed and Nik never slowed down until, a long minute of pure pleasure later, Mia placed her hand on his hip. She was moaning still, grinning like a cat with cream on its whiskers. Nik felt her pushing slightly against him and she floated away contentedly. Nik looked at his other sister and asked "Want something a bit more intense, dear sister?"
"Fuck yeah!" she replied, already breathing hard and flushed.
Nik grabbed her and turned her around before pushing her against the side of the deck. Stephanie jumped up and leaned forward, presenting him with her lovely ass. Nik had a milk fetish, but he certainly could enjoy a nice ass nonetheless. Jumping upwards, with his upper body now out of the pool, Nik held himself with his hands on either side of Stephanie's hips. He then flexed his abs until his cock found her hole. Once more, knowing that Stephanie was wet enough, he pushed all the way into her pussy.
He gasped as his cock penetrated a second forbidden pussy that morning. He felt it spreading her lips then her insides until he bounced against her ass. Her very nice ass. All the control he'd had with Mia was now gone and he felt like a stallion mounting a mare. Her ass was just out of the waterline and they were splashing water everywhere. Soon Nik had satisfied this urge to ravage a pussy and he pulled out. He also didn't want to cum so quickly and he dearly wanted to fuck her underwater.
Without warning Nik pulled Stephanie down with him. He knew that his two sisters were usually wet enough to allow underwater sex. While she was still underwater, Nik twisted Stephanie around and turned her until she was sideways at a 90 degree angle to his body. Her lower leg was between his own and the upper one was bent to let him slide his cock back into her. It was awkward at first, but soon they found a comfortable position and good handgrips.
Stephanie leaned upwards then pushed her head out of the water. She then carefully lifted her leg higher and higher until it pressed against Nik's head. This granted him the best access. While still fucking her, he turned his head and kissed his sister's leg. It was a unique position, possible only in a pool, and he would have to remember it. He reached up to one of her breasts and squeezed it, smiling when he saw the spurt of milk appearing then dissolving in the water. He then slipped his hand back down and placed it against Stephanie's pussy. She gasped as he did and he felt her body contracting with pleasure.
***
Stephanie was holding onto the pool's edge, enjoying his brother's fat cock and now his hand on his pussy. In the last year or so, all three of them had learned every trick, everything that made the others tick with pleasure. Stephanie liked having a rough hand on her pussy and Nik was giving it to her now. Sometimes he squeezed his hand in sync with his penetrations, other times he squeezed offbeat and yet other times he ground the middle phalanx of his fingers in circles across her clit. It was driving her wild and she knew that if he kept this up, she would climax. Hard.
Stephanie bit into her own arm to prevent herself from screaming. She couldn't believe her luck! A brother with a thick cock that could play her magnificently and a sister that knew how to drive her crazy with her mouth.
Even deep underwater, her pussy felt like a furnace boiling over with too much heat. Nik suddenly whispered "Take a deep breath!". As soon as she did, he pulled them both away from the edge, sending her underwater. She was still climaxing hard and he began pounding into her even harder, shaking her body as if she was a rag doll. The physical and mental shock gave new life to her climax and she felt as if her body wasn't big enough to contain all the pleasure she was submerged in.
Her mouth opened and she felt the water filling it but thankfully she still had enough control on her throat. Then again at the same moment Nik grabbed her hips harder and pressed into her as deep as he could, squashing her clit in the process. This time Stephanie shouted her pleasure underwater, spouting bubbles of air upwards. Now empty of air, she pulled herself away from her brother and rose up. She was gasping and spitting water once she broke through, holding on to the edge of the pool, shaking with tremors.
Through the curtain of her hair, she looked at her brother. He was smiling. "Shit that was good!" she gasped, still breathless. "So fucking crazy, but good!" Nik laughed and winked at her.
***
Mia, seeing that Stephanie was gleefully down for a bit, grabbed her brother's shoulder and turned him around. "My turn again..." she said, staring into his eyes. "Let's go on the grass, I wanna try something I dreamed of a couple of days ago. A few minutes later, Nik was on his back, his hard cock reaching up almost to his navel. Mia looked down at him. She felt her heart quicken and her pussy tingle. She squatted over his cock and guided it inside her. But instead of assuming the cowgirl position, Mia stretched her legs on either side of him and lowered herself until she managed to do a full split.
She hadn't done one since getting pregnant, and she gasped and cried when she felt her weight resting fully on Nik. And his cock was so damned deep! Now, happy about her flexibility, she leaned forward and rolled her pelvis forward. As soon as her clit was pressed between their two bodies, Mia's breath caught in her throat. "Just as intense as in my dream!"
For the next two minutes, she rolled her pelvis against Nik's lower abdomen, adding direct clit stimulation to the ever fulfilling sensations of his cock as deep as it would go inside her. Looking at Nik, she grinned when she saw his arms crossed under his head as he looked at her. "What are you looking at?" she said, laughing.
"A wonderfully beautiful girl reaching a second climax on my cock!" he replied.
"In other words, you're staring at my big bouncing breasts?"
Nik laughed, but Stephanie added "Who's big bouncing breasts?"
Mia looked around her shoulder and saw Stephanie walking towards them. And indeed, her own big breasts were bouncing with her every steps. Grinning, Mia said "I'm still thirsty!"
"Good!" her sister replied. "And you, brother? Thirsty?"
"Always..."
"Perfect!"
Without further ado, Stephanie stood right above Nik's face and squatted down. Mia saw her sister sitting on his mouth and saw his tongue darting out to her pussy. Stephanie then smiled at her sister. Mia leaned further forward and buried her face between Stephanie's breasts. As she was feasting on her sisters breasts, Mia heard her say "That's pretty much like our very first times, yes?" Mia giggled and Nik plunged his tongue inside her, given that he was unable to talk right now.
Neither Mia nor Stephanie could understand how Nik managed to wait until they both climaxed again before abandoning himself to his own climax. Stephanie climaxed first, then crashed down on the grass next to him. When Mia climaxed a minute afterwards, Nik grasped her hips and began pushing upwards harder. "Give me your breasts..." he said to Stephanie, his breath already ragged. As soon as he closed his lips on her engorged nipple and drank her milk, his body clenched into a first spasm of pleasure.
Mia's pleasure was renewed briefly when she felt her brother's cum filling her pussy and watched, amazed, as he writhed in pure bliss beneath her. When she finally moved off of him, his cock still seemed as big as ever, looking ready for round two. She knew it wasn't the case, knew that it was deflating. Still, looking at it she reflexively licked her lips. Stephanie teased her about it and they all laughed. They quieted down and relaxed after that, lying on their backs under the sun, a sister on either side of the brother. They were, all three of them, smiling contentedly.
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As Dustin watched his older sister, he sighed. From his room he could see her packing her suitcase in her own room across the hall. Erica was gorgeous and voluptuous, her fully developed curves were barely hidden in skin tight jeans and a tank top. He knew that all of his friends would have killed for a chance to see her naked. For a long while he would have done the same. But not now. You see, Dustin has already seen her naked. Gloriously naked.
Better yet, he knew that he would be seeing her naked again. And not for a few stolen moments, nor with a hidden camera in the bathroom. Oh no. Once more he was going to see her nude with his own eyes, from up close, with her being fully aware of his presence for days. He could still remember the first time he ever saw his older sister Erica naked.
A year ago, Dustin's parents called a family meeting. They were all there: his older sister Erica, his two twin sisters, Emily and Lily, as well as his two parents and himself. After dinner, their mother had talked to them about the possibility of going on a comping trip next summer. A nudist camping trip. There was a long silence.
Dustin remembered looking around at his three sisters' faces. Erica was already living mostly at her apartment next to the college she went to and didn't come on most family trips anymore. After their mother's announcement, she merely frowned and was obviously surprised. The twins were grinning, clearly convinced that it was a joke. As for Dustin, all he could think about was seeing his three lovely sisters' naked bodies. He was grinning, but for an entirely different reason.
To Dustin's surprise, Erica had broken the silence and said that she was willing to give it a try. Dustin had then followed suit. And so all eyes had then turned on the twins who suddenly realized how serious this proposition was. Stunned, they shared a long look and seemed to talk to each other telepathically for a moment as they sometimes seem to do. They then smiled, nodded at each other and said "Yes!" in unison.
And so a couple of months later the entire family had spent an entire week completely in the nude in a remote colony. To Dustin's surprise, he acclimated very quickly to the peculiar situation. Granted, he spent most of the first day having to hide his erection from his naked sisters. Thankfully, they were very gracious about it.
Dustin guessed that their mother had been very clear about not teasing him about it. What shook him the most was just how arousing the sight of his mother's breasts were. The twins had pairs of surprising breasts on their very thin frames and Erica had large, voluptuous breasts, but Dustin's mother had more than all of them put together! But that's a story for another time.
In the end they loved the week so much that they vowed to take at least one such trip every year. Even if the colony had decided to forbid cellphones and computers along with clothes. Dustin was still happy to see his older sister pack. Despite the entire family's comfort at being nude at the colony, it had never really been an option to become full time nudists. That meant that Dustin hadn't been able to enjoy the sight of his sisters', or mother's, bodies since last year. That was about to change. As he was thinking about that, Erica turned and looked at him. She smiled and shook her head, as if divining what he was picturing in his mind. "Pervert..." she joked.
Dustin smiled and returned to his own suitcase. Packing for a nudist colony was not the same as for other trips, but they still needed to bring plenty of stuff. As he placed his laptop in there, he heard one of his twin sisters laughing out loud. In the room adjacent to Dustin's the two twins were also busy packing. At eighteen years old, even if there was a spare room in the house, they still shared a room and neither wanted to change that.
Dustin had heard rumors that they had also shared lovers, some with their consent and others as a secret thrill for the girls. He didn't know if it was true, but Dustin certainly suspected that they often shared a single bed. What they did, all alone under the blankets, he had no idea. His imagination was eagerly conjuring up images of some possibilities, but honestly, he didn't think reality matched up to his fantasies.
If they weren't as voluptuous as their older sister, the twins had remarkable bodies nonetheless. They were both very thin and for most of their lives they had looked like celery twigs. Thankfully, and to Dustin's pleasure, their breasts had developed seemingly overnight two years ago. And despite the fact that they came up pretty late, they certainly developed with a vengeance!
Still very thin, the twins now had breasts that looked like bubbles of perky flesh on their chests. If,in absolute terms, they were small, on their small frames they looked stunning. "Well..." thought Dustin, remembering his older sister and his mother's breasts. "Maybe I have a skewed reference for what a small breast is. Each of those four identical breasts would fill my hands easily!" Dustin was feeling good as he finished packing, knowing he would soon be presented with a feast of eight breasts as well as four sweet asses and pussies for the coming ten days!
Come to think of it there would be quite a few more as two of his cousins, two other beautiful girls, would join them later during the week! Dustin had been half in love with Milana, who was about 7 years older than he was, ever since he was a little boy. Dustin's mother had confirmed that she would be there, along with Indiana, the girl everybody knew was an adopted Irish girl. Yet Dustin's uncle, pointing to a few red hairs in his beard, swore that she was his.
Dustin wished that the third cousin in this family, Katee, would join them as well. But Katee was a very shy girl that has struggled with weight all her life. He just couldn't see her coming to a nudist colony. He hadn't seen her in over a year since her family moved to another state, but they exchanged emails more or less regularly. Then again, the thought of seeing Milana and Indiana naked made up for his disappointment about Katee.
The next day, after a long 8 hour drive, the entire family arrived at the colony. It was a huge community of people, some of which had come from much farther than Dustin's family. While some came with RVs and others slept in tents, Dustin's family had rented three rooms in the big lodge.
Obviously their parents would take the room with a queen bed and the four siblings would share two rooms with two single beds each. To everybody's surprise, Dustin would not share a room as Erica as they had last year. Emily said that she wouldn't mind sharing a room with Dustin for a change. When she said it, she leaned against him and hugged him. He was puzzled about her decision, but didn't think much of it because, in any case, he would see her naked every single day for an entire week!
For Dustin, the first day turned out to be a repeat of last year's first day with his cock feeling like a kid in a candy store. The four women in his family were beautiful and sexy enough, but there were also a lot of other girls and women at the colony. The majority of them were not all that desirable, but enough of them were to cause Dustin some adjustment trouble.
Late on the first day, he found himself in semi-darkness in his room, staring at the nude form of his younger sister. It was warm enough that she had decided to sleep without a blanket. And without clothes, obviously. On his side, convinced that Emily was sleeping, Dustin stared at her with his darkness adjusted eyes. She was absolutely gorgeous and even though he had seen her naked all day, he'd had the decency to not stare. But with her sleeping, he let his eyes feast before falling asleep himself.
By the end of the second day, he was now confident that his cock wouldn't spring up unexpectedly. The fact that he had masturbated five times in 36 hours had also helped! After they all ate together on the large deck surrounding the pool, they went back to their room. And so Dustin ended up with Emily in their room. If they had been tired because of the long road trip yesterday, tonight they decided to stay up and chat a while before going to bed.
One hour later, sitting next to one another on Emily's bed, their back against the wall, the siblings shared a long look. Neither of them would have imagined that they would share so many intimate secrets with each other. During that hour, the room lit only by a single candle, they had talked about nudity, their plans and dreams for their lives and the fact that they had both been single for a long while now.
And that long conversation confirmed something that had been becoming more and more evident. While Emily and Lily were almost perfectly identical physically, they were starting to grow more and more different psychologically. It was strange how one difference could have so much impact. For various reasons Emily was becoming calmer and more reserved while Lily was extroverted and wilder. Dustin was fascinated by that growing difference given the same genes.
But it was getting late and deeper, simpler parts of his brains were beginning to take over. Dustin couldn't help from looking at his little sister's body. The more he looked, the sexier he found her. Yes she was very thin, but the way she moved her hips, and that tiny waist, and those out-of-proportion breasts... Damn! Maybe it was because she seemed to always be very subtly dancing. Then again, with her long and thick mane of very dark hair, there was something panther-like about her movements. It was as if she was on the prowl.
As Dustin realized that she was more beautiful while she was moving, Emily asked him a question about his erection. As Dustin laughed in surprise, he also realized that such a question was probably due to the three or four beers they had drank during their late night conversation. As Dustin, trying to satisfy Emily's curiosity, his cock has gotten harder, much to Emily's surprise and delight. She was laughing about it as he tried to cover it. Eventually Dustin stood up from the bed and turned away. Grabbing a pillow, Emily playfully threw it at him and said "Don't hide, I'm curious!"
Weathering the pillow assault, Dustin replied "What do you mean, you're curious? You've had boyfriends? You've had sex?"
"Just once!" Emily replied, throwing another pillow.
"Stop it! I don't believe you!" Dustin replied, throwing one of the pillows back. "Just once?"
"Yes! There are a lot of rumors about twins, but don't believe every one! And now shut up!" she cried, but she was laughing. And threw him another pillow.
"Really? Just once? Damn!"
Emily went to the bathroom and came back with a glass of water. They were looking at each other across the two beds and Dustin was still stunned. Dustin said "I can't believe this! You're almost a virgin!"
"Shut up!" she replied, throwing a pillow again.
Dustin hesitated before returning the pillow because of the glass of water. "Put that glass down!" he growled playfully.
"Never!" she cried, laughing as she threw another pillow.
"Cheater!" he said, grabbing the pillow in mid-flight.
By now Emily was laughing very hard and she knelt on her bed to grab the last pillow. When she threw it, she lost her balance and spilled the entire glass of water on her bed. "Fuck!" she cried, trying to remove as much as she could with her hands.
Dustin laughed and said "Haha! Serves you right!"
"Stop it Dustin!" she replied. "Shit!"
Dustin came to help with a couple of towels, but soon enough the siblings realized that it was hopeless. "Damn it!" she said. Looking at his bed, she opened her mouth but paused. She sighed before saying "There isn't even a couch." After a moment she looked at him and said "Do you mind if we sleep in the same bed?" And then she added "Oh fuck! I don't even have panties to put on!"
Dustin didn't know what to say except "I don't mind sis..."
"I'm sure you don't!" she said, half a smile on her lips. "Sleeping with a naked girl in your bed!"
"Well, that's precisely the problem!" he replied in a flat voice.
Surprised by the tone of his voice, Emily frowned and looked up. "Oh..." she said, realizing his predicament. "Is it true what they say about nighttime, er... nighttime..."
"Erections?" Dustin finished. "Yeah."
"Oh... Well. I can sleep on the floor."
Feeling bad for her, Dustin said "No, I'll sleep on the floor Emily. You can have my bed."
"No, no... I was my mistake," she sighed again. "Fuck." Looking up at him, she said "Think you can behave? And not mention this to anyone?"
"Of course!" he replied, not even feeling half as confident as he sounded.
The siblings talked a bit more after they turned the light off. But now the nudity they had carelessly enjoyed all day was awkward. Being naked around your sister or brother in a nudist colony outside in the sun was one thing. Sharing a single bed in the darkness was quite another.
And so, unsurprisingly, Dustin woke up a couple of hours later. He was on his side and spooning his naked sister. And just as unsurprisingly, his erection was poking her ass. Although he was spooning her, his hand rested on his thigh instead of wrapping around her upper body. He could remove that hand easily enough without waking her up. His cock, though, was another matter. It was lodged pretty good against her ass, between her cheeks. There was no way he would be able to pull out of there without her waking up.
Taking a few long breaths Dustin tried to calm himself, hoping to make his erection fade away. How hard could it be, given that he had done it all day long yesterday? Well, it turned out to be pretty hard indeed. Instead of going away, his erection grew until it was painful in the cramped space. The cramped and very hot space. Shit! Until that point Dustin hadn't moved a muscle and he still didn't know what to do.
Very slowly, he tried rotating his hips to see what it would do. Well. The first thing it did was to lessen the awkward pressure, so that was good. His cock was truly becoming painfully bent. The second thing it did was make the taut head slide against the delicate skin of his sister's cleft. Dustin's mouth opened wide in delight as he took a deep breath, but he quickly bit his lower lip to stifle his moan. "This is mindbogglingly good!" he thought! "I've been single for way too long, and this is the worst timing ever! Fuck!"
He tried moving again and soon realized that he would have to slide downward. Simply rotating wouldn't work. And so, slowly, an inch at a time, Dustin used his other hand to push himself lower. Every time he slipped down, he was pummelled by another surge of pleasure. "Am I thinking this through correctly?" he wondered. "Or is my second brain, the one currently nestled between Emily's ass, only making me believe that making my cock slip ever more towards her pussy is a good idea?"
Breathing hard and covered in sweat, Dustin shook his head and kept going. The lower he slipped, the deeper his cock pushed itself against her cleft. Concentrating on moving slowly and not waking her up, Dustin was suddenly surprised to feel the tip of his cock pressed against his sister's pussy. "I was tricked!" he thought, cursing his second brain!
But despite his curse, the pleasure he felt was indescribable. He could feel the delicate and smooth shaven skin of her pussy pressed against his cock. Before he could think about what he was doing, his hand gripped her hip more strongly and he pushed against her. "Fuck!" he cried as a flood of pleasure washed over him. His cock was now nestled in the Bermuda triangle! The Bermuda triangle was that sacred space between the pussy and the closed thighs of a thin girl. It was something he had come up with his previous girlfriend when—
Dustin gasped as Emily moved. He froze, but his mind was spinning with pleasure as Emily moved, making her thighs rub against his cock. When she finally stopped moving, Dustin silently let out a long breath and tried to relax. "Hmmm..." a sleepy moan from Emily. Fuck! And then a "Ahhh...", another moan but one of an entirely different nature. A sexual moan. Fuck! And then, to Dustin's horror and delight Emily began to squeeze her thighs together. "Oh... Lily..." she moaned very faintly.
Closing his eyes hard, Dustin took a deep breath. "Fuck... She's having a fucking sexual dream about her sister. Now. Right fucking now! Christ!" Dustin didn't know if he should just pull out in one go. That would certainly wake her up, but he didn't know how long he could hold on to his sanity if he remained here. He couldn't simply fuck his little sister! Crap!
And suddenly dustin opened his eyes wide and opened his mouth just as wide. Emily was getting wet. And so what had already been a irresistibly delicious position turned into a means of enslaving him. If the skin of his cock had been firmly locked against hers before, things were now getting much more slippery. Every few seconds, as Emily rotated her hips, the tip of Dustin's cock rubbed against her dripping lips.
Was she awake? Was she feigning sleep yet totally into this idea of sex with her brother? Dustin's mind reeled with such a possibility and he grabbed her hip more strongly. But then he stopped himself. "Are you crazy Dustin?" he thought. "You're the only pervert here. Not only did you ogle your sister's naked body all day long, but you've now placed your cock against her pussy! While she was sleeping! There's no way she's interested in having sex with you! She's your sister!"
And then Emily moved again, sending another shockwave of pleasure up his cock. And that was too much. Dustin was a 20 year old male, hot blooded and single for too long. Sister or not, a warm, wet pussy was beyond his ability to resist. He knew he had to pull away right now. Even if she woke up. And so he began. Slowly. During that time, Emily was still moaning faintly, whispering her sister's name. "Well, that explains a lot..." he thought.
As his cock slipped against his sister's pussy, Dustin was afraid that he might lose it. When he felt the tip pushing against her hole, he thought "Just one push, just a slightly different angle..." Once again he shook his head and managed to find the will-power to pull completely out. It could have worked. It really could. If only he hadn't paused to savor a few more seconds of his sister's delicious lips. But he did, and so things were in place when they heard a rather loud clicking sound.
Dustin, awake, knew that it was someone unlocking the door to their room. The thought of someone catching them in such a position made him jerk very quickly. Jerk towards Emily. And Emily, who had actually been sleeping, was frightened awake by the noise and that fright made her jerk very quickly as well. Jerk towards Dustin. And so that meant that despite Dustin's best attempts, his cock ended up buried to the hilt in his sister's devilishly sweet pussy.
Emily gasped at the intrusion, but froze in place. In the charged silence, they both heard Lily's voice "Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't want to wake you up." To their horror, Emily and Dustin realized that she was walking in. They were going to be discovered. But Lily's blue eyes clearly weren't used to the darkness and she fumbled to the bed to lay a small kiss on her sister's brow. "Good night." she then said.



"Good night Lily... I love you." Emily replied in a shaky voice.
"I love you to sister." Lily said. A second later, passing what she thought was Dustin's bed, she said "Good night Dustin."
Swallowing, Emily whispered "I think he's already sleeping Lily."
"Oh, right! Well, if he is then..."
And Lily walked back towards her twin sister, leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. Emily kissed her sister back, letting her tongue dance with Lily's for a few moments. She was convinced that Lily would see the big shape of Dustin right behind her. But in the end she didn't. After their long kiss, Lily quietly walked back out and closed the door behind her.
Once Lily was gone, Emily said "What the fuck Dustin..."
"I'm sorry Emily," he replied, his voice even more shaky than Emily's. His cock was still inside her yet he was frozen in place.
"Why did you do that?" she asked.
"I didn't!" he gasped. "Not on purpose. I know it looks bad, but I woke up with an erection pressed against your ass. I tried to pull back without waking you up and..." he stopped, knowing it didn't seem credible at all even if it was the truth.
"And you decided to fuck me without my consent?" Emily replied haltingly as she still tried to slow her breathing.
"No!" Dustin swore. "I really tried to pull away. But I ended up trapped in your Bermuda's triangle?"
"What?"
"You know, the space between your pussy and your thighs," he whispered, his mind reeling with lust. His cock was pulsing inside his sister's pussy, sending waves of pleasure to his brain.
"Oh... And so it was then that you decided to fuck me?" she asked. Dustin couldn't quite place what he could hear in her voice.
"No. It was then that I began to pull away. It was easier because your pussy was wet by then," he said.
"Wet?" Emily breathed. "No way! You did this!"
Dustin shifted his weight slightly and his cock moved inside her. They both gasped. His mind registered once again that he was still inside her as they talked, but he was too keyed up and nervous to conclude anything about it. He then said "Emily, do you think I would have ended up all the way inside you if you hadn't been thoroughly wet?"
"Of course not!" she replied quickly. "I would have screamed in pain!" and then she paused, before adding "Oh... right..."
"Yes... And actually, you were moaning Lily's name."
"Oh fuck..." Emily said in a very small voice. She then growled and said "And that's when you used the fact that I was wet to—"
"No Emily." Dustin sighed. "Lily opened the door and we just... well..."
Dustin, now consciously realizing that he was still inside his sister, said "Look. I don't care about all that. I should have pulled away. I'm so sorry. I'll understand if you don't want to talk to me ever again. I can't even being to apologize." Emily didn't reply, but she took a deep breath. Dustin finally noticed that she still hadn't asked him to pull away. He frowned, puzzled. Nevertheless, he said "Don't move... Let me pull out slowly otherwise I'm going to go crazy..." He began to pull back and involuntarily moaned with so much pleasure. "Emi, I'm sorry..." he said one more time, using her pet name.
But to his surprise, Emily moved her hand backwards and grabbed his hip, saying "Wait..."
Half out of her burning hot pussy, Dustin froze, not believing what he had heard. "Emi... Could you repeat what you said? I think my second brain made me hallucinate."
"Promise me you won't say a word about Lily and I," she said in a obviously nervous voice.
"I promise," he replied instantly. "It's the least I—"
But she cut him off "Promise me you won't talk to anybody about what's going to happen now."
"I promise... Wait. What's going to—" Once again she interrupted him by pulling him back inside her with her hand on his hip. Dustin moaned. "Emi?" he asked, too stunned for more.
"Shut up brother... Just keep quiet and fuck me!"
His own hand, still on her hip, clamped down on her flesh and he pushed himself as deep inside her as he could. As if the sheer physical pleasure of his sister's pussy wasn't enough, the thought that she wanted him inside her made everything feel even better. He pushed hard into her, pulling her even harder against him. He slipped his other hand between them, then under her body to grab her other hip. In the spoon position, it wasn't ideal, but Emily was so lightweight that he managed it easily.
And so, holding both her hips in his hands, he began fucking his own sister. He began by giving her slow and full length penetrations, shifting behind her to find the perfect angle. With a girl that has a small little ass like Emily, the spoon was actually a good position for very deep penetrations. And so in a matter of seconds, of less than a minute, he was plunging his cock inside her from the very tip down to the thick base like a well-oiled machine.
Emily was perfectly silent and Dustin lifted his head to look at her face. Her eyes were squeezed tight, her mouth was wide open and both her hands were covering that gaping hole. It became clear that she hadn't breathed since he had pushed back in after their little conversation. Slowly, as he kept fucking her with those absolute penetrations, he felt her body arching gradually until she had given him an even better angle. Then she began trembling and Dustin wasn't sure what to do.
After that, in a powerful shudder, Emily released the lungful of air she had kept inside. She took another deep breath after that and, to Dustin's surprise, stopped breathing again. Her body was covered in sweat by now and he could hear very faint and contained moans as he fucked her. Dustin didn't have much experience with girls, with only 2 girlfriends with whom he'd had sex, but this seemed very peculiar.
Nevertheless, Emily seemed to be enjoying what he was doing even more than he was, so he kept it up. After the third repetition, Emily released her breath one more time and whispered "How the fuck can this be so good? How can your cock make me feel like I'm a fucking goddess?"
Dustin grinned and replied, in a low voice "Because you are!"
And then, taking her by surprise as she was about to reply, Dustin rolled her onto her stomach. He then spread his legs around her and, with the leverage of the bed, pushed himself as deep as he could inside her. When he arched his pelvis hard against her ass, he felt his cock reaching even deeper into his sister, touching her cervix. Once more Emily placed her hands on her opened mouth and did her best to smother a scream.
Dustin shifted his upper body sideways just a bit and saw that her eyes were scrunched once again. For a brief moment he wondered if he had gone too deep, or too hard. But then he heard her croaking "Oh my gods..." in a voice that quelled his doubts. He then began pounding into her as she repeated that phrase over and over, clearly floored by the experience. When he reached under her for her breasts and squeezed them in his hands, Emily froze again for a moment before saying "It's not possible... I can't already be cumming, it's not—"
But she was. Feeling her slight body spasming under him, Dustin grinned when he felt his sister climaxing all around his cock. He then felt her hands sliding against his belly. After lifting himself up to look down, he saw that she was spreading her ass to let him go even deeper. She was now groaning with every thrust, as if each time he pummelled into her her ability to contain her cries of pleasure faltered. It was amazingly thrilling for Dustin.
Eventually he felt her tremble beneath him and she released her tight little ass. Breathing hard like a machine she said "I want that cock in my mouth big brother. Lay down on your back." When he did, breathing hard himself, he watched as she placed herself on all fours above his legs. Her breasts, which looked even more like perfect half-spheres of flawless flesh, hung beneath her slim frame. So did her long thick mane of black hair. The panther was on the prowl again, and he was its target.
His glistening cock twitched as her tongue touched its base before slowly making its way up to the tip. Soon Dustin learned that despite her proclaimed lack of experience, his little sister was a gifted cocksucker. She seemed to naturally be able to make her lips, tongue and both hands work together. As her mouth was enthralling the tip of his cock, her first hand was gently squeezing and releasing its base while her second one was gently caressing his balls.
And all the while this magic was happening, she was staring deep into his eyes. Had any regular girl done this to him, he would have been profoundly happy. But experiencing all this while looking into the deep blue eyes of his sister... well, that was something barely believable. After having taking him as deep as she could for a long while, she pulled away gasping for air. A moment later she said "I want one more!" before climbing higher upon him.
Dustin then watched as she pulled his cock straight up, guided its wet tip between her lips before impaling herself. His eyes were wide open as he stared in delight at his sister's body dancing upon his cock. Once more he realized that she was like fire, only alive when in motion. Emily twisted and turned, rotated her pelvis back and forth upon him all the while her breasts and their rock hard nipples swung around above.
At one point she lifted her knees upwards and slid her feet almost up to his armpits. Leaning back, she then placed her hands on his thighs and began fucking him in this new position. After a few moments, during which he was staring deep between her legs at her displayed pussy, Emily introduced him to the twirl. She rose up in twirls around his cock, making her entire pelvis rotate like a belly dancer's, before moving back down while rotating in the other direction. Dustin was flabbergasted.
After a few of those twirls she fucked him straight up and down, pummelling his body with her ass. And then she graced him with a few more twirls. During one of them, Dustin said "Where the fuck did you learn that?"
After giggling and moaning, Emily replied "Lily and I enjoy watching porn, dear older brother..."
Dustin eye's opened wider, shocked once more by his little sister. Soon after that she returned to the classic cowgirl position and rode him hard. When she wasn't staring into his eye, Emily made her long damp hair whip around her body, alternatively covering her upper body with them only to reveal her nudity a second later. All of that, as well as the tight pussy ravaging his cock with so much pleasure, made for an entirely hallucinogenic experience.
Without warning she leaned forward and he could feel her grinding her clit against him. Her surprisingly mobile hips allowed her to really push into him and soon she was gasping again until, after about ten seconds of absolute immobility, his sister exploded. In perfect silence, he had to give her that, she shook and bit into her forearm as she crushed her clit between their two bodies.
After a very long second climax, as she was murmuring something Dustin couldn't quite make out, she collapsed on him. But as much as he wanted to wrap his arms around her and hug her tightly, he wasn't done. After pushing her knees down along his thighs, he grabbed her and turned her around. He then knelt on the floor next to the bed and turned her body sideways until he was kneeling between her legs, his cock resting against her pussy. "Again!" she moaned, seemingly only half conscious of what was happening.
When he slipped his cock back into that tight sheath of a pussy, Emily grabbed two fistful of blankets as she bit on her lower lip. By then Dustin was holding her two slender legs in his hands, holding them in the shape of a great "V". His eyes darted like butterflies between her sweat covered face, her barely moving breasts and the uncannily beautiful sight of her shaven pussy swallowing his long cock with ease. Using her thighs as leverage, he mauled that forbidden pussy with a passion he had only rarely felt. He was fucking his sister's pussy and he was losing himself into her.
At the very last instant, just as his climax crested, part of his brain rang an alarm: was she on the pill? He had no idea. So with heart wrenching effort he pulled out of that sweetest of pussies and masturbated until, seconds later, he exploded. He watched, transfixed, as his jets of sperm flew all over her belly, with a few reaching her breasts.
By then Emily was laughing in euphoric bliss and soon he joined her. He released those long legs and fell upon her, squishing his sperm between their two bodies. Both of them were breathing hard at that point, but Emily grabbed his face and kissed him. Long and hard.
After that, as they slowly moved into normal sleeping positions, their hands intertwined and they fell asleep like this mere minutes later. Dustin tried to figure out what all that would mean for the future, but sleep took him before he could even begin.
=================================
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Dustin was startled for a brief moment when he woke up the following morning. His sister Emily was lying in his arms, as naked as he was himself. And they had spent part of night having wild passionate sex. His involuntary startle woke her up and she opened her startling blue eyes to look at him. And smiled. He hadn't been sure about how she would feel this morning, but clearly she didn't have any regrets.
They were all smiles as they busied themselves with the morning routine. It was strange how simple that was in a nudist colony: a shower and a comb was pretty much all that was needed. Many times, the two of them stared at each other and grinned like children. But they weren't children and what they had done together last night was profoundly immoral. When Emily kissed him on the cheek before leaving the room to join the rest of the family, Dustin grabbed her arms and kissed her lips.
After that kiss stretched and stretched, Emily said "I'm glad you did that... I didn't know what you thought, or what you felt about us, about me..." The morning sun was now on her face, and her eyes shone like blue flames. Strange how he had never noticed that about her, those magnificent eyes.
"Oh, Emily..." he whispered. "I couldn't put into words everything I feel about you, but one thing is clear: all of it is good. Great even. Even if you told me it would never happen again, I'd cherish that accidental night with you for the rest of my life."
Her answering smile was brighter than the sun for Dustin. "It will be our little secret." she said before kissing him again on the lips. "And about it happening again, we never know..."
She kissed him one last time and walked out of the room. Given that the long kiss had also awoken his erection, Dustin decided to remain in the room for a bit. He let himself fall on his bed and tried to order his thoughts about that accidental penetration and the very un-accidental sex that had followed. Part of him knew he should be feeling ashamed and dirty. Fucking your own sister? But instead of feeling shame, he was grinning at the thought of seeing her climax around his cock, her mouth open and her hands over it to stifle her screams of pleasure!
But Dustin shook his head: such memories wouldn't help him fight down his erection! Instead he focused on the idea of incest itself. It was morally reprehensible in just about all cultures of the world, his own included. Of course he had long admired his sisters' bodies: the twins, Erica and even his voluptuous mother had all fuelled his fantasies. Yet he had never thought that he'd actually do anything about it. And now he had. Accidentally at first, and then willfully.
He had fucked his sister! Christ! And he couldn't tell anybody about it, obviously! Even when he gets back home in a week or so, he'll have to modify that story before he could share it with his closest friends. Dustin had a pretty good idea how even his closest friend would react if he told him he had fucked his sister! He slowly shook his head on the bed, sighing. Even if he had to take this secret to the grave, he wouldn't mind. And to think that Emily hadn't been closed at the thought of repeating the experience... Shit! Maybe tonight?
Dustin stood up and tried to rid his mind of all the memories that flooded it. Thinking about the sight and the feeling of your sister's lips around the base of your cock, for example, wasn't conducive to ridding yourself of an erection! He stretched and did push-ups and sit-ups until, eventually, his erection was completely gone. Taking a few deep breaths, he went out and found his family, completely naked of course, sitting at a table in the dining room. Emily winked at him surreptitiously as he sat down.
The rest of the morning, most of it spent outside in the sun, was uneventful. Uneventful, of course, only as much as a nudist colony can be uneventful Though the vast majority of women and girls that were not beautiful or sexy, Dustin was pummelled by countless images he'd love to photograph: two sexy girls throwing a frisbee, their large breasts swinging in time with their throws; three others, a redhead, a brunette and a blonde, with high ponytails jogging in the morning sun; a stunning black girl walking out of the lake, her body glistening with dripping water, her arms raised above her head to twist her long hair into a tight bun; three young girls dancing around a fire; one blonde girl with an amazing ass kneeling suggestively on the beach as she helped her younger brother building a sand castle.
Sitting on an Adirondack chair wearing nothing but his sunglasses, Dustin was enjoying those many sights and thinking that life was good. His night with Emily kept popping up in his mind, but given the very public setting, he pushed those memories away. Out of nowhere his older sister Erica appeared in front of him. As she knelt, she looked at him and asked "Enjoying the view little brother?"
"What if I am?" he replied, remembering that she had teased him like this last year as well. He didn't mind, as she wasn't doing it to mock him.
"Don't worry, I'll get out of your way quickly enough... I wanted—"
"No hurry, sis..." he replied.
Erica narrowed her eyes, trying to see where he was looking. "Mischievous pervert!" she said in a whisper, but was smiling. "Looking at your sister like that!"
Dustin was grinning, enjoying this little game. "Well, if you're going to kneel in front of me like this..."
When Erica paused to look at him a moment, Dustin wondered if he had gone too far. He had never dared to say such things last year. She had had full control of her teasing. Not this year though. Not after Emily. Even if he didn't know how she would react, Dustin was more confident and intended to see where it would lead. After a moment, Erica stood up in front of him. It made her look even more beautiful, placed even more of her body in obvious display. Dustin didn't know if she had done it on purpose or not. "In any case, I wanted to know if you'd like to do the pancakes with me for lunch."
"Pancakes for lunch? Sure!"
"Great. Meet me at noon in our parent's room." The suite their parents had chosen for them had a private kitchen and they had taken to eat there instead of the common room.
Before Erica left, she turned around and stood in front of him for a few seconds, seemingly looking for something. Her ass was about two feet away from his face. Had she done this on purpose? To show him her lovely round ass? Nah... Impossible! But when she finally left, she shot him a glance that confirmed that she had, indeed, been teasing him. "Oh the little devil!" Dustin thought.
A few hours later the two of them met again in the kitchen. As they stood on either side of the small island, Dustin had to admit that there was something very sexy about cooking in the nude. Even at a nudist colony, even if his brain was slowly adjusting to seeing so many nude girls and women. And as he began preparing the sweet meal with his sister, Dustin couldn't help stealing glances at his sister's body.
If the twins, beautiful as they were, hadn't received any of their mother's lavishly buxom body, Erica had certainly gotten most of it. She wasn't, at 23, quite as voluptuous, but it seemed that she was getting closer every year. She stood at about 5'3", which wasn't that tall even for a girl, but the rest of her body more than made up for it.
Her breasts were really big, at least D cups, and they were really round and thrust forward almost impossibly far. On the net Dustin had of course seen plenty of nude girls with big breasts. But most of those big breasts, at least the natural ones, were simply wide and didn't reach so far from her torso like Erica's.
Add to that the fact that Erica's nipples, in addition to being proportionally large, were quite pointy. That meant that the tips of those nipples, even when they were not hard, stood many inches in front of the rest of her body. And they danced! Oh how they danced! Even with a bra, Dustin had noticed how Erica's breasts moved a lot. As if they were naturally bouncy. But naked as they were now, and with Erica slightly bent forward over the counter, those nipples danced like intoxicated faeries!
But Erica's breasts were not her only asset. She had a small and very high waist reminiscent of pin-up girls of the fifties. Low cut jeans didn't suit her well, but more classically feminine clothes worked wonderfully. That small waist and smooth belly led to her pussy and its long strip of hair. Less than two inches wide, that strip of light brown hair stopped right above her lips and was the only hair Erica had below her head.
And those fleshy lips vanished between a pair of rounded thighs. Gold because of her tan, her legs were the most feminine pair of legs Dustin had ever seen. And when she turned around to get something from the fridge, Dustin was graced with her soft and generous ass. Erica had a large bubble ass that seem to defy gravity. And yet it worked. It worked very well in fact. When she walked—
Breaking into his reverie, Erica suddenly said "You know you don't have your sunglasses on, little brother..."
Dustin realized that he had the bowl of chocolate cream in his hands but he had stopped whipping it up a while ago. "Oh. I'm sorry sis... I was... I was..."
"You were staring at me like a damned perv!" she said, smiling and shaking her head. Dustin didn't know what to say. After a brief silence, Erica added "I don't mind Dustin... It seems strange to me to ask men not to look at women at a nudist colony. Kind'a hypocritical in fact."
"I agree!" he replied his predictable answer. "Just... Well, just don't tell Alexis about it, ok?"
"Tell him what?" she asked. "Tell my boyfriend that my little perv of a brother spent the entire week ogling my breasts and my ass?"
"And your pussy as well!" Dustin replied playfully. "Don't forget to tell him that!"
Erica laughed at his comment. "Don't worry Dustin. He didn't want to come here with us, and I have a feeling it's because he knew he would have an erection 24/7!"
"Well, it is a challenge!" Dustin replied.
"Really? If that's the case, you're doing very well little brother. What's your secret?"
"I don't know. Every time I feel one coming, I just force myself to look away and think of something utterly non-erotic."
"Hmmm." Erica said. "Interesting. Are you doing that right now?" she asked, a naughty smile on her lips.
tilting his head slightly, he took a long breath before answering her "Maybe..."
Erica winked at him. "Ok, bring that chocolate cream. Well, looks like it's still pretty much a syrup!"
He walked around to her side of the counter, highly aware of their closeness. And of the fact that he was, indeed, trying to fight an erection. As he was about to put it on the countertop she reached for it. The flour on his hands and his nervousness made him lose his grip and the entire bowl splashed on her. More specifically: on her breasts. Erica gasped when the cold mixture hit her skin, but then looked down and laughed. "Now I suppose you're going to tell me that you didn't do that on purpose?"
Dustin would have liked to reply, but the sight of his sister's sumptuous breasts covered by and dripping with chocolate syrup froze him silent. The sight was impossibly erotic. All he managed to do was tear his eyes away. Erica was still laughing. "Help me find some paper towels," she said.
"There are none!" he said after a few seconds.
"Well then... there's only one thing to do!" his sister said.
Erica then rubbed one of her fingers against her massive breast and licked the chocolate off of it. "Hmmm... Talk about a happy accident!" Dustin was staring at her, his eyes darting from her slowly dripping breasts and the smudge of chocolate that was now on her lips. He then closely followed her finger the second time she rubbed it against her breasts and swallowed. If the mere sight of the dripping chocolate had been arousing, seeing those massive breasts moving about as she rubbed them made it mindboggling.
Erica, after smacking her lips a second time, said "Well, don't just stand there, give me a hand!"
On reflex, Dustin took a step towards her. But he suddenly stopped when he realized that it would me that he would rub her breasts. "What?"
"I'm kidding! Damn it Dustin, get your head straight!" Erica said as she licked a third finger clean.
Dustin walked back to the other side of the island countertop to hide his erection. There was no way he could win the fight against it anymore. A minute later, Erica had pretty much finished. Her breasts were still covered with streaks of chocolate, but there wasn't much more she could do with her fingers. Looking down at herself, she said "Hmmm. Looks like I'm going to need a tongue to finish this... Wanna help?"
Dustin smiled but felt himself flushing bright red. "Stop teasing me Erica... You may be brown right now, but I'm pretty sure I'm red all over!"
She laughed again as she grabbed one of her breasts and brought it to her mouth, licking her nipple clean.
And that was too much. Dustin groaned and turned around, walking away and cursing. He didn't know what Erica would say about that, but he hadn't expected her to say "Dustin? Are you hard?" Fuck! He had completely forgotten about why he had remained very close to the countertop! And now she had seen his cock. His head fell and he remained standing with his back towards her. "Oh..." she said after seeing his reaction. "I'm sorry Dustin. I'm sorry for teasing you. There are towels in the bathroom. I'll be right back. But please don't go anywhere. I don't wanna leave you hanging like that. Oh... Fuck. Sorry. Maybe that wasn't the best choice of words...
Two minutes later she came back in the kitchen and walked up to him. "Hmmm. Still hard? Why don't you sit down?" she told him. "I'm sorry Dustin. I just enjoyed teasing you about it. I guess I was frustrated about Alexis not wanting to come here. And for the reasons he gave me. You seem to be navigating this world of beautiful girls just fine!"
"Yeah! You know the image of the duck? Looks calm and peaceful above water all the while working like crazy underwater? Well, that's me." Dustin sighed. "And can you just admit that being a young male in this nudist family is much harder than in Joe's?"
Erica laughed, thinking about the fact that Joe's mother and sister, the family renting the two rooms nearest to theirs were mightily ugly. "Oh I do agree Dustin. You're doomed to live your life surrounded by four amazingly beautiful women! And nude women for a week!" she paused. "Look. I'm sorry. I'll stop teasing you. Alright?"
Dustin took a few deep breaths. "You know what? Don't stop."
"Are you sure?" his sister asked, surprised.
"Yes. No. I mean, please stop teasing me willfully. But I'm also aware that I must learn to control myself. I still don't know why you like to do it, though."
Erica said "You don't know why? It's simple. I'm curious."
Dustin frowned, surprised by her answer, and surprised by the fact that Emily had pretty much told him the same thing. But before he could ask her about it, she looked at the clock and suddenly got up to hurriedly finish their lunch. "Come and help me! Erection or not! The rest of the gang will begin to worry and if they come here and see you with a hard-on, well..." And so they finished their pancakes, with Erica putting on an apron to cook them. Dustin sighed, realizing that seeing a very voluptuous women wearing nothing but an apron was extremely erotic! But he wisely didn't mention it.
Later that same day, while the rest of the family decided to go to the swimming race, Dustin and Erica found themselves alone again. They went to his room, which had a better TV, and settled in for a quiet evening. About thirty minutes later, as they both watched a sports game, Dustin noticed that she looked at his cock pretty often. That made him think about what she had said regarding being curious.
He found that surprising, given that Erica had had many boyfriends and was very active sexually. Even if didn't have explicit info about what that meant, she didn't make a secret of it. She had even taken up mom's role in educating the twins about sex life. What could she be curious about. The next time he caught her, he said "Well, looks like I'm not the only one getting an eyeful."
"Yeah well, I'm doing what you've been doing for the last few days," she replied flatly.
"I'm not complaining Erica. I just can't figure out what you could be curious about."
"You mean because I've been with many partners?" she asked.
"Yeah."
"Hmmm. I don't think I can tell you why," she said.
"Oh come on! Here we are both naked, you staring at my cock and me being unable to forget when you licked the chocolate from your own breasts!"
Erica laughed, but still didn't want to elaborate. Grabbing the remote during the game's break, Erica scanned the channels until the screen was filled with a couple making love. It wasn't a porn flick, just a softcore sex scene, but the girl's breasts filled the screen as she rode her partner in cowgirl. For reasons Dustin couldn't figure out, his sister dropped the remote on the bed and watched the scene unfold.
Sighing, Dustin said "What are you doing?"
"What? I'm just watching that movie. I like it," she replied, never taking her eyes off the screen.
"Bullshit! What's the title?"
"Er, I don't know.."
"What's up with you?" Dustin asked, reaching for the remote.
But Erica grabbed it first. Dustin stood up and tried to grab it again. To his surprise, Erica pushed it between her thigh and the sofa chair she was sitting in. She then crossed her arms and looked at him with a smile as the moans from the actress filled the room. "Think I'm not going to get it?" he asked her.
"You certainly won't, as that would mean grabbing my ass," she replied confidently.
But before she could even finish her sentence Dustin had reached down and slipped his hand around her round thigh, fishing for the remote. "What the..." she cried in surprise.
"Ah ha!" Dustin said as he pulled his hand out with the remote.
But Erica wasn't done. She stood up as well and reached for his hand. Dustin pulled his hand away and their bodies collided, her large breasts pressing against his chest for a second. That made him pause for a moment: Dustin had never touched breasts as big as his sister's. Sadly for him, Erica used his moment of disorientation to grab the remote. Laughing now but determined to get it back, Dustin reached for it with both his hands.
Soon the two of them were wrestling like they hadn't done for a decade. The fact that Erica's breasts, ass and pussy were pressed or ground against Dustin's body didn't seem to matter for either of them. No more than the fact that his lengthening cock was slapping against her own body in return. They were both laughing, but neither of them was willing to let the other one win.
At one point they fell on the bed and soon rolled to the ground. When Dustin found himself between his sisters legs in what was pretty much the missionary position, he finally realized that this was dangerous. But once again Erica took advantage of his hesitation and turned him over. Pretty much in cowgirl now. Dustin, throwing caution to the wind, lifted his hips and pushed her above his head.



Erica ended up half on the bed, but she twisted and jumped back on him. By this time they were both flushed and giggling through the game. Finally, half sitting on his belly, Erica managed to pin his arms above his head with one hand and began ticking his armpit. Dustin, too stunned to give their wrestling match all he had, laughed and dropped the remote. But in that moment he stopped keeping his body twisted so that his cock was pointing away from his sister.
When Erica, the remote proudly in her hand, sat back down on him, Dustin felt his cock impaling her completely. So for the second time in two days his cock had accidentally penetrated one of his sister's pussies. Erica then cried out a peculiar moan of mixed pleasure and pain. And contrary to what Emily had done last night, Erica jumped off and away from him a second later. Standing above him, she looked down at his cock, all glistening with her juices. She had her hand on her mouth and looked horrified. Which was, understandably, a very natural reaction for a sister after being impaled by her brother's cock.
Reflexively she turned the tv off, the sound of the moans suddenly totally inappropriate. She looked back into Dustin's eyes, breathing hard and looking like a deer caught in headlights. "Erica, I'm sorry... I shouldn't have let you do that, I should have stopped you once I became..."
"Why were you hard?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.
"Are you serious?" Faced with her silence, Dustin added, slowly, "Well... I know you were curious, but I think you have a pretty good idea why..."
Erica looked at him as if she didn't understand a single word. Instead, her eyes were focused on his cock as if she had never seen one before. "What... What do we do now..."
Dustin, still on his back on the floor and still with a raging erection, was shocked to see that she was still breathing hard and still flushed. He'd had enough experience to know that it wasn't a flush from shame. It was lust. He took a risk and asked "Why were you wet?" Because she had been. A lot.
"Fuck!" she said, finally tearing her eyes from his cock to look at him. "Because you have a fucking perfect cock! Perfect length, perfect girth, nice shape, perfectly straight... Christ!" she tried to regain control of her breathing, but failed. Haltingly, she added "In fact, when I saw your cock hard earlier, it reminded me of my favorite dildo. Shit!" she said before coughing nervously. "I don't know why I'm telling you this."
The siblings stared at each other for a long moment, with Erica standing right above his cock. After a long moment, Dustin said "Where's the remote?"
Erica was startled by this question. She nonetheless frowned and grabbed it from the bed. "Here."
"Give it to me," breathing just as fast as his sister was, he grabbed it and placed both his hands above his head on the floor. Just like earlier.
The two of them stared at each other again for a long minute. Dustin's cock was twitching, overfilled with blood. He was totally unsure of what Erica would actually do until, finally, she took a deep breath and released it in one go as she jumped on him. In silence now, they feigned to wrestle again and soon Erica grabbed the remote. Saying a fake victory "Yes!" in a whisper, she then sat back once again and impaled herself on her brother's cock for a second time.
This time though, she sat back up and let her entire weight rest on him, pushing his cock even deeper than the first time. The siblings both moaned at the same time and Erica repeated her "Yes!" After closing her eyes, she opened her mouth and simply remained there, enjoying her brother's cock. Soon she placed her hand on her head before grabbing a fistful of her her hair on each side.
Beneath her, Dustin was just as transfixed by the wonderful pussy around his cock, by her breasts offered on a silver platter and on the notion that he was fucking a second sister. He sat up and gathered his legs beneath her. He then wrapped his arms around her and pushed her backwards before diving for her breasts. When he felt his older sister's nipple in his mouth, Dustin shook as he feasted.
He kissed and sucked on it before licking his way all over his sister's breast. Soon he jumped to the other and he repeated the process. Through all of this they were both silent but he could feel her pussy spasming repeatedly around his cock. After a while he pulled back and stared at the breasts he had been fantasizing about most of his life. They were glistening with his saliva and the two aureolas were engorged with blood, their nipples projecting outwards enormously.
Laughing crazily, Dustin then plunged his head between them and felt Erica pushing her breasts around his face. He was out of breath, completely flushed and grinning like a fool when he pulled back out. "You have no idea how long I've been wanting to do that!"
"Oh, I think I do!" Erica replied, laughing with him. "You and every other guy on the planet! But now it's my turn to have fun!"
With that she pushed him back down, shifted her knees on the floor and began riding him like a bucking bronco. If he had taken Emily pretty roughly yesterday, pounding into her from behind, he was now on the receiving end of intense lust. At first he had placed his hands on his sister's hips, but soon he realized that Erica was in control. He placed his hands under his head and stared, in awe, at her body as it rode his.
Her large breasts, being rocked around wildly by her relentless rhythm, drew his eyes at first. Obviously. Her large pink aureolas, all puckered because of her arousal, threatened to hypnotize him. Soon though, his eyes left those large orbs of sweet flesh and looked lower to her rounded thighs. And soft, feminine belly. And that welcoming pussy, stretched as it was around his shaft.
As he focused on controlling his own pleasure, he saw and heard Erica's excitement growing. Like her younger sister, Erica seemed to really like this cowgirl position and soon enough Dustin saw that she was on the verge of a climax. "You're so fucking beautiful!" he whispered. Erica moaned at his words, laughed breathlessly and, twenty seconds later, exploded in pleasure.
Dustin had never seen a girl climax for so long before. Not even fake orgasms in porn movies. He didn't know if she was having multiple orgasms or was simply sustaining a single one for very long. Eventually, either because the climax was fading or because her body was exhausted, she slowed down, sweat dripping from her chin and both nipples.
As he caressed her thighs, arms, belly, breasts and face, Dustin felt that she was covered in sweat. To his surprise, she didn't really stop riding him. Instead, she just slowed down a lot. As she was gathering herself and quieting her breathing down, she opened her eyes and laughed. "That, sweet sister, was extraordinary!" he said.
"Thanks!"
"But... Can you now tell me why my cock was so... well, was such a..." his words trailed off.
"An aphrodisiac?" she supplied.
"Yes."
"Well, I've been with four guys before you. Before my brother!" she cried, shaking her head in disbelief. "And would you believe that they all had strange cocks?"
"Strange cocks?"
"Yeah... The first one was crooked to the point that it could barely fit inside me. The second one had a disproportionately huge bulbous head that was rather painful. The third was probably the most normal, but the guy was a precocious ejaculator. And finally, the fourth, Alexis..." Erica paused and looked at him with a serious expression on her face. "Swear to me you're never going to repeat this."
"I swear!"
"Alexis... Oh. I love him a lot. But..."
"Strange cock? What's wrong with it?" Dustin said, trying his best to follow this strange conversation as his sister's pussy was still writhing around his cock.
"Oh, it is straight, nicely proportioned with a beautiful head. But it's only four inches long when fully erect... Which explains why he didn't want to come here." She paused and sighed. "And so last year when I saw your cock, erect once or twice... Well, I was pissed. The only guy that I couldn't... well that I couldn't fuck had a perfect cock."
"And then you found a way to fuck me, all the while making me believe that it was an accident."
Erica was stunned by Dustin's words, but before she could do anything about it, he rolled her off of him and guided her to a new position. She was on her knees, her upper body on the bed and Dustin was kneeling behind her. Even though his big sister's ass hadn't fuelled his fantasies as much as her breasts, he now realized just how wonderful it was. Using his thick cock, he playfully slapped each of those round cheeks a few times, watching her flesh bounce.
Dustin then spat a gob of saliva on his cock and said "Get ready to be fucked again by your brother's perfect cock!" Erica began to say something, but it turned into a groan when he pushed himself in. Seeing those round buttocks pressed against his upper thighs and his cock buried into her pussy made his head spin. His appreciation for curvy, nicely rounded ass increased significantly during his first time with Erica.
As he pounded into her, watching that upturned ass meeting his thrusts, he abandoned himself and gave her all he had. Given that Erica was only moaning louder and louder despite the fact that she had bit into a huge fold of the duvet, Dustin kept driving himself harder and harder. He couldn't believe just how hard he was fucking her and how wild it was making her. After gasping in pleasure and because he needed so much air to sustain his rhythm, he felt his balls contracting. "Can I..."
"Yes! Don't pull out!" she replied, cutting him off.
If yesterday night had been his first time inside one of his sister, this night would mark the first time he had cum inside another of his sisters. It was utterly surreal, but all he could think about right now was his intense climax. He came so much that sensations of his cock rubbing inside her pussy changed! He was holding on to those lovely rounded hips of hers as he pushed and bucked against her, filling her with his incestuous sperm.
Eventually Dustin pulled back and fell against the other bed, his heart pounding as quickly as he had pounded Erica's pussy. She soon jumped on the bed next to him and hugged him hard. The two of them spoke for a while before getting up and taking a shower together. The last thing they did before parting was laughing about not having been caught, which had certainly been a possibility.
***
Little did they know that, in fact, they had been caught. By their mother. When Erica fell on Dustin's cock for the first time, she had heard her strange scream. She opened the door between their room and saw her daughter sitting on her son's cock. It froze her in her tracks. Her two children, in any other situation, would have seen the door open with her standing there. But they were both too shocked to notice.
And so Tessa had partially closed the door but had remained, fascinated and appalled by what she was seeing. When, less than a minute later she saw her daughter mount her own brother again, she had stood there, unable to tear her eyes away. And soon her consternation had given way to utterly improper pleasure, and by the time Dustin was taking her daughter's pussy from behind, Tessa had climaxed all over her hand.
As she was walking back out to rejoin the others, she felt like an entirely new world had just opened up to her. It wasn't right for a mother to think about her son's beautiful cock in that way, right? Right? But that decision will have to wait for another story.
=================================
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When Dustin woke up the following morning, after having accidentally fucked a second sister in two days, he looked at his sister's bed. She was still there, still sleeping. Before falling asleep last night, he wondered what he would do if she had come to his bed to fuck again. But even though neither of them had any bad feelings about what they had shared, Emily didn't seem eager for a repeat. She hadn't closed the door on the possibility, but Dustin guessed he would have to wait and see.
Instead of thinking about the beautiful nymph sleeping the bed next to him, Dustin thought about his older sister Erica. The one he had fucked about 9 hours ago. Accidentally as well. Which was, frankly, unbelievable. As the fourth day of their vacation was dawning, Dustin laughed while wondering how many more such surprises would be in store for him. Oh, if he only knew!
Unexpectedly, another memory, this one much older, sprang into his mind. While it was the second time Dustin had fucked one of his sisters, his accidental penetration with Emily wasn't the first time he had fucked a sister. His ex-girlfriend's sister actually. And although that story sounded just about morally as bad as fucking his own sister, it actually began as an accident as well. Dustin knew that thinking about that night wouldn't help his erection, he indulged himself anyway...
About two years ago, just after he had turned 18, he went to bed in his girlfriend's room. Her parents loved him and had known him for years as Niemira's friend. And so when Niemira and he decided to hook up and become lovers, they were very comfortable about letting him sleepover. They must have known that the two 18 year old lovebirds were having sex, but they trusted him enough to let that happen.
On that fateful night, Niemira and him made love for a long hour before dropping off to sleep. When Niemira was in the mood for sex, she always made it clear to Dustin. No playing around, no subtle messages. That night was no exception. When Dustin came back from the bathroom he found her completely naked and standing on her bed. Dustin grinned before closing and locking the door.
The light she used for reading on her bed was right behind her and happened, from his perspective, to be right behind her pussy. In fact, given that it was the only light in the room, it looked like the small space beneath her pussy and between the tops of her thighs was triangle of pure light. "The Bermuda triangle!" he whispered.
"What?" Niemira asked, looking down at her shaven pussy.
"The light..." he whispered before kneeling on the bed and planting a wet kiss right on the triangle. Or, more precisely, on the pussy right above it.
From then on, the Bermuda triangle would become one of their little inside jokes. Niemira was a very eager lover, and had been a virgin when they first became lovers. And so Dustin had the time of his life telling her what he liked and didn't like as well as learning, in turn, what she preferred. That very open and sharing mentality meant that their sex life became amazing in no time. Dustin couldn't find anything to complain about.
But not having anything to complain about didn't mean that Dustin was blind to other sexy girls. Not even when one of those sexy girls was Niemira's older sister, Hayden. Now, one thing has to be absolutely clear. Dustin loved Niemira very much and thought that she was remarkably beautiful. And sexy. She was about 5'4", thin yet with decent curves, with nice breasts that were hesitating between requiring B cup or C cup bras. Her breasts were high, round and very perky.
Dustin really liked her aureolas. They were of a decent size, but they were so pale that they nearly faded into the skin around them. There was no clear contrast between regular skin and aureola, except by the end of summer when the sun had turned her skin much darker.
Niemira also had a stunning ass, as smooth like the rest of her body. In fact, Dustin would come to see that the word "smooth" was perfectly suited. Nice and beautiful breasts that grew organically on her chest, the line of he waist to hip to thigh wasn't particularly pronounced, and her ass had barely visible apple lines.
Maybe her curves would become more pronounced later in life, but for now, Niemira's body was very smooth. The only flaw with that sweet ass was that she had no intention of ever trying anal... Of course, that wasn't a problem with her ass itself, but every time Dustin stared at it, this little reticence bothered him.
Even her pussy was smooth. Contrary to many of the models he had seen on the net, her outer lips covered everything. Of course when she was all wet and aroused and while he was playing with it, that little rose blossomed, but otherwise her smaller lips didn't peak out. It was a beautiful pussy nonetheless which, like Dustin's twin sisters, she kept flawlessly shaved. Finally her long mane of black hair crowned her magnificently.
Then again, as beautiful as a girl could be, she couldn't be everything. Hayden was, on first glance, very similar to her sister. She was exactly the same height and both of them could share most items of clothing. Hayden's body was slightly softer and rounder, but not by much. On the other hand her breasts were significantly bigger. Once Dustin found one of her bras in the dirty clothe's hamper: 34D.
Dustin knew that Niemira envied her sister's bigger breasts, especially since they hadn't come with a chubby body like many big breasted girls their age. Instead, Hayden was still pretty slim despite the two large mounds of flesh on her chest. Sometimes, while he was having sex with Niemira, Dustin imagined that he was fucking her sister. Although the feeling was profoundly intoxicating, he knew he could never admit to doing it to anybody!
One of the best memory he had with Hayden (a real memory!) was an afternoon they had spent together on their patio. Niemira had been called to work at the last minute and really needed the cash, so she had left in a hurry. The three of them had planned a lazy afternoon under the sun and in the pool and Dustin was frustrated by the sudden change of plans. First because he loved lounging in the sun with Niemira, but second because he also loved watching Hayden in her bikini.
Oh how that bikini had haunted him! It was a simple black bikini which set off her green eyes and light brown hair perfectly. And while it wasn't overly sexy, a young girl wearing a bikini over her 34D breasts was always a remarkable thing. And her breasts were remarkable! Given that this afternoon would the first such day of the summer, Dustin had been expecting it for a long time. When Niemira kissed him on the lips and disappeared, he sighed and gathered his stuff and prepared to leave.
But Hayden asked him "Got somewhere you need to be?"
"Er, nope."
"Why don't you stay?" Hayden asked, her pale cleavage glowing in the sunlight. "I know how much you love sunbathing and swimming, so..."
"Well, maybe I could..." Dustin replied, a little surprised.
He got along well with Hayden, but through the years it had became quite clear that they would never become close friends. In fact, by that point it was just as clear as the fact that he would lust over her for years and years! That afternoon wouldn't mark a turning point in their relationship: they didn't share anything intimate and didn't discover some unexpectedly share interest. In fact, they didn't talk all that much. Music filled the silence. It wasn't an awkward silence, but it was still a silence.
A silence filled with aesthetic bliss on Dustin's part. That bliss began immediately after he agreed to remain with her, when she asked him to put sunscreen on her back. Instead of saying yes, he had simply grinned dumbly. Hayden had shaken her head with a smile, sighing. "Boys will be boys!" she said. Hayden then lay down on her large towel, on her belly. She reach back and untied her bikini top. "Don't get any funny ideas," she said. But that was all Dustin had! He managed not to do anything stupid but took his time covering her soft back with the cream. "Are you done?" Hayden asked in a playful voice. "I won't tell my sister that you stared at the sides of my breasts the whole time," she added, giggling.
"Please don't!" he replied nervously.
"Relax Dustin... As I said, boys will be boys."
The rest of that afternoon was seared into his brain. Almost as much as what happened on that fateful night many months after that afternoon. For hours he watched Hayden as she applied sunscreen to her body and especially her cleavage, as she suntanned, as she dove gracefully in the pool, as she walked slowly out of it, her body dripping and glistening with water... She was, voluntarily or not, consciously or not, giving him an incredible show. By the end of the afternoon, as she was getting ready to head inside, she paused next to him and whispered "Were you glad to have those black sunglasses on?" She then winked at him and walked in.
That afternoon would turn out to be the high point of their friendship. Nothing else came out of it and there was never an opportunity of a repeat before, almost a year later, things didn't work out between him and Niemira. Nothing happened, of course, except for that fateful night. Nevertheless, people could look back at this afternoon as some sort of precursor for that night, but Dustin knew it wasn't.
And so, after falling asleep for a while after a great yet exhausting hour of lovemaking, Dustin suddenly woke up and found himself alone in Niemira's bed. It was the middle of the night and everything was pitch black. Dustin shook his head when he realized he had a huge erection and so decided to go look for Niemira, in case she wanted more of it! He silently walked out of her room and tiptoed to the bathroom door. Doing so, he walked in front of her parent's room, which was silent, and Hayden's room, which was equally silent. All the doors were closed, but he knew that Hayden's current boyfriend, Matthew, was in there with her.
The bathroom's door was closed as well, and there was no light escaping from beneath. "Maybe Niemira went to the downstairs basement," he thought before climbing down the stairs. "Maybe we could fuck there while everybody else is asleep!" But as soon as he turned in the hallway he saw light coming from the kitchen and headed there. He did his best to remain silent, wishing to surprise Niemira.
Peaking from the hallway, he saw a wonderful sight: Niemira was standing in front of the fridge and the door hid most of her body. Most, but not all. Given that she was bent forward, Dustin could see her lovely ass, her lovely naked ass, sticking out. Backlit by the fridge's light, it made for a very beautiful sight. And an inviting one as well. Deciding to test her ability to contain her surprise and to keep quiet no matter what, Dustin let a big gob of saliva fall on the tip of his still hard cock. He coated it as best he could and then sneaked behind his girlfriend.
Before she could react he guided his cock against her pussy, was glad to find it wet and then he sheathed his cock completely inside. Niemira gasped when he did, but soon giggled. Dustin loved this position and with the strange backlight from the fridge mixed with the kitchen's darkness, it made Niemira look surreal. Her dark hair flowed all over her back as she grasped the fridge to be able to answer his trusts. Dustin was thrilled beyond words, as he had always loved this kind of surreptitious sex. Her parents could walk down at any second and catch them! Or even her sister! Christ! What would Hayden do if she caught them? Would she leave immediately, would she scream, or, maybe, would she stay and watch?
Dustin knew that she wouldn't do that last possibility. But just thinking about it made him even more excited. He was looking at his girlfriend's ass a he grasped her smooth hips, staring at the junction between her cheeks and his cock. Niemira was moaning very softly, thoroughly enjoying this but fully aware of all the people sleeping around them. Biting his lower lip, Dustin was having the time of his life. Until, fatefully, he saw the small birthmark on his girlfriend's lower back. A birthmark that looked like a small bird.
The trouble was that Niemira didn't have a birthmark. Her back was flawless. Her sister, on the other hand, did have a bird-shaped birthmark on her lower back. He had stared at it while applying the sunscreen on her back months ago. He was, for heaven's sake, fucking his girlfriend's sister! The shock seemed to throw him out of his body for a moment. He kept fucking her, but in a desultory manner. Christ! He had never been in such trouble before!
Now that he looked at her hair carefully, he noticed that it was, indeed, pale brown and not black like Niemira. The strange backlight effect had made it appear darker. Fuck! Looking down, his eyes widened as he looked at his cock, disappearing now in Hayden's soft pussy. In a moment of lustful clarity, he decided that he was already in so much trouble that stopping now wouldn't change anything. And so Dustin seized her hips in a firmer grasp and fucker her even harder.
When he did, Hayden whispered "Fucking hell Matthew! You feel so damned big inside me right now! You're making me crazy with that big cock!" She moaned a few times after that while Dustin's head was spinning. "I'm so glad you could get it up a second time tonight! I was afraid I'd have to fuck the cucumber again! Shit this is good! Don't stop!" She moaned again and again before adding "I think you're going to make me cum this time!"
Hayden then unexpectedly pushed herself away from the fridge and turned until her hands were on the countertop. "Take me, take me harder with that huge cock!" With a better angle, Dustin moved his head to the side and saw, for the first time, Hayden's large breasts bouncing around with his every thrusts. Fuck they were gorgeous! Fuck they were big! Dustin could only imagine what they must feel like when wrapped around your cock. Christ!
Hayden was now controlling her moans, which had become dangerously loud. She then lay across the countertop and said "Damn baby... this is so good! Fuck me Matthew, fuck me hard!" And he gladly did! Soon Hayden was just gasping and spasming, her climax seconds away. "Shit! You've never made me cum so quickly! What the hell has gotten into you?"
Dustin had no idea what would happen when she would realize what was going on, but he did his best to pleasure her. Maybe if she climaxed she would be more forgiving? Well, his theory would be put to the test really soon. Hayden turned her head and rested it sideways on the counter. And that's when she opened her eyes. And saw him. Her mouth opened wide in shock at the realization that her little sister's boyfriend was ploughing into her pussy.
Thankfully, right at the same time her climax overwhelmed her and she closed her eyes. Her mouth was still open, but in a silent scream of raw pleasure rather than of shock. She grabbed one of his hands on her hip and squeezed very hard as she fought to remain silent. Dustin could see that her climax was extremely powerful. Sadly for him, he knew that he was still a ways away form his own. And he had a feeling that this would stop very very soon.
While he was still ploughing her delicious pussy, her climax finally waned and she suddenly pushed him away. Standing in front of him, his erect, dripping wet, turgid and twitching cock between them, she frowned at him, clearly angry. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" she asked, whispering.
"I didn't know it was you!" he replied weakly.
"You didn't know? How the fuck could you not?" she asked, her body trembling with a mix of anger and post-coital spasms.
"Well, I figured it out eventually, but..."
"But decided to keep on fucking me anyway?" she sighed angrily. "Are you insane? You think I believe you? I know you've been lusting after me for years! You're just using this excuse!"
"Stop it Hayden!" Dustin said, some of his own anger stirring up. "You didn't even realize it was me even if I have a bigger cock than your boyfriend! And even if I can make you climax in minutes!"
Hayden stared at him, stil shaking and breathing hard. And then something clicked in her head. She backed away until her ass was pressed against the counter and hopped on. She then lifted and spread her legs. "If you can make me cum one more time, I'll keep this a secret." she growled. She was covered in sweat, her hair tangled and damp all over her skin and she was breathing hard, still intoxicated with lust.
Dustin didn't wait a single second. He closed the distance, guided his cock into her and sheathed himself once again. "Oh my gods!" she moaned as she wrapped her arms around his shoulders. "That is such an amazing cock!" Grabbing her ass in his hands, he pulled her against him. Since she was grabbing him, he couldn't push with his legs and so worked with his pelvis. It seemed to work wonders. Hayden was groaning once again, as if she were already on the way to another climax again.
Feeling his own climax finally coming closer, Dustin knew he had to think of something. And then it came to him. Without warning he pulled completely out of her pussy and knelt in front of her. The counter, and so her pussy, was just at the right height. Hayden had just enough time for a gasp before Dustin closed his mouth on her pussy. He felt her hands on his head almost immediately and even though her hands were covering his ears, he heard her moaning as he ate her out.
It quickly became obvious that Hayden loved the same thing as her sister. And since her sister had often told him exactly what she liked... well, let's just say that Hayden was shocked by his prowess. "Fuuuuuuuck!" she whispered after moving her hands away from his ears. "You fucking bastard, you're going to make me cum again! Damn! My boyfriend never wants to eat me once his cock has been inside me..."
Dustin was grinning as he ate what turned out to be his second pussy ever. His first girlfriend hadn't been into oral at all, on her or on him. Hayden, like her sister, tasted absolutely delicious and he was enjoying himself immensely. "Want me to eat you until you climax?"
"Fuck yeah!" she replied, looking down at him.
"Only if you do the same for me," he replied before plunging back in.
"Bastard!" she growled. "Ok, I will. Just don't stop!"
About five minutes later, with his face already covered by her juices, Dustin felt her gushing a huge amount of fluid all over him. By then Hayden was bucking wildly on the countertop and Dustin feared that someone would hear them. She gripped two fistfuls of his hair as she climaxed. Once she relaxed, she pulled him up. Before she could gather her breath to talk, he slipped his cock right back into her spasming pussy and resumed fucking her. "Didn't you wanna cum in my mouth?"
"Oh yes, and I will. But I wanted some of that sweet pussy one last time."
"Did I... Did I just squirt all over you?" she asked hesitantly.
"You sure did! I don't mind," he replied.
Hayden laughed and leaned backwards, holding her body with with her hands. It enhanced her breasts, which bounced with Dustin's thrusts. Soon Dustin was feeling the edge of his orgasm beginning to crest and he pulled away. Without hesitation Hayden jumped on the floor and knelt in front of him, her mouth opened. Dustin's eyes opened wide seconds later when he realized just how good a cocksucker his girlfriend's sister was.



In so much less time than he would have liked, Dustin felt his climax finally exploding. Looking down and staring into Hayden's eyes, he felt his sperm spurt down her mouth and throat as she swallowed everything he gave her. It was his turn to shake and tremble as he emptied his balls into her mouth.
Eventually he was spent and she stood up, licking her lips. Standing in front of him again, but this time looking a lot calmer, Hayden looked at him and asked "Why didn't you stop when you realized your mistake?"
Dustin shrugged and said "This was my one chance of fucking the most beautiful girl in the world... I was not going to abandon it."
Hayden smiled, shook her head and rose on her toes to kiss him on the lips. Before leaving the kitchen, she paused and turned around, staring at his still hard cock. "Damn... My sister is one lucky girl!"
"Hayden!" he whispered before she could leave. "I didn't get to kiss your breasts..."
With an expression Dustin couldn't quite decipher, she paused for a moment and said "One day, in the future, you'll have the right to ask me to suck on my breasts. Once. And just my breasts. No fucking or anything else. Five minutes of sucking and caressing my naked breasts. Deal?"
Dustin didn't know what he had to lose, so he agreed.
He ended up going back to his girlfriend's room and sneaked back into her bed. She woke up and asked him where he had been. As he was inventing a story, she grabbed his cock and giggled. "Get on your back, I've been waiting for round two!" Second later she was impaled on his cock, her juices mixing with her sister's, as well as her sister's saliva. When he finally came, Dustin felt an almost equal amount of pain and pleasure. That night would forever remain one of his most cherished.
Back at the lodge, on his bed, he was grinning like a fool. He had to get rid of that erection before he could join his family, but the trip down memory lane reminded him that he had never collected on Hayden's promise. He took a mental note of it and decided to do something about it once back home.
The next thought that popped into his mind was the fact that he would have to deal with the dreaded ball. A nudist ball, where naked men were expected to dance with naked women. And naked guys with naked girls. Last year he had managed to escape from that particular event, but only by swearing, to his mom, that he would do it the following year. That meant this year. Well, that thought chased the rest of his erection away.
He got up and headed out to break his fast with his family, already trying to come up with a plan to avoid the ball again. At this point in time, Dustin had no idea that the two accidental penetrations of his sisters, as unlikely as they had been, would only be the beginning of a ridiculously lucky series of accidental penetrations at the nudist colony. Nor was he aware that the dreaded ball would have some utterly unexpected benefits as well. Unexpected in the sense of accidental...
=================================
P.S. I have many more ideas for such rather short and lighthearted stories. Do you want more of this kind of playful accidental penetrations stories? If so, let me know in the comments. If you also have ideas for accidental penetrations scenarios, let me know by sending me an email! Thanks!
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"This could actually be one of those glorious mornings!" thought Mark. He was sitting at the kitchen table looking at his mother, hoping, dreaming and praying. He had crossed all his fingers, both his arms and legs and any toe he could. Would she make her tea? Her tea? What was so special about her tea?
Before we get to that, we have to realize that the morning was already special. Even if Mark's mom didn't make her tea, Mark would still be glad he got up this early. Eyes barely opened, hair tousled and with pillow marks on his face, he had ambled to the kitchen expecting to be alone. But he hadn't been alone. His mother was there. His mother and her bikini. Her small bikini.
Ten minutes later Mark was staring at his mother's body every chance he got. Every time she turned around, every time she looked away as she was talking to him, every time she fucking blinked! Mark's mother, at 37, was still remarkably beautiful and sexy. Not too tall, rather curvy but never chubby, she had decent curves in all the right places.
Her breasts were still firm and they still filled her D cup bras. In fact, the fabric was so stretched that he could see her nipples even though they were not hard. Below those stunning breasts, her slim waist enhanced her smooth hips. The soft, delicate curve of her belly made her look even more feminine and her legs were still strong because of all the zumba. The long shock of black hair on her head, falling to the middle of her back, was icing on the cake.
But although his mom's body was very sexy from head to toes, Mark knew he was obsessed with one thing. Her ass. Seeing it from this close in that small bikini was already a blessing. But if she decided to make her tea, it would make Mark's entire week! From time to time she took her time to make a complex chai tea. To make that tea, she would need a few ingredients that were easily accessible in the kitchen. But there was one of them, the ginger root, which she always placed on the top shelf of a cabinet. Very high. And in order to reach it, Mark's mom had to reach as high as she could, standing on tiptoes.
When that happened, even when she was wearing pants or skirts, the sight was breathtaking. But on the very rare occasions that she decided to do it wearing her bikini, oh dear gods in heaven! And so this morning Mark was taking his time to eat his breakfast and read the news on his laptop. The angle at which his laptop was turned wasn't an accident. And the fact that his reversible camera was also pointed away from him wasn't an accident either. If his mother decided to reach up for that jar of ginger roots, there was a hotkey ready to begin recording.
As time went by, Mark was beginning to despair. His mom was now drinking a tall glass of orange juice. Fuck! Mark had recorded a few minutes of video of his mom walking around, but he already had a bunch of those on his computer. He even had a few videos of her as she sunbathed on the deck outside. But having a video of her stretching up for that— "What? Really? Here we go!" Mark thought as he saw his mom getting the bottle of cinnamon.
Mark hit the record button and felt his heartbeat accelerating. Mark's mom had what you called a perfect heart-shaped ass. She had a small waist, flaring hips and a very curved and wide apple line. Very few young girls Mark had seen at the municipal pool had true heart-shaped asses. And when women got slightly older and rounder, few kept their small waist. In front of him though, his 37 year old mom's ass was the perfect balance.
And now she was lifting her arms up to reach the jar of ginger. Oh dear gods. Stretched like this, her waist seemed even narrower. And as she reached up on her toes to grab the jar, her ass was pushed out perfectly. Blood rushed to Mark's cock and he moved his enlarging member to a better position. Mark stared at his mom's pink and white bikini, with its cyan knotted strings on either side. He happened to know, because he had played with it while she was away, that these were real knots. If he were to pull on them, the bikini would fall on the floor.
Mark often fantasized of doing just that. Actually, he could get up right now and pull on them to reveal the full glory of his mom's ass. But, of course, he didn't. Instead he stared at the most amazing bubble butt he had ever seen, amazed each and every time by the way it pushed outwards. It was as if she had too much flesh and it had nowhere else to go but out.
From behind, he could see that her ass's roundness reached all the way to the soft peak of her thighs. None of that flagging flesh, none of those asses that failed to meet the challenge of wide hips. Oh no. Mark's mom had an ass that kept on giving all the way to her hips.
Unlike some of the curvier women Mark had seen, his mom's hip peak wasn't sharp. It curved smoothly, a testament to the firmness of her ass. The long line between her very high waist and that hip peak was now dented by the tight bikini. But even then, it didn't create a sharp dip. Resisting the pull, her flesh was only slightly curved by it. From that point all the way across to the other hip, the tight bikini made her skin rise very slightly. Mark didn't mind that at all, as it meant that the rest of the bikini was skin tight all the way down.
Again from the two knots, the bikini cut a pretty straight line all the way to the sweet darkness between her thighs. As if those lines were made to draw the eyes in. From that dark and deep point also emerged her apple line. That tender line between her ass and her thighs reached more than halfway to that hip peak. It was what made the heart shape so distinctive. Angling downwards at about 45 degrees right from her cleft, the curve rose up and began going upwards before fading smoothly into that fuzzy, undefined area between her thigh, hip and ass.
Standing very straight with her legs closed one against the other, the line between those thighs reached up to the darkness and formed a pointy arrow with the two apple lines. Another invitation to the delights deeper in. On the outside, her thighs narrowed considerably until they reached her knees. Standing tall like this, with her arms up over her head, her silhouette was a geometrical marvel.
First it grew from her hands and widened until her shoulders. Then it narrowed to her waist before opening back up majestically on around her hips. And finally it narrowed even more until her knees. Mark liked his mom's smooth calves, but right now his eyes were too interested by what was going on above. So much flesh, so many curves! Grinning, Mark wondered if his eyes were not developing ADHD, unable as they were to focus on a single spot!
His mom finally reached the jar and turned around. Mark was glad that he had thought to push it a bit further on the shelf. When she did turn around, Mark saw her breasts sway left and right until they settled. Through her black hair he had seen that she had tied her bikini top in a lazy knot, which would be even easier to undo than the two on her hips.
Despite his best attempts, Mark had never seen his mom nude before, and aroused as he was, he wondered how she'd react if he did pull on those strings. Either of them. Or, even better, all of them! He knew that it wouldn't be a good idea. Would be fun though. For a moment at least!
He remained there for another five minutes as she prepared her tea. In any case, it wasn't as if he could just stand up with this erection wearing just boxers. Soon after, his mom went outside and reclined in a long chair. Mark stood up and stared at her through the patio doors. Because of the way the sun was hitting her eyes and the roof prevent it from reaching him, Mark knew she couldn't see him right now. He had tested this himself a few times. Reaching inside his boxers, he grabbed his cock and pulled it out. Maybe six feet away from his mom, he began masturbating.
She was so fucking sexy! Everything was perfect on her, even when he couldn't see her ass! The way her breasts stood proudly despite her position, the smooth line of her belly, the pronounced curve of her pussy under the bikini, the mouthwatering round thighs all the way to her delicate feet. Fuck! She was his own personal sexual goddess!
Why his dad had left, he had no idea. He didn't seem to be the kind of man to cheat on her, and given that no man had come to take his place since he left two years ago, it didn't look like his mom had fooled around either. Oh, she'd had a few boyfriends, but none of those relationships had lasted very long. He knew that they still loved each other, but none of them wanted to talk about what had happened.
As his pleasure rose and rose, images began flooding Mark's mind. His number one fantasy, by far, was imagining his cock sliding deeply and slowly into his mother's asshole. She was on all fours, he was staring at that heart-shaped ass as his cock slipped all the way in. What he wouldn't give to do that!? Breathing harder, he realized that he was about to cum and ran to his room. He barely got there in time, spurting his sperm all over his desk. Luckily, the desk had been empty. Laughing, he cleaned his desk using a few tissues and decided to put pants on.
For the next two weeks, Mark was blessed with many lucky opportunities. Usually his mother was careful to cover her body carefully. Like most mothers, of course. But for some reason he couldn't figure out, she was much more relaxed about it. Later that day she wore a pair of black yoga pants and a tank top to do her tai-chi, but for the first time he could remember the tank top she chose barely reached the top of the pants.
For an entire hour Mark invented reasons to go to the kitchen and back to his room, allowing him to look at her as she did her routine. The yoga pants, obviously, hugged her ass like second skin and the light from the living room window made those black pants glitter. If he had had a full on show earlier, this time Mark was graced by the stunning sideview. From this angle, her ass stood out very distinctly, almost half a sphere of succulent flesh resisting gravity's pull. Well, two half spheres to be precise, but they were side by side.
That generous curve stretched the fabric so that the long white line that ran down the sides of the pants was pulled backwards! From this angle, it looked like the elastic band was trying and failing to contain a lascivious explosion of flesh. Once, as he stood there frozen, not realizing that he was ogling her ass openly, his mom asked him if he wanted something. He almost blurted "I want to eat your ass, mom." but he didn't. Instead he mumbled something about thinking about something and fled to his room.
The next time he came out, he thanked his luck that his mom was getting out of the bathroom and he followed her out to the living room. As he did, he stared at her ass and watch it jiggle with each step. While it did jiggle a bit, because she was 37, it wasn't because it was too flaccid. He guessed that when his mom had been 18, like he was now, her curvy ass would have been firmer, bouncing only once before settling back. Right now her ass looked like fully ripened fruit, more like a juicy and sweet apple rather than a hard and acidic one bitten before it was ready.
As the warm summer days went by, Mark's sanity was pummelled by a constant assault of tight jeans, short skirts, thin summer dresses, bikinis and one piece swimsuits, tank tops that barely covered her ass... By the time the "morning of utter sexiness" arrived, as he came to think of it later on, Mark's mind was already dazed by all those lucky moments.
That morning of utter sexiness floored Mark even though he had seen more her ass before. But, as his pounding heart could attest to, there was a big difference between nudity and eroticism. When his mom joined him in the kitchen that morning, the first thing he noticed was that the tank top she had chosen was rather tight. The second thing he noticed was that her round breasts were free from any bra. That in itself wasn't very rare, but the fact that her nipples were trying to poke through the fabric was.
The tank top came right up under her ass, very barely. That was arousing enough and Mark began to pray to it would lift up higher. And, as if some god had heard his prayer, his mom lifted her arms and bound her hair in a ponytail. While he liked to see her mother's hair loose and wild, that ten seconds it took her to tie them was highly erotic. Her breasts swung around and when she placed her ponytail very high on her head, like she did that morning, it ended up being very erotic.
This morning though, there was a bonus. When she had raised her arms, she had pulled the tank top up with them. Now the tank top was covering just a bit more than half of her generous ass. Mark didn't know if his mom was wearing a thong, but in any case he couldn't see anything between her cheeks.
The effect was breathtakingly sexy. As she stood waiting for the water to boil, Mark stared at her ass, his mouth watering hungrily. The tank top was stretched taut between her very round but very firm asscheeks. The elastic material pressed down on that flesh, enhancing the apple line to a ridiculous degree.
For some reason, his mother didn't realize that the top had risen so much and she didn't fix it. Even when she turned around and rested her ass against the counter, she didn't pull it down. Damn! Even though he could less of her ass than when she's wearing her bikini, it looked like she had nothing under that top! Mark knew that she wouldn't come out of her room without panties, but because her ass was so rounded and fleshy, the panties were invisible between them.
When she finally left the kitchen to go take her shower, Mark was panting at the table, his cock painfully hard. So fucking sexy! What Mark didn't know at that point, was that the morning of utter sexiness wouldn't even be the highpoint of the day. Oh no. At the other end of the day, at around midnight, Mark heard his mother come back from a date. By the way he heard her throwing her handbag and keys on the table, he guessed that it hadn't gone well. He decided that he wouldn't greet her and ask how things went.
He turned his light off, knowing that she would think he was asleep. He heard her walking to the bathroom and then the bath beginning to fill. Sneaking out of his room, he walked to the bathroom and peaked in. Sure that he was asleep, Mark's mom hadn't fully closed the door. His jaw dropped at what he saw.
Standing in front of the mirror, his mom grabbed the hem of her very short dress before pulling it upwards. The bright red dress was barely covering her legendary ass and was stretched very tightly. When she pulled it up, her round ass resisted for a long moment before finally giving way. The dress then shot up to her waist in a fraction of a second, revealing a completely nude ass. No panties, no thongs, nothing.
From his point of view, sideways and behind his mom, Mark couldn't see all the way in to the hidden pussy. But her nude ass more than made up for it. The way it had bounced twice, solidly, before settling back down after being pulled by the dress was mesmerizing. In fact, it took him a moment to realize that the dress was now on the floor, joined by her black bra. Shaking his head, he looked up and saw he side of one of her breasts. Had his jaw not already been hanging, it would have dropped again. While Mark was definitely an ass man, a nice, firm and bulging D cup breast was always a sight to behold.
His mom was fully naked, mere feet away from him. If he got caught... But right now he didn't care. She turned towards him very briefly, just long enough for him to see the long strip of nicely trimmed black hair above her shaven lips. But she turned too fast for him to properly look at her breasts. It had been her pussy or her breasts. She vanished beyond what the slim opening allowed him to see, but he would have killed to see her open her legs to climb in the bath.
But even with the few seconds he had been graced, he was giddy with pleasure. He went back to his room silently and masturbated furiously, shooting his sperm all over his chest in the process. He spent the next day continually thinking about what he had seen the night before. He made more fantasies than he ever had before, masturbating three times before his mom got back from work late in the evening.
Mark smiled when he heard his mom's car pull into the driveway. He took a few deep breaths and tried to clear his head of all the naughty fantasies he had created. After 5 minutes, he got up from his chair to see what was taking her so long to come in the house. At that exact moment his phone rang and he was surprised to see that it was his mom.
A minute later he was outside trying his best to help her out of her car. Just as she had been about to get into her car at work, her back spasmed and she had felt a very intense pain lancing up her back. She had decided to get back home anyway, but now the pain was so intense that she couldn't even get out of the car.
After many failed attempts, Mark managed to pull her out. He was kneeling on the ground next to her and had slipped both his hand sunder her. One under her thighs and the other against her lower back. Despite his genuine concern for her, Mark couldn't help to notice that her skirt had ridden very high on her thighs. By the time he had managed to get into that position, he had seen her bright white panties many times. His mind was torn between worry and arousal as he slowly pulled her out of the car.
Carrying her in his arms, he brought her inside and, as per her instructions, carried her to the bathroom. "I don't think I can stand until my back relaxes... I need to take a very hot bath." she said. This had lead to a very awkward moment. He couldn't put her down on the floor and so had had to put her down directly in the empty bath. Then he helped her remove her clothes down to her underwear before opening the taps.
As the water slowly filled the bath, his mom said "I'm so sorry Mark for putting you through this..."
"Oh stop it mom," Mark replied. "You've helped me through some very bad stomach flus when I was younger... That was a lot worse than this."
"I know, but..." she paused, visibly reddening. "I'm so ashamed that you have to see me like this."
"Oh come on mom! No need to be ashamed. It's no different than when you wear your bikinis!" he replied.
"It is different!" his mom said, visibly nervous. "For one you've never held me in your arms, for two this lingerie set is pretty much transparent and for three I'm not as young and sexy as the cheerleaders you must fantasize about all day."
Mark was very surprised to hear his mom talking this way. Sure he did look at and fantasize about some of the cheerleaders, but if his mom only knew about who he really fantasized about, then she'd really be ashamed! On the other hand she was right: her lingerie was, in fact, very transparent since it became wet. And given that the urgency and worry had given way to a relatively long wait until the bath was filled, Mark was now fighting an erection. After a moment, Mark sighed and began talking. But his mom interrupted him "Please don't say anything, it will only make it worse if you try lie and deny it."
Mark frowned, feeling a touch of anger at her words. "Mom. I've tried my best not to look at your body," he paused as he turned the water off and stood up. "But I've failed because you are not that old, and definitely sexier than the cheerleaders." He saw that she was surprised and guessed that if he hadn't been slightly angry about it, she would have felt lied to. He couldn't really interpret her expression as he left the bathroom, saying "Call me when you'll want to get out."



Twenty minutes later he heard her call him to the bathroom. With her long hair coiling all over her upper body, adding to her sexiness, Mark saw that his mother looked sheepish. "I'm sorry Mark. I was in pain and felt extremely vulnerable. And I didn't want you to lie to protect my vanity."
"Mom!" Mark said, exasperated. "I don't have to lie about that."
His mom sighed, but looked at him with a little smile. "Ok then. Well in any case, you'll have to carry me again to my bed and I'll try to find a comfortable way to relax."
With his mother dripping wet and almost nude in his arms, Mark did his best to focus on the task at hand. He gently lay his mom on her bed and waited for her to find a comfortable position. She ended up mostly on her belly, with a pillow propping her left side. Given that her left leg was now opened, the resulting sight was extremely erotic. "Christ... This is the only way to make the pain tolerable. I must look like a damn mess."
"Mom, you really need a massage." Mark said, his heart beating fast as he looked anywhere but at the curves of her hips, thighs and ass.
"Of course not... It'll pass." she replied.
"Come on. Mom." Mark said, sighing. "You know you need one and it'll be my pleasure." Maybe not the best choice of words, but...
"Damn. I know, but it feels so wrong for you to see me like this. Christ! I can't even close my legs!"
Mark could hear that his mother was on the verge of tears. "Mom, I promise I won't look."
"Ha! You can't have it both ways, mister!" she said, half laughing. "Either I'm sexier than a cheerleader or you'll be able not to look."
"What?" Mark asked, grinning. "The pain must have gotten to your brain!"
"Oh, and you're going to tell me that you're a paragon of self control?" she asked, still smiling.
Mark was happy to see her smile. "Er, well, maybe not." He took a deep breath. "Look mom, you need a massage and I'm the only one here. Would it be so bad if I looked at your ass as I did it?"
"My big old ass? Christ!" she sighed. "Oh go ahead. I'll try to live with the humiliation when I'll be able to walk!"
"The humiliation? Mom, if you only—"
But Mark stopped himself. That would have been going too far. He cleared his throat and, in the awkward silence, searched for and found a small bottle of massaging oil in a nightstand drawer. He knelt behind his mom and began massaging the small of her back. Soon his mother was moaning her pleasure, punctuated by a few sharp groans of pain as he went too hard.
About five minutes later she was able to turn fully on her belly. Mark then straddled her thighs and was able to work with a better angle. His mother was moaning more and more and the sound, although it wasn't exactly erotic, was more than close enough for his hormone filled brain. He was wearing sweat pants and a pair of boxers, but he knew that they would fail to hide his growing erection.
Mark tried his best to focus his eyes on her lower back, but just couldn't help himself. A while later he abandoned the fight and just kept staring at her ass. By now his mom was complimenting him, telling him how much better she already felt. They began talking as he worked, and Mark could feel that she was less nervous about him looking at her. If she only knew how sexy she looked, with her wet lingerie and hair!
Mark worked his way higher up her back before moving to her thighs. He felt her tensing up very briefly when his warm hands touched the back of her thighs, but soon she resumed moaning her pleasure. At one point, his mind fully occupied with the ogling of the wonderful ass and the conversation he was having, Mark simply let his hands slide all over her ass. Mark felt a surge of forbidden pleasure when he did and squeezed his hands around the soft, generous flesh. "Mark! You're not supposed to touch your mother's ass like that!" his mom said.
Instead of replying, he began rubbing his hands all over her ass. Before she could say anything else, she breathed a very long moan as the pain faded from her muscles. "Think we could make an exception for today, mom?"
She paused, moaned again before whispering a soft "Yes. But just that, OK?" For the next thirty minutes Mark massaged his mom's lower back, ass and thighs, spending most of his time on her ass. He was as hard as a fucking rock as he watched her flesh being kneaded, squeezed, rubbed, caressed, ploughed into...
At the end her panties had ridden up until they were pretty much stuck between her buttocks, giving Mar an almost clear view of her ass. He felt his cock beginning to pulse every time he squeezed her ass. Part of him wondered if she knew that most of this massage had now turned into a feast of hungry caresses. But the rest of him only wanted to keep doing this forever.
But eventually he knew he was edging towards a dark place. A dark place in which he would slide his fingers under her panties and into her pussy. And so he decided to stop the massage. But now he had a problem: how to hide his erection? Leaning forward, he reached for the lamp and turned it off. In the darkness, he climbed off the bed and thought his mom was probably sleeping. But she wasn't. "I can't thank you enough for the massage Mark. I don't know what I would have done without you tonight."
"Not a problem mom. It was my pleasure."
"Your pleasure?" she asked cryptically before snorting sleepily.
"Good night mom."
"You too my son. Hopefully I'll be better tomorrow."
But she wasn't. In fact, Mark had to massage her again just so that she could turn on her back without shouting in pain. He then brought her some breakfast and a couple of Advils. A while later, she said that she had to go to the bathroom. He helped her there but she insisted on going alone. In the end, once she had her panties back up, she had to call him.
He ended up massaging her twice again during the day and one last time before the night. Despite the fact that he had masturbated twice during the day, Mark was already aroused when he came into his mom's room late that evening. In the dim light he began caressing his mom's ass, the object of his obsession. When he went right for her ass, he heard her laugh. "Oh, I'm sorry mom... Just thought that..."
"It's alright Mark. It's just so weird to feel your hands on my ass like this, as if it were normal. You've got great hands in any case, so go ahead."
Mark was grinning when he resumed grabbing her ass. Because it was what he was doing. He was disguising it as a massage, but he was staring at the way her flesh moved under his hands, how it bulged between his opened fingers and how it returned to its normal shape when he slid his hands to her highs quickly.
But it wasn't all just for fun. Eventually he found a line of pain just below the elastic band of her panties. She had changed her panties, and this one was less sexy. But the important problem was that it blocked him easy access to that line. Instead of asking her about pulling her panties down, he just grabbed them and slid them down a bit. To his surprise, his mom lifted her ass and removed her panties completely. "Swear to me that you're not going to tell anybody about this!" she asked.
"Of course mom..."
He hoped she hadn't heard him gasp, but in the very silent room, he wasn't sure. Deciding that he couldn't do anything about it he resumed massaging her ass. But almost as soon as he began he gasped again as her asshole appeared as he pushed her buttocks apart. And this time she couldn't have missed that gasp. He released her ass and sat straighter over her thighs. Without looking at him, and with a very quiet voice, his mom said "Mark... You're going to convince me that you weren't simply flattering me yesterday."
"Mom!" he said, very nervous now.
"Shhh. Don't say anything. If you're enjoying this, even if it's only a fraction of the pleasure I'm getting from your massage, then all the better."
Mark didn't know what to say, and so he just resumed massaging her. Emboldened by her words, he pushed his thumbs deep in the junction of her thighs and buttocks and pulled them open slowly. He stared at the impossibly beautiful sight before him. The large pussy lips, the glistening smaller lips peaking from between them and especially the nice, slightly darkened skin of her anus. "Oh Christ!" his mom gasped. "Boys will be boys!" she said, laughing. "But just that, OK?"
He did it again a few more times, and leaned forward quite a bit for the last one. Her mother's cleft was mindblowingly beautiful! He then began massaging her again and they started talking once more. Somehow the subject of her boyfriends, or lack thereof, came up. After a while, and immediately following a long moan of pleasure, Mark said "Been a while since I've heard you do that..."
"What?" his mom asked, shocked.
"Well, sometimes I do hear you and your boyfriends..." he said.
"You're supposed to be sleeping!"
"I know, but you're supposed to be quiet!" he replied, laughing loudly by now.
Laughing with him, his mom said "Well, just so that we're clear, I did hear you with Jenny three months ago, so there!"
They both laughed at that, making an already pleasant massage even more fun. Soon Mark found another spot to work on and his mom tried arching her back into it. Then arching her ass up. Mark's eyes opened wide when her saw that. "I feel like something is about to slip back into place!" his mom said quickly. She was clearly excited about it. But it wasn't working. "Maybe if I do the cat? Move over." she said.
After moving off of her, Mark's eyes widened when he saw his mom lifting herself on all fours, arching her back way up like a cat. It was something he had seen her do in the living room countless times. But always dressed! Her ass was now inches away from his face, completely naked! And if the back-arched-upwards position was already sexy, what was coming was just unbelievable.
When his mom arched her back downwards, pushing her ass out in an incredibly erotic manner, his jaw dropped. Here was her pussy and asshole again, pressed outwards towards his face. The moan of pleasure that rushed out of his mother's lips shook him. She then arched her back up again, only to push it back down once more. Mark actually heard the sound of the muscle or tendon snapping back into place! At the same time, Mark gasped aloud just as his mom cried out it what could only be described as an orgasmic moan.
His mom fell back down on the bed, still moaning. Mark's mouth was still opened. "Oh my gods that was wonderful!" she moaned. "I felt it slip into place! Christ that was good!" Marks's cock, already hard, surged at those words, noticing how they could be interpreted in a completely sexual context. His mom had probably said those exact words after sex with one of her boyfriends! Fuck! And then, she said "Oh Christ! I wasn't wearing anything, was I?" this time her groan was very different. "Oh Mark, I'm so sorry. Shit!" she finished, still breathing hard.
Turning around, she saw his erection under his pants and swore again. "Shit! I'm so very worry... the last thing you must have wanted to see was my fat ass in your face!"
"Stop it mom." Mark said. "Just lie on your back and let me make sure everything's alright." He was trembling by now, not daring to say anything else.
They spent the next ten minutes in silence. He knew she had seen his cock and so they both knew her last comment was hollow. And that cock was still very hard, not used at all to seeing Mark's mom's sweet ass naked and being ploughed by his hands.
Softly, she began humming a tune, happy as she was to know that her pain was finally beginning to go away for good. Mark was happy beyond belief! He had seen, touched and massaged his mom's ass, had spent all this time in delicious intimacy with her and her back was going to be alright. But then his smile vanished when he realized that this was probably the last massage he would need to give her.
Taking a deep breath, he stared at her ass and the beautiful asshole he could make appear every time he pushed those round buttocks apart. And then, taking another breath and holding it, he pushed his thumb directly against that asshole. Mark shook with pleasure as he did, seeing it stretch gently under his thumb. His mom stopped humming and instead said "Un-uh". But she had lifted her ass in response and didn't seem all that convinced.
Taking another big risk, as he had done a few times in the last 24 hours, Mark rubbed that delicious asshole again, twice. "You're incorrigible! Stop it!" she said, but he could hear that she was on the verge of laughter. Mark paused for a second, then resumed this most intimate of caresses. His mom, who still hadn't turned her head around to look at him, said "You shouldn't be doing that to your mother... You're so naughty..." but this time she laughed. And he realized that she didn't ask him to stop even though he kept going.
And so Mark spent the next ten minutes caressing his mother's asshole, the deepest part of his fantasy. Soon his mother's humming returned, but this time it sounded more and more like moaning. She also began to move her ass side to side slowly, making it's lubricated curves glisten in the soft light. "Mom... I think you know now that I don't care all that much about the cheerleaders."
"Yeah, I'm starting to believe you..." she said. With her head turned sideways against the pillow, he could see her smiling.
"You have the most beautiful ass I have ever seen, mom." he breathed, shaking as he said it, barely believing that he had.
"Oh Mark... You're not supposed to say that to your mother." she said before gasping as he briefly pushed his thumb just slightly inside her ass.
"I know... But I thought we were still in that sworn secret not to tell anybody about this!" he said, his voice trembling with arousal.
"Christ! You have no idea how deep in this we still are!" and she gasped again as he pushed a thumb inside her ass again.
There was not even the pretence of a massage by now. When Mark grabbed the fresh towel and cleaned his mom's ass, she turned her head slightly, a frown on her forehead. "What..." she began then stopped as she felt the almond oil on her ass. Soon Mark had spread the oil all over her ass and resumed caressing her asshole with his thumbs.
The way his mom gasped and moaned as he pushed his finger a few inches in her ass, Mark knew she was on the verge of climaxing. When she slipped one of her hands under her belly and moaned again, his eyes opened wide in surprise. She was masturbating? As he was finger-fucking her ass, his mom was now openly caressing herself, her moans now sounding distinctly sexual in nature.
When she began gasping, seconds before crying out, Mark was flabbergasted by the sight. His mom was now pushing back against his deep finger, twisting on the bed. With her free hand she grabbed the blanket as her climaxed waxed and eventually waned. "Fuck!" she gasped. "Shit that was good!" After a few deep breaths, during which Mark gently removed his finger, his mom added "Oh Mark... This is so bad!" But he could see her contended smile. "Thank you. Thank you for this precious gift. But we so need to keep this a secret!"
Soon after, Mark saw that his mom was beginning to drift away and was falling asleep. He stood up, covered her with a blanket and looked at her for a moment before going to his room. He pulled his pants down, poured a good amount of lube on his cock and watched, fascinated, as the finger that had been in his mother's ass was now tightly wrapped around his cock. His sperm exploded soon after, covering his belly and hand. Mark went to bed after that and spent the entire night dreaming about having sex with his mother. Was it now a possibility?
He wasn't so sure about that the following morning. His mom was up and about when he woke up and was fully dressed. Her back seemed a lot better as well, but her expression worried him. She was barely able to look up at him, she reddened when he walked in and the silence was ominous. "Listen Mark... Last night—"
"Shhh." he interrupted her. "Let's just... let's just not talk about it immediately. OK?"
She sighed, clearly conflicted, before agreeing. For the next four days, Mark was lost. It had been amazing, pleasurable for both of them, and now... This cold shoulder, this heavy silence. He even realized that she was hiding her ass in heavier clothes. Shit. On the fourth evening after their amazing encounter, Mark left for a bar where he knew he wouldn't meet anybody, leaving his phone at home. He got very drunk. Not to the point of throwing up everywhere, but close enough.
When he came back home at 2 o'clock, he checked his phone and saw his mom's numerous messages. "Fuck... I should have told her..." he thought. At the same time, he saw his mom walking in the kitchen wearing nothing but her underwear. He felt a pulse of desire as he looked at her, but saw that she was very worried. Without thinking she grabbed him in his arms and hugged him. As she was starting to say that she was worried, Mark slipped his hand down to her ass and squeezed it hard.
His mom gasped and tried pushing herself away. Before she could manage, Mark slipped one of his hands under her panties and pressed his fingertips deep in her cleft. One finger reached her pussy and the other was touching her asshole. To his surprise, he discovered that it was very lubricated and he pushed deeper. His mom gasped again, differently this time. "Fuck!" Mark thought. "I'm grabbing my mom's sweet ass while pushing a finger inside her asshole!"
After shivering for a moment, she hugged him tighter and whispered "Before I became worried about you, I... well..." Mark was surprised to feel her smile against his chest.
"Mom..." he said, hearing the alcohol in his own voice. "You have an amazing ass. I've been obsessed by it for years. That night..." he didn't need to specify which. "That night was the best moment of my life. Please don't regret it."
His mom was breathing faster in his arms, her body feeling warmer. "Gods... Mark, we can't do that!" but by now she was also moaning with pleasure.
Mark squeezed her ass, pushing his finger yet deeper. "Just this. Let me fondle you from time to time..."
"Christ!" she cried as she felt his finger. "Just that, OK?" Pressing her pussy against his leg, she added. "We can't! Shit this is good! But we can't!"
"Just this... Just like that!" Mark said, using his other hand to pull her harder against him. He couldn't believe he was fondling his mom like this!
"I can't... I can't just cum over you like this! I'm your mom!" she breathed.
"Yes you can... just let go." Mark replied.
And indeed, a few minutes later as he pressed her against the fridge, his mom did cum in his arms again. He could feel his cock pressed against her body, but even drunk, he didn't think it would be a good idea to pull it out. Instead he let her enjoy her climax fully, his mind aflame with the sound her voice calling his name. When she was done, he pulled out of her ass and said "I'm exhausted... See you tomorrow mom..."
Of course, as soon as he got to his room he masturbated furiously. As he came, he heard the hallway floor cracking. In a very loud whisper, he said "Oh mom... Your ass is so sweet! Fuck!" He climaxed, unable to hear anything until the wave of pleasure faded. He did fall asleep almost immediately after cleaning himself up, with a smile on his face.
The next morning, Mark was very glad to see his mother wearing a very thin summer dress that barely covered her ass. Even before saying "Good morning" he playfully slapped her ass. She jumped and turned, grinning ear to ear. Somehow, she had made a decision last night. Mark sat down heavily in his chair, wishing that his mind would clear up as fast as possible.



Early in the afternoon, now free from the headache, Mark found his mother in the kitchen again. From behind her, he lifted the dress and got a quick look at her naked ass. Completely naked. "Hmmm... that's nice!" he said.
"I thought you'd like it. I decided that I didn't want to wear much after my shower this morning."
"Good idea mom." he replied before squeezing her ass again.
When their late lunch was ready, they ate together, the atmosphere very charged. They didn't talk much, but instead exchanged countless smiles. Afterwards, after she went back to the fridge to get a glass of juice, Mark's mom paused as she drank it all. As he arm lifted higher and higher, so did her dress. When she finished, Mark saw the apple line of her ass for a moment before everything came back down.
But she wasn't done. Standing sideways to him, she lifted her dress with one hand and placed the other one just behind her ass. Then, with a slow and heavy hand, she slapped her buttock. Mark's eyes grew round as he watched the generous flesh being thrust up before bouncing down twice. As soon as it settled, Mark's mom slapped her ass again, repeating the glorious show a few times.
By the time she stopped, Mark's jaw had almost hit the table. His mom laughed as she turned around, busy filling another glass of juice. Mark stood up, his impossible to hide erection leading the way, and knelt behind her. Before she could react Mark lifted the dress to reveal the wonderful ass and buried his face between those round cheeks. He managed to lick her asshole for a second or so before she gasped and pulled away laughing. "Oh Gods!" she cried. "You're insatiable!"
Mark stood up right against her and his lust was palpable. He pressed his erection against her leg. For a moment mother and son stared at each other, breathing hard, on the cusp of doing something forbidden. But they eventually moved apart as his mom went to her room. She came back two minutes later wearing her bikini and headed to the patio for a tan.
Once again, as he had often done in the past, Mark stood in front of the door and stared at his mom. She was on her belly, her round ass proudly displayed. He had looked at her like this many times. But this time it was different. He walked out the door and stood over her for a brief moment. Then, without any preamble, he pulled her bikini bottoms down and plunged his face between her buttocks. As he began eating her ass, his mom laughed and reached back to place a hand on his head. "Oh Christ! You should be doing this!" she panted, pushing him deeper. "Just that, OK?"
Mark pulled away and laughed. "Yes mom, just that!" he teased her having hearing her say that many times before. He plunged back in there, feeling her burning hot flesh on his cheeks, her sweet pussy and asshole on his tongue. He had been unsurprised to find her pussy already drenched when he first dove in, and now it was leaking all over his face.
But as delicious as her pussy was, his tongue kept sliding back up to her asshole and Mark revelled in this doubly forbidden pleasure. Not only was he eating ass, but he was eating his mother's ass. And this time it wasn't simply a quick taste. Instead, she was letting him feast on her. He lost himself in her deep cleft and her moans. Suddenly she cried "Fuck it!", grabbed a fistful of his hair and pulled his head away.
Mark was stunned for a moment but when his mother stood and and said "Come," he followed her. His heart began pounding harder when he realized that they were going to her room. In the corridor, Mark stared at her naked ass as it swished left and right with her steps. He marvelled at the way her cheeks jiggled just slightly, the perfect equilibrium between firmness and softness. Just before she entered, she let her bikini top fall to the floor. She turned, walked inside her room and two second later Mark froze in the doorway. In front of him, he saw his mom on all fours on her her bed, completely naked.
Panting, Mark removed all of his clothing and walked towards his mother's ass. Looking back, she looked at his cock, smiled and said "The lube's in the second drawer..." After grabbing it, Mark knelt behind her and slapped his heavy cock against her buttocks a few times.
"Is this for real?" he asked, dazed.
"Fuck yeah. But hurry up before my sanity comes back and I change my mind." his mom drawled. "And just my ass. Just that, OK?"
Mark grinned as he pushed a generous dollop of lube onto his cock. That expression, "Just that, OK?" was as if she was trying to convince herself that a limit made things alright. But she was about to let her own son, her very own flesh and blood fuck her ass. Raw. No condom, no hesitation, no shame. Just pure anal sex between mother and son. Mark's heart was racing, his mind awhirl with too many emotions at the same time.
When he placed the tip of his glistening cock against her little asshole, it looked huge. Then again, when he pressed gently against her, he saw her asshole opening around his girth. "Fuck it's big!" she cried, shaking her head and groaning. His tip wasn't even halfway in! But despite the pain, her asshole welcomed his cock and soon her felt it clamp under the crown. This was it! He was inside his mother's ass! He had massaged it, fondled it, squeezed it, slipped his finger and tongue inside it, but now it was finally the turn of his cock.
As he pushed deeper, his hands on her hips, her moans turned into groans again and son she was shaking. Two inches. He paused, staring dumbly at the sight of his shaft being swallowed by his mother's sweet ass. "Again..." she breathed. And he happily obliged, slipping two more inches inside her. "Christ! You're so much bigger than my dildo!" She groaned again, arching her back to find a better angle.
Mark pulled back slightly before letting another drop of lube fall upon his cock. After coating his hard flesh with it, he pushed back. To his surprise, his mom moaned in pleasure this time, as if the pain had vanished. "Oh Gods! Oh Gods! Oh Gods!" his mom kept repeating as he pushed deeper and deeper. "Go in! Go all in! Oh my Gods this feels so fucking good!"
Mark gasped as he saw his shaft fully disappearing inside her tiny little asshole. When his thighs pressed hard against her generous ass, Mark closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "Her I am, fulfilling one of my deepest wish! I'm fucking my mom's sweet ass!" he thought, shaking. When he pulled back and pushed back in, he was floored by the sheer amount of pleasure. It was physically amazing, but the incestuous thought of sodomizing his mother made it even more wonderful.
And so he began to properly fuck her ass, watching, shocked, as his cock ploughed into her delightful asshole. He felt all those smooth ridges inside her caressing his cock, felt her warmth, felt her tightness swallowing him... He was dazed with pleasure as, for once, real life turned out even better than his fantasies. "Harder..." she said very faintly. He barely heard her voice. But when she repeated it a few seconds later, he heard her.
"Really?" he asked.
"Christ yes. Your cock is amazing in my ass!" his mom said.
Shifting his grip on her hips, Mark brought his knees slightly closer and took a deep breath. Like a locomotive slowly gaining speed he thrust inside her faster and faster, harder and harder. And his mom went crazy! Her upper body fell upon the bed as her two hands flew to her pussy. In seconds she was bucking and crying out her first climax. "Good Gods! I'm being fucked up the ass by my son and I'm climaxing like a damned whore! So good! So fucking good! Who knew that it could be so—" but she interrupted herself by shouting her pleasure.
When she collapsed fully on the bed Mark followed her as quickly as he could as to not slip out. But before he could realize that he had, he fell upon her and pushed back in. In her pussy. They both realized the difference immediately and both cried out "Shit!" at the same time. But even though his mother had said anal sex only, there was no way that Mark would pull out now. Laughing, still panting from her climax, his mom reached behind to grab his arm. But she released it as pleasure forced new moans through her lips.
Mark was in heaven. He knew he was an assman at heart, and that anal sex would always be his number one fetish. But feeling his cock ploughing into his mom's pussy? Way too good to pass up! Feeling more confident he pummelled into her a lot harder. As soon as he did, her moans became louder and he could hear the squishy sound of her drenched pussy being mercilessly pounded into. Ironically, this different position and angle meant that he could feel more of her ass smacking up against his own body, adding to the feelings.
Suddenly, something he hadn't even fantasized about became imperative. He pulled out and turned his mother on her back. Shocked, she spread her legs and smiled as he slipped inside her pussy again. But that wasn't all that Mark had in mind. As she closed her eyes and gasped, Mark leaned forward and kissed her. For a moment she returned the kiss with a fiery passion, but eventually she broke off. "Mark... No, not this." He kissed her again and after resisting for a moment, she turned her head and said "You really are relentless, damn you!" but she was smiling and turned her head back for another kiss.
Mother and son kissed for a long while, tasting each other's mouths and tongues in this most taboo way. In the meantime, Mark pushed into her willing pussy as his mother pushed back up against his thrusts. Eventually, he felt his climax surging up and panicked for a moment. "Where can I—"
She interrupted him "Inside my pussy, baby. Don't dare to pull out. I'll let you cum in my ass later, but now I want you to fill my pussy with your sperm!"
"Just that, OK?" he replied, teasing her.
His mom was thus laughing as Mark shot jet after jet of incestuous sperm into her pussy. He had climaxed many times in his life, including quite a few times inside the pussies of his girlfriends. But this was different. This was insanely good. He felt as if his entire body was trying to enter his mom's pussy. Eventually he stopped shaking and spasming and he pulled out.
As soon as he did, he saw his mom sitting up and pushing him onto his back. "I'm not letting this fade away... I'm fare from done with you!" With that she leaned over his cock and took it into her mouth. It was so fucking unbelievable! Mark stared at his cock being eaten by his mother and panted. Even if his climax was fading, he knew that his erection would not. "Ok mom... I'm good."
"Christ!" she said, a thick rope of saliva hanging from her lower lip to his cock. "So fast? Ok then!"
Turning around, she straddled his cock with her back towards him. Reaching back, Mark saw her pulling his cock upwards, pressed against her ass. She then rose up until the tip of his cock was against her asshole. "Ready for round two?" Mark laughed as he felt and saw his mother's ass swallow his cock again. She had no idea that this reverse cowgirl was his favorite position.
And so for the next twenty minutes straight he stared at his mother's ass devouring his cock until he climaxed again. Then it was his turn to please her with his fingers and mouth before, very late that night, he climaxed a third time, once again inside her ass. It was naughty, it was nasty, it was illegal in many states... But by the time they collapsed on the bed to fall asleep, they were both grinning. Sweaty, hair in tangles and panting. But grinning.
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On the morning following his accidental penetration of his older sister's pussy, Dustin walked down to the common room where his family shared their breakfast. Back home, in the real and clothed world, such meals with everybody present, nobody in a hurry and nobody on their cell phones were virtually non-existent. At least not for ordinary days. They often met to celebrate birthdays and other holidays, but it wasn't a regular thing.
The meals back home were also different in another way: nobody was naked! By now, this was the beginning of their fourth day here, Dustin and the rest of his family were very much at ease with nudity. Strangely enough it was harder for Dustin to get used to seeing his father naked than his three sisters and his mother. He had no idea why. But even that discomfort was pretty minor by now.
As breakfast was nearly over, Dustin's mother reminded him of something that was, in fact, a huge discomfort. The dreaded ball. For some reason or another that Dustin couldn't figure out, this nudist colony held grand balls on a weekly basis. Obviously people didn't go there dressed in gowns and tuxedos, but they handed over some small items of clothing (like garters, veils or high heeled shoes) to try to add some elegance to the whole thing.
Not only did this colony held balls, but they insisted on their importance. While Dustin was comfortable enough walking around naked while surrounded by many naked girls and women, the idea of dancing while in the nude? And it was not just the random twitching that passed for dancing in clubs. Oh no. Waltzes and other fancy dances he didn't even know the names of. And always with the couples holding on to each other. Very closely. In some of the dances he had seen last year, the two partners were pretty much hugging each other.
Maybe if Dustin had had a girlfriend with him... But then again, at twenty years of age, holding your girlfriend in a naked hug pretty much meant an erection. Doing it with a strange and beautiful girl? Impossible! The shame of feeling your erection growing without being able to stop it because it kept rubbing against a deliciously naked thigh? Oh the shame!
The last time he thought about it, he wondered if any of his sisters would agree to dance with him. But now that he had fucked Emily and Erica, those two were even more dangerous to his erection than beautiful strangers. And given that Lily was Emily's twin, Dustin didn't think that it would make much difference. And his mother would dance with their father, of course. Fuck!
So when his mom asked him if was ready for the ball, that would happen tonight, he shook his head and buried his face in his hands. His dad slapped his shoulder and told him to man up. Erica, on the other side of the table, laughed and said "That's exactly what he's afraid of!" As the other members of their family got the joke, they all laughed.
Dustin covered his face again and said "Is this ball a conspiracy to humiliate young men?"
They spent another fifteen minutes trying to tell him that it wouldn't be too bad, but Dustin wasn't so sure. With the others all gone to various activities, Dustin was left alone with his mother. And her breasts. "Damn they're so fucking huge!" he thought. "If Hayden had 34D bras and Erica's breasts were bigger than hers and in turn his mother's breasts were bigger... Shit!"
On one hand he had seen lots of obese women with ridiculously large breasts that defied his ability to imagine bras that could contain them. Not only that, but those fat breasts looked like large flat pancakes resting on their huge bellies. Nothing erotic there. "Maybe," Dustin thought. "Maybe I could get one of those women to dance with me?" But he dismissed the thought.
His mother had very large breasts, but she wasn't obese! Well, she probably landed in the overweight category but only because of the extra pounds she carried in those breasts. If Erica reminded Dustin of the pin-ups of the fifties, he was pretty sure his mother could have been one when she was younger. Even at her age, in her mid-forties, her breasts were still proud and hadn't lost the fight against age and gravity.
He closed his eyes and tried to think about something else. "Tell you what..." his mom said as she stood up. "Why don't we practice dancing?"
"It's not the dancing that worries me. I should be able to pick that up easily enough." he replied.
"I know. You're an excellent dancer!" she said with a smile, a typical motherly comment. "But why don't you try dancing with me in the nude?"
"What?" Dustin said after swallowing.
"Why not? That would allow you to get used to the idea. Remember how uncomfortable you are during the first day of being here? Maybe it could work the same way."
"Mom! That's a terrible idea. Thanks, but that will never work!"
Frowning, his mother sat next to him and placed her hand on his shoulder. "Why not?"
"Mom! Please!" he felt himself flushing and didn't know where to look with his mom so close.
"What is it? Are you ashamed to dance with your mom?" she asked, a sweet smile on her face.
"No. Not at all..."
"So, what is it?"
Dustin sighed. "Mom... When I imagine myself dancing with a pretty girl and then I get..." he paused and coughed, really uncomfortable suddenly. "And I get an erection!" he added in a whisper. "I just can't imagine dealing with the shame!"
"The shame?" she asked. "It's just natural!" she sighed. "You're just over inflating the problem!"
"Mom!"
His mother realized the unintended pun in her last sentence and laughed. Dustin relaxed and added "And if we go practice, what do I do if... if... if it happens with you?"
His mother's eyes opened wide and looked shocked at the thought. Not in a angry way, just a profoundly surprised way. "Oh, forget it mom... Thanks for the offer, but I guess I'll just have to die of shame tonight..."
"Stop it right there young man." she said in her authoritative voice.
Dustin had realized very early, even when he was just a little kid, that his mother was the real authority in his family. When he heard that tone, he knew he had better turn around, otherwise there would be hell to pay. "Yes, mom?"
"Let's make a deal. Let's say you practice with me and do have an erection. First thing I promise is that it's going to be our secret. Second, if you can't learn to get it under control, I'll let you skip the ball."
Dustin stood there, looking right into her eyes. "You promise?"
"Yes. Do we have a deal?" she asked.
"We do. When do we start practising so that I can forget about that damned ball?" Dustin asked with an impish expression on his face.
"In one hour. In your room. We'll tell the others not to bother us for at least an hour. Private dance lessons for my son!"
"Great! See you then!" Dustin walked away, looking at his mother as she sat back down and sipped her iced tea. She looked perfectly relaxed and confident, as if dancing nude with her son was normal...
But Tessa wasn't relaxed or confident at all. She was, in fact, extraordinarily nervous. If she hadn't seen Dustin and Erica fucking last night, maybe she could have offered him dance lessons and maybe she would have been able to deal with any erections that might appear. But now that she had seen that and knowing that she hadn't been able to control her urge to masturbate at the sight of her son's cock ploughing into her daughter's pussy... Well, that was an entirely different matter.
Tessa wondered if she had offered those lessons out of a genuine desire to help him, or out of genuine desire for him. "Damn it..." she thought. Would she really be able to handle it if he ever got an erection, and if it brushed against her thighs? Or pussy? "Christ!" she thought. "I'm in so much fucking trouble!"
An hour later, Dustin swallowed hard when he saw his mother walking into his room. He had been thinking about the fact that he would be dancing with his mom, their naked bodies entangled, her huge breasts against his chest... And now he had to force himself to tear his eye away from those two breasts as they swung and bounced as she walked towards him.
"Don't look like you're about to be executed!" she chided him.
"No, that's only later tonight..." he replied sullenly.
"Pfff! Nonsense! After our practice, you'll be able to go to the ball with confidence. And if you don't already know this, you'll discover that girls melt for confident guys that can dance. Real dancing I mean."
And with that, she placed an old CD player on the table and pressed play. As she thumbed through a few CDs, Dustin looked at her. Besides her very delightful body, his mom had another stunning feature: her hair. While he knew that she often used shampoos that enhanced their color, their natural red was stunning on its own. Maybe a bit darker than the very bright red that some redheads had, but still remarkable enough. But besides the color itself, Dustin's mom had a very thick mane that she kept very long, all the way to the small of her back. And in front, there was a matching red patch of hair above her pussy. Wider than Erica's strip, but stil carefully trimmed as well.
After she pressed play an old tune, Dustin guessed that it was from the 40's, began to play. His mom then pushed the bed and the sofa away to clear up some space. After that, she looked at him and extended a hand. After a long sigh, Dustin got up. "Remember our deal. If I humiliate myself in front of my mother and can't control myself, I don't go to the ball. Right?"
"Right." she confirmed. "But you won't humiliate yourself, even if you do have an... an involuntary reaction." As she took his hand, she looked straight into his eyes and said "Let me make that clear: if it happens, just ignore it and I'll try to do the same. Just work your way through it. I'm not some girl you don't know and I won't panic if it happens."
Tessa saw her son nodding, but could also see that he was barely managing not to run away as it was. "Let's begin with a slow waltz. That way, if something happens, it will be trapped between our bodies." Her son mumbled his agreement. "You'll have to come much closer my dear." And with that Tessa pulled her son directly against her body, feeling his thighs against her, his cock against her lower belly and this chest against her breasts.
Judging by his two previous girlfriends, Tessa believed that her son wasn't into large breasts, so that should lessen the threat of an erection. What she didn't know was that Dustin was discovering, more and more each day, that his brain was essentially programmed to like big breasts.
In the end, the first dance went pretty well. Tessa felt that while her son's was really stiff, his cock was still soft. "Shouldn't it be the opposite?" she thought and then mentally swore at herself. "Soft and relaxed all around!" Out loud, between the songs, she said "You see, it wasn't that bad? Now, for the second dance, just relax. Forget about getting all the steps right and just flow with me."
"Ok... I'll try," he replied.
And about halfway into the song, she felt him succeeding. He felt more like a living being rather than a wooden board and he looked into her eyes from time to time. He even smiled at her. But by the end of the song, she could definitely feel his erection against her thigh. And he froze as he felt it as well. "I'm sorry mom..."
"Shhhhh," she cut him off. "Don't think about it, it'll go away."
She didn't know if it was the case, but she certainly hoped so. For his sake and hers. Even if her own physical reactions to his presence weren't as obvious, Tessa could certainly feel her body reacting to him. She could feel a growing tingle between her legs. She took a deep breath and tried to think of anything else. And failed. Her mind felt like a ping-pong ball between his growing erection and her memories of him fucking Erica.
Pulling his head closer against hers, she bit her lower lip and hoped for the best. Soon though, his erection became so hard that it was an impediment to the dance. Until then they had managed to keep it pointing downward, trapped between their thighs. Maybe if he moved away slightly, it could become less awkward? Tessa didn't know that she wasn't fully in control of her thoughts by then, didn't realize that if she released the pressure of her thigh against his, there was only one thing that was going to happen.
And so she did it anyway. As soon as her son't cock was freed from the temporary trap, it flew straight up between her legs to slap noisily against her pussy. The wet quality of that noise was unmissable. Mother and son both gasped at the same time and she felt Dustin wanting to pull away. "No..." she said breathlessly. "Wait a moment. If the girl doesn't pull away, it means that she understands."
"But mom... This is... it's..."
"Practice. Nothing more," she replied. She hoped that he wouldn't notice that she was burning with lust, forbidden lust for her son and his cock.
Dustin's mind was going in all sorts of directions at the same time. "How the fuck could she let me stay there, my rock hard cock rubbing against her pussy?" he wondered. He also realized that while this wasn't actually an accidental penetration, it came close enough to make memories of Emily and Erica pop into his head. Which wasn't, at all, a good idea. But more than that, he was fully aware that his erection had nothing to do with Erica or Emily and everything to do with his mom.
Her breasts, so impossibly big and firm for her age, dominated his thoughts ever since she had walked in. But as he held her, he discovered that the generous curve of her hips and the feeling of her large rounded thighs against his were intoxicating as well. "How the fuck can I be attracted to so many different girls and women?" he thought. There was essentially nothing in common between his old girlfriend Niemira, his twin sisters and his mother. "Yet here I am, having erection left and right. And for my own sisters and mother! What the fuck is wrong with me?"
He listened to his mother's reassuring her, his overwhelmed mind not at all able to pick up her quivering voice, the fact that her body was now much warmer than it had been at first, nor even the fact that her pussy was slightly wet. He didn't feel any of that. All he could feel was his shame and confusion.
"Listen Dustin... Let's try to forget it. Maybe it will go down?"
"Sure..." he replied, knowing full well that leaving it to rub against a pussy meant that it wouldn't go down in a hundred years.
Sure enough, by the time they were done with the next song, his cock was still rubbing against his mother's pussy. In this angle, especially since she was slightly shorter than he was, there was no chance of an accidental penetration. Still it was intoxicating and Dustin could feel his embarrassment and disgrace being eroded by his lust. Very quickly. Part of his mind even realized, finally, that her mother's pussy was wet and that his cock was now sliding very smoothly against her lips.
When the next song turned out to be more upbeat, Dustin took a deep breath and decided to let himself have fun. He switched his grip on his mother's back, letting his hand slide much further down before grabbing her hand more strongly. And he began dancing more energetically. "If she's OK with my erection rubbing her pussy, then so be it!"
When Tessa felt her son's change of attitude and energy, she felt her heart reacting. Her heart and her pussy. She was already swimming in forbidden pleasure, her wet lips being endlessly caressed by her son's very nice cock. If anyone caught them doing this, there would be hell to pay. Yet, at least for a while, she abandoned herself to the moment and enjoyed the sensations. She pulled herself even closer to her son with her own hand on his back.
Once and while their movements made it so that his cock on her pussy would make a wet noise after pulling away and coming back. They both moaned when this happened, but they didn't look at each other. In fact, the way their heads were positioned, neither could look at the other. Unconsciously, it seemed that despite their pleasure, they knew something strange was happening.
About two songs of this later, Tessa knew that they had to stop. This was just too much. She felt on the verge of a climax and was pretty sure that her son's cock was now dripping with her juices. Also, they were barely dancing by now. Instead, they were pretty much dry humping each other, trying to maximize their pleasure without going any further. "Any further than they already had gone!" she thought, biting her lower lip.
As the next tune began, a very upbeat one, Tessa moaned one last time and pulled again. When her son's cock slipped directly against her clit she moaned and feared her legs would give way. Damn she was keyed up! She knew enough about herself and her sexuality to know that this was a very dangerous mood for her. In such a mood she had let her husband do things she would never have accepted otherwise. And now she wasn't with her husband, but with her son...
"Ok..." she groaned as she steadied herself. "Let's try another type of dance."
At first, when she taught him a classic fifties' type of rock and roll dance, her desire quieted down. But then she saw his glistening cock moving this way and that. When their eyes met after they had both looked at it, they laughed together. "Well... That won't work at the ball!" Tessa said. She went to the CD player and switched the tune to a slower one. "Come here. Let's try a slow dance."
Dustin was very surprised by that suggestion. And indeed, when they essentially hugged each other, his cock pushed straight up and trapped between their bellies this time, they both moaned. Having seen his mother dancing to that old rock and roll music, shaking and twirling, Dustin had finally understood the near fanatical admiration men had for those very curvy women in the fifties. The pin-ups. Briefly he imagined his mom in an old-style bikini washing an old Corvette. "Fuck!" he thought, feeling his cock surging.
And now, almost shamelessly, the two of them were caressing each other with their hands as they danced. And Dustin couldn't resist repeatedly pushing his cock up against his mother's soft belly. A few inches higher and he would touch her breasts! Damn it! His mother cleared her throat and said "Well, maybe this wasn't a good idea after all." This time he noticed her shaky voice and even her unstable balance as she walked to the CD player.
When the music began playing, rock and roll again, she told him that he had to learn to make her twirl. "Yeah... As if seeing your body twirling around and your breasts flying will help..." Dustin thought. But in the end, he didn't get to see that very often. Only once in fact.
His mother told him how to hold her hand and then the twirled away from him. At this point they were as far apart as they could be while still holding hands. "Ok." she said. "Now, let me do the work and just hold my hand as I come back to you." On the next beat she rotated twice as she closed the distance between them. She then was in his arms, but with her back to him. Her plan had been to move out again to repeat the series of steps. But sometimes the best laid plans...
What happened instead was that Dustin felt his cock nestling itself between her buttocks. And that was just too much. Reflexively, Dustin pulled away from her, hoping to disentangle himself completely. But his mother was holding onto his hand and was pulled backwards with him. They both lost balance and Dustin fell back on the sofa. And so did his mother. Right into his lap.



And, because such was the way this week was going, his cock fully penetrated his mother's drenched pussy. Is it an accidental penetration when both of them wanted it?
They both froze, breathing hard because of all that dancing, their mouths opened in shock. Dustin was too shocked to do or say anything, but noticed that his mother didn't move away. At all. For an entire minute. A minute of silence while your mother is impaled on your cock, not moving, feels like an eternity. Until, finally she did start moving.
Shock or no, Tessa knew she should pull away immediately. If she did, they could probably laugh it off and promise not to talk about it to anyone. But she didn't move. It had been more than two decades since she'd had any cock but her husbands in her pussy. And so this accident scratched that itch. Not only that, but it was her son's cock, the one she'd been fantasizing about since yesterday. "My sweet son's cock is inside me!" she kept thinking, repeating it in her mind as if on a broken record.
She should have gotten up immediately. Should and could have. She would learn later that Dustin was too shocked to move. She wasn't. Instead, she was in perfect control of her body. And she decided to remain sitting on that fantastic cock. For a long time. Tessa couldn't turn around and look at her son. Couldn't think of anything to say either. A mother couldn't say "Wanna fuck?" to her son. Then again, she remained there, feeling his cock pulsing inside her.
Instead she did the only thing she could: she rose up. But only so far as to keep the tip of his cock inside her. And then she lowered herself back down. And then up again, then down. In silence, without even looking at her son, she began fucking him. If that initial penetration had been an accident, and if that first minute could have been attributed to shock, nothing could explain away the fact that she was now riding his cock.
They were fucking slowly in utter silence, as if not saying anything was making things right, somehow. In fact, the only thing breaking the silence were the soft, squishy sounds of his cock moving in and out of her pussy. It was utterly surreal. When she felt his hands on her ass and finally heard him moaning "Oh, mom...", Tessa closed her eyes and felt her pleasure being ratcheted up a notch. She was soon overwhelmed by the raw sensations and the sheer fact that she was fucking her son.
Her thighs were opened wide around his and both her hands were on his knees, giving her leverage. And so she banished all thoughts of impropriety, of forbidden incest, of utter craziness and simply fucked her own son. "Gods his cock is wonderful!" she thought. "No wonder Niemira was always walking around with a grin on her face! It's not huge, just... just perfect!" Tessa remembered that she was echoing her own daughter's words about Dustin's cock and laughed. Laughed as she fucked her own son.
Dustin, staring at his mother's large and perfectly rounded ass moving up and down on his cock, was on the verge of laughing as well. It was just impossible, accidentally fucking one pussy after another like this. One for every day except that first day. Impossible and insane. And yet here he was, fucking the most voluptuous woman he had ever see in his life. His mom.
He was already mesmerized by the curves of her waist, hips, thighs and ass while she had her legs opened across his. Without a single word being spoken, she managed to let him know how to move. Second later he was the one with his legs opened and she had closed her between his. When this was done, his jaw dropped as this new position had three very powerful yet very distinct effects.
The first was deeper penetrations. Even though his mom had been letting her entire weight drive her penetrations, her generous ass had prevented his cock from going as deep as it could have. But with his thighs out of the way, he felt his mother drive down at least an inch lower. That meant that the tip of his cock pushed deeper inside and he felt the walls of her pussy stretching around him.
The second effect was that it allowed his mother to quicken her pace. Her hands were still brace on his knees, but the new position gave allowed her to control her movements a lot more. And so in addition to the wet sounds of his cock fucking her pussy, there was now they rising rhythm of her ass slapping his lower belly. The situation had already been amazing, and now it was going into overdrive!
And the third effect was the way her ass now looked. By clamping her thighs together, Dustin's mom had involuntarily positioned herself in the most flattering way imaginable. Flattering and sexy. If he had begun to understand why those pin-ups from the fifties drove so many men wild, everything seemed to click in his mind.
From then on his hand went back and forth between holding her and caressing her, sliding down those rounded thighs and back up to that small waist and down again to squeeze those two big buttocks. Dustin didn't know how long they remained this way. But eventually his mom stood up, turned around and straddled his lap. A second later she had impaled herself one more time and immediately began grinding her pussy against him.
They both shared a glance, but his instincts quickly took over and he leaned forward to take the offered breasts. And it was a revelation just as momentous as seeing her ass earlier. Dustin feasted on his mom's breasts with more intensity than he had probably done as a baby. He grabbed the heavy breasts with his hands, lifted them up and brought those mouthwatering nipples to his mouth.
Dustin could barely believe how big her mom's breasts were. He had seen a few nude models with what looked like bigger breasts online, but still, not a lot! He became convinced that his mom could have made a lot of cash as a nude model when she was younger. But he forgot about that thought and tried to satiated his need for those mammoth breasts.
So focused was he on those breasts that his climax took him by surprise. In shock, he threw his head back against the couch and his mouth opened wide. He felt his mother increasing her tempo again as waves of pleasure shook him. He didn't even think about asking her to pull away and felt his sperm filling her pussy like consecutive explosions. He heard his mother beginning to laugh and gasp. Opening his eyes, he saw her face contorted by pleasure as she climaxed as well. She was pounding him into the sofa and soon buried her face into his shoulder as she came and came.
Eventually Tessa collapsed on him, afraid that she would faint from all that pleasure. Sex with her husband was still very nice, but this was utterly different! She let herself fall sideways to the sofa. Her son's cock made a loud and wet plopping sound as it slipped out of her and they both laughed. In this post-coital bliss, they smiled at each other and remained that way for a few minutes. After that, Tessa reached for his cock, pretty much completely soft now, and said "See? I knew we would find a way for you to control it!"
"Wanna bet?"
Tessa was surprised about her son's comment. She was even more surprised when he stood up and invited her to dance. She realized that she had forgotten what it meant to have a 20 year old lover. Within a minute his erection was back and she knew she was in for another round. This time, when his erection pressed on her pussy, she purred like a cat and hugged him harder. She knew she wanted it inside her again, but there was a gift he wanted to bestow upon him first.
Slowly, languorously, she lowered herself until she sat on her feet and ended up face to face with his very hard cock. Grabbing it by its base, she pulled it down, opened her mouth and took him in. The sudden feel and taste of her son's cock inside her mouth reignited the flames of her pleasure almost instantly. After a minute, she had licked, sucked and swallowed whatever traces of her juices had remained, and from then on, it was nothing but Dustin. The taste of Dustin's cock.
Even though she could see that her blowjob was having its intended effect on her son, that wasn't quite the gift she had in mind. She rose up on her knees and, after spitting a large wad of saliva on his cock, wrapped her breasts around his shaft. Looking up, she said "I bet you've never experienced this..."
Dustin could only shake his head as he stared, unbelieving, at the tip of his cock appearing above her breasts. And then disappearing, only to reappear again. As wonderful as her pussy and mouth had been, this was something else entirely. He had seen countless of videos of big breasted girls doing this online, but had never lived it before. Hayden, and now his older sister, could have done it, but it just didn't happen.
Dustin gasped and shook as he fucked his mother's breasts, unable to believe that regular kin could feel about as good as a pussy! Pussies had evolved for millions of years to be as pleasurable as they could for a man's cock. Breasts had evolved for an entirely different reason. And yet... "Christ in heaven!" He couldn't believe just how incredible it felt!
If he hadn't just climaxed, Dustin probably wouldn't have last more than two minutes. But since he just had, as well as having had sex twice in the two previous days, he was able to enjoy this unique pleasure for a long while. He knew he could control himself and stay like this for hours. But as the minutes flew by, he also knew he wanted to fuck his mom again.
And so he grabbed her shoulders and pulled away from those miraculous breasts. Once she was standing up, he pushed her until she fell on the bed on her back. As she was giggling, he jumped on her, slipped between her thighs and found her pussy again. And so Dustin began fucking his mom again.
This time, even though they weren't talking anymore than the first time, things were different. Neither of them found themselves in this singular desire and self-reproach tension that had characterized the minutes following their first accidental penetration. Oh no. Instead, they were kissing passionately like mother and son never should. But they were. They were kissing madly.
Their climaxes rose pretty much at the same time once again and they held on to each other as if their lives depended on it. It was a wonderful experience for Dustin, where his love for his mother mixed nicely with the lust he had finally released. About ten minutes later, each of them on their backs in bed, his mom grabbed his hand. "So, about the ball..." and they both laughed. "But seriously. I have found the perfect solution. Fifteen minutes before it starts, come to my room and I'll let you fuck my breasts again."
"Just fifteen minutes?" he replied, a naughty gleam in his eyes.
As Tessa watched her songet up to take a shower, she smiled. She was remembering something that had happened so many years ago. It was in her nude modelling days. Thankfully, that was in a pre-internet world and none of her images had ever popped up on the net. Not even her husband knew about them. But once, after she had agreed to let a male partner touch her pussy with his cock, things had taken a surprising turn...
***
Much later that night, after having taken up on his mom's titfucking offer, Dustin walked in the main hall where the ball was held. On his arm was his younger sister Lily. And as they walked under the fake trees with their garish flowers, she leaned towards him and whispered "Emily has told me a very surprising story, big brother..." Dustin froze for a moment, but took a long breath and kept walking. This... this complicated things. But then again, as he looked at her grin, he wondered if it was not an opportunity.
=================================
P.S. If you also have ideas for accidental penetrations scenarios, let me know by sending me a feedback email using this site's system! (And not the public comments.) I have many more ideas for such rather short and lighthearted stories. Do you want more of this kind of playful accidental penetrations stories? If so, let me know in the comments. Thanks!
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Dustin woke up in his bed on the morning following the ball. He was alone in the room, Emily having already gone out. It was pretty late already and while Dustin was usually an early riser, the late night at the ball and the booze explained his long sleep. After opening the blinds, Dustin rubbed at his face and hair as he yawned. He decided to remain alone for a bit.
Here at the colony, he hadn't had much alone-time so far. He stayed in his room for about an hour, trying to understand what sort of strange phenomena could explain what was happening to him. Three accidental penetrations in three days. That just couldn't be coincidence. It was impossible. Dustin loved reading accidental penetration erotic stories, but even as stories they were rare! Real world accidental penetrations were bound to be exceedingly rare! And yet, three times in three days!
But try as he might, Dustin couldn't figure out why it was happening to him. He wasn't complaining, of course, but still... He then thought about what Lily had said to him as they entered the ball yesterday. So she knew about him and Emily. Dustin wasn't all that surprised: he knew the twins didn't keep secrets from one another.
The way she had grinned after whispering in his ear had led his mind down erotic paths. His slightly perverted and hormone-filled brain had briefly wondered if Lily had been interested in having sex with him. Alas, that wasn't the case. While she wasn't shocked to the point of calling the police or alerting their parents, she found the idea of incest profoundly weird. Dustin had come extremely close to telling her that he knew she listened to porn with her sister.
In the end he had refrained. Before they moved to another subject, she had also mentioned that Emily had loved the experience. Dustin had flushed at that comment and had asked Lily to stop talking about it otherwise he would have an erection. Right into his ear, she had then said "An erection about your sister? How perverted!" Despite her joke, Dustin could see that she was troubled by it all.
And it was puzzling him this morning. Sure it was totally normal to think that incest was weird. Wrong even. Yet Lily had always been the wilder twin. Edgier. More outgoing. Maybe it came to be that way because she wanted to prove that she was the older one, by less than an hour of course, by pulling crazier stunts. But when it came to this accidental yet very pleasurable sex between siblings, she was recoiling. Very peculiar.
When Dustin finally came out of his room and walked into the glorious, sunny day, Lily ran to him. Seeing her running completely naked in the sun like this awakened something inside him. Something between his legs. The twins were thin and very fit, and with her long dark hair flowing and whipping behind her, Lily looked remarkably sexy. "Dustin! You're my savior!" she cried. "You have to come with me to the beach!"
"Uh?" he grumbled before clearing his throat. "The beach is right there," he added, pointing to the lake.
"No! The real beach!"
"Oh. The ocean?" he asked.
"Yeah! Nobody else wants to come with me," she said with an exaggerated pout.
"You can drive there yourself now. Why dont—"
"Because it's boring alone. Please! Pretty please?"
Dustin was pretty sure that Lily wasn't aware of just how sexy she looked. Her hair were slightly wet from a previous swim and Dustin loved that wild, disarrayed look. She was breathing hard, as had her twin sister a few days ago after her climax. She had also interlocked her fingers together in front of her mouth and so placed her arms against her breasts. Those very round firm breasts, that Dustin happened to know exactly how they felt, were now squashed and looked bigger than they were.
Given that sexy look and the fact that he had thought a lot about the great sex he'd had with Emily this morning, Dustin knew he was in danger of getting an erection. And a day at the real beach with her didn't sound so bad in any case. "Sure," he said.
"Great!" Lily replied before hugging him reflexively.
After feeling his cock against her pussy and his chest against her breasts, Lily startled and pulled away. "Crap!" she laughed. "I'm sorry! But thanks!" She then ran back towards the lodge. "Oh!" she said, pausing for a moment and looking like a proud young colt with her long legs and wild mane. "We're leaving right now!"
Dustin sighed and smiled. He went back to the lodge after her and found the single pair of shorts, t-shirt and swimsuit he had brought. The beach wasn't a nudist one. Twenty minutes later the two of them were in their parent's car, on their hour long journey. They talked on the way there, but nothing particularly intimate. Lily made small talk and Dustin um-hummed a lot.
At the beach, as she got out of the car, Dustin looked at his sister stretching. With her bikini on. For nearly a week now, he had seen her naked every day. "Gods, it's strange to see you wearing a bikini," he said.
"I know!" she replied gaily. "Same with you and those huge swim trunks!" she laughed.
"I feel very uncomfortable." Dustin replied.
Soon after that Lily ran to the water, looking once again like a young mare in the prime of her life. And nude or not, that black bikini was sexy as hell. As he swam about close to her, he thought about how nudity and sexiness were two very different concepts. He had seen everything his sister had to offer in the past few days. More if he counted the fact that he had fucked her twin. But his eyes nevertheless kept darting back to that black bikini.
After a while they were back on the beach on their towels. Dustin asked his sister "Ever thought about going full time nudist?"
"Even back home?" she asked. "Yeah. I think I'd be up for that. Of course we'd have to build high fences around the backyard and put blinds over our every windows!" she laughed. "What about you?"
"And get to see you three naked all the time? Count me in!"
Lily guffawed as she slapped him on the shoulder. She said "Pervert!"
"What?" he defended himself. Whispering into her ear, he added "I didn't say I'd fuck you all!"
"What?" Lily cried, laughing now. "You guys are all the same!"
"Only for very pretty girls..." he replied.
"Oh, flattery will lead you nowhere with me, buster!"
The siblings spent most of the day at the beach, alternating between the water, the sand and the shade of the huge trees. At around 7 pm, there was a loudspeaker announcement that the beach was about to close. To their surprise, the two of them saw a lot of people getting up almost immediately and begin to gather their things.
"My!" Dustin said. "That's a bunch of obedient people!"
"Yeah... strange. Oh!" Lily said, understanding what was happening. "It's for the showers!"
"Oh crap!" Dustin said, getting up. "Let's go! Remember what happened last year!"
"Yeah!"
Last year nobody in their family had taken a shower before leaving. But the water around here was very salty and their skin had begun to itch madly in the car. And so this time Lily and Dustin dearly wanted to take that shower. So did everybody else! They ran to the closest shower area and managed to beat a lot of families. Nevertheless, as they arrived, there was only one stall left. Lily ran to it first and giggled as she entered and closed the door behind her. Dustin swore out loud. Still laughing, Lily opened the door once again, grabbed his arm and pulled him in.
"Just don't get any ideas, mister!" she said as she slipped her bikini top over her head. Unable to miss the firm bounce her breasts made after being pulled upwards, Dustin swallowed and said "Sure."
The stall was very small and they were cramped. It was pretty much impossible not to touch each other. Then again, they had spent the previous evening dancing together and Lily had felt his cock against her all night long. But Lily was in very high spirits, grinning as they tried moving about and soaping their bodies clean. "What will the others think?" Dustin asked. "Seeing a brother and sister together in this small stall!"
"They don't know we're siblings!" she replied as she pushed her bikini bottom down.
Doing so mean that she had to bend down and she was surprised to find herself very close to Dustin's cock. It was still soft, but was beginning to show signs of an erection. She stood up quickly, but was still smiling. "Keep that dangerous thing down! You never know if I'm going to slip!"
"Haha, very funny!" Dustin said, knowing she was talking about his accident with Emily. "But, seriously, I don't think I can keep it down being so close to you as we lather ourselves. It's just too much like a shower and showers are... er..."
"I know... Very erotic." Lily breathed before looking at him more seriously. "I don't mind, but, again, don't get any ideas."
"Fine. Of course."
But Dustin wasn't so sure about that. She had pulled him in the stall with her when he could have waited five or ten minutes outside for another one. She had decided to strip naked while they could have kept their swimsuits. And she did keep bumping into his cock. Was this all a set-up? Lily was the wilder one after all.
When she began to wash his back, Dustin was pretty sure that Lily had a naughty plan in mind. Then again, he decided to wait. A minute later she stopped washing his back and turned around. "My turn." she said.
"Lily..." Dustin began, but she cut him off.
"Yeah, I know. You won't be able to control it. It's alright. It's not as if I hadn't seen it hard on the first day!" she added, giggling.
"Curse that first day!" Dustin said theatrically.
He couldn't see her face and so couldn't judge her frame of mind. When he began washing her back, his erection simply surged. When the tip of his rising cock touched her ass, she jumped in surprise but laughed. Dustin said "Sorry sis... In a few seconds it's going to be out of your way..."
"What? You'll be able to make it go soft?" she whispered.
"No, no... It's just that it's going to be so high that it won't touch your ass anymore!" he replied.
When Lily began giggling at the thought, Dustin decided that she was teasing him and that she wanted what Emily had gotten. Which would be par for the twins: what one got, the other had to have as well. It seemed only logical that she had brought him here and had pulled him in here with her for that very purpose.
But Dustin knew enough about himself not to wholly trust his brain when he was this excited. And so he wasn't about to do anything like grabbing her ass. He dearly wanted to, but... In any case, if Lily wanted something to happen, she would make the first move. Otherwise, life would go on without him putting his foot in his mouth. Or his cock where it wasn't wanted!
"Hmmm..." she moaned. "You've got good hands Dustin."
Dustin felt bad for a moment as he noticed that by now he was caressing her body a lot more than he was washing it. "Yeah... Thanks."
"Did Emily enjoy that?"
Dustin swallowed when she asked that. "Er, I guess..."
"Regardless of what I think about this whole thing, she was a lucky girl." Lily said as he ass touched his cock again. She giggled again. Reaching her hand back to him, she said "Give me the soap, will you?"
At this point Dustin was grinning like a fool, knowing what was coming. And sure enough, Lily dropped the soap. "Fuck!" she said, but she was already laughing, fully aware of the irony. "Don't you dare do anything!" she said as she bent forward. If she hadn't said that, Dustin would have pushed his cock inside her. But he managed, somehow, to resist.
A second later though, Lily slipped on the wet floor and lost her balance, impaling herself upon his cock all on her own. She gasped but didn't cry out. It was the signal Dustin had been waiting for. He grabbed her hips and began fucking her sweet pussy. Once, twice, three times and more he fucked her delicious pussy. But to his shock and horror, he suddenly felt his sister slapping his hip with one of her hand before pushing herself off of him. "Fucking bastard!" she said as she turned around to face him, a look of outrage on her face. "I told you not to do anything!"
"I didn't!" Dustin replied, stunned.
Lily closed her mouth, as he was right. Then, breathing very quickly, she said "Then why did you grab me and... Oh fuck it... Forget about it."
But Lily put on her bikini in record speed and walked out of the stall. "Shit!" Dustin thought. "She really slipped! She really fucking slipped! For real! Four in four days! This is insane!" He finished his shower as his cock still twitched and as his mind still reeled with this impressive dose of pleasure. He put his swimsuit back on and wrapped his towel around his waist to hide his erection. When he arrived at the car Lily was already inside, looking very angry. She had tears in her eyes. "Fuck!" he thought for the hundred time in the last minute.
He sat in the car with her and said "Lily... I'm so sorry. I don't even know who to begin to apologize."
"It's fine..." she replied in a low tone.
"Obviously it's not fine Lily. The last thing I wanted to do was to hurt you. Think about it from my perspective. You pulled me into the—"
"Stop it. Just stop talking and start driving."
Dustin sighed. It took all of his self-control not to keep talking and trying to explain himself. He had tried doing that with Niemira before their relationship fell apart, and it had never helped. Sometimes people needed some silence and space to think. It was a very long drive back to the colony. When they arrived, Lily went directly to her room after asking him to send for Emily.
When he found her, she immediately saw that something had happened. Before he could even give his side of the story, Emily went to see Lily. She came back to his room twenty minutes later, looking somewhat angry. Dustin was surprised, as he had been expecting something a lot more intense. Ten minutes later, when he explained his side of the story, Emily wasn't angry anymore. Not even a little bit. She repeated what he had thought earlier "Fuck... She really did slip right onto you!"
"Did she say that I grabbed her forcefully?"
"No!" she replied quickly, trying to smother his worry.
"But you did grab her... even though now I understand why you thought she had been playing with you." She sighed. "Let me go and talk to her again."
Once again Dustin found himself waiting anxiously for his sister. When Emily entered his room fifteen minutes later, he got up and asked "Is she better?"
"Why yes, I am." Lily replied, a small smile on her lips.
Dustin could almost alway tell his twin sisters apart, but he was so nervous that he missed the subtle differences. He had also expected Lily to have red eyes. But she did not. He knelt on the floor and apologized again. "Lily, I don't even know what to say..."
"Shhhh. I'm alright now. Come here and sit with me." Once they were on the sofa, Dustin could see that she was still very nervous. She said "Look. I need to apologize Dustin—"
"No you don't. I'm the perverted monster here!"
Lily turned to him and looked him in the eyes. "Do you really believe that?"
After a pause, looking away, he said "No. But I do feel absolutely awful."
"Well, stop it. It took me a while, but with Emily's help I managed to understand why you may have thought that I was... doing that on purpose. But I wasn't."
"I know, I know..." Dustin said, refraining from apologizing again. "Can you believe how hard it was for me to believe that in a matter of day, both of my twin sisters just happened to fall on my cock and impale themselves?"
Lily looked up, a small smile on her lips. "Yeah. It does look strange. Especially given that I was aware of that first time..." She sighed. "So. I'm ok. You don't need to apologize. And I did tease you a bit in the stall. But, nevertheless, it's just too weird. Incest." She stood up and walked towards the door. "I know Emily liked it, but I just can't."
Standing up as well, still near the couch, Dustin suddenly thought that he understood what was happening. She was fighting herself. Taking a risk, he said "And what about when you do it with Emily?"
Lily's face fell. "You knew?" Dustin nodded.
She turned around, covering her face with her hands. She remained like this for a long moment until she took a deep breath. And to Dustin's eyes, she seemed to transform. She dropped her hands and stood straighter. She shook her hair free from her ponytail before taking a second deep breath. "Fuck it..." she whispered very faintly. And then she looked up at him.
Dustin had no idea what was going on, but he could see a difference in her eyes. As clear as day. Something had changed. She came back towards him and stood very close to him. "Oh, how strange we are. The three of us. A trio of incestuous siblings..."
Dustin refrained from mentioning that he had also fucked their older sister and mother. He wisely judged that it wasn't a good moment. "Listen Lily..."
"Oh gods I feel so bad!" she interrupted him. She didn't look like she was feeling bad though. "I'm sorry for making you feel so awful earlier. Here I was blowing things out of proportion. You know, I was indeed shocked that you had begun to fuck me. But... not that much. And your cock did feel fucking good!" She swore. "I'm such a bad girl!"
Dustin tried to get a word in, but Lily wasn't done. "Since Emily told me about you two, I just couldn't stop thinking about it! I even wondered if I could switch places with her one night and just fuck you without you being the wiser!" Lily laughed as she stared at Dustin.
Dustin was reeling from everything he was hearing. And Lily wasn't even close to being finished. "And it wasn't the first time I thought about fucking you. Emily and I sometimes even roleplayed doing it as we fuck! I'm sorry... I should have told you all of that earlier instead of playing the shocked virgin saint. As if I were a saint! My pussy was dripping wet, wasn't it?"
"Lily, I—" Dustin tried to say something despite his shock.
"Wait, I'm not done. If I have to come clean, I need to tell you everything. It's not easy, and quite shameful, so don't interrupt me. I love fucking Emily so damn much! You have no idea! But some part of me feels bad about it. Really bad. My head knows it's not morally right. Heck, it's even illegal! Part of my heart even knows it. There's something wicked in there..."
Lily paused for a moment, her eyes scanning the room without really seeing it as she searched for her next words. "Then again, many wicked things are also deliciously good, right?" she looked at him, fire in her eyes. "So I was torn, even with just me and Emily. And now this incident happens between the two of you and it sets my mind afire! Shit! Can you believe me when I say that even when I was pissed earlier in the car, I couldn't help remembering just how good your cock had felt inside me? Had you noticed that I let you fuck me quite a few times before slapping you away?" She paused for a moment before asking him "So, am I a monstrous little bitch?"
Dustin was surprised at her outburst, but right now all he could think about was that she actually wanted to fuck him. And his cock was thinking the same thing. As it was rising from between his legs, Lily noticed it in turn. "Oh..." Looking up into his eyes, she said "I'm guessing you're not pissed?"



"I am, but I wanna fuck you more. So much more."
Her eyes opened wider when he said it out loud. She was breathing quicker now as she said "Let me make it up to you. Let me apologize for being such a bitch by being the best bitch I can be. Your bitch." She then slid to the floor and knelt in front of him. Dustin's mouth was gaping open. Lily hadn't changed a bit, but it seemed like she was an entirely new person. Then again, this was very much more in line with Lily's wild side. She had never been the quiet and tame girl. This afternoon's problem was caused by her trying to fight this side of herself...
And now it looked like her own nature had won. "Grab my hair..." she whispered as she bent over his cock. The sight of his fist grabbing her hair and guiding her head opened the blood flow to the maximum. He moaned as she took him deep inside her mouth and began sucking him off.
After the shock of her reaction in the stall, Dustin had decided that if any other such accident occurred, he would pull out and run the fuck away. Now, seeing and hearing his sister devouring his cock like a succubus, her eyes looking straight into his, he knew that he would be powerless to resist. "So brother..." she said, taking a brief pause. "Do you like me like this?" She was looking at him, his cock as deep as it would go into her mouth. He nodded as pleasure flared.
Gods she was good! She was heavenly! Soon he found himself arching up against her gifted mouth. "Did Emily take you into her mouth like this?" He nodded again, unable to talk. "Was she better than I am?" This time he shook his head. He had not even believed that a blowjob could feel this good. For a few minutes Lily just focused on pleasing him and it worked marvellously.
Soon she paused again, as if to arouse him and give his cock a break at the same time. It was a mind-bending combination. "Earlier today, even if for just a few seconds, did my pussy feel like Emily's?" He nodded and groaned. A minute later she asked him "Have you ever dreamed of fucking the both us before this week?"
"Fuck yes!" he gasped, making his sister laugh.
"What about Erica?" she asked. And then, as if surprising herself with the question, she added "And mom?"
Dustin nodded, laughing at the irony Lily couldn't catch. Lily grabbed the base of his cock and squeezed it pretty hard, all the while continuing to work her magic. Her lips, tongue, inner cheeks and even the back of her throat... Such a perfect storm of feelings! "Ever had anal sex, dear big brother?" He froze at her question but his eyes opened wide. "Ooooh... Never?" she cooed. Dustin remained silent, letting her erroneously believe that he hadn't. She continued nonetheless "But you'd like to? Right?" he nodded. "Well then. I know how to make you accept my apology. Not tonight though... as I scream a lot when I get a cock or a dildo up my ass. But soon. I promise."
Dustin wondered why he was not already filling his sister's throat with his sperm. He guessed that her chokehold on his cock had something to do with it. In any case, he thanked her amazing skill. When she suddenly released the base of his cock, he felt a surge of pleasure unlike anything he had ever felt before. He had no idea where Lily had developed such skill, but she was clearly more experienced than her twin sister.
"My turn!" she suddenly said.
Lily then stood up and pushed Dustin on his back on the bed. Any notion that he would eat her pussy with her on her back with her legs opened vanished in seconds. Instead, Lily climbed over him and pretty much sat on his face. He wrapped his hands around her slender thighs and she bent forwards slightly and grabbed his head with her hands. And then she pulled his head up against her pussy.
Dustin had never been dominated like this in bed. But as he began eating her pussy, the taste strikingly reminiscent of her twin, he realized that he liked that. Even if left completely unattended, his cock was still twitching against his belly. He opened his mouth as wide as he could and simply went with her movements, her preferences.
She guided him with a few words as they stared into each other's eyes. It was a wonderful sight as he was seeing her round breasts from below and her beautiful face just above. But the long look they shared as brother ate his sister's pussy was almost as wonderful as the act itself. Almost. Dustin knew his sister was in complete control and, once again, couldn't help comparing her with Emily. They were physically almost identical and even psychologically as well. But in bed, they couldn't have been more different!
Dustin drank deep from his sister's pussy, glad of the break this position was giving to his cock. He wanted to say a few words, but she just kept grinding against him and he simply went with it. Fire in her eyes as she stared at him, Lily whispered "You're going to make me cum, big brother!" She shook her head violently, making her hair whip around. "How do you like that? Having your sister's pussy ready to explode into your mouth?"
And then she arched herself upwards, pushing her breasts out as he felt her trembling. She never released his head and he just kept pushing his tongue against her. After a few spasms, Lily pulled away and was giggling uncontrollably. "That was amazing!" she moaned as she sat on the bed next to him. Still breathing very quickly, she looked at his turgid cock and grinned. "Oh yes, now to take care of you!" she said, grinning like a fox. "Open your legs," she said.
Dustin didn't know what she had in mind, but just followed along happily. Lily lay herself completely above him, her thighs closed between his opened ones. Lifting herself with one arm, she guided her other hand between their bodies. She pushed his cock downward until its tip slipped between her thighs. Those thighs, as well as her pussy, were by now drenched with her juices and so everything slipped easily.
For a moment Dustin thought that his sister would try to slip his cock inside her despite the strange angles, but she had something else in mind. Lily placed one of her ankles over the other and lowered herself upon him. Instead of penetrating her pussy, Dustin's cock slipped deeper between her thighs and pussy until it emerged on the other side. And then Lily rose again. She was fucking him with her thighs!
This was something new for him and he soon realized that thigh fucking was way underrated. He had often tried to make an ordered list of what he liked best. Pussy, mouth and tits had long been his preference. But yesterday his mom's tits had made him rethink it, and a few minutes ago Lily's blowjob had prompted him to think again. And now this! This heavenly move his sister was gracing him with! Christ!
He didn't know if it was the position or if Lily's small but firm thighs, but the pleasure was incredible. And very different than a pussy, blowjob or titjob. Her creamy thighs on two sides and her dripping wet pussy lips on the other... Once again the Bermuda triangle was a source of pleasure for him. His hands were now on his sister's perfect ass as it rose and fell, and as his mind began to drift into a barely conscious haze of pleasure.
At one point, Dustin didn't know just how long they had remained in this position, he startled when Lily said "What's next, mister?"
"A thousand years of this!" he croaked.
"Hmmm. Glad to learn you like this. But I want that cock of yours inside my pussy... Your choice."
"Reverse cowgirl." he blurted out.
"Ooooh. Wanna look at my ass, right?"
"Christ, yes!"
"And what about my asshole?" she added as she squeezed her thighs harder together.
"You little succubus!" he breathed.
"Soon my dear, soon."
After that she kissed him on the lips and lifted herself away from him. Standing above him, letting him enjoy her immense beauty, Lily then slowly turned around. Staring at her ass as she lowered herself slowly above his cock, Dustin asked "When we'll... When you'll let me fuck your ass, will I be allowed to... to..."
"Kiss it?" she asked in a sultry voice. "Of course... Anything you want."
This was unbelievably wonderful! But now Lily was squatting over his cock, holding it upwards against her lips. "Ready for this big brother? Ready for your sister's pussy around your shaft?" He just moaned as she lowered herself completely. And rode him. Hard. Dustin grabbed a second pillow and just lay there, staring at the amazing ass swallowing his cock with ease.
For a long moment he didn't even touch her at all, letting her do all the work. But soon the temptation became too great and he grabbed her two cheeks with his wide opened hands. "Oh the perfection!" he thought. Lily lowered her knees on the bed, changing the angle. Shen then placed one hand on her ass and then, to his delight, touched her asshole with a fingertip. "Looking at this, brother?"
"Christ! You're a fucking wet dream coming alive!" he said, briefly remembering his accidental anal with Niemira.
Lily laughed before pulling her hand away and riding him faster. For the next few minutes Dustin watched in awe as her perfect little ass pummelled him into the bed. Her small waist, long golden back and thick black tresses flying everywhere, Lily was joy made flesh. Between two panting breaths, Dustin said "Turn around..." When she did, he asked her to put her feet on either side of his head.
It was now Lily's turn to be puzzled and obedient, but she did it anyway. Before she could do anything about it Dustin sat up and grabbed her ass. Pulling her up against him, knowing that she was flexible enough, he stood up with her in his arms. A few steps later he pressed her against the outside wall of his room and remained there for a moment. "It's my turn to pound into you, my dear sister."
She was laughing, her mouth opened by pleasure, as he began fucking her. Her arms were around his neck as she carried part of her weight. The position opened her pussy like none other before and Dustin felt his cock going even deeper than in the reverse cowgirl. Much deeper. "Fuck!" she cried. "You're longer than I thought! Damn!" she moaned, biting her lip.
Dustin didn't reply. By now he was just a well-oiled machine pistoning in and out of her relentlessly. It felt ridiculously wonderful. Even if he had spent the last week fucking different women with different sexual styles and intensities, this crazy sex with Lily was something else! They were both covered in sweat by now, shaking with pleasure.
Lily gasped when he pulled out and let her legs fall back to the floor. She stood in front of him, confused for a moment until he turned her around and grabbed her arms. Doing what he had seen in a porn movie a few months ago, Dustin grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her back. He then pulled her shoulder back and crossed his own arms behind her until he managed to grab both her arms.
Lily was now arched backwards and completely locked in place. He pushed her legs together before moving his own on the outside. After a few moments of trial and error he finally felt his cock slipping in her pussy and he arched himself into her. By now Lily's head was resting backwards against his shoulder as he began fucking her. A second later he pushed her body against the wall, utterly trapping her there.
When he had first seen that position on the clip, Dustin would have been ready to swear that he would never find a girl daring enough to let him do it. And now he had. Instead of complaining, Lily was clearly enjoying this. She was groaning, her guttural and animalistic grunts of pleasure going straight into his ear. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she kept repeating between her groans.
Dustin could feel her round ass being smashed by his strokes and soon realized that Lily was so far gone that he had to support her weight. Soon enough she climaxed again as her knees gave way completely. Dustin was grinning as her climax triggered his. He was breathing like a damned steam locomotive but as his climax peaked he was afraid he'd be unable to contain his scream.
Luckily for him he finally managed, but never in his life had he felt such a powerful climax. He was filling his sister's pussy with his cum and soon enough he felt his balls slapping into the overflow. In his arms, Lily alternated between complete decompensation and rigid breathing-stopping pleasure. He gently released her and they both reached the bed to collapse there. A minute later they both began to laugh. "Looks like we both had something to get out of our systems!" Lily said. As they snuggled closer together and sleep was calling them both, she added "We're not going to be disturbed. Emily was warned that if I did't come back, she would sleep in Erica's room."
"Hmmm. So you knew this might happen?" Dustin asked.
"I think you may have figured me out, by now. I so dearly wanted to and was afraid of it at the same time. Afraid of me I think." After a pause, she said "Are you afraid of me? Of this intensity?"
"Afraid?" Dustin asked, turning to kiss her lips. "Oh no. I think I've just become addicted to it."
She kissed him back and settled in even closer to him as they both fell asleep.
=================================
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For the second morning in a row, Dustin woke up very late. If the previous late rising had been caused by booze, Dustin knew very well that this time he had slept late for an entirely different reason. His sister Lily. Oh dear gods in heaven! He had spent a roller coaster of a day with her: good times and laughter, then deep dread about fucking her without her consent, then anguish about how she felt about it and finally... And finally!
Up until last night, Dustin had believed that the porn actresses that seemed ravenous and limitless when it came to sex were just that, actresses. They were faking a sexual pleasure that was just about as realistic as the second and third Rambo movie. But wow had he been wrong. His sister Lily, once she had overcome her qualms about incest, had turned into this amazing creature overfilled with lust and a very creative imagination when it came to sex. After that first time in the evening, Lily woke him up two more times during the night!
As he stood up, Dustin realized that his muscles were stiff, from his neck down to his feet! And his cock as well. When he squeezed his muscles, he felt the same dull pain in his cock. And he laughed. After taking a long shower, his second in about 6 hours, he decided that he would avail himself of the massage therapists at the colony. He had never been last year, nor so far this year because he had been afraid of getting an erection while getting massaged by naked young women.
But now unless they went out of their way to arouse him, which he knew they wouldn't do, Dustin knew he'd be alright. And if any other girl happened to fall upon his cock today, she would just harmlessly sit on his lap. At around 3pm, after a shower, a massage and a long soak in the hot jacuzzi, Dustin was feeling better. He was now sitting on an Adirondack chair next to one of the smaller lakes on the colony, pretty much alone. And, of course, his mind turned to his twin sister.
To his delight, he'd had to chase Lily away a few times during the day. If he had no idea what would happen between him and Emily, Erica or his mother, Lily had made one thing abundantly clear: they were going to have sex again. Many times. Apparently she had really loved his cock and his performance. Dustin smiled when he felt his cock beginning to stir again. Just a faint spark, but still.
A while later Erica found him and sat next to him. "They're here!" she said.
"What? Who?"
"Leanna's family, of course!" she said.
"Oh! Right. Thanks for telling me, I'll be right there."
Erica squeezed his thigh, very high and near his cock, before going away. The secret smile they shared got Dustin's hopes up for a continuation of the intimacy they had accidentally discovered. But as he began walking towards the lodge, he smiled for another reason. Two in fact. Or rather, three. His two cousins, Indiana and Milana, were stunningly beautiful girls. Very different from one another, but very beautiful and sexy.
And, maybe because of his encounter with his mother, Dustin was now thinking of Leanna, his mother's sister. The two sisters looked somewhat similar, with curvy bodies and deep red hair. But Leanna was taller and leaner than Tessa. That didn't mean that she looked like a celery. Oh no. It only meant that his mother was extremely curvy. And, not for the first time in his life, Dustin wondered what she looked like naked. Finally, after years of dreaming about the three of them, he would now get to see them naked. Christ, life was good!
As he neared the lodge, Dustin also thought about Leanna's third daughter Katee. He knew she wouldn't be here. Wouldn't have been here even if somebody would pay her a hundred thousand dollars to be here. Dustin shook his head, saddened by the thought as they had been very close when they were young. Still were, in fact, even though their family had moved far away after his aunt's messy divorce. She had been, by far, his favorite relative and he had spent a lot of time with her as they grew up. From time to time during their adolescence, Dustin had wondered if he wasn't falling in love with his cousin.
The two of them had kept in touch ever since the divorce three years ago. Telephone, emails and Facetime had done wonders to alleviate their grief at being separated. But as wonderful as those tools were, they couldn't replace real face to face time spent together. Given that Leanna had decided to move about 10 hours away from Dustin's family, they didn't get to see each other very often.
Come to think of it, it had been more than a year, maybe closer to two, since they had seen each other. And, sighing, Dustin realized that even Facetime and telephone calls had become rarer. They still wrote to each other about once a month, but Dustin was depressed to realize that they had pretty much drifted apart.
As excited as he was to see her two sisters and their sexy mother, Dustin still missed Katee. He resolved to call her once he got back home and try to find a way to meet her for real. So sad that she wouldn't be here with her family. He couldn't imagine Katee being comfortable with nudism. She used to be chubby and pimply all through adolescence, so her body confidence wasn't very high. Especially since she had been teased about it quite a lot.
She always wore baggy jeans, oversized gym pants, thick sweaters with sports bras, etc... To top it all off, her two front baby teeth had fallen pretty early and so her adult teeth had looked disproportionate in her mouth. The phenomena pretty much vanished as she grew up, but the nasty nicknames had stuck for a long time. "What a fucking bunch of losers teenagers could be..." Dustin thought.
Well, he couldn't do anything about that time now, and he couldn't call her right away because of the damned electronics restrictions here. He took a deep breath and prepared to meet three very sexy females naked for the first time. And he wasn't disappointed.
He saw Leanna first because of her long flaming red hair attracting attention. And he immediately felt a pang of desire low in his belly. "Damn she's gorgeous!" he thought as his eyes scanned the generous and still proud breasts, the narrow waist and nice flaring hips. Somewhat like his mother, Leanna had the perfect hourglass silhouette that has been making me go crazy for millennia. But seeing her naked, Dustin realized that Leanna's body, if not her faces and hair, looked a lot like Erica's. A damn lot! Such sweet genes in this family!
Next to her was the youngest of the three girls, Indiana. She was as much of a redhead as her mother, but whereas Leanna's hair was slightly curly and full, Indiana's clung neatly to her head, shoulders and back. She looked like a damned Irish nymph with her very slim frame. She was, by far, the thinnest woman there. Dustin's own twin sisters were pretty thin, but they had athletic bodies. Yet, despite her thinness, Indiana had very nice, if very small, breasts. Her extremely tiny waist meant that even her subtle hips stood out above her long legs.
Walking out from behind her, Milana resembled his older sister Erica with her long dark hair and curvy body. Her breasts weren't as big as Erica's, but the proportions were approximatively the same. Milana had more of her mother's hips and very slight curve to her belly that made her instantly sexy. But gods was she gorgeous!
Leanna had pretty much a full bush of burning flame, trimmed only to disappear behind a swimsuit. Indiana was shaven flawlessly and Milana had a heart shaped patch of hair above her pussy. "This was only going to enhance this already amazing week!" Dustin thought. "Not only did I get to admire my own close siblings, not only did I get to fuck all of them, but now three more stunning women were being added to the mix!"
Dustin saw that one of the two girls had brought a friend with her, but he couldn't get a good look at her before the other swarmed him. All he managed to see was that she was rather small and thin but had huge breasts. All the better, especially if she happened to fall on his cock! His smile was hidden in his greetings. Gods! Just kissing their cheeks like they usually did was wonderful when they were naked. Leanna was obviously very comfortable with nudism, Milana a bit less and Indiana a lot less. But they were all smiling and giggling.
Amid all the people trying to talk at the same time, Dustin heard a small voice say "Hello Dustin."
Shocked, Dustin recognized the voice, a voice he couldn't ever forget. He turned towards the girl he had thought had been a friend and finally recognized Katee. He recognized her face at least. "Oh my gods!" he gasped and rushed towards her. He stopped himself from hugging her and said "I can't believe you're here! And I can't believe how much you've changed!" As she smiled shyly, he added "And promise me that the second you put some clothes on you'll let me hug you!" She laughed with him, but he could see that she was nervous.
As soon as he was politely able, he grabbed her hand and pulled her away from the rest of the group. Soon, as they were wont to do when younger, they vanished in the forest on one of the natural trails. Once the sounds from the colony disappeared he stopped and turned to look at her. "Katee!"
"Dustin!" she replied, giggling nervously.
"You look amazing!" he said, unable to contain himself.
"Oh, stop flattering me!" she replied coyly.
But he wasn't. His cousin was absolutely stunning. The chubby kid was now a very lean young woman, the fat having melted from everywhere. Everywhere except her breasts. They were disproportionately large for her frame and stood out like bonfires in the night! Her mother's breasts were probably bigger in the absolute sense, but Katee's... Gods! He had to wrest his eyes away from them!
"Katee... I'm not flattering you..." he sighed. "Let's begin with something else. How have you been!"
As they walked, pretty much alone on the trails, they both updated each other on what happened in their lives since they lost touch. She was now in college, living there with a friend but also having met a boyfriend. A first real boyfriend. That had been 3 months ago and Katee said that things were going great with him. "Gods! I'd do my best if my girlfriend had a body like that!" Dustin thought. The rest of her life seemed to be doing very well, especially since she had decided to lose all that extra weight. Healthy dieting and lots of exercice had done the trick. And all the anger and frustration she had kept inside her had fuelled her willpower.
Dustin wanted to reiterate that it had done wonders for her body, but he refrained. After a couple of hours they walked back to the colony and Katee hesitated before coming out of the forest. "I'm so shy!"
"Why?"
"Oh please stop Dustin. Have you seen my mother, or my sisters? Or the women in your own family? I'll stick out like a sore thumb."
Dustin couldn't believe what he was hearing. But instead of trying to convince her, he had another idea. "Listen. You don't stick out like a sore thumb Katee, believe me. Quite the opposite in fact. You put them to shame!" As she was flushing and asking him to stop lying, he added "I have an idea. Why don't we get some camping gear from the main office and head out, just you and me, towards the deeper parts of the colony?"
"Deeper parts?" she asked, swatting at a small insect.
Dustin closed his eyes momentarily as the gesture had made her breasts swing. "Yeah. Everything around here is maintained and civilized. Much deeper and higher up the mountain there are a few spots where we can camp in a much more basic manner. What do you say?"
"Just you and me?" she asked, a grin on her face.
Dustin couldn't believe just how beautiful Katee was when she grinned. "Yeah!"
"That's an amazing idea!" she said, leaning towards him and opening her arms for a hug. "Oh!" she stopped herself, blushing. "Can't really do that when were naked, uh?"
"Tell you what." Dustin said, looking around and making sure that nobody could see them. "I won't tell anyone if you don't."
Dustin saw something in Katee's eyes for a moment before she said yes, but he couldn't figure out what it meant. But soon she was nodding and opening her arms again. When Dustin felt her large breasts pressed against his chest and his cock pressed against her lower belly, he moaned. As they hugged, Katee laughed at his moan and said "Boys...".
Dustin laughed with her and hugged her even harder. "I've missed you Katee..."
"Me too."
Above the raw sexual feelings, Dustin felt tremendous pleasure in this hug and it confirmed that he had, indeed, missed her quite a lot. And the surge of pleasure he had felt when he had first recognized her made him think about exactly what his feelings had been for her. Or, rather, maybe still were. As they eventually pulled apart, he grabbed her hand again and walked towards the others.
If he hadn't had so much amazing sex in the last few days, he would have had a mighty erection. But either he was now better at controlling it or his body was profoundly satiated from his night with Lily. But that was not a series of memories his mind could explore right now.
As they walked back and tried to find the rest of his family, Dustin could see that most men looked at Katee with barely veiled desire. When she walked, it made her breasts swing and her gait was incredibly erotic. Nobody could resist at least glancing at her, not even the hardcore nudists who had seen naked women all their lives. A couple of hours later, towards the end of the afternoon, Dustin and Katee set off on the main trail towards the more natural camping grounds.
Seeing Katee with a huge backpack connected at her waist only enhanced her sexiness. She couldn't connect the straps higher up, across her breasts, as her breasts were just too big. Dustin feigned not seeing her trying to. Temporarily unconcerned with her nudity, she had tried moving her breasts left and right, in the process giving him quite a show.
Soon after, they were off and they walked for about thirty minutes until they reached a small lake, the midway point of the trail. Once there they removed their back packs and swam around for a few minutes before sitting on the bank. Covered with water and with her hair all matted down on her body, Katee looked even sexier, if that was possible. Dustin briefly wondered if his feelings for her, deep friendship bordering on love, were influencing his jugement about her sex appeal. But after she bent forward to shift her weight, making her huge breasts swing around, he knew he was not hallucinating: Katee was mindbogglingly sexy.
"Phew! I'm glad to be away from the colony!" she said, her face flushed.
"Why? You've only stayed there a couple of hours before we left." he replied.
"A couple of hours too long. I only manage to convince myself to come because I knew I would see you. But I don't know how so many ugly people can walk around naked as if it was the most natural thing in the world!"
They both laughed at her accidental joke because being naked is, in fact, the most natural thing in the world. "But who cares about those ugly people? Why do you mind?"
"Dustin. You're very sweet, but even though I lost weight, I'm still ugly."
"Oh for crying out loud!" Dustin replied as he stood up. They were alone and he decided that he'd had enough. "Katee, either you're fishing for compliments, in which case I'll happily oblige, or you're completely blind to your own beauty!"
He took a deep breath and began. "I've always found you cute despite the cursed pimples we all got at adolescence. And yes you were overweight, but the clothes you chose to wear only worsened the problem. But now... Christ, Katee, you're absolutely gorgeous! From your beautiful face to your unbelievable breasts to that slim waist, nice hips, the sweet rounded ass I've stared at most of the trail and your long legs... And from what little I could see, even your shaven pussy looks good!"
Katee looked at him, stunned. But he wasn't done. "And your hair, which you have finally let grow oh so very long..." She smiled shyly at him, probably remembering all the times he had encouraged her to do so. "You look like a million bucks Katee. And I'm not the only one who thinks that. Everybody at the colony was looking at you. And no, it wasn't because you're ugly, it was because you're stunningly beautiful. I've been trying my very best not to stare at you constantly!"
When he was done, he was breathing a bit faster and his cock was partially erect. He hoped his cousin wouldn't look down. But she didn't. Instead, she was staring into his eyes, a look of wonder in her eyes. In the silence that followed, he sat back down next to her, suddenly shy about his outburst. "I'm sor—"
"Shhh." she cut him off with a finger on his lips. "Thank you Dustin. If you only knew how long I've been waiting to hear you say something like this..."
"Really?" he asked, surprised.
"Oh of course, you big dolt!" she said with a grin. "I was half in love with you all throughout our teens!"
"Are you serious?" he asked. "Well, so was I!"
They both laughed about those two secrets and held hands for a while. "Can you do me a favor?" he asked her.
"Sure."
"Even if you feel shy, just act as if you aren't. When I'm around. You should be proud of your beauty, especially since you worked out so hard."
Katee stood and shouldered her pack. "Ok. But only if you do me one favor." As she began walking back to the trail she said "Stop trying not to look at me..."
The rest of the trail was pretty much on flat land, so they made good time. It was strange to be able to look at her body and only smile when she caught him. After choosing a site, they put up their tent and made a small fire to heat up their food. The sun was setting by the time they opened their first beers. They had only brought three each, but it quickly made the mood even more mellow.
They talked some more about their lives. Dustin learned about her boyfriend and Katee learned that he wasn't with Niemira anymore. A few hours later they managed to get fully up to speed on their lives and Katee was yawning. She was very tired because of the long road trip and the load of stress about nudism. She also thanked him again for helping to make her feel more comfortable about it before getting into the tent.
Dustin remained around the fire for a while yet and spent that time trying to make sense of everything that had happened to him in the past week or so. Including his feeling for Katee. Strangely enough, this last thing was a lot more difficult to figure out. That he desired and wanted to have sex with stunningly sexy females was easy to understand. That those females happened to be his sisters and mother only complicated things for his morality. Not his body.
But his feelings for Katee... Well, that was harder to figure out. Of course he lusted after her. Christ! Even gay guys would probably turn their heads to look at her! But the quasi-romantic feelings that had fuelled his special friendship with her were more troublesome than mere lust. Try as he might, he couldn't find a solution. There probably wasn't one.
His mind returned to his memories of Katee's body. After getting her permission to stare at her, his memory was filled with images of her ass, pussy, legs, breasts, belly and face. Especially her breasts. They were fucking legendary. Soon Dustin was hard and he wondered if he shouldn't jerk off before going to bed. He could hear Katee breathing loudly, that peculiar pattern of people that were sleeping. After a moment he decided not to do it and he would simply wait for it go go away in his sleeping bag.



He smothered the fire and headed for the tent, knowing that even if Katee woke up, it would be too dark for her to see his cock. He stumbled pretty much blindly because his eyes were not adapted to the darkness after staring into the fire for so long. And so that blindness allowed the curse to strike again.
Unbeknownst to him, Katee had moved her pillow right up against the tent's entrance. When they had arranged their sleeping bags, they had placed their small pillows on the other side of the tent like most people did. Katee had turned it around to look at the stars for a bit. In the end, she had fallen asleep with her head right at the entrance.
And so when Dustin placed his first foot inside the tent, he stepped on her hand. He immediately pulled his feet off but it threw him off balance and he fell. Beneath him, Katee woke with with a start and she reflexively pulled her hand away. She gasped at the surprise and so opened her mouth. Before any of them could do anything else, Dustin felt his cock entering his cousin's mouth at the same time that his mouth fell right against her pussy.
Because he was stunned and felt a little woozy because of the beer, it took him a little while before he managed to position his arms to be able to lift himself. But as he did, he felt Katee's thighs closing around his face. At the same time, she shifted her head around and what had initially felt awkward and uncomfortable suddenly felt like heaven. She was beginning to suck him off.
Dustin woke up from the slight daze of tiredness and booze and focused his entire being into this fact that he was eating his sweet cousin's pussy. And it did taste sweet, or at least it was the sweetest pussy he had ever tasted. And Dustin realized that he had gone from having tasted two pussies in his lifetime to having tasted a lot more in this last week. Most of them accidentally. In fact, Niemira's was the only pussy he had tasted in what could be considered normal circumstances. Much like with the other girls, he was enjoying pleasuring her pussy with his tongue. But it was fascinating to taste her as she tasted wonderful!
He soon found himself beginning to buck because of her mouth. He heard Katee gasping and she suddenly pushed him over. But far from moving away from him, she simply rolled over him, adjusted her legs and resumed sucking him off. Now much freer with her head, she began fucking him with her mouth. It wasn't subtle, it wasn't complicated. She just sucked on him and took him in as far as it would go before pulling almost completely out.
Determined to make her climax first, Dustin redoubled his efforts on her pussy. He grabbed her bubble butt with his hands and guided her to the best position for him and went to work. They were both racing towards a climax that both had secretly wished for. And Dustin won, in the sense that he managed to make her climax first. At one point she pulled away from his cock and rose gradually above his head. She was moaning and crying out her pleasure until she froze for a moment and let out a wild scream as her orgasm shook her.
Beneath her, Dustin held onto her as she trashed and was surprised to feel her squirting all over his face as she kept screaming. Eventually she pushed herself off and crashed on her back on his sleeping bag. Her knees were raised and her entire body was quivering. "Can I fuck you?" he asked.
"Yes!" she cried, but he was already mounting her.
He didn't feel wholly in control of himself as he slipped between her long legs, feeling the smooth inside her thighs against his sides. He then shook as his cock touched her pussy before finding her entrance and slipping in. The two of them looked at each other for a moment before starting to kiss as Dustin fucked her. It all felt like a damned dream! Breaking off the kiss, he looked at his cousin and asked her "Am I fucking you in a dream?"
"Oh no... this is all real my dear cousin. And you were a fucking dream between my legs earlier. Still is right now, actually!" she added, laughing breathlessly.
Dustin knew he was close to climaxing but was torn between wanting to keep fucking her and stopping to prevent his climax. He told her so and she quickly replied "Cum, Dustin. Cum in me... Fill me with your—" Katee suddenly stopped talking as Dustin indeed climaxed inside her. She held him tight as he pumped what felt like gallons of sperm into her pussy. Dustin had experienced more than his share of delicious sex in the past few days, but this was particularly wonderful. In a way it was just as wrong as when he fucked his sisters or mother. But fucking Katee... And now that she had such a body! Christ!
It was now his turn to pull away and roll on his back in the small tent. When he heard her moving, he barely had time to move before she was straddling him and pulling his cock up and into her again. She kept her knees raised as she began riding him. It was also his turn to shout out loud in a mix of utter pleasure and significant pain. But pleasure won out. "Lower you knees..." he said. She did. "Lift your arms up to your head." She did.
Blessed as he had been with beautiful and extremely sexy women lately, Dustin recognized that Katee's breasts were the most beautiful he had ever seen. Even on screen. Her breasts were just out of this world. He briefly wondered if she had had them remade, but then he realized that their remarkable grace was purely natural. As big as they looked on her chest (and as big as they were objectively), they still moved like real breasts. It was simply miraculous.
She made her hair whip around to get it off her face, but it came back from the other side. "Gods you're gorgeous!" he cried as pleasure waxed and pain waned. He had climaxed twice with his mom, but Katee hadn't even let him get soft! "Come here..." he groaned. Katee leaned forward and slowed her rhythm. But she gasped aloud as Dustin grabbed one of her nipples in his mouth. And then that entire breasts in his hands. "Am I fucking dead in a ditch somewhere and is this paradise?" He groaned as his mouth attached itself back onto her nipple.
As he feasted on those two legendary breasts, Dustin felt her opening her legs wider and changing the angle of her pelvis upon him. "Suck them, kiss them, love them..." she breathed. "You have no idea how often I have fantasized about doing that!" A few minutes of relentless grinding of her clit against him and of having her breasts stimulated, Katee climaxed again. Loudly.
Dustin realized that it was the first time this week that either he or one of his lovers could shout out loud. And Katee certainly did. Soon her grinding turned into more pounding and he felt his pleasure beginning to rise again. Pushing her upwards, he said "I wanna take you from behind. Outside. I wanna fuck you standing against a tree." Gasping as she lifted herself off of his cock, Katee moved on all fours towards the opening. Dustin almost took her right then and there on her knees.
But as he got out he took a deep breath of the fresh air and saw her leaning against a tree, her round ass generously offered. He walked behind her and guided his cock back into her sweet pussy. Once he was fully impaled, he reached around to grab those massive breasts in his hands and began fucking her again. Dustin lost himself in the simple and repetitive motions, one of the oldest position that even most mammals shared. It was just too good to be true! And to think it had begun, once again, by accident. He had fucking fallen into her mouth! Who would have thought it was possible!
Finally, for the second time today (or third if you counted the early morning fuck with his wild sister Lily) Dustin climaxed. Katee's pussy was already filled with his cum and he added a lot more. Each of his penetrations now induced wet sounds in sync with the sound of his body slapping her ass. He was taking her hard, but she seemed to be enjoying his intensity. When he was completely spent, Dustin squeezed her breasts one last time before half sitting and half falling to the ground.
Katee joined him and kissed him for a long time. "You know I love you, right?" she said.
"Yeah. And I love you right back," he said. "I think I've been unconsciously ignoring it all my life."
"Unconsciously ignoring it?" she said, laughing. "A psychologist would have a field day with that."
"I'm serious!" Dustin said, smiling. "But what can we do about it, really?"
"Well, certainly not start a romantic relationship," she said. "But you can't believe how relieved I am that it's out in the open, dear Dustin. And to think all it took was you shoving your cock in my mouth!"
They both laughed at this, then held each other for a long time. When the cold got too intense for their nude bodies, they went back inside, zipped their sleeping bags together and snuggled into them. Even though they couldn't really act upon the love they had revealed, Dustin hoped that they could try and use it as the basis for their friendship.
=================================
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Leanna was luxuriating in a comfortable lounge chair, enjoying the warm morning sun when she saw Dustin and her daughter Katee walking back from their little camping trip. Before they could see her, she took a good look at them. She grinned as she saw Dustin walking just a little bit too close to his naked cousin. Guys just can't act all natural and comfortable around Katee's unveiled breasts. It was simply impossible. Leanna decided that if they had never fucked in the past, it was now done.
As she kept looking at Dustin with his nice pecs and very nice, thickly hanging cock, Leanna envied her daughter. What she wouldn't give for a night with her nephew! It wasn't the first time that Leanna thought about that, nor the first time that she considered incest with one of her other nephews and her own cousins. She felt a tingle between her legs as she briefly recalled her little accident with her brother so many years ago. She then shook her head and concentrated on welcoming Dustin and Katee.
When the two of them walked up to her and bade her a good morning, Leanna remained on her chair and placed her hands behind her head. As she crossed her ankles, highlighting the curves of her legs, she hoped Dustin would notice her body. She knew she was still very good looking, but then again, he was surrounded with scores of very beautiful girls in their twenties.
She decided to stretch her arms above her head, pushing her breasts out and seeing if Dustin would... Oh yes! A quick glance! "That's a very good sign!" her devilish mind considered. She wondered if, having now fucked one of his cousins, he would be interested in one of his aunts. After a brief talk, Leanna turned on her side to watch them walk towards the lodge and saw Katee slapping his hip. She probably saw him looking at her mother's breasts!
When their hands intertwined for a moment, it confirmed her theory. Leanna knew they had always been close, but if they hadn't fucked, they wouldn't be holding hands like this in a nudist colony after more than a year apart! "Lucky girl!" she thought, looking at her daughter. Then again, because she was looking, she mentally added "Lucky guy!"
Katee's transformation in the last year or so had been unbelievable. Her two other daughters had always been very beautiful, and Katee had been out shined all her life. Now though... Wow! Leanna had never been jealous of her daughters before, but seeing Katee's shapely long legs, her well defined hips, her perfect rounded ass and her two breasts large enough to be seen from behind? Damn! "Lucky guy indeed!"
For the first time in her life, Leanna wondered if one of her daughters would be opened to some... er, very personal sex lessons? Leanna laughed and shook her head. "Crazy woman!" she thought. "It's not because you've been sex-less for so many months that everybody has sex on their minds all the time!" She reclined on her chair once again and took deep breaths, knowing her nipples were hard and her pussy wet! "And stop thinking about your brother!" she thought.
Throughout the rest of the morning and afternoon, Leanna began noticing intriguing tensions and hidden smiles between Dustin and his sisters. As if they'd all been intimate. Sexually intimate. As time went on, Leanna became more and more convinced that it was the case. To her surprise, around lunch time, she even detected some of those hints between Dustin and his mom! Her own sister fucking her son?
Leanna was surprised, but not appalled. She'd had her share of incestuous incidents in her life. Then again, all had happened when she was younger and inexperienced. Tessa was neither of those. After lunch, Leanna invited her sister for a walk and as soon as they were out of earshot, she asked her "What's going on with your family, dear sister?"
"What do you mean?" Tessa replied.
Leanna could see that Tessa suddenly became more nervous. "Oh come on. If I didn't know better, I'd say that Dustin has fucked all of you!"
"What?" Tessa exclaimed. "No!" In the following silence, Tessa sighed, drained her third glass of sangria in an hour and added "Well... Promise you'll keep this to yourself."
Leanna listened to Tessa's story about her accidental penetration with amazement. She didn't think it was all that accidental. She herself didn't have a son, but she didn't think she'd keep dancing with him, completely nude, after his hard cock had slapped her pussy! And then Tessa had fallen on him? Yeah, right. That only happened in erotic stories. Not real life!
But despite her doubt as to the accidental nature of the incident, Leanna faced the fact that Tessa had fucked her own son. "How was it?"
"What do you mean?"
"How was his cock?" Leanna asked, grinning naughtily.
"Like you wouldn't believe!" Tessa said, laughing with her sister.
"Christ! It's been so long since I've had a cock in me!" Leanna sighed. "Well, since we're sharing secrets, I have two I have to tell you," she added. "First, I let dad fondle my breasts once."
"You did what?" Tessa asked.
"I was wearing one of mom's dresses and had my hair in a bun. I was about 19 at the time. He thought I was mom and hugged me from behind, fondling both my breasts with his huge hands. He remained there for a good ten seconds until he realized his mistake."
"What did he do then?" Tessa asked.
"He pulled away instantly, apologizing profusely. Eventually he realized that I hadn't stopped him and he paused, confused." Leanna giggled at the memory. "I just looked at him, grinning, and winked at him before going to my room.
The two sisters laughed together at this incident. "You see, accidents happen!" Tessa said.
"Yeah, I know. And that's not even the worst. Remember the summer when George turned 18? In August?"
"Of course!" Tessa said. "He behaved as if he was the king of the world, as if he knew and could do everything."
"Right. Obnoxious little prick!" Tessa laughed. "But he didn't know much about sex and he had come to me. He thought, like many people, that I had lost my virginity the year before and was now a pro. But in truth I hadn't lost it, and I wasn't a pro at all. Listen to what happened..."
After a day of watching her younger brother playing at being king because he was now eighteen, Leanna was surprised to hear him knock on her door at eleven that same night. She was surprised because he had told everybody how he would spend the evening and entire night in various clubs and bars. Yet here he was, silently sneaking around the house like a thief.
Leanna let him in and George sat down on her bed, sighing. He was so preoccupied that he didn't notice that she was wearing only a very thin nightgown. Nor that she was breathing hard or that she was flushed. He covered his face with his hands and took a deep breath. Leanna frowned in puzzlement and squatted in front of him. She asked him "That's going on George?"
"Fuck it," he said, standing up and walking back tot he door.
"George!" she whispered. "Come back here."
When he turned around, he finally noticed that her nightgown was very flimsy and tight around her curves. Seeing him notice it, Leanna sighed and grabbed her dressing gown. She wasn't prudish, quite the contrary in fact, but she didn't want her brother to be too distracted. Something was wrong and she wanted to know what it was. "What's going on? Weren't you headed for the night of your life?"
"Yeah... Well... It's not the clubs and alcool that bothers me. It's Lisa."
"The girl you've been pining for?" Leanna asked.
"Yeah. She made it clear that she wanted to be with me tonight."
"That's great! So what's the problem?"
"I'm a... I'm a virgin, big sis."
Leanna paused for just a second. She was a virgin herself, but most people were convinced otherwise. Leanna had enjoyed letting those rumors spread around a couple of months ago, but she was very much a virgin still. But that was her problem. Not George's. "So?" she said lightly. "Everybody's gotta have a first time. Don't you wanna do it with Lisa?"
"Of course I do! But I'm afraid I'm going to make a fool of myself."
Leanna sighed and invited him to sit on her bed. She sat next to him before saying "Well, that happens on the first time." With a smile, she added "And then you have a second time to make up for it!"
"I've been reading around on the net and all the articles said that guys who watch porn were often, well were often—"
"Completely ruined? Filled with myths? Confused reality with fantasy?"
"Well, yeah... And I came here to ask for you help... You're... experienced, right?"
Leanna could see that George was so nervous that he was shaking. Unbeknownst to him, Leanna was herself tormented by the same problem. She still was a virgin and had looked at her fair share of porn... In fact, that's exactly what she had been doing when he had knocked. (She had hid the magazine under her bed before opening her door to him.) It explained why she was wearing a very sexy and nearly transparent nightgown that barely covered her ass, and why she wasn't wearing panties underneath. The fact that she was reading incest porn from time to time also explained why what followed happened like it did.
Sighing, but feeling her own arousal rekindling, Leanna stood up and made a decision. It was a decision she could regret, but then again, she could regret not seizing that opportunity. Then again, making a decision while you were burning with lust, while hormones were raging in your veins, turning yourself into a sex craving maniac...
Nervously, staring into her brother's eyes, she removed her gown. And her nightdress. In seconds she was now standing naked in front of her brother. He was still sitting, looking at her slack jawed. "What do you wanna know?" Leanna asked, feeling excited and nervous at the same time. She was trying to hide it and to play cool. Just a sister helping her brother. "Yeah, right!" she thought wickedly.
After a minute of silence, of staring at her, George cleared his throat and stood up. In the darkness of her room, while young Tessa was snoring lightly across the wall, Leanna and George explored each other. Finding excuses to ask him questions about his own desires and body, Leanna learned as much as her brother did. When he dropped his pants and boxers, she barely managed to contain her gasp. It was, after all, the first time she was seeing a cock in real life. And what a cock!
As much as Leanna knew she had been lucky in the genetics lottery, with a stunning body and beautiful face, she could see that George had gotten the same luck. Damn he had a nice cock. Her heart, already beating fast, was now pounding hard as she stared at the twitching cock. From time to time, George would ask her if this was really alright, if she was ok with what they were doing and so on. Leanna played as cool as she could, knowing that she was as wet as he was hard.
The only rule she established early on was that there would be no penetration. And so for the better part of an hour she showed him how to touch and caress her face and neck, her belly, her hips and her thighs before moving on, breathlessly, to her ass and breasts. By this point, she was boiling with lust and wanted nothing more than to jump on his cock and do away with both of their virginities at the same time. But if letting your own father fondle your breasts was already peculiar, fucking your own brother was just madness. Incest stories were very nice... as long as they remained in your imagination. Right?
She could see that George had indeed been influenced by porn, but not to the point of turning him into a inconsiderate rutting male. When he began licking her breasts, Leanna placed one hand on his head and bit her lower lip to prevent herself from moaning. She wasn't able to stop herself from guiding him to her nipple and this time she tried to hide her moan with a cough.
For at least ten minutes she let him feast on her breasts. It was the first time somebody other than herself had played with them. "Well, dad did it by mistake for ten seconds, but that doesn't count, does it?" she wondered with a smile. George, like all the boyfriends Leanna would eventually have, was fascinated by her large firm breasts, squeezing their mass, lifting them up, staring as they released them and saw them bounce heavily...
And he jumped on her nipples like a wolf on a hare. Hungrily. But not, she was glad to see, boorishly. Even if her brother was a virgin and had probably watched too much porn for his own good, it hadn't transformed him into a mindless guy with his cock for a brain. Oh no. He responded very quickly to her suggestions and Leanna had to admit that his mouth and hands were having quite an effect on her.
By the time he pulled away, she was dizzy with pleasure. "Now..." she said with a shaky voice. "Ready to learn how to caress a pussy?" George could only nod with a face splitting grin. "The best way to start is by placing yourself behind me. This way, the curve of your fingers will match my own curve," she added. Leanna was sitting on her bed, her legs apart, and George knelt behind her. He placed his hand on her hip and caressed his way onto her belly, pressing down gently against her skin. Leanna had to stop herself from moaning when his hand finally reached her pussy.
Given his strong fingers, this part required somewhat more guidance on her part. Nevertheless, it felt so damned good that her orgasm almost took her by surprise. She leaned back against him and he wrapped her body with his other arm, closing his hand on her breast in the process. He then held her tightly against him as she climaxed, just like a gentleman would do. If George was afraid of his inadequacies, Leanna certainly thought that he was doing really well.
She was giggling as she came down from her climax, seeing the stunned expression on her brother's face. "Well, George, if you suck on a girl's breasts for a long while and you're attentive to her reactions as you finger her pussy, this tends to happen!" She took a few deep breaths and added "But remember, I was guiding you all the time, telling you exactly what I liked and didn't like. Chances are, Lisa won't do that," she added as she disentangled herself from him. She was also trying to sound detached. "And you certainly didn't treat me like men treat women in most porn movies."
"Ok. Now what?" he asked, panting.
Leanna knew she should stop this right now. Her resolve about not fucking him was weakening. And because she wasn't a guy, her climax didn't lead to a refractory period. At all. She should really tell him that it was enough. Instead she said "Ok George, wanna learn to eat pussy?" What the fuck was wrong with her?
As he nodded emphatically, Leanna found herself reclined fully on her bed and opening her legs. "This is wrong... This is my brother!" she mentally shouted at herself. But the memory of his mouth on her breasts... And seeing that thick cock. Christ! "Start with my inner thighs..." she said. When he kissed the very sensitive skin between her thigh and pussy, Leanna threw her head back against her pillow and opened her mouth wide.
And so, once again following her every instructions, George brought his sister to a roaring climax fifteen minutes later. By then, she wasn't even trying to hide the fact that she was loving every minute of it. Leanna experienced a bigger climax than she had ever felt before. In a sense, she had given that climax to herself. She had told him what to do at every point, had guided his head with her hands, had pulled him in closer when needed, etc... This was a very real tongue on her pussy. Her fingers, as deft as they had become, couldn't come close to the feelings a tongue could give her.
And, she had to admit, knowing that this tongue belonged to her brother added a healthy dose of pleasure and thrill to the whole thing. Here she was, an inexperienced virgin, getting a mind blowing oral climax from her brother! And this was supposed to be for his sake! She clamped her smooth thighs hard around his head as she came and came and heard his sharp intake of breath when she finally released him.
She was writhing on her bed afterwards, her body covered in sweat. "Gods you're beautiful sis..."
"Why thank you dear brother... Lisa will be a very lucky girl." she replied.
"You think?"
"Christ!" she said, still out of breath. "I was not faking you know!" After that she stared at his cock and bit her lower lip. She wanted it bad. Very bad. What better way to lose your virginity than being comfortably secure with your own brother?
But that would be wrong! Very wrong! "So... I said there would be no penetration, but even when a girl's very wet, like I am right now, you can't just shove it in. Come here behind me," she said. What the fuck was she doing? Leanna turned on her side and motioned her brother to spoon her. "Ok... Slip your cock between my thighs. And no penetration. I just need to show you one last thing."
"Like this?" George said, groaning in pleasure as his cock slipped between her thighs. Lubricated as they were with her juices, it slid easily.
"Yes," she said, still dizzy. "Now, go as far as you can." She was stunned by his length, feeling how much of his cock was pushing out from between the front of her thighs when his abdomen reached her ass.
"You have a sweet ass, sister..."
"Why thank you. And by the way, you can never compliment a girl enough..." she said. "Ok, now I'll open my thighs a bit and your cock will move against my pussy. But don't pull back too far. Just let it rest against my lips."
They both moaned when they felt the thick and rock hard cock move upwards until it touched her pussy. It was more than long enough so that its head was above her clit. "Perfect!" she thought. Out loud, she said "Ok, now just caress my pussy with your cock, especially my clit."
"Like this?" he asked again.
"Yes... Gods yes!" she groaned as she answered.
The feeling of her brother's thick cock rubbing against her pussy and her clit was driving her mad with lust. Minutes into what was supposed to be nothing more than a sex lesson, Leanna's head was spinning. She had to stop this. But her mouth had other ideas "Yes... Just like that. Rub it against me... This will drive any girl crazy with pleasure." It was certainly working for her! She could barely keep the pretence up and things felt more and more like actual sex.
When George slipped one hand under her body and grabbed both her breasts at the same time, Leanna moaned a long "Fuck!" It was followed by what she hoped was a cool and detached "Yes, that's a good idea. And Lisa has nice breasts, so..."
"Not as nice as yours, sister!" George groaned right into her ear. Leanna giggled, unable to come up with a reply. "And your hips, already round, just like your perfect ass... Gods sis, you're amazing!"
"That's good!" she said in a shaky voice. "Practice complimenting her! Argh!" she gasped as she felt his cock being pulled back much further, almost to the entrance of her pussy.
"Oh it's not hard to compliment you Leanna... You're a fire goddess, a sex goddess... If you appeared naked to a primitive tribe in the amazon, they'd worship the ground you'd walk on!"
Once again his cock was pulled way back and slipped deeper between her lips. Its head almost bounced against the upper edge of her hole before sliding back up against her clit. And as wonderful as that felt, Leanna knew she had to stop this. She was a minute away, at most, from having her brother's cock impaled into her virgin pussy. And if she was burning with lust, she still wasn't so far gone. "George... we have to..."



And then she paused, feeling a sneeze coming. A damned sneeze. Maybe it was because of the dust in the pillows, maybe it was allergies or maybe she was coming with something. Or maybe, as she would come to wonder later, was it just simply fate? Fate playing it's tricks. George didn't stop sliding against her pussy and kept pulling back further and further. He probably didn't know why his sister had stopped talking. Even if he had been staring into her face he likely wouldn't have seen the signs of her impending sneeze.
Just as her brother was pulling as far back as he had ever dared, with Leanna feeling his cock burying itself deeper between her glistening lips, she sneezed. That sneeze led to two things: first, her muscles, in particular those of her abs and pussy, clamped shut for a moment. A very brief moment. But second, as all of those muscles relaxed at the same time, she pressed her body backwards against George.
And felt his cock slipping inside her. Just the tip. But a second later, she felt her brother arching his cock completely into her. She was overwhelmed by lust, her pussy was leaking like a damned faucet and her pussy was more than ready to take its first cock. And so George slid in like a hot knife into butter until he bottomed out inside her. They both froze for a moment until Leanna thought "No!" but whispered "Fuck me..." And so he did.
It was oh so wonderfully different than her dildo! And so damned big! George was blessed with such a nice cock and Leanna gasped as it tore through her virginity, flooding her body with even more intoxicating pleasure. She had already loved sexual pleasure and had become quite adept at giving herself huge loads of it. But in that first second of penetration, she realized that fingers would never match up to a nice thick cock up her pussy.
Seconds later George had rolled over her and was now slipping his hands under her and around her breasts. She was pinned down under his weight but didn't care. Didn't care at all, just as long as he kept ploughing into her. Her head turned to one side, looking at the wall that separated them from her sister, Leanna briefly wondered what Tessa would think of this. Later... she'd think about it later.
For now, all Leanna wanted to do was get more of that cock into her, incestuous or illegal as that might be. She arched her ass upwards against his thrusts and felt his length invading her young little pussy, deliciously stretching her flesh. Her mouth had been opened in a silent scream since that initial gasp and she finally released her breath, feeling dizzy. She took another deep breath and held it once more, afraid that she'd scream her pleasure.
Leanna let her brother pound into her for a long while as she, dazed with pleasure, tried to appreciate all that was happening. When her brother murmured "Shit...", she understood that he was about to come. And she didn't want that. She herself could climax all night and keep going, but she knew most guys couldn't. And so she bucked up against him in counter-time to his thrust and made him pull out completely. George grunted when she did. Leanna said "I wanna suck your cock..."
That extinguished his frustration in a flash. "Get on your back," she whispered. Seconds later she was over him in the 69, one of her favorite positions. In a world where she could have been calm and composed, Leanna would have liked to take her time and really look at her brother's hard cock, lick it, tease it or caress its balls. But she wasn't in such a world. Her entire body on fire, she took it in her mouth as soon as she straddled his face.
And so as she swallowed the very large cock in her mouth she felt his tongue and mouth once again on her pussy. She would come to realize, later, that even though George had been a virgin, he had also been very gifted at eating pussy. Maybe it was the long minutes of teaching she had given him earlier, but his tongue was soon driving her wild again.
On the other end, she was giving all she had to his cock. At first she kept one of her hands around the base of his cock, controlling him a bit because he was pushing up against her mouth. A bit later she moved her hands to his thighs, giving him more freedom but still keeping come control. But as Leanna realized that she loved sucking cock and that she didn't really mind when he pushed himself against the back of her mouth, she placed her hands on the bed on either side of his legs and let him fuck her mouth.
Her head bouncing with his thrusts, Leanna soon came first, climaxing for the third time tonight. As she did she felt him going over the edge as well. There was no way she was going to pull away and miss his sperm. The first jet of sperm gave her an extra dose of pleasure as she thought "My first cock, the first sperm in my mouth and it's all from my brother!" As she swallowed those first few doses, Leanna was in a firestorm of raw pleasure.
The thick cock in her mouth helped her to control her urge to scream even as it began to shrink. Her own pleasure wasn't done though and she kept grinding her pussy against her brother's face. She couldn't believe how wonderful and different each climax could feel. Eventually she pulled away, her pussy too sensitive even though she knew there was still more pleasure to be had.
Part of her wanted to snuggle with her lover, but because it was her brother, it was somewhat awkward. They looked at each other, grinning like fools as they regained their breathing. "Well..." George began. "That was one hell of a lesson! Thanks sis." They hadn't kissed during their first time together, and George leaned forward to kiss her briefly on the lips.
Soon after, he got up and headed for the showers. Leanna was a bit jealous of Lisa, who he was still planning on seeing. But as she fell asleep, Leanna briefly imagined herself fucking her bother again and again, or her cousins, or maybe even her father! Incest, which had already been a fantasy of hers, now looked like the way to go for her! Little did she know that things would turn out that way and it would be years, decades even, before she would have another incestuous cock inside her. A cock belonging to someone that wasn't even born, someone that would come from her sister's womb.
***
A couple of decades later, Leanna grinned as she saw the stunned expression on her sister's face. "Yeah..." she said. "That was the story of me losing my virginity."
"Christ!" Tessa said.
"I know. Can you believe the bastard never wanted to fuck me again?"
"No?"
"Nope. Not even once! He hooked up with Lisa and decided that she was good enough. And they did stay together for a long while. After they broke up, I approached him again but he refused..." The sisters shared a long look, after which Leanna added "And now you're fucking your own son!"
"Oh fuck..." Tessa said, covering her face with her hands briefly. "Don't say it like that. I fucked him. It's not like it's a regular thing. It was even an accident..."
"Yeah, right. I could also say that my sneezing was an accident, but..."
The two sister laughed and hugged. As they pulled apart, Leanna, a naughty twinkle in her eyes, asked her sister "Think your son would get an erection if he saw us hugging like that? Four large breasts squishing against one another?"
"Stop it!" Tessa said, still smiling. "And don't you go trying to seduce him!"
"Pffff! What if he's the one doing the seducing? I wouldn't be his first willing victim. Nor his second."
"Oh for fuck's sake!" Tessa cried. "What a strange family we have. You think he's fucked his sisters? All of them?"
"Maybe... but he seems awfully comfortable in the nude around them. We're pretty sexy you and I, but dear sister, you must admit that we both had extremely beautiful and sexy daughters." After a pause, she said "How comfortable was he least year?"
As Tessa thought about it, Leanna wondered if she really was going to try and seduce her nephew. He was very good looking and Leanna realized that it had been too long, way too long since she'd had a cock inside her. Especially an incestuous cock.
=================================
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Even if nothing else had happened during this unbelievable week at the nudist colony, this night with Katee would still have made this trip the highpoint of his year. The morning as well, in fact. She had woken him up by placing her lips delicately on his and it had led to a much more passionate kiss. From there it had led to hungry feasting on her breasts and pussy and her on his cock and then to a long and slow cowgirl ride. It was as if they both knew it could be their last time before they returned to the real world. They both whispered "I love you." to each other as they came.
A couple of hours later Dustin followed Katee's beautiful ass down the trails and they came back to the colony. They met his aunt Leanna before reaching the lodge and talked with her for a bit. As he spotted her in the distance, maybe because of the sunglasses and the fact that her hair was hidden under her, Dustin briefly thought that it was his older sister Erica. He had already noticed the similarities between Erica and his aunt, but now, because there wasn't any clothes of different styles to hide their bodies, it had really struck him.
Damn Leanna was gorgeous, literally glowing under the sun because of the oil on her body. Her welcoming "Hello Tiger," made things stir deep inside him. They talked with her for a little while before heading back to the lodge for a shower. In the hallway, after making sure they were alone, they shared another long kiss. "Is this our last kiss?" Katee asked.
"I sure hope not, my love..."
Katee stared at him for a moment before saying "It's so strange to hear you say that... Strange and delightful!" she kissed him one last time and went to her room.
Dustin then showered and took a short nap. Standing next to the window, he began trying to make sense of everything that had happened since the start of this vacation. But then his cousin Indiana walked in front of his window. She was maybe twenty feet away and didn't know he was there, watching her. Looking at her body, Dustin smiled involuntarily.
While Indiana was as gorgeous as the other women in his family, she was the only one with small breasts. At most B cups. But they were still very beautiful. That was one thing that Dustin had learned watching all those nude models on the internet. There were beautiful, and ugly, breasts of all sizes. He usually preferred bigger breasts but he had seen models with very small breasts, some even smaller than Indiana, whose breasts kept drawing his eyes.
On Indiana's very slim body, those B cups breasts bounced very nicely with her every step. Her lean hips also looked remarkable, with the top of her thighs alternatively hiding and revealing her shaven pussy. And her ass... "Oh dear gods!" thought Dustin, the beginnings of an erection threatening his ability to go out. As she walked away from him, he stared at those two lovely buttocks moving up and down. The two apple lines appeared and vanished rhythmically, forcing his eyes to switch back and forth between them.
Indiana found a big tree and paused right next to the trunk and looked around for a moment. This was the less occupied side of the colony, as most of the activities and points of interest were on the front of the lodge. After placing a hand on the trunk, Indiana lifted her leg up, grabbed her feet with one hand and stretched her leg until it was nearly above her head. Christ! Dustin was suddenly reminded that Indiana had been a dancer for years. She mostly did classical dance, which wasn't really his thing, but seeing her stretch was another blessing this morning.
For the next fifteen minutes he watched, almost feeling like a reverse peeping Tom, as his cousin accidentally did her best to display everything her body had to offer. And he meant everything. She was far enough so that it wasn't vulgar, but if pressed, by the end of that stretching session, Dustin could have described her pussy with remarkable accuracy.
Even if it was only a stretching session, it was a thing of stunning grace. She wasn't even dancing and Dustin was enthralled. Her hair was loose and flowed like a red river over her body as she moved, hiding and revealing her breasts, reaching her ass when she tilted her head backwards, parting like the damned red sea over he back as she bent forward...
And her ass. Damn! It seemed to Dustin that every second exercise she did was especially designed to highlight her perfect little ass. While small, that ass was rock hard and was very round despite her slim body. So were her thighs. Slender and very long, they were also quite clearly very strong. And very sexy. But that ass!
By now Dustin had become very familiar with his twin sisters' asses, both because of regular nudism and because of, well, some accidental benefits. And at first glance Indiana had a bubble butt pretty much like his sisters: small, perky, firm yet very round. But seeing her stretch and bend and twist and move so gracefully, Dustin came to see that Indiana's ass was in a league of its own. He might not have enjoyed classical dance, but a classical dancer's ass, well, that was something else entirely!
Indiana had pale skin like most true redheads, with a light smattering of freckles on her face, shoulders and upper chest. It was very subtle, but very sexy at the same time. On that pale skin Dustin could nevertheless see faint traces of the bikini she usually wore when she wasn't at a nudist colony. Her top was rather small, covering barely half an inch above her small pink nipples. And she clearly had a bikini bottom with a horizontal band from which a thin triangle hung to cover her pussy. Her pure white pussy seemed highlighted by those tan lines.
If Dustin hadn't fucked at least once every day since arriving here, he probably would have sported a turgid erection. As things were, his cock was only barely swollen. Before it could get worse, he slid his window opened and stepped out. Silently, he walked towards her. She startled a bit when she finally noticed him. "I thought I was alone back here!"
"Well... I have to confess that I have been spying on you ever since you walked here," Dustin said. "Are you very mad at me?"
"You have?" she replied, laughing. "But why?" she added, her face slightly flushing.
"Why? That's quite obvious no? You're gorgeous!"
"Oh, stop it, flatterer!" she replied, clearly nervous, but just as clearly enjoying this.
"Why do girls all say that?" he asked rhetorically. "You could have done that stretching routine in front of the fire tonight, and all eyes would have been on you!"
"No way! This colony is filled with beautiful women!" she replied.
"Wanna bet?"
Indiana looked at him and the silence stretched for a few moments until she replied "No!" She laughed with him and added "Well, if we're going to be honest, you look pretty good yourself, cousin. Been working out since the last time we saw each other, right?"
"Guilty as charged. Well, thank you for the unintended show."
"If you're at your window again tomorrow morning, you'll have another one then!"
"Perfect! See you later Indi."
She was so beautiful, with that Irish nymph face and those stunning green eyes. Dustin had been aware, for most of his adolescence, that he had been blessed with his sisters and cousins. But now, because he could see them all naked, his luck was even more obvious. On the large patio he found his dad and Leanna sharing a sangria and memories from their youth. Not particularly interested, Dustin asked them where the others were. Milena was at the oceanside beach for the surf and the rest of the gang had gone half an hour ago in search of a hot tub.
Dustin spent the next twenty minutes trying to find them and was finally helped by some music and the resonant laughter of his older sister Erica. He found all the girls in a spa barely big enough for them with a radio next to them. The hot tub they had found was pretty secluded and installed flush with the deck. Bold because of who was in there, Dustin waked right up tot he edge and looked down at the five women in there. Emily, Lily, Erica, Katee and his mom Tessa. All women he had recently fucked.
"Wow... That's beautiful sight to behold!"
"Right back at you, cousin!" Katee said, laughing with the others.
"Don't just stand there," Lily said. "You look like a damned patriarchal statue with your hands on your hips and your..."
She stopped talking as all the other young girls laughed again. His mom, smiling, said "Well... I guess it's my cue to leave!" She stood up, water dripping from her amazing body and added "If you want to tease my poor son, I had better leave." Once she was out, with his help, she said "Here Dustin, take my place. And good luck! They're already slightly drunk."
Lily slid to one side and invited him to sit next to her. Dustin didn't know if this was such a good idea. Sitting naked next to his wild little sister? Surrounded with three other girls he had fucked in the last few days? "What could go wrong?" he thought. Then again, he was pretty sure that only the twins knew that they were not the only ones he had fucked. That meant that the others would probably play it cool. But Lily?
Beginning with her, as he swallowed his first taste of sangria, Dustin realized that while they had all fucked accidentally, it had resulted in very different relationships. Lily was wild and creative, opened to just about anything sexually. In his arms she had felt like a devilish imp, her sparkling eyes always smiling and ready to play at the drop of a hat.
Emily, sitting next to her, was just about identical physically but very different in terms of personality. If Lily had violently bucked at the idea of fucking her brother before opening the floodgates of her desire, Emily had just gone with the flow and had smoothly enjoyed his cock. Dustin didn't know what had gone on in her mind as they talked, nervously, with his cock inside her. But gently and coolly, she had asked him to fuck her.
His older sister Erica, all in curves like her aunt, had clearly felt more assured than either of the twins. She had teased him with that chocolate and had taken command of their sex later that evening. For the first time in his life, Dustin had let the girl decide what she wanted to do and when. As Emily had been slightly nervous the morning following their tryst, Erica had simply smiled contentedly and confidently.
And his cousin Katee, for whom he'd had special feelings for a long while, had been a whirlwind of pleasure and intense emotions. Except for that accidental reverse 69 to begin with, they hadn't done any crazy positions. Yet in their minds... A firestorm of love and tenderness. As she squeezed his hand underwater, Dustin knew that this special link between them would stay alive for a long time.
Turning around to his right to stare at his mom's generous and round ass while she walked away, Dustin smiled as he remembered her falling upon his cock as if it had been ordained by fate. In the back of his mind, he had a tiny doubt that this particular penetration hadn't been completely accidental. He didn't know what that would mean for his relationship with her, but he was glad it had happened.
From his left, he suddenly heard Lily whispering "Stop staring at mom's ass, you pervert!" The three other girls heard her comment and they all laughed as he blushed. Then again, his cock had been in each of their pussies at least once in the last few days.
Dustin took a deep breath and said "What can I do, I'm surrounded by beauty!" He then raised his glass of sangria and added "Even now, as we speak, I can almost see all of your amazing breasts!"
At that bold comment, the girls all cried at the same time and most splashed him as they laughed even harder. After the assault was over, Dustin remained as he was, dripping all over. He looked at his glass and saw that his sangria was ruined. He sighed theatrically and said "Oh dear... What has happened to young girls these days. You compliment them and they attack you!" Of course, that comment only caused another assault.
During that assault, he felt his sister's hand on his cock. Lily grabbed his partially erect cock and gave it a few good squeezes before releasing it. Even if he had wanted to, Dustin couldn't have moved away. First if he stood up right now they would all see his partial erection. Second, the hot tub was really meant for four persons. That meant that Lily's thigh was pressed hip to knee against his left one, just like Katee's was on his right. It wasn't a bad situation, and the bubbles would hide his erection in any case. If Katee ever brushed against his hard cock, well, she wouldn't cry in shocked surprise in any case.
Thirty minutes later, all of them were getting slightly drunk even though it was still pretty early in the day. They were having a very good time and nobody worried about their alcohol intake. That's when Indiana arrived, looking flushed after her run. Erica said that she wished she could run in the trails with her. "Why can't you?" Dustin asked, just drunk enough to miss the obvious answer. All the other girls turned to him, dismayed expression on their face.
Erica said "Just try imagining what it would look like..."
"Oooooh!" Dustin said, imagining her large breasts swinging wildly before receiving another wallop of water on his face.
"So, where can I sit?" Indiana asked.
"Right here!" Lily said, indicating her lap.
Dustin tried to shift a bit. If Lily or Katee felt his erection, it wasn't a big deal. But Indiana was another matter. Thankfully she didn't slip on Lily's thighs. "Careful Indi..." her sister Katee said. "Dustin told us how much he wanted to see our breasts earlier. And now, sitting like this, yours are very much on display!"
The girls laughed again. Indiana replied "Well, he came up to me earlier and said that I was gorgeous, so I don't mind if he does stare!" Which, of course, triggered more laughter.
After that, as Emily and Katee were talking about the latter's boyfriend, two things happened really quickly. First, Lily grabbed his cock again. Second, half a second later, Indiana suddenly laughed for no reason. Everybody turned towards her, but she just shook her head and apologized. A minute later Lily released him as Indiana moved away, poured herself a glass of sangria and sat on Erica's lap. Dustin, leaning towards his sister, asked her "What was that about?"
Into his ear, she replied "What, my hand on your cock, or my hand on Indi's pussy?"
As Dustin bit his lower lip, Lily added "Don't you remember that while you had a special connection with Katee when we were younger, I had one with Indi? Well, as we got a bit older, that connection turned... intimate."
Dustin couldn't help himself and pictured Indiana and Lily having sex together. Which only enhanced his erection. Into Lily's ear, he said "And you're telling me this, here?"
"You asked!" she replied, a naughty smile on her lips.
When Emily stood up to refill her glass, Indiana jumped down and took her place. Cursing, Emily sat back on Indiana's lap and then said, in a theatrically dejected tone "Well, looks like it's my turn to have my breasts ogled by my own brother..."
Dustin shook his head as her comment had the expected results with the other girls. "But you do have great breasts, sister!" he said, staring at them for a few seconds.
This, in turn, once again had the expected result and he had to wipe the water from his face again.
The playful atmosphere took a turn when, about fifteen minutes later Erica, having lost her own place, decided to sit back on Dustin's lap. By now his cock was rock hard and pressed against his belly. Luckily Erica didn't impale herself, but his cock ended up pressed against her ass and lower back. "Gods!" she cried, barely able to contain her laughter. "How many legs to you have down there?"
Five minutes later, Katee took her turn on his lap and had her fun as well, teasing him by backing her nicely rounded ass against his cock. What was strange was the fact that only the twins knew he had fucked someone other than them. And then they only knew about each other. Dustin was the only one who knew that he had fucked all of them. Except Indiana.
But even with Erica and Katee teasing him, he knew that despite the appearances this wasn't really a good opportunity for an accidental penetration. The angles were simply not right. Soon it was Lily's turn to sit upon him. She clearly tried her best to impale herself, but failed. When he felt her slippery lips slide ineffectually against the tip of his cock, he still startled: she really would have done it!
But seconds later, while everybody was laughing at one of her jokes, she reached down, grabbed his cock and pulled it away from his body. She then fell upon it, sheathing it completely. Dustin gasped but that sound was drowned in the laughter. Nobody noticed Lily's high pitch laugh either. She remained on him a few seconds, jumping up and down a few times before pulling away.
Already drunk, Dustin's mind was now spinning as he laughed with the others, knowing he had just fucked his sister, if briefly, in front of a group of people! All family, sure, but still! It was far from accidental, but it was highly thrilling nevertheless! Damn his wild sister! Soon after that, Lily was back sitting next to him and Indiana sat on her lap. Once more Lily grabbed his cock and, judging by Indiana's expression, she also grabbed her pussy as well. And then Lily titled her head leftward and asked Indiana to bend her head. Lily whispered something to her and after a moment Indiana looked shocked and turned her head to look at him.
Had Lily really told their cousin that they had fucked? Or maybe she had simply told her about the quick penetration a few minutes ago? But even that was... dangerous. Drunk or not, it was— It was, apparently, something that didn't bother Indiana all that much. Dustin couldn't really decipher the look Indiana's gave him, but she certainly didn't look angry or disgusted.
Was Lily playing with him? Had she really said that, or was he just imagining things. After all, Lily was still pumping his cock underwater and his brain was currently lacking a significant dose of blood... "No... she wouldn't have said that. To her twin, ok. But to others? No..." he thought, but wasn't certain. The only thing that was clear enough was that Indiana was still getting her pussy rubbed. Dustin wondered if he could substitute his hand in place of his sister's...
But no. That would be way too obvious. Even with the bubbly water. But his cock surged at the thought. "What if..." He tried to think of a way that wouldn't be immediately noticeable, but failed. Soon Indiana took the place of Katee next to him, but after a few other switches, she found herself standing once again in the middle of the hot tub. By then, Dustin was flanked by both twins. Next to him, Lily said "Come on Indi... Sit on my brother's lap. You're the only one who hasn't done so by now!"
It was true. As they all waited for her to decide, Dustin realized one thing: they had all sat on his lap, rubbing their asses against his cock. Given that they had already fucked him, it wasn't such a big deal. But what finally clicked inside Dustin's intoxicated brain was that they had all seen the others doing the same thing! Fuck! This was something else! If they decided to talk about it and ask each other why they hadn't minded feeling his cock, Dustin could end up in big trouble!



As Dustin was trying to find a solution, given that he simply couldn't just get up with his jutting erection, he saw Indiana turning her back to him and beginning to sit. "Christ!" he thought, having been sure that she would never agree to sit. By now he couldn't do anything about it and just got ready for her inevitable scream when she would feel his cock against her ass.
But Dustin had forgotten about something. What was about to happen wasn't simply up to Indiana's ass, his safely placed erection and the law of physics with their bad angles. Lily was sitting right next to him. Very quickly, as Indiana began to sit, Lily grabbed Dustin's cock and pulled it away from his belly, giving it the best possible angle. Before he could even open his mouth in protest, he felt Indiana's pussy opening around his head and swallowing him whole.
Judging by her reaction, Lily hadn't told her about this insane plan. She gasped in surprise and laughed nervously as she felt Dustin entering her. She tried to get up but her hands slipped on his thighs a few times before she sighed and laughed.
"What's wrong Indi?" Lily asked next to us. "Felt something unexpected?"
The other girls all laughed. "Yeah!" Erica said. "We all felt it!" They all laughed again.
Dustin was the only one who knew just how true that statement was. Sure they had all felt it, but just against their lower back. Breathing hard and very excited, Dustin laughed and said "Ok, ok now... Can we please change the subject?" After another round of laughter, they did change the subject. But Indiana just remained there, making her limber pelvis rock against him. Somehow turning her limber upper body around to whisper against his ear, she asked "Were you in on this with your wicked sister?"
"No! I swear!" Dustin breathed as he felt her pussy spasming around his cock.
"You're as surprised as I am?" she asked.
"Um-hum!" he replied.
"Good! Because going from compliments to surprise fucking isn't usually a good strategy. But..." she took a deep breath and placed her lips right against his ear "Gods that's a nice cock..."
Taking this as his cue, Dustin slipped one of his hands around her slim thigh and reached her pussy. They remained in this position for a long while and Dustin could barely believe how Indiana could move her pelvis so much all the while keeping her upper body perfectly still. She was driving him crazy with those rotations and Dustin wondered what she'd be able to do when completely free to move as she pleased.
His fingers were also having an effect. Soon Indiana rested her back against his chest to relax and give him better access. Katee, now sitting in front of them, said "Hey sis... you certainly don't mind that third leg against your back!"
"No... Why would you all mind. It's... it's... very nice," she finally said, making them laugh.
"Careful not to slip, who knows what could happen!"
Dustin, partly hidden by Indiana's head, grinned and shook his head. "If they only knew!" he thought. Then again, one of them knew. Lily. He turned and looked at her only to see that she had been waiting for his eyes. She grinned and said "Happy to be the only guy here? I heard there's a men-only spa across the colony."
"No, I'm alright... I'm just, perfectly alright," he said.
"Damn!" Emily said. "What are you doing with those legs Indi?"
"Nothing!" she replied, giggling.
What she was doing was a damned miracle! Dustin had never felt such pleasure from such small movements. And such pressure! He had seen her remarkably toned body earlier but would have never guessed that a pussy could grip a cock with so much power! The fact that he was surrounded by four close siblings added to his pleasure of course, just like the fact that he was delving deeply into yet another forbidden pussy.
And because of another accident! Well, maybe not as accidental as the rest of them. He had spasmed into Emily, Erica had fallen upon him, Lily had tumbled slipped against his cock and Katee had simply opened her mouth in surprise when his cock fell right into it. And while neither Dustin nor Indiana had planned for this penetration, Lily had played the role of luck here. Probably a double role: making her fall and making her wet before that with her fingers...
Indiana reached for her glass of sangria and said "I never thought I'd like this colony so much, you guys. A toast to unexpected pleasures!" They all cheered with her and she took the opportunity to shift her weight slightly. Next to him, Emily was staring at him with a puzzled expression.
She leaned against his ear and whispered "Did she just fall on your..." Dustin could only nod. Emily added "And is she..." Dustin nodded again before looking into his sister's eyes. "You're one damned lucky bastard this week, dear brother." He nodded once again before closing his eyes for a moment, the pleasure becoming too great.
Dustin wanted to lift her out of the tub and fuck her properly. But he couldn't. The other girls would probably only laugh, knowing what they knew, but still. Placing his hand on Indiana's belly, he pulled her close again and whispered "You know I'm about to cum. Can I?" It was now Indiana's turn to nod. Seconds later he was filling his sexy cousin's pussy with his sperm. The sixth prohibited pussy in as many days!
Dustin felt Indiana's hand on his own, pressing it harder against her pussy. With her other hand Indiana raised her glass high and covered her own climax with a few dance moves to the stereo's music. Dustin was fighting the urge to either shout his climax out loud or giggle like a madman at this series of accidents.
Less than an hour later they met in the forest at dusk. As soon as Indiana saw him through the trees she ran to him and jumped into his arms. A few frenzied moments later Dustin's cock buried itself once again into her pussy. He was shocked at how much deeper inside her he could go this time as Indiana kept her legs very high as she wrapped them around his back.
He held her very light weight with both his hands on her compact little ass as he pounded into her. She helped him to leverage her with each upwards thrust and he felt her powerful legs pulling her back down against him. And they also kissed. Not a word, not a sound except for moans. Dustin was barely able to maintain his balance as he lost himself in her pussy and kiss.
He briefly feared that the sound of their bodies slapping against one another would reach someone, but they had gone a good distance away from the colony. And in any case, by now, he didn't care. He didn't even know how he managed to wait for an hour before properly fucking her. Now that he was, nothing would stop them except a pair of powerful orgasms.
He pulled her off of his cock, amazed at how light she was, and set her down. He then turned her around and pushed her against a tree. "Fuck that's an amazing ass!" he grunted. His twitching cock wanted nothing more than to get back inside that burning pussy, but instead Dustin knelt behind his cousin. He kissed that stunning ass, licked it and ate her pussy from behind for a while before giving in to the desire to fuck her again. He gave her one last lick all the way to the small of her back before standing up and impaling her again.
And this time he ravaged her. Instead of being alarmed by his intensity, Indiana urged him on. She was much stronger than he had given her credit for and was able to take his relentless pounding with ease. And pleasure. A lot of pleasure. "Gods that ass!" he cried out, unable to look anywhere else. Indiana giggled. Knowing he was about to climax soon, Dustin pulled her away from the tree and said "I wanna kiss you again."
"Sure thing my dear," she replied before jumping into his arms again.
Once he was speared inside her again, Dustin knelt on the grass and lay her down on her back. The missionary position wasn't a classic by accident. With the leverage he had now, his weight upon her body, the fact that her body was now trapped between him and the ground, Dustin abandoned himself into fucking her. And they kissed again.
Later, she was the one to break the kiss with a long moan as her climax hit her first. Pulling his head against her shoulder and neck, she murmured "Damn it you're good Dustin! Just don't stop! Don't ever stop!" The sweet sound of her moans and that last compliment pushed him over the edge as well and he came and came into her once again.
He couldn't believe the intense assault her lithe body could take as he pretty much turned into a rutting animal for his last thrusts. She was still climaxing when he was done but he did his best to stretch her pleasure as much as he could. Eventually though, she won and he was forced to pull out. He lay on the ground shaking and moaning her name.
Next to him, breathing as hard as he was, Indiana looked at him with a grin. "Well, well, well... If I had known you had such a cock, maybe I would have sat on your lap years ago! And there's another thing I didn't know about you. You have a very naughty tongue... Don't think I didn't feel what you did with your tongue before standing up."
Dustin looked at her, unsure of how she would react to him quickly licking her asshole. "Would you believe that despite all the boyfriends I've had, despite the fact that they were all in love with my ass, that not one wanted to try anal?" After a pause, she added "What does a girl have to do to be treated properly!" Dustin laughed and held her tightly as she moved over him.
==============================
P.S. This will be the last story in this series for a while now. I do have other ideas, but I'll be taking a break from the very fun-but-predictable pattern.
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Kara has never been so nervous in her entire life. She was sitting outside her professor's office on a small wooden chair and had no idea what to expect. Kara was an bioengineering major but had taken a course on occult anthropology almost on a whim. She had always been fascinated by witchcraft and primitive supernatural beliefs, but had never thought she would learn about those things at college.
She had read the syllabus and had been very interested. She had also heard rumors about a special class that was held at midnight deep in the forest around the campus. And, apparently, the teacher was remarkably beautiful, which was a nice bonus for Kara. All in all, this course had seemed, at least in theory, like the perfect way to take a break from her other classes. Once a week she'd relax, have fun with those fun topics and have a high grade on an easy humanities class.
But Kara hadn't counted on the fact that her heart would nearly explode when she saw Miss Lilian walk in class that first Thursday. Kara considered herself bisexual even though she had never had sex with a man yet. So far, even her romantic relationships had been strictly with girls. Kara was convinced that it was just a matter of not finding the right guy even though her friends told her that she simply was a lesbian.
One of those friends, Nina, a lesbian, certainly thought so. The two long nights they had spent together last year had only reinforced her belief. Until that point, Kara had never had as much fun as she'd had during those two nights. She had learned so much about herself with Nina, that she considered those hours with her as a pivotal moment in her life. It hadn't been her first sexual encounters, but it had been dramatically better than the previous ones. At 18, those two nights were highlights of her life.
Despite the passion, it hadn't clicked with Nina on a romantic level. They had remained friends, pretty much best friends actually, after those two nights. Kara had been afraid that Nina's feelings for her would complicate things, but it hadn't been the case. Nina wasn't looking for a serious romantic relationship in any case. So in a few weeks Kara had gained more insight and experience into her own life as well as a new best friend. A best friend with occasional benefits.
Nina had become her new partner in crime at bars and parties, as they helped each other find new lovers. She had even, on occasion, helped Kara seduce guys. Even though Nina was a true lesbian, and even if she believed that Kara was one as well, she didn't mind helping Kara with guys. In fact, Nina thought that with enough bad experiences, Kara would see the light and accept her lesbianism.
When Kara had seen Miss Lilian sauntering to her desk at the beginning of the first class, Kara had wondered if her friend wasn't right after all. Never before had she felt such a strong surge of desire. Miss Lilian had been dressed very conservatively and she had a serious expression on her face. Nevertheless, Kara was struck by her beauty and the aura of feminine confidence she projected.
Despite the non-revealing clothing, Miss Lilian was clearly a voluptuous woman. Not fat, not even chubby. Just purely voluptuous with nice wide hips, a small waist and what seemed like very large breasts. But she wasn't a short, voluptuous woman. "Oh no. There must be at least 5'9" of that goddess!" Kara thought. The fact that she had a thick mane of unbound bright blonde hair above a beautiful face was like a cherry on top. Or, rather, the cherry on top was that she was an outspoken bi-sexual.
Kara had briefly tried to imagine her teaching in the biology department and almost snorted with amusement. All of her regular teachers, the women at least, were very drab. Some were pretty enough, but nothing like this bonfire of beauty. And after a moment Miss Lilian looked up and scanned the class of roughly fifty people. Mostly guys, Kara realized unsurprised. Nonetheless, those remarkable blue-green eyes had grabbed her attention and Kara froze on her seat when Miss Lilian looked at her and held her gaze for many seconds.
What had struck Kara wasn't simply the fact that Miss Lilian was physically gorgeous. Instead, it was the fact that her heart had begun to race during that eye contact, and had kept racing for a long while afterwards. In fact, Kara missed the first five minutes of the class even though she was staring at the professor.
That was how that unique class had begun for Kara four months ago. And now, sitting on a wooden chair outside Miss Lilian's office, it was about to end in disaster. Three days ago everybody in her class had gotten their results on the college's website. Everybody except her. Instead of a result on the website, she had gotten an invitation to Miss Lilian's office. She had scored an A on the midterm, a result that would help her average. But while the mid-term had been an exam, there wasn't a final exam in this class. Instead it was a dissertation on a subject of her own choosing.
She had chosen, perhaps unwisely, to work on futanaris. Kara had been pleasantly surprised to see that Miss Lilian wouldn't only talk about witches and pentagrams and the Middle Ages. Instead, she had offered them an extremely varied tableau of many different types of weird and occult beliefs from all over the world. And those futanaris, coming mainly from Japanese culture, had caught her attention. "Hyper-feminine magical creatures with impossibly large breasts as well as massive cocks should grab everybody's attention!" she had thought.
Of course, she hadn't told anybody else in class that she was working on that subject. As Miss Lilian talked about them in class, a large proportion of the students had laughed or snickered, clearly uncomfortable with the highly sexualized subject. She had talked about it with Nina, who had sighed and teased her. "Of course you'd choose an hyper feminine creature with a huge cock!" she had said. The two had laughed about it, very late one night as they shared a bed.
Besides Nina though, she hadn't told anybody else. Well, anybody else except her teacher, of course. Saying it to Miss Lilian had been a peculiar experience. Kara was self-aware enough to know that her infatuation with her her professor (especially because of her hyper-feminine presence) had played a big role in her choice of subject. And, to her annoyance, Kara hadn't been able to read Miss Lilian's expression when she told her that she would work on futanaris. It had been a quick discussion after class, with everybody else having already left. Miss Lilian had paused for a few seconds, looking into Kara's eyes, and had given her a small smile. "Perfect!" was all she had said.
But now, a month later, Kara was nervously biting her lower lip outside Miss Lilian's office. If she had thought it was funny to work on futanaris at first, she didn't anymore. At all. In fact she knew she was on the verge of tears. She had done her very best on that dissertation, had poured her soul into a subject matter that had surprisingly fascinated her and she had never failed a single class in her life. She couldn't understand what hadn't worked. She had been so passionate about the subject, as weird as it was. She had even been profoundly touched by those mythical creatures.
Kara started when she heard Miss Lilian calling her name. When she closed the door behind herself and sat on the chair opposite Miss Lilian, Kara realized that she had never been alone with her. They had spoken a few times in class or after class, but never all alone like this. Behind a closed door. Despite her nervousness Kara realized that her professor's beauty was overwhelming. She cursed inwardly "Why did she have to wear that top!" as she glanced at her professors's very low cut blouse. "And why did she decide to remove her blazer? She took a deep breath to try and calm her heart.
When she looked up at Miss Lilian, she was surprised to see a puzzled look and a smile on her face. "Why are you so nervous Kara?"
Kara was taken aback and remained silent for a moment. "Er... I don't know... I'm pretty sure that the fact that my grade wasn't on the website means that..."
"Oh no!" Miss Lilian said. "Don't worry about that. Oh dear I'm sorry."  She shook her head and took a deep breath before smiling again. "You aced the class Kara, no worries about that. You got an A+ for that dissertation. I'm so sorry that you were worried about that."
"I aced it?" she asked breathlessly.
When Miss Lilian saw her eyes brimming with tears she got up and came to sit next to Kara. She grabbed both her hands and looked at her with a gentle smile until Kara calmed down. "In fact," she said once Kara smiled at her, "An A+ wouldn't be enough for your paper. How many hours did you put in it?"
"So many!" Kara replied, laughing now that the tension had vanished.
"Im sure!" Miss Lilian said, still holding her hands. "Can I ask what made you choose that specific subject?"
Kara was taken aback by the unexpected question and flushed bright red. In the silence, Miss Lilian asked "Can I make a guess?" Kara nodded. "You're not sure about your own sexuality and studying those wonderful creatures was a way to learn more about what you're living through?" When Kara's eyes grew wide in surprise, Miss Lilian smiled. "Don't worry. You're not the first freshman troubled with those questions."
"Oh, I'm not troubled." Kara replied instantly. Miss Lilian was still holding her hands, and Kara realized that she didn't mind one bit. "I know I'm bisexual and I'm not exactly troubled by that. But yes I'm curious and it's part of why I chose that subject."
"Good for you!" Miss Lilian said, grinning. "I thought you were one of those students who believe that I'm a futanari!"
"What?" Kara cried. "Are you serious?" she asked, suddenly happy that she was already flushed.
Even though she was playing dumb, that exact thought had in fact crossed her mind. Not in a way that made her wonder if it was actually true, but in a more... well, more intimate way. Is it wrong for a student to fantasize about one of your professors, in the deep of the night under your blankets?
Kara shook her head as she laughed with Miss Lilian. "Of course I'm serious Kara. Well, it doesn't happen all that often, but you would have been the third in the last couple of years."
"Students just come up to you and ask if you're a futa?" she asked.
"Well, usually it's by email, after the class is over, but yeah... Mostly it's because of the blue-green eyes." Kara, glancing at Miss Lilian's cleavage, knew that her eyes were not the only reason for the confusion. Her professor added "I must say it's flattering, but still a bit weird!"
They laughed together again and Kara was now highly aware that they were still holding hands. And had been for a long while. She was also very aware of Miss Lilian's deep cleavage and the remarkably large breasts that seemed ready to overflow from the blouse. As their laughter was abating, Kara took a chance with a mischievous expression on her face. She asked "So, are you one, or not?"
They both laughed again and Miss Lilian said "I like you Kara. I like you a lot. You've certainly got guts! Here's your answer..."
Letting go of one of her hands, the professor reached behind her to her desk and grabbed a picture frame. It had been turned away from the door and the chairs for the guests. But while only Miss Lilian would be able to see it, Kara was still surprised by what was on that picture.
On it, Kara saw Miss Lilian and what looked like her son on a beach. Miss Lilian was wearing a very small bikini that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. And it squashed any possibility that she could have hidden a thick futanari cock under her skirts. As she stared at her large breasts and her incredible waist to hips ratio, Kara gasped. Hearing this, miss Lilian giggled. "Yes, he's my son. Handsome, is he?"
"Oh. Yes. He is." Kara said.
In truth, she hadn't even looked at her son, glued as her eyes were to that bikini and the curves it failed to hide. And then, despite her nervousness and looking into those peculiar blue-green eyes, she added "Just him. Right..." Kara was very glad when she saw her professor's eyes widen just a bit at that comment. She had clearly understood what Kara was implying.
The two of them looked into each other's eyes for a moment. A long moment. Kara felt her heart racing again, barely believing that she was flirting with her professor! Had she really felt an edge of sexual tension between them on those few occasions they had talked during the semester? Maybe she had imagined it? Suddenly she felt completely unsure of herself and didn't know what had possessed her to say that.
Miss Lilian stood up and walked around her desk. Still standing, still looking like a goddess, she sighed and said "Oh, to be young again and be able to take chances like this. Thank you Kara, but—"
Kara interrupted her and said "Why not take one, right now?" She was breathing very fast now.
Miss Lilian's eyes open wider again. After another long stare, she smiled and said "Have you heard the rumors about the midnight class?"
Kara was surprised by the question and by the apparent change of subject. "Er, yes?" she shifted on her chair and cleared her throat. "I was wondering if it was just a rumor, actually."
"It's not just a rumor. But if you're interested, you have two months to prepare yourself."
"I'm interested." Kara replied quickly.
Miss Lilian sighed and smiled. "But you don't even know what it is!" Kara simply stared into her eyes. "Ok then." Miss Lilian said. When she sat on her desk, Kara couldn't help but glance at the long thigh that was revealed by the cut in her skirt. She even saw, on the inside of the farthest thigh, the lacy top of her stockings. After a moment of silence, her professor said "To begin your preparations, why don't you come to my place next Saturday for dinner?"
Kara was so excited that she could only nod. She then left Miss Lilian's office without saying a single word. Her heart was pounding like a damned jackhammer. "Did I really hit on Miss Lilian?" she thought, her mind racing just as fast as her heart. "And did she just invite me to her house on a date?" With a grin splitting her face in two, she nevertheless shook her head. "Nah... It was just dinner to talk about the midnight class. Right?" Kara laughed out loud. She was so focused on her thoughts and feelings that she didn't even notice that peculiar student, Leonard, who tried to start conversations with everybody in Miss Lilian's class.
Later that night, Kara realized that her friend Nina was bored out of her mind after hearing all about Miss Lilian for what seemed like hours. Kara had confided everything about what had happened to her friend, babbling with excitement all the way. They were sharing a bed for the night, something they sometimes did when both of them were single. No strings attached, and occasionally they simply spent the night cuddled together, nothing sexual. When Kara saw Nina yawning, again, she stopped talking and smiled. "I'm sorry Nina... I've gone on for a long while, haven't I?"
"Oh no, I love hearing you talking about your super sexy professor." her friend replied.
"OK then! Well, before I left—"
Kara was interrupted by her friend kissing her on the lips. As she laughed, Nina said "That was sarcasm, my dear! But this certainly isn't." and she kissed her again. Soon Nina's kisses moved down from Kara's lips to her chin, then neck and all the way down to her breasts. Kara gasped as Nina's lips closed around her nipple. Although Nina and Miss Lilian couldn't be more different from one another, Kara couldn't help thinking about her professor, imagining that it was her lips kissing her breasts. Knowing Nina, Kara knew that it wouldn't even bother her to learn that she was fantasizing about Miss Lilian.
For a moment Kara wondered if she should mention it and let that roleplay fire up her imagination. "Oh Nina!" she said on a taken breath as her friend's mouth now closed on her pussy. "Christ you're good with that tongue!" Nina only hmmed under the blanket and kept on working her magic. Kara abandoned her naughty little roleplay idea and enjoyed her friend's magic. Futanaris may not exist, but that girl's tongue...
A while later, after they had given each other a few orgasms, they found themselves together in the shower. At one point Nina slapped Kara's ass and asked "So, did you imagine that I was Miss Lilian?"
"No!" she quickly replied, blushing.
"You did!" Nina said, laughing. "Why don't you indulge that roleplay my sweet. Close your eyes and call me Miss Lilian all you want, as long as you promise me another orgasm for my trouble!"
Kara narrowed her eyes and looked at her friend in a predatory manner. "Only one?"
About an hour later, both girls fell on the bed, utterly exhausted. Despite the fact that Nina was a slight, 5'2" girl with small breasts, shaven head and a nose ring hadn't mattered to Kara's imagination. She still had vivid roleplay memories of sharing that shower with miss Lilian. And while her pussy was still tingling, her heart was racing as well.
All through the rest of the week, Kara's mind was ablaze! She had two finals to take care of, but all she could think about was Miss Lilian's invitation. And her eyes. And that thick blonde mane of hair. And her breasts. And that revealed thigh at the end! Many times during her genetics exam, she found herself biting her lower lip thinking about her instead of focusing on the questions.
Two days before the date (or professional meeting, Kara didn't know), Kara received an email from Miss Lilian. In it, Kara found her home address and a request that she bring two of the books she had used in her research on futanaris. Nothing more intimate, no explicit answer as to whether their meeting was a date or not. When Saturday finally came around, spent a ridiculous amount of time on her choice of clothing.
She had no idea what to wear. If this was a professional meeting for a secret class she had been invited to, her usual everyday clothes would work. Then again, if it was a date and she arrived wearing old jeans and a faded heavy metal t-shirt, well... And, regardless of the status of the evening, should she dress sexily? Parts of her wanted to knock on her door completely nude to make her feelings clear. After giggling at the thought, Kara searched her closet for something that would strike a perfect balance of everything.
In the end she chose a very long black skirt that, while it hid her legs, nevertheless clung to and enhanced her hips. As for her top, she chose a pale blue shirt that was both loose and just very slightly transparent over a white bra. Looking at herself in the mirror, she sighed. Kara had never felt so self-conscious about her appearance. She knew she was pretty enough and her lovers had showered her with compliments on her breasts and ass. She remembered giggling once as one of her past lovers was eating her ass. She had asked her "Why do all girls like eating ass so much?"
"Oh no my love..." that ex-girlfriend had told her. "We just like eating your ass that much!"
Turning around to look at that ass in the mirror, Kara was satisfied that its outline was visible under the tight skirt. Looking at her breasts, she tilted her head with a faint smile. For the first time in her life Kara felt that her breasts were small. She knew that filling C cup bras was plenty large, but then again, compared to Miss Lilian's... Kara sighed then felt herself flushing as she remembered, once again, that deep cleavage the last time she had seen her.



She let her hair loose, a match to Miss Lilian's only hair style: natural and free. Kara was convinced that her outfit would fit regardless of the actual status of their evening. She grabbed the two books Miss Lilian had wanted and headed out.
A while later, Kara once again found herself feeling extremely nervous as she knocked on Miss Lilian's door. This time it wasn't her office door but instead the door to her rather big house. While Kara hadn't been surprised to discover that Miss Lilian lived deep in the forest in a secluded house, she had been surprised by the size of that house. It was a huge, rather luxurious log house built on stone foundations, and even though there was her Tesla in the driveway and a lot of solar panels on the roof, it still had a very dark, earthy sense to it.
When her professor opened the door, Kara's jaw dropped as she looked at her. She was wearing a pair of tight jeans and an equally tight white tank top. And not much else, in particular there wasn't a trace of a bra. And for a women with such large breasts, the absence was immediately noticeable. Her long blonde hair was flowing freely, as always, and what Kara saw shining in those blue-green eyes made her heart skip a beat.
For a moment Kara simply stared at her professor, unable to say anything. "My, my, my..." said Miss Lilian with a bewitching smile. "Thank you for the silent compliment my dear!" As Kara looked up and smiled shyly, Miss Lilian said "Did you think I wore three piece suits all the time?"
"Well, no, Miss Lilian, but..."
"Shhh. I think we're past the Miss Lilian thing, don't you think? Call me Lilian please. you look lovely as well Kara."
Her heart beating quickly, Kara followed her inside and was amazed by the house. Almost as much as by her host. Thirty minutes later Kara's head was spinning. Not only was the house Lilian had inherited incredible, it was also filled with artifacts, relics, museum pieces and a plethora of other strange and unique objects. They ended up in Lilian's backyard next to the huge in-ground pool, with Lilian answering all of Kara's questions about the wondrous items she had seen. Despite her jittery heart, Kara found herself truly fascinated by all she had seen.
During a brief pause, while Lilian went inside to get a couple of glasses of whiskey, Kara noticed that this was a very secluded house. On the side of the mountain that led to the city below, there was a tall wall that prevented people form looking in. On the other two sides, the backyard was opened to the rest of the mountain and the old forest that grew all over it. There were no neighbors in sight and Kara closed her eyes to drink in the sweet, pine-flavored mountain air.
She was somewhat calmer when Lilian came back and smiled at her professor as they sipped their first taste of the remarkable whiskey. Yet as their eyes remained locked together so much longer than could be considered innocent, Kara felt herself shaking. Noticing it, Lilian frowned slightly and said "What's wrong Kara?"
"Honestly, I feel completely out of my league here, Lilian," she replied, her voice as shaky as the rest of her body.
"You're not talking about academic work, are you?" Lilian said, grabbing her glass and putting them both on the table.
"No." Kara replied. "I don't even know what came over me, flirting with you like that in your office..."
Lilian laughed gently. "Come Kara, don't worry about that. You're here now. It wouldn't be the case if you had offended me. Or, of course, if I hadn't been flattered by that unprofessional flirt."
And with that, Lilian pulled her in for a nice hug, which did nothing to help Kara slow her heartbeat down. The warmth, the smell, the caress of her hair and those incredible breasts against her own... Kara felt a deep pulse of pleasure, shaking her to the core. "Just breathe Kara..." Lilian said. Kara somehow heard the smile on her professor's lips. And she did breathe. Slowly, the pine air and Lilian's intoxicating smell mixed in her lungs and she managed to relax.
For the next two hours, the two women talked mostly about futanaris. Kara was extremely interested, but from time to time she wondered when Lilian would talk to her about the midnight class. Or the preparations she had mentioned. At the same time, Kara was aware that she was falling for her professor every time Lilian smiled.
Although they spent the rest of the evening getting to know each other and talking about many supernatural things, nothing more intimate happened between the two of them. What Lilian did manage to do was allow Kara to relax. Much later that evening, when Lilian squeezed her thigh, Kara simply smiled at her. It wasn't until the very last moments of their time together that Kara felt uncertain again.
At the door, right when Kara was about to leave, Lilian kissed her. On the lips. But that kiss wasn't the start of something more intimate and probably sexual, as it would have been with a girl her age. It left Kara a bit confused for a moment. After that kiss, before Kara got into her car, Lilian asked "I'll be out of town for the week, but see you next Saturday?"
"Of course Lilian!" Kara replied.
"If it's sunny then, do you think you'd be up for a swim?" Lilian asked before blowing a kiss to Kara. The young girl nodded with a smile and spent the next twenty minutes trying to sort her emotions about the entire evening.
That week seemed interminable to Kara. The only thing that had been cleared up was that the evening with Lilian had been a date. A strange date, for sure. She had never, for example, talked so much about intellectual things on a date before. Then again, she had never dated a college professor before. "I'm dating a college professor!" she thought many times during the week, still trying to wrap her head around that.
The date had also been peculiar because it hadn't involved getting drunk, nor dancing to overly loud music, nor watching a movie. The evening hadn't been filled by two people trying to impress each other either, nor had either of them tried to openly flirt. Kara realized that was probably a generational thing. Lilian wasn't old by any stretch of the imagination, but she was certainly old enough to be her mother.
On one hand it made Kara feel out of her league once again. It was the first time in her life that she was dating someone who had, essentially, all the power in the relationship. Kara felt like she was privileged that Lilian had accepted. That was a new feeling. Not that she usually felt like her own dates should feel privileged to be with her, but it usually was a more equal thing. Not now. Not at all.
But on the other hand, Kara realized that the typical date between twenty year olds left a lot to be desired. Getting drunk, flailing around in a club or watching a movie, it all felt pretty childish compared to what she had felt with Lilian. Even though she had barely begun to know the woman, Kara already regarded her earlier relationships with a new outlook. It was as if Lilian was inviting her to a very different world.
While Kara wasn't very comfortable talking about all of this with Nina, she pretty much never s topped thinking about it. All week long. By the time Saturday came around, Kara had gathered her courage and felt a lot better. When she knocked on Lilian's door for the second time, she was very excited but not as nervous. She felt as if she had matured a lot, just thinking about all of that. Then again when Lilian opened the door wearing a very short summer dress, Kara suddenly felt like a teenager again as she breathed "Christ!" After a deep breath, she added "I'm sorry Lilian. I thought I was ready to behave like a proper woman, but..." she sighed.
"Kara... My dear Kara. Come in. If I had wanted a proper woman, I wouldn't have chosen such a sexy and perky girl like you." She laughed gently as she pulled her into her arms.
Kara laughed with her and hugged her hard. They held hands as they walked to the backyard and Lilian said "I have a feeling I'm the first older woman you've ever dated?"
"Yep! That obvious?" Kara said, more at ease now.
"Don't worry about it. I fear that people from your generation worry too much about unimportant things." Lilian stopped, turned to face Kara and asked "Are you happy to be here?"
"Of course. Extremely happy."
"There you go. I'm very happy that you're here as well. The rest of what's expected of us doesn't matter. Alright?" Kara smiled and nodded.
They went outside and Kara couldn't take her eyes off of Lilian's body. The dress was very revealing and once again Kara soon became aware that Lilian wasn't wearing anything underneath. Although Lilian's most prominent features were her stunning breasts, her long legs were not far behind. And with dramatically short dress, especially with the way it rode up and flared opened with the slightest movement, Lilian's legs were now taking centre stage.
As Lilian walked to a small recessed control panel, Kara stared at her luscious legs. Although Lilian was significantly older than Kara, the young girl had to admit that she was envious of those legs. Looking down quickly at her own, what she had always seen as slender now looked spindly and frail. Maybe it was because she was so tall, but Kara was amazed that despite those sensuous and very feminine legs, Lilian didn't look round. And the feeling only deepened when she glanced up and saw her wide hips and the sway of her breasts on either side even from behind!
Kara had also chosen to dress more sexily this time, choosing to wear a tank top and short skirt over her bikini. Kara kept thinking about the moment she would see Lilian in her swimsuit. Hopefully that same extraordinary bikini she had seen in the picture a few weeks ago. In the shade of a huge oak tree, Kara and Lilian talked about futanaris some more. Afterwards, over another excellent dinner, they spent more time discovering each other. Lilian talked a lot more, but Kara could see that she was very curious of her own life as well. As they were clearing the dishes away, Kara admitted to Lilian that she was fascinated by her life and the unique path she had chosen to live.
As soon as they walked back outside again, seeing the sunset over the pool, they both looked at each other and said "The pool?" at the same time. Smiling, Lilian said "You can jump in the pool whenever you're ready, I'll go get rid of these clothes and join you." Kara stripped to her sexiest bikini and sat on the deck, her feet in the water. Her heart was racing again and she couldn't remember being so excited at the though of seeing a woman's body. "I feel like a young boy right now!" she thought, giggling.
A few minutes later, as was breathing slowly to calm down, she heard Lilian say "I didn't take you for a prude, my dear Kara." When Kara turned around to look at her professor, her jaw dropped. Lilian was walking towards her fully naked. Gloriously naked in the sunset light. Not even realizing that her jaw had literally dropped, Kara stared at her professor. She felt a storm of explosions ravaging her mind as she tried to see everything at once.
Lilian had pinned her long hair into a tight bun on top of her head, and while that mane was a sight to behold, the effect was still remarkable. It highlighted the sleek beauty of Lilian's neck and shoulders. And it also placed Lilian's large breasts at the forefront of the show. They swung and bounced with every step and Kara's eyes were drawn to those pink nipples. Below those breasts were that small waist and flawless tummy that flared into her feminine hips and that remarkable, golden bush. While she was trimmed on the sides, it was clear that miss Lilian wasn't into that contemporary shaven look.
There was something raw and wild about that bush. It was the same with the way miss Lilian walked, the way her heavy breasts bounced slowly and especially and especially with her blue-green eyes as she looked at her. She looked like a golden feline about to pounce on her prey and even licked her lips as she walked towards Kara. The young student stood up and looked up into those glowing eyes.
Taking a deep breath, Kara said "You did that on purpose, didn't you?" Kara forced herself to take a breath before adding "Isn't this what photographers call the golden hour? Right when the light becomes magical?"
Smiling, radiant as a goddess in truth, Lilian said "Oh my dear... I like you more and more." Lilian moved closer towards Kara's face and whispered "Why don't you remove that sexy bikini and join me in the pool?"
With that, she walked past Kara and jumped in the pool. Turning around to watch Lilian swim all the way to the opposite side of the pool, Kara was breathing hard. "This is it!" she thought. "No more generational gaps, no more hesitation, no more waiting! I'm going to fuck that goddess tonight!"
Kara let her bikini drop to the wooden floor and dove deep before swimming as far as she could. Discovering that the water was salty, she opened her eyes and made her way up to Lilian underwater. When she emerged right in front of her professor, Lilian was already laughing. She grabbed her into an extremely intimate hug before kissing her. Only their second kiss, a much sweeter one as their naked bodies were entwining underwater. Kara's arms wrapped around Lilian's neck and she pulled herself hard against that stunning woman's mouth.
Kara felt like exploding in Lilian's arms. That sexually charged hug and that burning kiss were so different than anything she had ever felt. There was already a deep need growing ever deeper in that kiss. Kara felt like she could have swallowed Lilian whole! But then the taller and more voluptuous woman's presence brought Kara back to reality and she felt loved and comforted at the same time. She barely knew that woman, had only had a few hours of private discussion with her and yet... When Lilian said "Come here, my little shaven one..." and grabbed Kara's pussy with her hand, Kara gasped.
Lilian was laughing gently as they kept kissing. Kara felt her body igniting under Lilian's fingers and lips. Mere seconds into that kiss Kara knew that she wouldn't be the one to take the lead here. At least not for this first time. Her intuition was confirmed when Lilian slowly pulled them into the deeper part of the pool until Kara's toes couldn't reach the bottom. If she had needed any additional sign that Lilian was in control...
Reaching down underwater with one hand, Kara grabbed one of Lilian's breasts and closed her hand on that generous flesh. She felt as if her breasts were made of warm cookie dough. Thick and heavy even while underwater, Lilian's breasts were all flesh, all lust. She trapped the large nipple, fully engorged by now, between two fingers and squeezed it.
Lilian smiled again in their kiss before switching her grip. When Kara felt Lilian's hands sliding over her hips to grab her ass, she lifted her legs and wrapped them around Lilian's waist. It was now Kara's turn to giggle when she felt her professor mauling her ass. "Oh by all the futanari Gods..." Lilian gasped. "It's been so long since I held such a wonderfully firm ass in my hands! Oh to be 18 again!"
Kara laughed for a moment before gasping as Lilian's fingers probed deeper and found the slick, wet opening of her pussy. With one hand firmly grasping one buttock, Lilian pushed her other hand towards Kara's pussy, sliding two fingers into her. Kara moaned her pleasure and shivered in her professor's arms. "You can shout my dear..."
As soon as she heard those words, Kara allowed herself to express to heady feelings. "Christ!" Kara cried. "Fuck me Lilian, just fuck me as hard as you want!" When Kara heard her professor's growl she opened her eyes and looked into her own. She had but rarely seen such passion, such intensity. Once more Lilian began moving in the pool and carried Kara out onto the deck. Soon they were inside the house with Lilian carrying her easily.
They were dripping salty water all over the floor and stairs, but Kara couldn't care less. While Lilian had to used both her hands on her ass to hold her up, Kara was slowly grinding her bald pussy against the top of Lilian's bush. She opened her eyes when she recognized an odour and saw that she was now in Lilian's room, the only room of the house she hadn't visited yet. She had smelled that odour a few times during her meeting with Lilian, but the first powerful memory was when they hugged for the first time. And now, in her most private room, Kara was overwhelmed by that same odour.
She gasped when she felt herself falling upon Lilian's bed and giggled as she moved backwards until her head rested on a bunch of pillows. She stared at her professor and had a repeat of her earlier golden feline walk. This time, as she walked on her knees towards Kara, she unpinned her hair and languidly moved her head to let that thick mane flow free. On all fours now, she asked "How many times can you cum in an evening Kara?"
Kara's mouth was opened and she was breathing hard by that point "I don't know, why don't you tell me?"
Lilian was growling as, this time, she did pounce on Kara. As the young woman felt the older one's breasts on her belly, Lilian gathered Kara's breasts in her hands and began feasting. Kara arched her body against Lilian's mouth and felt her pleasure already growing. With both her hands she grabbed Lilian's head and slipped her fingers deep inside that warm, golden mane.
Kara gasped when she felt Lilian's fingers coming back to her pussy, and soon inside her pussy. But it was very clear to Kara that Lilian wasn't rudely and awkwardly pressing her fingers into her pussy. It was simply a different energy, a flawless reading of Kara's own readiness and desire. Assailed on four fronts, by Lilian's mouth, fingers that incredible hair, and the intoxicating smell that was now firmly associated to Lilian, Kara felt the beads of water being replaced by sweat.
She couldn't quite believe how quickly her initial pleasure was now coalescing in a first climax. In mere minutes Lilian had made her explode with pleasure as if she were a virgin boy fucking for the first time. Throwing her head back against the pillows, Kara released Lilian's hair and stretched her arms wide as pleasure overtook her. Sudden and violent, her first climax shook her body as Kara was moaning incessantly.
As if reading her like an already familiar book, Lilian released her nipple and moved up to Kara's head and whispered right into her ear "You're pussy is mine, little darling. You're going to be devoured like never before. You're mine!" Kara laughed for a moment but gasped when she felt Lilian's mouth on her pussy. Looking down in shock at the amount of pleasure she was feeling, so close after her first climax, Kara was stunned. In fact, her first climax wasn't even done yet.
Using both her hands, Lilian pushed Kara's legs up and pushed her tongue as deep as it would go inside her pussy. To Kara's surprise, it turned out to be very deep. When she pulled back a long moment later, gasping for air, Lilian said "Damn you taste so good!" She then plunged back in. Until that point, Kara had been surprised to see that Lilian's tongue had prevented her climax from fully fading. But then, Lilian had more tricks up her sleeve.
Kara frowned when she felt one of Lilian's hand sliding under her back and push all the way up. "Hang on!" Lilian breathed before grabbing a fistful of Kara's wet hair and pulling hard on it. Kara's breath caught in her throat when she felt her head being pulled back. She arched her body reflexively, which only allowed Lilian better access. When her professor pulled out of her pussy and pressed her tongue directly against her clit, Kara cried out.
Soon she was shouting as a brand new orgasm was already threatening to burst. Arched and twisted as she was, she was overwhelmed by the pleasure, of course, but most importantly by Lilian's incredible presence and domination. Yes, domination. Kara had never been with anybody as confident in bed. Well, Nina was confident, or rather sure of herself. Lilian felt like a master, felt like someone who knew exactly what she wanted, what Kara wanted and exactly how to get it.



She was laughing breathlessly as that magical tongue drove her crazy with lust. And for the first time in her life, she climaxed as she laughed, never having understood that particular combo. Kara wasn't sure if she blacked out for a moment right at the crest of her orgasm, as the sound her voice made suddenly trebled down noticeably. But in any case that second wave of pleasure hit and passed her, leaving her breathless in Lilian's arms.
The blonde woman released Kara's pussy slowly before gently making her way back up. Kara trembled for a few minutes, her face nestled deep between Lilian's breasts. As she finally took a deep breath and relaxed, stretching like a cat, she turned to Lilian and grinned. She was once again astonished to see just how beautiful Lilian was. While from afar her curves stole the show, from this close Kara marvelled at her beauty. With her cheeks wet, her bright eyes partly closed, her smile and all those stray hairs covering them both, Lilian seemed to shine.
They spent a few minutes like this on their sides and face to face, simply staring at each other, smiling and kissing lightly. There was no need for words as their feelings were obvious. At one point though, Lilian pushed Kara on her back as their kiss heated up. After a few minutes, Lilian moved upwards and kissed Kara's forehead before moving higher still.
As Lilian's breasts slipped across her face, Kara hungrily devoured them. Never in her life had she feasted on breasts so big. As she sucked one big nipple deep into her mouth, she thought once again about two thick balls of cookie dough, both firm and soft at the same time. She kneaded those balls with a passion as she switched from one nipple to the other. She felt like a child in a candy store and soon her mind was spiralling up again into a whirlwind of pleasure. Kara had no idea how Lilian could trigger so much pleasure so quickly.
But her professor had other ideas in mind. After a pause to let Kara feast on her breasts, Lilian resumed moving upwards. Seconds later, Kara's heart began pounding as she knew what was coming. As she kissed Lilian's smooth belly, Kara looked down and saw the bright golden bush coming up. Finally she felt the first hairs of that bush tickling her chin until she could plant her kisses deep within it. Her lips felt those of Lilian's pussy and Kara was smiling and breathing hard.
When Lilian properly straddled her face and Kara couldn't do anything else than pleasure her, she abandoned herself and focused entirely on the blonde's pussy. So focused was she that she didn't even realize she was doing the lesbian equivalent of the star. Legs and arms unmoving on the bed. Yet if Lilian's sudden moans were any indication, Kara's tongue and lips were more than enough.
"Gods! She even tastes good!" Kara thought as she began drinking in her sexy professor. Lilian had full, fleshy lips and a pair of long smaller lips. Between those lips was her very prominent clit. Despite the fact that she had done almost all the caressing so far, Lilian's clit was already engorged and it was clear that she liked to have it caressed very directly. Fully in control above Kara, Lilian moved her pussy, letting the young woman know exactly what she liked.
After a few minutes she moved upwards and allowed Kara to push her tongue deep inside her. And Kara opened her eyes in surprise. Even if she had already discovered that Lilian's pussy was delicious, she hadn't expected the deeper taste to be just as good. But instead of being slightly tart, Lilian's deep pussy tasted just as good. She groaned in frustration when Lilian pulled her pussy back down, but kept doing her best. It was weird to feel her bush tickling her nose as she ate her; almost all of her partners had either been fully shaven or had nothing more than small strips of hair above their pussies. For the first time she thought that this almost full bush was very sexy.
After a while of listening to Lilian's sweet song of moans, awareness came back to the rest of her body. The first thing she became aware of was the incredible sight above her. Seeing Lilian's two massive breasts from below, with their big and hard nipples fully extended, was already wonderful enough. But looking into her eyes as she looked down at her? Even more beautiful. The fact that Lilian's hair, falling all around their faces and backlit so that they looked like liquid gold, made the whole scene supernatural.
As they stared at each other, Lilian increased the speed of her movements and Kara realized that her pleasure was beginning to plateau before her climax. With her arms beneath Lilian's long thighs, Kara snaked them around and upwards until she grabbing both of Lilian's breasts. Although her small hands were unfortunately not big enough to encompass all that sweet flesh, Lilian nevertheless cried out in pleasure as she squeezed.
Soon after that, Lilian began grinding herself upon Kara's face. Breathless, she whispered "Just open your mouth and stick your tongue out..." She gasped a few times, her entire body twisting with pleasure before saying "Get ready my dear... I'm going to gush all over you!" And soon she did just that. After arching her body backwards, frozen for a few seconds, Lilian then bucked and shook. As she screamed her orgasm, Kara felt a hot gush of liquid exploding into her mouth and over her cheeks before running down her neck.
She was grinning when Lilian, trembling like a leaf in the wind, move away and crashed on the bed next to her. Wiping her mouth with her arms, she turned on her side and watched, amazed, at Lilian's body as it recovered. With her long hair matted onto those incredible curves, the blonde bush sparkling with drops of sweat and juices and those long legs spasming from time to time, Lilian, once again, looked like a goddess of fertility! "You, my dear..." Lilian began before taking a breath. "Are more gifted with that mouth than your age had prepared me for!"
Kara laughed and lay down next to Lilian, her head on the other woman's shoulder. They remained like that for a long moment, kissing gently. Once again Kara was surprised by these moments of pause, of relaxation. She was used to relentless action and pleasure in bed, and this was very different. Sure there was the rush of the two orgasms she'd already had, but these pauses were... delightful.
During that interlude, Lilian then asked her a surprising question. "Are you're still a virgin, my dear?"
Kara, surprised, frowned and replied "What? Of course not! What have we been doing for the last half hour?"
Lilian smiled. "I mean, has a man ever been inside you?
"No. But I've had bigger things than cocks up my pussy!" Kara replied, still smiling.
"Oh, virginity isn't about having things shoved into your pussy." Lilian said, her tone letting Kara know she wanted to provoke. She had heard it often in class. "Let's make one thing clear. I don't want to take anything away from what pure lesbians can share with each other. There is a very real sense in which lesbians can lose their virginity by having sex with each other. But the fact of having a cock deep in your pussy, or throat or ass..." As Lilian paused for a moment, Kara realized that she had said throat and not mouth. "Not just the feeling of having a cock or a dildo inside you, but the brute fact of allowing a man deep inside, that's something unique."
Lilian paused for a moment and kissed her. "Most men are so different from us that letting one inside you like this, it's a unique thing. Don't let some of today's feminists convince you that men and women are the same. We're not. Of course we're not wholly different. In fact we share almost everything in common. But those few differences are very significant. Especially in bed. Don't close yourself from men Kara, no matter how hard you may fall for a girl."
"Or a woman?" Kara replied lightly. She didn't know what she thought about what Lilian was saying, but she knew she was falling head over heels for her.
"Yes! Especially a woman!" Lilian laughed. "Just think about it."
Kara nodded. "I will. But right now, I wanna fuck you again. I wanna kiss you as well. I loved the positions we did, but I want to be able to kiss you and eat your breasts as I reach for my climax."
Out of nowhere she saw the feline in Lilian's eyes again. From those two blue-green circles, lust and desire were pouring out again. A minute later, Lilian had guided her to a peculiar position. They were both kneeling face to face, sitting on their feet with their left thighs between the other's legs. After shuffling for a moment, Kara grinned as she felt her pussy right against Lilian's thigh and vice versa. Lilian whipped her hair back and Kara gently pushed the remaining tresses back. "You're so gorgeous Lilian!"
To her surprise Lilian blushed before replying "Thank you. I'm pretty sure you have no idea how beautiful you are yourself... I wouldn't risk my career just for a pretty girl, you know!"
Before Kara could fully grasp what Lilian had told her, her professor leaned in for the kiss Kara had asked for. It marked the beginning of their last push towards even more orgasms. Kara shook and trembled as her third climax took her about fifteen minutes later and was glad to see Lilian's following immediately after.
As they both fell backwards after that, they ended up in the classic scissors position and laughed at the happy accident. Kara had never been into feet, but as she kissed Lilian's feet during that long scissors position, she learned a thing or two about why some people found them so erogenous.
After another pause, while Kara asked her about some of the artifacts in her room, Lilian grabbed Kara and fucked her while standing up. In another symmetrical position, they each ended up standing on their left leg with their right legs wrapped around the other one's waist. With their left hand they held the other one's leg and with their right one... Well, with that hand they made magic happen one last time.
P.S. A while later, after their bodies had recovered from that last assault, Kara broke the silence and said "Lilian..." Smiling, she added "Miss Lilian. I have a question about the class." Lilian turned her head and smiled, curious. "About the midnight class. Now I know your motives for my being here were not, er, purely academic, but are we ever going to talk about that midnight class?" After a brief pause, she added "You told me there would be preparations, but so far, nothing."
Lilian lazily caressed Kara's nipple and said "You have begun the preparations, my dear. And the term midnight class is a bit of a misnomer. What has been called the midnight class by some of my more inquisitive students is, in fact, a summer solstice celebration."
"What? But we've only talked about futanaris! that's not a preparation for a solstice celebration!" Kara replied.
"Well, that's where you're wrong." Lilian said. After taking a big breath, she added "Now, about me being a futanari—"
"Stop it Lilian," Kara interrupted her, laughing. "I have the undeniable proof that you're not a futa!"
"Hmmm." Lilian looked at her, with her blue-green eyes partially closed. "What if I told you that most futanaris can fully retract their cocks and thus are able to appear and function just like normal women?"
Kara gasped, knowing her life was about to change.
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Leonard watched the pretty brunette walk by him and frowned when she didn't even notice his "Hello!" It was strange as Kara was usually very friendly. Yet Leonard didn't think she had snubbed him on purpose. Kara had just walked out of her professor's office. Leonard, a student himself, knew that one could be shaken after a meeting with a professor. For example after receiving a bad grade or disciplinary action. But Kara was a very good student and she hadn't looked shaken at all.
Instead, Kara had seen deeply lost in her own thoughts. It was as if Kara had been bewitched or glamoured. He hmmed and thought that it only reinforced his suspicions. What had her professor told her? After all, Miss Lilian wasn't an ordinary professor. He didn't mean it in the sense that she was very talented, which she was, nor even in the sense that she was spectacularly gorgeous and sexy. Which she definitely was. "Oh no," thought Leonard. "There's something positively weird about her, and one day I'm going to find out what it is!"
In fact, Leonard has been stalking—. But no, stalking wasn't the right word. Leonard has been studying Miss Lilian for a while now. Last year, after taking the same occult anthropology class Kara was finishing now, Leonard had become obsessed. Not with the material and not even with Miss Lilian herself because she was so hot. Not exactly.
What had fascinated him the most was the strange and supernatural rumors that surrounded Miss Lilian. And, of course, that famed midnight class. Miss Lilian hadn't, obviously, said anything about there being midnight classes. In fact, the only time she had spoken about it was to answer a student who had bravely asked about it in class. She had laughed and said that while her subject matter was sometimes a little strange, she ran her classes in a very serious manner. Despite the fact that her answer made perfect sense, Leonard had been fascinated nonetheless.
Miss Lilian's class was more than just "a little strange" though. She taught about five other classes in her anthropology department, but this was her signature class. A class she had created herself. She was the only professor who gave that class as she was the only one competent to do it. And strange was the first word that came to mind when one thought about that class.
Among the satanic rituals and creatures, with the monstrously cruel old gods and strewn among the barely comprehensible mythical creatures from other cultures, were a few purely sexual creatures. Leonard had discovered just how creative the Japanese could be when it came to mythical sexual creatures. Both from the ancient past or more recent creations. From squid-like monsters with cocks for tentacle tips to the fetish with eels and snails and larvae, Leonard had been shocked.
Yet, like most other guys in the class, he had been fascinated by the futanari. Futanari were incredibly sexualized creatures that usually looked like hyper-females: they were tall, had long hair, extremely large breasts that defied gravity, impossibly small waists but coupled with wide flaring hips, luscious round thighs that flowed down into long legs. Yeah; hyper-females, but with a twist. Futanari have cocks. Monstrously large cocks that would kill any humans if fully penetrated.
Although the concept of a hyper female with such a big cock in itself was both repugnant yet intoxicating, it had caught Leonard's imagination. But in particular, one specific drawing of a futanari had enthralled him. It was a very modern drawing, quite realistic in style. The futanari was blonde with deep blue skin. Its eyes, lips, nipples, bush and the crown of its cock were lit with an eerie blue-green glow. Leonard had never had any homosexual tendencies or even private fantasies. Yet that creature, with it's enormous cock had stuck in his mind.
Ever since seeing that drawing, he had noticed that Miss Lilian's incredibly voluptuous body was remarkably close to that futanari. Of course, Leonard knew that his professor wasn't hiding a twelve inch cock under her skirt. But as for the rest... Her breasts, although usually hidden under a conservative three piece suit, were impressively large.
But it wasn't because she was chubby. Oh no. Just natural wonders riding high above a small waist and flaring hips. And standing approximately at 5'8" without heels, Miss Lilian was indeed gifted with very long legs. The fact that she had very long blonde hair only added to the resemblance.
Except for the cock, of course. But even though she didn't have a cock, there was still something peculiar about her. She wasn't simply eccentric like most professors were, lost as they could be in their own minds. No. Leonard was sure there was something more to her than just that.
And so, a year after having discovered her, Leonard had done a lot of research. While he couldn't find much on Miss Lilian herself, Leonard had focused on that famed midnight class. He was now convinced that there was something behind those rumors. He wasn't sure about what the midnight class actually was, but he had found a few students who definitely had something to hide on that subject. Try as he might, he had never managed to get more info.
What he did find was the existence of an ancient summer solstice ritual that was supposed to happen somewhere around town. Something to do with Native Americans traditions. Of course, classes were long over when the summer solstice came around, but somehow his research had led him there.
And by now he was convinced that Miss Lilian was right in the middle of it all. His friends thought that he was simply infatuated with her and that his mind was short-circuiting about all those secret classes and rituals. He admitted that he found her extremely attractive, as did all of his friends, but that there was more to it than that. Alone with this fascination, Leonard kept digging.
Because of this fascination, Leonard hadn't been near Miss Lilian's office by accident when he had seen Kara sitting outside her door. He tried to hang around as much as he could, to see if strange people would come in to her office. Of maybe another woman who looked like a futanari. No luck on that front so far. But when he saw Kara looking so dejected, Leonard decided to stay around, curious. Kara was brilliant and Leonard knew that she couldn't be in academic trouble. Something was up! Twenty minutes later he saw her coming out of the office looking positively radiant. Almost brilliant in the literal sense.
Leonard had been eager to talk to her but instead was stunned by the fact that she ignored him. Well, she hadn't willfully ignored him to slight him. He could see that. In a sense, that was quite interesting! What had just happened in that room? What had Miss Lilian said or done? Leonard sighed when he was forced to admit that he had no idea. There was two months left before the summer solstice and he was determined to know if anything he believed about it was right.
For now though, Kara was his only lead. Sadly, the semester was pretty much over and he wasn't friends enough with her to invite her to talk before the solstice. Or if he did, she'd believe it was as a date. Leonard wasn't opposed to the idea of dating her, as Kara was pretty enough with her long brown hair and slim figure. Many times his eyes had been drawn to her smallish breasts. "Smallish!" he grinned, remembering a moment two weeks ago when he had said that to his friend. His friend had replied "Smallish? Kara doesn't have small breasts! She likely easily fills a C cup bra! Your perception is just skewed because you're obsessed by big breasts!"
But beyond those tempting breasts, Leonard had a feeling that Kara wasn't into guys. In fact he was convinced that one of her friends, Nina, was her girlfriend. Nina was certainly a lesbian, and they way they hung together and often walked hand in hand... But that was besides the point. Leonard's last chance at getting info from Kara was the end of semester party in a few days.
Leonard's head was spinning after trying to follow Kara through the party. Not only was she very pretty, but she was also dressed quite a bit sexier than she normally does on campus. The short skirt she had chosen continuously threatened to reveal her panties. Once, when she was sitting on a pool table, she opened her legs slightly and he saw a flash of red. Fuck! He had to fight with an erection and with the growing realization that he was getting more and more attracted by this girl!
And she wasn't the only girl here trying to blow some steam! His eyes were assailed by a lot more flesh than he was used to. Leonard wasn't a party guy and this was, by far, the biggest party he had ever been to.
As it turned out, Leonard got lucky. Not with a girl, alas, but with info on Miss Lilian. Just as he was about to walk out of the bathroom, he heard Kara talking to her friends just outside as they waited in line. They thought nobody was around, and Kara told them that she was going to Miss Lilian's house next Saturday. "What?" one of her friends said. "On a date?"
"No!" Kara said, giggling. "Well, I'm not sure actually."
"You're not?" cried another one.
Kara was laughing by now as she explained a bit of what had happened while she was in Miss Lilian's office. Leonard was floored to hear that Kara had flirted with her professor! As most students on campus he knew that Miss Lilian was a very public bisexual woman. But he had never heard of a student brave enough to flirt with her! She was at least twice as old as they were and probably uninterested with young boys or girls. Then again, Kara had been invited to her house...
Her other friends laughed with Kara as Leonard was shocked. "Damn, Miss Lilian! Dating a student?" he thought, smiling. That didn't bother him much though. Lucky Kara! He was much more interested in Miss Lilian's occult secrets, and now Kara would lead him to Miss Lilian's house!
The following Saturday, late in the evening, Leonard slumped against the rocks and sighed. The rocks against which he was slumping were part of the foundation of Miss Lilian's house. It was a huge, isolated house far from the city and pretty high up in the mountain. He had sneaked around her house all through their date, trying to hear something that would prove his notions about Miss Lilian and the midnight class.
Alas, nothing. As he watched Kara driving away, he sighed again. While he was very happy to have caught that specific information about a second date, he had gotten nothing else. Sure they had kissed, but that hadn't surprised him much. It was, after all, a date.
What he had really wanted was info on the class! Or ritual, or whatever spooky was happening. Yet with the wall on one side, the open forest he couldn't get to without being seen and the fact that the two of them had spent most of their time indoors, Leonard had spent a frustrating evening. As he drove back to campus, he knew he would have to buy a long range microphone for next time! One more week to wait before he would have another chance at hearing something interesting. One full week! He grumbled as he drove. The summer solstice was getting ever closer!
As it turned out, he didn't have to wait an entire week. Or even a full day for that matter. Only a few hours after his disappointing Saturday night, Leonard spent his Sunday morning researching online. One of his google searches for the summer solstice festival turned up a big event at the local Native American museum and interpretation center. It was held that very day, a few weeks before the start of the 28 days-long festival itself.
Leonard checked the schedule and decided to go there for the big dance at 3pm. When he arrived about an hour early and was surprised to see the number of people at the museum. The hot and sunny Spring day had turned what would normally be a small scale event into a really big thing. He planned on exploring a few interior exhibits until the dance was about to begin.
Leonard had been here a few times before and while he was only somewhat interested by the public displays, he had a feeling that there would be more interesting things hidden in the back. Given what he had learned about Native American culture in Miss Lilian's class, he was sure there was more to the story. Curiosity was definitely one of Leonard's defining characteristics.
As he walked close to the door that was reserved for employees and Native Americans, he slowed down and looked through the small window. At first he didn't see much as the long corridor wasn't lit. But the fact that it wasn't simply a staff-only place further enhanced his interest. Because he was alone in the room, as everybody else was outside enjoying the glorious Spring day, he pressed his forehead against the small window and placed his hands on either side of his face to block the light.
As his eyes adjusted, he saw deeper into the corridor, but apart from another corridor crossing this one, he didn't see anything. And then a light turned on. Excited, Leonard froze, hopeful that he would catch a glimpse of something secret or forbidden. Instead, a few seconds later, he heard a woman's voice calling his name from behind him. He jumped and turned around in surprise only to see Miss Lilian standing on the other side of the room.
The following morning, Leonard woke up feeling completely disoriented. For a moment he tried grasping at the fading dream he had been having. Man! That was crazy! Fucking Miss Lilian, and a futanari version of Miss Lilian! The herbs he had smoked with her in the peace pipe, the strange room, the flirting... That's probably why he had such crazy dreams! But wait. Was all that real? Until the fucking, of course. That couldn't possibly have been real. Was any of it real? Did he really go there at all?Shaking his head and taking deep breaths as if to clear his lungs, Leonard tried to put things back in order.
Miss Lilian had been dressed in a Native American costume that, while it didn't look like a slutty halloween costume, was nonetheless extremely sexy. He hadn't been able to prevent his eyes from looking at her from head to toes and back up again. Not in a lecherous way, just an irrepressible scan in response to his shock. Although it had been pretty quick, Leonard had gotten a better look at her body, beneath the leather and beads and feathers, than ever before.
Dear gods was she busty! Her breasts were threatening to overflow from a dress that was not, at all, up to the task of containing those mounds of flesh. Yet it still hugged her small waist, which only underscored the size of her breasts. The skirt part also hugged her hips and thighs and showed the rest of her long legs. Leonard wished he could spend the rest of the day staring at her.
Miss Lilian looked down at her dress and said "Oh, I know I look foolish. Can't be much whiter or blonder than me... But I've been a patron here for years now and the local Native American leaders in the area, from most tribes, really like how I talk about them in my classes. I know this is an honor for a non-native, but still..." Miss Lilian sighed after that, and frowned at him again. "But in any case... What are you doing here, sneaking around?"
Luckily, Leonard had gathered his wit as she tried to justify the costume. "Just curious, I guess." he said in a voice he hoped was calm and steady.
"Oh right! I remember you now... You were the guy walking the edge between curiosity and conspiracy theories." Miss Lilian replied as she walked towards him. Leonard's awareness of her body increased with each of her steps. "Weren't you still in my class this semester?" she asked as she stood in front of him.
Leonard had never been this close to her before, especially not while she was wearing such revealing clothing. He was looking up at her, given that she was about two inches taller than he was, and knew he was beginning to flush. "Yeah, as an auditor."
"Oh!" Miss Lilian smiled sweetly. "Good to know you were interested! So." She paused, looking at the door behind him. "Curious as to what's behind door number one?" she asked with a wink. He nodded, smiling. "Well, come with me!"
And as simply as that, Miss Lilian punched in the code and unlocked the door. As he followed, his eyes glued to her swaying ass, she told him that there were a few rooms where they prepared exhibits or repaired pieces. But those rooms were boring. Knowing him, she knew which room would pique his interests. Conflicting thoughts warred in Leonard's head.
First, he wondered if that was just a way to keep him away from the really interesting rooms, but second, what was really piquing his interest now was the way her buttocks moved under that skirt. Leonard sure liked big breasts. No doubt about that. But that didn't mean that he was blind to nice asses. And Miss Lilian certainly had a stunning ass. Damn! He felt his body temperature rise as he watched each side of that ass rising with her steps. Not only that; because of those wide hips, her entire lower body rotated slightly as she walked. Following her in this dark corridor was exhilarating.
After a minute or so, Miss Lilian stopped a a door and punched in another code. She then entered and disappeared in the fully dark room. Despite his nervousness, he decided to follow her into that darkness. Seconds later he saw her striking a match and light a few candles as the door closed behind him. As the flames began to really burn, he saw a room unlike anything he had ever seen before.
The round room itself was all wood, from the walls to the roof, and the floor was covered with thick, plushy mats. It was filled with countless works of art that were certainly mythological in nature. There were many large chairs and sofas, all arrayed in a circle and covered with furs. In the middle was a very large tree trunk that served as a table, upon which were three peace pipes.
As he kept looking around, noticing the animal trophies and countless jewelry hung from them, he heard Miss Lilian striking another match. Turning around, he saw her lighting one of the pipes before taking a deep draw. As she breathed out the smoke, she said "This will help me face the dance later...". She was smiling as she handed to pipe to him. "Want some? You look a bit nervous Leonard..."
Leonard wasn't a regular smoker, but with pot becoming legal he had tried it a few times. And liked it. On the other hand, wasn't sure if he wanted his mind too relaxed in this dark room, alone with the sexiest woman he had ever seen. He took the pipe nonetheless and drew on it. It wasn't pot, or at least not just pot.
When Miss Lilian sat down in front of him, he couldn't miss the fact that her dress had ridden very high. The hem, which had been almost down to her knees, was now higher than mid-thighs because leather wouldn't stretch at all. Noticing his bulging eyes, she turned her legs sideways and said "I'm sorry... I know I can't really sit with this dress. Do you mind?"
Did he mind? "Of course not, Miss Lilian." For a brief moment, he wondered if she wasn't toying with him. She must have known that she had great legs and that ever man would enjoy any opportunity to see them...
"Well, now that we've shared a pipe and you're not my student anymore, you can call me Lilian if you want."
With her tight dress, her sparkling blue-green eyes, the long legs on display, the intimacy of this room and the excitement of being this far backstage, Leonard was unprepared to properly deal with Lilian's next question. "So, who would you like to bring to such a special room, Leonard?"



"You." Leonard then gasped and added "To talk. Of course, to talk about all the mysteries you've shown me..." Unfortunately, his reflex to lower his eyes meant that as he said those last words, he was looking right at her exposed thighs.
"The mysteries of my legs, Leonard?" Lilian asked, laughing gently as she did.
"Oh Gods!" Leonard cried as he stood up nervously, ready to walk out of the room.
But as he grabbed the handle Lilian said, still laughing "Leonard. Come back here. I'm sorry for teasing you." He turned around and looked at her, feeling more out of his depth than ever before. After taking another draw from the pipe, she continued "I was a bit uncomfortable about my exposed legs, and given that you're a hot blooded man I wanted to tease you a bit to make light of the situation. I'm sorry about it. Come sit with me." Again, that choice of word. Leonard sat back in front of her, feeling the first effects of the pipe. "So," she asked. "What do you wanna know?" After a brief pause, she added "I'm all yours." while uncrossing and crossing her legs.
Leonard closed his eyes for a moment. The room was way too dark for him to actually see anything between those creamy thighs, but the gesture was obvious. This wasn't his overactive imagination. She was flirting with him now. Taking a deep breath, knowing he was inhaling even more of the smoke, he opened his eyes, stared right into her own and said "Did you just do that on purpose?" In the silence that followed, Lilian simply smiled at him. Leonard felt like he was staring in to the eyes of a blonde panther, feline and sensuous. For a moment she narrowed her eyes, as if assessing him differently.
After that brief scrutiny, Leonard saw Lilian throw her head backwards and laugh in a deep, throaty voice. Which, of course, only enhanced her desirability. Leonard swallowed when she looked back at him and smiled. "I'm not trapped by the increasingly puritan standards, my ex-student." Leonard couldn't think of a reply, feeling way out of his depth. Lilian said "So, what do you wanna know?"
"Well, Miss Lilian..." he began before clearing his throat.
She interrupted him "I told you, you can call me Lilian." she was still staring into his eyes, most of the feline grace he had seen earlier still burning bright.
"Lilian. Are futanari real?"
Nervously, he reached for the pipe and drew a big puff. But, like drinking beer to hide your nervousness, this wasn't such a good idea. His head was now starting to spin and he definitely wasn't in a safe or harmless situation. Lilian said "Well, first a question. Are you sure you're going to be able to remember what happens in this room? Are you used to being intoxicated?"
"What happens here? What's going to happen here, Lilian?"
Part of Leonard's mind was fully aware that he was not used to being intoxicated. At all. Nor was he used to being alone with, or under the intense scrutiny of, such an overtly sexual woman. Then again, it seemed clear to him that she was leading him on. But was she, really? What was going to happen? Really? Then again, maybe he was beginning to hallucinate? Lilian shifted on her chair and said "What do you want to have happen here?"
Leonard heard himself growling as he sat up straight, looking at her. "I'd like to—" he began but stopped himself. "I have way too many ideas in my head, Lilian. As you said, I'm a hot blooded man."
"Indeed you are. You're also trapped here with a hot-blooded woman who has tried her best to intoxicate you. Does that make you more afraid or aroused?"
If he had liked to walk the edge between curiosity and conspiracy theories, Leonard was now walking another edge. The edge between shock and lust. Shock because he had never had a single personal contact with her before today, and lust because, well, that was obvious. "Trapped?" he said, puzzled.
"Well, yes. This door locks from both sides. If you had tried to leave, earlier, you wouldn't have been able to." Leonard looked at her, the heady mix of drugs and lust clouding his judgment. Lilian added "How does that make you feel, to be trapped here with me?" After a pause, she said "Or maybe you'd prefer to think about it as me being trapped here with you?" She punctuated her last words by crossing her legs again. "After all, we are trapped in this room with nobody around to hear any sort of sounds that could leak out."
At this point, Leonard knew that he only had two options: either he fell back into the sofa, dumbfounded, or he jumped her and fucked her for all he was worth. Had he been a bit older, or a bit more experienced when it came to sex, he would have chosen the second option. As it was, he sank back into the sofa and sighed. Seeing that, Lilian smiled and said "You're an interesting man, Leonard. Now, I have to go out for the dance. But I do hope we'll meet again. I know a few more herbs that are interesting for peace pipes. Send me an email if you'd like to try them with me." Leonard watched Lilian walk to the door as she began punching the code. Looking back she said "As for your question, of course futanari exist."
Before he knew what he was doing, Leonard jumped up and walked up to her. Lilian turned around, her back pressed against the door and looked at him. Her amazing blue-green eyes seemed to glow in the dim room as he stared deep into them. He reached and grabbed both her hips before pushing himself against her, trapping her between the door and his body. Lilian was still staring at him, remaining silent but not stopping him either.
Leonard didn't remember being this aroused, ever. Was he about to kiss and fuck his professor? He sure was! While Lilian had been passive since he stood up, Leonard felt her passion as soon as he leaned in for a kiss. Lilian was pushing back against his mouth, her tongue already dancing with his, a few moans confirming that she was enjoying this. He slipped his hands around her hips and down on her ass before squeezing her cheeks in his large hands.
Lilian laughed into his mouth before kissing him with even more passion. But as wonderful as her full ass was, his hands slid back up to her breasts. Even under the thick leather and the countless fringes and beads, Lilian's breasts were amazing. Leonard gasped as he broke the kiss, roughly mauling those massive breasts as if his life depended on it. As he did, Lilian reached back and began untying the strange dress.
Seconds later Leonard felt the leather becoming loose. He grabbed it and pushed it down to her waist, revealing her bra-less breasts to his hungry eyes. A second later he was on his knees in front of her, burying his face between those impressive breasts. The warmth, the softness, the size, the smell, the taste! Leonard was overwhelmed by the sheer amount of pleasure he was feeling. Lilian moaned when he closed his lips over one of her nipples and sucked hard. Leonard felt her hands on his head as she guided him. He felt his cock threatening to tear through his pants. Releasing her breasts while still sucking on them, Leonard unzipped his pants and pushed them down.
With a gasp he pulled away from her breasts and stood up. Second later he was naked in front of her, still stunned by her raw beauty and undeniable desirability. He grabbed the scrunched down dress at her waist and pulled her against him. Hard. Lilian was now breathing hard and her pale skin was flushed with pleasure. Her hair, already in disarray because of the intensity of their kiss, now overflowed all over her breasts. She was insanely sexy!
Bolder than he knew he could be, Leonard began pushing the dress down, unable to wait anymore to see her bush and naked legs. To his surprise, Lilian grabbed his hands and stopped him. "Are you sure about this Leonard?"
"What?" he gasped, unable to understand the reason for the question.
"By now I'm pretty sure you pieced together enough clues..." she began.
Leonard frowned, his heartbeat and breathing very fast. "Enough clues for what?"
"Don't play coy!" she said before kissing him for a long while, pushing her tongue deep inside his mouth. "You know I'm a futanari."
Leonard pulled back and laughed. "You're crazy! But I want you so bad, this is not the time for jokes." But as he saw her expression, even with so much fire in his veins, he stopped. "You're serious?" She nodded. "So if I pull down your dress, I'm going to see a huge cock?"
"Fuck yes!" she said throatily. "Bigger and harder than anything you've ever seen before and all for you. I haven't been so aroused by a man before, even less such a young one. I want you to fuck me, to fuck my pussy and my ass and I want to take you in my mouth. But I also want to fuck you, to make you feel as much pleasure as possible."
If Leonard had been alone in his room thinking about it all, he probably would have been more hesitant. In fact, he would probably have said no. But he wasn't alone at home. He was being seduced by an incredible woman. So what if she had a cock? Hadn't he been fascinated by futanaris for a long while now? If it was true, then he'd have the time of his life with a real life futanari. If it wasn't, he would still have the time of his life with the sexiest woman he had ever seen.
Leonard pushed the dress down and his breath caught in his throat when he saw a gigantic cock surging up. His jaw dropped as he stared at it. "That's the spirit!" Lilian said, a wicked smile on her face. Leonard closed his mouth and looked back up, stunned. Stunned, yes, but also incredibly aroused. Unable to stop himself, he grabbed it with both hands and knelt in front of it. His mind was trying to make sense of what he was faced with, and failed. She'd had that between her legs the whole time? During all her classes? Impossible! But there it was.
"Open your mouth again Leonard, and get ready for the ride of your life." Looking up, Leonard did open his mouth and felt a tremendous shock as, for the first time in his life, he felt a cock in his mouth. A monstrous cock, easily over 10 inches long, more like twelve. The taste was strangely reminiscent of what he had tasted during their kiss, but more powerful. It wasn't bad, just peculiar. But as she pushed more of her length into his mouth, Leonard forgot about the taste.
This was so not how he envisioned a first time with Lilian! He imagined putting his cock into her mouth, bending her forward, taking her from behind, maybe even some anal action if she was into it... Instead, he was sucking on her futanari cock? Blown away! To his surprise he felt that he was able to handle all that length, even when it touched the back of his mouth. Of course, most of her cock was still outside his mouth, but that couldn't be helped.
Oh, how wrong was he... As he tasted more and more of her precum, the gagging reflex he had managed to control was now essentially gone. Opening his mouth wider, he pushed in and, in less than a second, Leonard's nose was pressed against Lilian's soft belly.
The sensations of having a twelve inch cock all the way down his throat was both unique and new. He had never felt anything close to it. He couldn't breathe, but the flood of pleasure more than made up for it. "Oh fuck yes!" he heard Lilian cry out, her voice muffled as if coming from far away. When she pulled out only to begin fucking his throat, Leonard abandoned himself to her. This was way too strange for his mind to understand even at the best of times. This wasn't the best of times: he was awash with lust and his mind was befuddled by the mysterious smoke.
Yet he felt a ridiculous amount of pleasure. Although his cock was twitching uselessly between his legs, Leonard was still hammered by pleasure. And by that long cock! Fuck this was crazy! "I'm being head-fucked by a twelve inch futanari cock!" this realization was the last drop and after that, Leonard simply stopped asking questions.
A bit later, the next time she pulled back far enough for him to breathe, he stood up and grabbed her by the waist. "Your turn!" After pushing her down on her knees, he grabbed her hands, pulled them back up above her head and pinned them there with one of his hands.
Lilian, grinning, said "Oh, I love a man in control!"
"Open up and take me!" he growled.
She happily did. This wasn't his first blowjob, but in seconds it became obvious that Lilian was leagues above his ex-girlfriends. As easily as she had, he pushed himself down her throat and fucked her face for a while. A long while. When he finally pulled back, she gasped and breathed. Seconds later he was back in, fucking her throat again. Leonard knew he was fevered with lust, was completely out of control.
Looking below her lovely mouth, he saw her two breasts heaving. Pulling out of he throat, he said "Keep your hands there." She did, still smiling and breathing hard, and Leonard squatted down until his cock was between her breasts. When he squeezed those huge breasts around his cock, he closed his eyes and moaned. When he then began fucking them, he shouted out his pleasure, floored by the utter softness of her skin, by the pillowy flesh that caressed his cock. "Even without a cock between your legs, these breasts would mark you as a supernatural creature! Fuck!" he shouted again, seared by too much pleasure.
After a while, despite the pleasure, his thighs were burning and he knew he had to straighten up. After he did, he grabbed her hips, turned her around and pressed her against the door. He had never been so rough with a girl before. Maybe not rough, but fierce. He didn't want to hurt her, and she didn't seem to hate what he was doing. But still, he had never felt as manly as he did now. He growled "I may not be as big as you are, but I'm going to fuck you so hard!"
"Go for it Leo, I'm all yours!" she groaned back, pressing her ass against him.
With one hand on the small of her back, he used the other to guide his cock between her beautiful ass cheeks. As he plunged deep, her felt her own cock there, but also quite a bit of heat and wetness. Pulling back from her cock he felt her pussy opening against his. Shit she was hot, in the literal sense of the word. But this information vanished from his mind as he squatted a bit before pushing himself into her.
Leonard cried out as he felt her tight pussy welcoming him all the way inside. His six inches couldn't match her monster cock, but judging from her reaction, Lilian was enjoying this. With both hands on her hips he began pounding into her, squashing her against the wall even more. Lilian reached back with one hand on his thigh and he felt her grabbing him forcefully, pulling him with each of his thrusts. After a moment of this intoxicating position, Lilian said "Let me back up a bit."
As she did, the angle became much better and Leonard felt himself penetrating even deeper. Now, instead of squashing her as he fucked her, he saw her entire body bouncing with each of his strokes. By now Lilian was bent almost at a 90 degree angle and her legs were spread. Leonard grabbed one buttock and squeezed it hard, revealing her puckered little asshole in the process. Heedless of any hesitation he would have had with any other girl or woman, Leonard spat a gob of saliva right on her asshole. When he pushed his thumb inside it, Lilian, instead of objecting, groaned in pleasure. "I can fuck your ass?" Leonard asked, forgetting that she had invited him to do it earlier.
"No. It's not that you simply can. You have to fuck my ass. I'm not letting you out of here before you do!"
"Fuck!" he cried. "Just like that?"
"Fuck yes! Do it!" Lilian was panting by now.
Leonard pulled out of the sweetest pussy he had ever fucked, the first without a condom, and guided his cock one inch higher. When he felt her asshole giving way with the slightest of pressure, it was a confirmation that magic was involved here. Futanari magic. He had never actually sodomized a girl, but one of his girlfriends had let him try. The amount of pain had discouraged them from trying again. Clearly, Lilian wasn't bothered by any pain.
Leonard stared, still having trouble believing what he was seeing despite everything else, as his cock was swallowed easily by Lilian's ass. It was incredibly beautiful. And despite the ease with which she took him, Lilian still grunted when he hilted himself inside her. She was still bent forward and he was still at the ideal angle to take her as deep as possible. And he did. His first time having anal sex and he was pounding into her just as hard as he had been, seconds ago, pounding into her pussy.
And just like that, the thought crossed his mind that he could simply switch back to her pussy. After pulling out completely, he slapped his dripping cock against her pussy, found her hole and pushed right back in. "Fuck!" she cried out. For a moment Leonard worried that she was angry. After all, that wasn't such a good idea. But instead, the long moan that followed that curse made everything clear: she was loving it.
Leonard fucked her pussy and ass for a long while. When he finally felt himself on the verge of climaxing, he asked "Where do you want me to cum?"
"Anywhere you want, lover." she replied huskily.
Leonard pulled out one last time from her pussy and slid in the snug little hole of her ass. Seconds later he was climaxing, filling her with his sperm all the while still pistoning in and out of her. After his pleasure peaked impressively high, Leonard felt his legs give way and he stumbled back until he fell, face first, into one of the big sofas. "Christ!" he cried out, panting.
"Christ can't see what's happening here!" Lilian said from behind him.
Leonard smiled at her comment but gasped as he felt her lying over him. Soon her monstrous cock touched his ass and found his anus. By the time he gathered some breath to say that this was too much, the magic precum had done its work and he felt the wrist-thick head of her cock slipping inside him. There was some pain in the process. But much less than he had thought. Much less, in fact, than biology dictated. He then felt Lilian's hands grabbing hold of his shoulders and very quickly she had impaled herself fully inside him.
Leonard opened his mouth in a silent scream and froze like this, flabbergasted, as she began fucking his ass thoroughly. With something like a twelve inch cock. It was impossible. Physically impossible. But then again, a woman like Lilian couldn't have such a twelve inch cock anyway. But as she shock faded, he had taken it all the way down his throat, after all, Leonard felt a wave of pleasure replacing it.
Obviously he had never been sodomized, and had never really tried to imagine what it was like to be taken as a girl. He was dismayed at Lilian's strength as she took him very roughly. As roughly, he guessed, as he had taken her. But the pleasure! Good Lords in heaven! He soon realized that he was pushing his ass upwards against her and even reached his ass to open it for her! This was utter insanity! Then again, he would have done everything to feel so much pleasure forever.
Lilian's groans turned into low growls and she began spasming upon him. He easily recognized the signs. Leonard knew he was about to have his ass filled with a dose of sperm. Him, a straight guy with his ass filled with sperm! Insanity again! To his surprise, he realized that his cock was hard again and rubbing against the sofa. As she began climaxing, Lilian fucked him even harder and Leonard laughed crazily as he felt a second climax overwhelming him.
As he felt Lilian pumping her sperm in big gushes, he himself spent whatever remained of his sperm on the sofa. They both cried and groaned, swearing as their climaxes unfolded. Eventually, Lilian pulled out and despite everything Leonard couldn't believe the length of cock that slipped out of him. Lilian then knelt next to him and asked "So, was it what you were expecting?" Her naughty smile made him laugh again.



***
Back in his room the following morning, Leonard's mind was still awhirl with how real his dream had been. It couldn't have been anything other than a dream. Clearly. He admitted to himself that he didn't know where the lines were between reality, hallucination and dream. Would Miss Lilian have really dressed that sexily in public? Had she really flirted with him?
Probably not. After all, he had been intoxicated in many ways at the same time, both by whatever he had smoked and by Miss Lilian herself. Had she really asked him to call her Lilian? And more importantly, had she really asked him to send her an email to get together again?
Leonard spent the rest of the week in a cloud of pleasure. As time went by, he became ever more convinced that most of it had been a crazy, drug-induced dream. After all, if she had truly fucked him with that thick cock, he would still be walking crooked! Or, to be perfectly honest, he'd probably be dead, split in half by that giant thing!
His mind was assailed by thoughts about the midnight class, the ritual, futanaris and especially Lilian... While Leonard was fully aware that she was dating Kara, he was also pretty sure that she wasn't the exclusive, settle down kind of woman. Deep in the night on Thursday, Leonard allowed himself to imagine a threesome between Lilian, Kara and him. He came so hard that he surprised himself and had to wipe some sperm off of his face!
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Leonard was now pretty much convinced that the whole sex thing with Lilian was a dream. An amazing dream, but alas nothing more. Thankfully, there were only a few days left before he was scheduled to go back to her house and spy on her date with Kara. Somehow, even if he knew it was just a dream, he felt a bit guilty about spying on them. As if that very intimate dream had reminded him that Lilian wasn't just an object of his curiosity, but a real human being with clear feelings for Kara. And he was going to spy on them while they were on a date?
Eventually, his curiosity won. Very disappointed. First because he had seen Lilian in a bikini. On the one hand it had been glorious, even more breathtaking than he remembered from his dream. That small bikini on her impossible body would make even the proudest man kneel in submission. Yet on the other hand, as luscious as that tightly enclosed pussy had been, it was obviously impossible to hide a monster cock there. Lilian was a normal woman. Incredibly sexy, but a woman nonetheless.
But he was also disappointed because he hadn't managed to gather any solid info on the ritual. And so very late that night, Leonard found himself driving back from her house. This time he had brought a long range microphone and he had been able to hear a lot more of their conversations on futanaris. Clearly, there was a link between the class or ritual and those futanaris. As if his dream of Lilian as a futanari was prescient! Leonard hazily remembered that Lilian had told him that they existed. That was, at least, one new clue to follow.
But as far as information on the ritual, nothing. Absolutely nothing. Hearing Kara and Lilian kissing in the pool and even beginning to fuck, had been thrilling. And Leonard hadn't felt the smallest bit of jealousy. Maybe it had been his threesome fantasy, but as he listened to them kissing and caressing each other, he had instead become quite aroused and had masturbated right there in the forest. After his climax, he laughed at himself, his sperm all over a tree with big earphones on his head.
As fun as that had been, the futanari trail was all he had managed to get. He had decided to leave when it became clear that Kara would spend the night. As he drove back, with the summer solstice coming closer and closer, he knew he had to do something or else he'd miss the best opportunity he'd ever had. By the time he was back at his apartment, Leonard had convinced himself that he would have to do the craziest thing he had ever done in his life. He would have to sneak into Lilian's house and find some hard info on the ritual!
After checking her website Leonard was pleased to see that two weeks later, on the fifth of June, Lilian had a public speaking engagement. It was a local event, at college, and she would be occupied at least all afternoon. And so Leonard had to endure two weeks of arduous patience. It was especially tough because he knew that if this latest idea didn't pan out, he would be pretty much out of time. His last recourse would be to contact her about smoking a peace pipe with her again.
But as that meeting in the secret room receded slowly into the past, Leonard was beginning to think it had not happened at all. At first he thought that only the sex part was a dream. Now he wasn't sure. Or at least it probably didn't happen the way he remembered it. It was impossible, actually. Lilian flirting with him? Inviting him to smoke pot with her? Nah. He was not about to contact her and have her reply "What the fuck are you talking about?"
No. This plan was his last chance. Leonard was very nervous as he drove up to her house. The first thing he did was to hide his car. This meant a pretty long walk, but he didn't care. He then knocked on her door to make sure that she was not there. She wasn't. He walked around the big house and reached the back door; locked. He checked all the windows; locked. He checked the two basement doors; locked. The garage door; failed at finding the code. He even climbed up on the porch roof to check on three additional windows; all locked.
Sitting on a deck chair next to the pool, Leonard sighed. Was this the end of his adventure? He was out of ideas. He had no idea when Kara would be back and he was not about to ask Lilian for a smoke. He swore out loud. The thought of going back to his apartment made him feel sick. But what choice did he have? And then a last crazy idea popped into his head. It was all so simple. All he had to do was wait around for her to come back and unlock the doors. Deep in the night, as she slept, he would simply sneak inside and have a look!
Leonard waited three hours for Lilian to come back, and never in those three hours, not even once, did he realize that this was an insane plan. It could go wrong in countless ways. In fact it could go very very wrong, with the cops getting involved and spending time in prison. In the end, Leonard was lucky. Extremely lucky. Not only did he get the information he wanted to, but he got a incredible bonus as well. Not until much later would he realize that it hadn't been luck at all.
Hidden in the forest behind her house, Leonard finally heard her come in. By now it was very late and very dark. He saw her turning on the lights and walking around. She came out, dropped a few pellets of salt in the pool and went back in. About an hour later, most lights were turned off except for one. The bathroom. Gathering his courage, Leonard silently walked up to that window and peeked in.
Lilian was standing about four feet away from him, completely naked. The intensity of his shock, faced with so much beauty and raw lust, was so high that he actually heard a bell ringing in his head. He simply couldn't believe that Lilian was even more beautiful and so damn more sexier than he had imagined. That bikini hadn't left much for his imagination to fill in, but christ! Leonard had seen countless nude beauties online, from the best websites and magazines, with all sorts of perfect bodies. But Lilian? Lilian was something else.
Her proportions shouldn't work. She should have looked strange. Her breasts were so damned big, capped with large pink aureolas and nipples, and stood so high... They looked like they were implants, so out of proportion were they with her small waist. Then again her hips brought some kind of symmetry to her silhouette. She looked like a living, breathing caricature of a hyper-feminine woman.
The barely trimmed golden bush between her legs, so different from the current fad of fully or almost fully shaven pussies he was used to seeing online, also caught his attention. And, more than seeing a beautiful bald pussy, hers made his cock twitch. As if on cue, Lilian looked down at that bush and ran her fingers through it. Not in a sexual manner. More as if she was wondering if it was time to trim it. "But no!" Leonard thought. "Don't touch it!"
As Lilian moved around and bent over the bath to stop the water, he got a look at her full, generous and bubble-like ass. Once more he was surprised to feel his entire body reacting to that majestic ass. Even though he was a fan of the slimmer, younger asses the internet was filled with, Lilian's ass clearly woke up deeper feelings. Leonard felt like growling as he stared at it.
Seeing her breasts move with her confirmed that her breasts, as magical as they looked, were completely natural. Leonard didn't mind silicon breasts. For him, there were only two ways to categorize breasts: beautiful or not. But somehow, finding out that her breasts were not silicon only added to his awe.
A minute later Lilian was in her bath, listening to music as she relaxed. The thick blanket of bubbles over her meant that the show was pretty much over. After admiring her beautiful face for a few minutes, Leonard knew that it was now or never. He silently made his way into her house and thanked whatever gods existed that she had put music on.
Twenty minutes later, as he drove back to his apartment, Leonard's heart was pounding and he was grinning as if he'd just won the lottery. After having uselessly searched through a few books, Leonard had decided to check in her laptop. He had cracked her password in seven attempts and was surprised that her password was one of her favorite swear expressions in class. A few odd notes on her calendar around the solstices and a quick search of her computer using those odd names had worked.
Leonard now knew when and where the secret class, or the ritual, would be. The futanari references he had found in that document were a bit unsettling, but then again he quite liked the overt sexual aspects of those mythical creatures. The fact that he remembered her telling him that they were real only added to the mystery. Back home, Leonard reviewed all the information he had and went to bed still grinning, prepared to wait all those weeks until the solstice.
Leonard arrived at the clearing quite a bit earlier than the time he had read on Lilian's laptop. He smiled, noticing that he now thought of her as Lilian and not Miss Lilian. In the middle of the clearing was a huge flat rock which, he guessed, could serve as an altar. He walked around the clearing and found the best place to hide before settling in for a long wait.
Two hours later he heard two feminine voices. Watching through his binoculars he saw Lilian and Kara walking towards the clearing. They were barely dressed and held hands as they walked. Right away he could see that while Kara was excited, she was also afraid. Or at least nervous. Soon, without even looking around, both of them disrobed and threw their clothing in a bag. Leonard's jaw dropped as he watched them both.
Lilian was, of course, leagues above and beyond any other woman he had ever seen and so Kara paled in comparison. But after his eyes feasted a second time on the glory of Lilian's golden body, Leonard began to appreciate the subtler beauty and sexiness of Kara. He remembered being teased about saying that her breasts were smallish. While they were when compared to Lilian's mammoth mammaries, they would, nonetheless, likely fill his hands.
The rest of her body was perfectly proportioned to those smaller breasts, with a sweet but gentle curve of her waist to her hips and lean legs. The long brown hair tumbling free was an interesting contrast to the flawlessly shaven pussy. While the two of them were profoundly different, in pretty much all aspects physical and mental, they were both pleasing to the eye. Soon enough Leonard felt his blood rushing to his cock as he watched them fool around and kiss in the light of the sunset.
In less than half and hour six more mature women arrived, all between 30 and 50. They were all remarkably busty and they all had very long and loose hair. Some two were brunettes while the others were all blonde. Besides their hyper-feminine traits, they all shared Lilian's bright blue-green eyes. Family? Leonard didn't know. With those six women also came three other young girls. One of which he already knew from college, and the other two were college age girls he had never seen before.
Leonard ended up a voyeur to seven magnificent women and four perky girls. They all ended up nude as they talked and drank wine, and Leonard was as excited as he could be. When the last light of the sun reached them and the darkness began to take its place, something changed. As one woman was crouching behind the rock, Leonard heard music beginning to play. He was surprised to realize that he knew the band playing. It was Heilung, a very distinctive group of pagan music. If the gathering hadn't already been odd enough, this certainly clinched it.
As sunlight faded more and more from the sky, the women started three fires around the rock and began dancing to the music. At first the young and mature women all danced together in no special pattern Leonard could discern. But after about half an hour of this dance, the four younger girls moved to the rock and sat down. Despite the fires, the sharp contrast of light between the women who were between a fire and him and those that were on the other side of a fire, Leonard kept losing track of Lilian. There were two other women that were voluptuous and blonde, and Leonard's eyes were beginning to fall short.
When at one point he noticed a few glasses of some white and glowing liquid appear in their hands, he had no idea from whence it came. Even with his binoculars he couldn't figure out what it was or how it was glowing. At first he thought it was a led light under the glass, but as he saw some dripping on the ground, he saw that the liquid itself was glowing.
While the mature women drank some, it was obviously destined for the younger girls. They all rank a full glass and were obviously surprised by the taste. With the music Leonard couldn't really hear anything else. After that, the glasses disappeared and the music changed. Since the beginning it had been quite mellow and airy, but now the rhythm increased significantly. And so did the dance.
At first Leonard grinned as he saw all those stunning bodies moving around in a dance that what was increasingly sexually charged. The women were touching each other more and more, and some of those touches were overtly sexual. Breasts, asses and pussies were grabbed and caressed, and soon kissed and licked and sucked. Leonard's eyes widened when he saw a woman kneeling behind Lilian as she ate her ass. Lilian was leaning on the rock right next to Kara and was kissing the younger girl as her ass was being devoured.
And then something utterly impossible happened. When Leonard pulled his eyes away from that highly sexy scene, he saw a futanari. One of the woman, dancing just at the right spot so that she was well lit by a fire, now had a huge cock dangling heavily between her legs. She was still definitely a woman, with her face, long hair, large breasts, wist and hips. But now, shockingly, she was sporting a nine inch long monster cock between her legs.
As everything he had learned about futanari came to the fore in his head, Leonard dropped the binoculars and hung his head. After squeezing his eyes shut, very hard, Leonard shook his head and looked back up again. There were now three futanaris in front of him. And when Lilian stood up and moved away from the loving mouth of the other woman, Leonard gasped when he saw that she, too, had a thick cock between her legs. It was about as big as the other ones, nine or ten inches, and it grew from her nice blonde bush.
Lilian had never said that futanaris could... could what? Could retract their cocks? Damn! this was crazy! "Of course she wouldn't say it!" Leonard thought as he stared, amazed, at what was now very obviously six futanaris dancing in the firelight. His cock was painfully hard and he decided to unzip his pants to release the tension. As he kept watching, he saw the six creatures gradually turning into typical futanaris.
And then it hit him. That dream, after the meeting with Lilian... It hadn't been a dream! Have I already fucked Lilian? Impossible! But as much as he'd like to spend time trying to piece together his fuzzy memories of that afternoon, he was way to fascinated by the dancing futanaris in front of him.
Their skin turned darker, their eyes began to glow, as did their aureolas and nipples, their bushes and even their lips and mouths. Leonard though he could still recognize Lilian in there, but as he stared he was shocked once more when he saw the classic futanari prehensile tails beginning to appear. "What?" he thought. "That's new!" Eventually those long soft cocks turned into even longer and bigger erections and Leonard kept closing and opening his eyes, as if he knew what he was seeing was impossible.
A bit later, as they began caressing each other's cocks, Leonard saw that their bodies were glowing even more. Tendrils of glowing lights were emerging from their aureolas and bush, and for a couple of them, even from their eyes, mouths and navel. He finally noticed that one of the futanaris was now furry all over. Leonard wondered again if he was still dreaming or hallucinating. But he hadn't smoked or drank anything suspicious all day, and everything else seemed perfectly normal and real.
Eventually, three of the highly aroused futanaris grabbed one of the young girls and brought them to the dance. Leonard gasped as those girls willingly fell on their knees and began kissing those monster cocks. Leonard was beginning to feel overloaded with arousal as he stared at the lewd sight. The girls could barely fit the tips of those cocks into their mouths, but they kept trying and licking and kissing them.
As Leonard looked at their breasts, he wondered "Were they this big earlier?" Kneeling and leaning forward as they were, their breasts hung differently than when they were standing, but still. They definitely looked bigger. But he forgot about that for a moment as he realized that Kara was still sitting on the rock. What he believed was Lilian was standing next to her, as aroused as the other futanaris, but nothing else was happening between the two of them.
When he heard a gagging noise, Leonard looked back at the closest girl on her knees and almost cried out when he saw that she had taken the entire fucking length of that cock in her throat. At least a foot of wrist-thick cock was buried down her throat as her nose was pressed against the blonde bush. "Just like I did Lilian!" he thought, shocked. Leonard wasn't sure he could understand the mechanics of exactly where it plunged inside the girl. Or had done so inside him. The only thing he was sure of was that the sight was breathtakingly erotic.
As he watched the other two girls managing the same feat, his cock was ready to burst. Now on all fours in front of the kneeling futanaris, the girls were being fucked deep down their throats. Their breasts, undoubtedly bigger now, were rocking back and forth as their bodies were pummelled by the futanaris' penetrations. Leonard grabbed his cock and began masturbating as he watched.
So focused was he on the magical sight that he never saw Lilian walking towards him. He only looked up when she was standing right next to him. He jumped in fright and rolled backwards in the grass. By now, Lilian's cock was soft and limp, yet he was still overwhelmed by her presence. "Get undressed Leonard..." she said.
Way too stunned to even think of replying, he merely mumbled a few sounds. Lilian got the gist of it. "Of course I knew you were here. Just like I knew you were trying to discover what the midnight class was all about. And last month, in my house. Do you really think a woman alone in her very remote house would take a bath with music on and leave the doors unlocked? Has it ever occurred to you that I might have had security cameras, Leonard?"
Leonard swallowed hard and tried to make sense of what she was saying. She had been onto him from the start? He stood up shakily and attempted to zip his jeans up. "Don't worry about that... Take them off I said." she paused, looking at him with a slight frown on her face. "Why didn't you call me? After what we shared, I can't understand..."
Leonard swallowed hard and managed to say "I... I didn't think it was real."
"What? Oh, right... the peace pipe. Not used to that. Should have thought about that. You know, when you sneaked in, I half expected you to surprise me in the bath!"
Leonard was now staring at her, imagining the scene. In the silence, Lilian said "Well in any case you're here, as I had hoped you would. What's taking so long with the pants? Are you really going to tell me you don't want to join us? You don't want to fuck Kara?"



"Fuck Kara?" he replied tonelessly, shocked into a reply.
"Of course! Her pussy, mouth and ass. She's a virgin, you see. So you really have to!"
Leonard had no idea what that meant or even how it could possibly make sense. But when Lilian grabbed his shirt and pulled it off before pulling his pants down, he let her do it. By now he was much more fascinated by what he was seeing in Kara's eyes. Before he could walk to her, his erection proud and unmissable, Lilian grabbed his shoulders and turned him towards her. "I want you to fuck Kara. Be gentle. And know this." She paused, making sure she had his full attention. "She likes you and chose you for this, but even though it will be a lot of fun, she's not interested in developing any sort of romantic relationship with you. Still interested in this one amazing chance to fuck a gorgeous girl like her?"
Leonard cleared his throat and, more lucid than he would be for the rest of the night, said "Yes."
As he then looked at Kara, he saw that the pretty brunette was now, just like her friends, a lot more voluptuous. She had gained at least a cup size, and her waist to hips ratio had similarly been enhanced. But what struck him the most was that she was staring at him with a burning hunger in her eyes. She was standing next to the rock, beckoning him with her finger. Her legs were parted and he could see her shaven pussy. And could he see, on that pussy, a fine line of something wet glistening in the firelight?
Kara's heart was pounding harder than ever before in her life. Even when she had had to stop running the 5 mile race last year, her heartbeat hadn't been so fast. She looked at Leonard, a colleague from Lilian's class. Kara thought he was very nice and rather handsome, but she barely knew him at all. And now, if everything went the way Lilian wanted it to, she would lose her virginity, at least her penis-virginity, to him in mere minutes.
After dating her professor a few times and spending an entire night making love to her, the most beautiful woman she had ever seen by far, Kara had learned that Lilian was in fact a futanari. She had learned about those futanaris in Lilian's own class. In that class she thought she had learned all there was to know about those hyper-feminine creatures with monstrous cocks. But Lilian had left out one crucial piece of information: those cocks could retract fully, leaving the futanari looking like a woman. A remarkably sexy woman, but nothing supernatural.
Kara could still remember the shock she had felt, in the wee hours of the morning after that marathon sex session with Lilian. In the afterglow of one of their many climaxes that night, Lilian had looked at her and said "What if I told you that most futanaris can fully retract their cocks and appear and function just like normal women?"
The following weeks had been profoundly eye opening. She had first seen, then touched and eventually sucked on Lilian's cock. The amount of sperm that had shot out of that cock had left her stunned, torn between extreme arousal and laughter. And so they had had sex many times after that, sometimes as pure women but often enough with this magical cock of hers playing a role.
But never to penetrate her pussy or ass. That had been a surprise. Lilian believed that losing one's virginity to a real man was something very important. Dildos, fingers and fists aside, the act of letting a real man put his very real cock inside your own pussy was something that had to be lived. And so while Lilian was obviously tempted to fuck the younger Kara both in her pussy and ass, she told her she wanted to wait until she had lost her penis-virginity, for lack of a better term, to a real man.
Well, that was a problem. Kara had never had a serious boyfriend before, and was head over heels in love with Lilian. She also didn't have any intention of having a one night stand with a random guy, nor tricking a guy into believing she was really into him. But, smiling, Lilian had told her that there was another way. "How about ritual sex?" she had asked cryptically.
And so here she was, a couple of weeks later, completely naked and beckoning Leonard to come and fuck her. She was incredibly aroused, her pussy dripping wet with anticipation. While she didn't have any romantic interest in Leonard, she was glad to have chosen him. And, by Gods, his cock looked really nice in front of those sweet abs! Fuck this was going to be good! She couldn't wait to feel it trapped between her bigger breasts, in her mouth, in her ass and especially in her pussy!
She felt like a predator as she stood up and jumped into his arms. He was obviously surprised by this, especially when his cock was nestled quite nicely against her wet pussy, but Kara didn't want to lose another second. Her lips found his before he could even say a single world and, as his hands shifted her her ass to support her weight, her tongue slipped into his mouth.
Kara was pleased to feel him responding to that kiss. She felt his hands squeezing her ass hard as he pushed back against the assault of her mouth. When he bit her tongue, wrapped his lips around it and sucked it into her mouth, Kara moaned. As their mouths danced together, Kara began rubbing her pussy against his cock, feeling her wetness making everything slippier.
Leonard lifted her up and switched his grip on her ass. One of his hands disappeared and when the remaining one moved to compensate, one of his fingertips ended up directly against her asshole. But a moment later she felt his free hand on her big breast and cried out into his mouth as he squeezed her flesh in his big hand. She threw her head back and cried out. When she brought her head back down she looked at him, grabbed his face with her hands and said "Fuck me! My cherry is yours!" She smiled as she saw the fire in his eyes. He brought her down on the ground and Kara barely noticed the cool grass on her back.
"Want me to be gentle?" he asked, panting.
"No! Just take me!" she cried back.
Leaning over her, he grabbed his cock with one hand and Kara gasped as she felt its tip against her pussy. And as quickly as that it was inside her and Kara's entire body twisted in response. Grunting, Leonard pushed himself inside her and Kara was all pleasure. Part of her had expected some pain, but she had played with dildos more than enough times and was now so fucking aroused that an elephant could have taken her without problem.
Nevertheless, as Kara felt his rougher masculine body against hers, felt his breath on her face and saw the energy in her eyes, she felt as if his cock was so fucking big inside her! She felt more filled and stretched than ever before, and realized that Lilian had been right: Leonard's cock inside he was nothing like the strap-on dildos she had been fucked by in the past. Not even fucking close!
Pulling him close to her and squeezing his back with her arms as hard as she could, Kara shouted her pleasure at feeling this first cock inside her. And then he began fucking her. How could this feel so different than Nina fucking her with her strap-ons? And why did it feel so unimaginably better? Kara was so overwhelmed by this first time with a man that she had trouble breathing.
She felt like shouting continuously. Part of her mind knew that it had a lot to do with Lilian soon being able to fuck her, with the fact that she was was finally at the summer solstice ritual and probably because of whatever strange milk she had drunk earlier. But right now all she could feel was Leonard's body upon her and especially his cock inside her.
When she saw Lilian standing above her, her cock monstrously long and hard, Kara felt her first climax hitting her. How long had it been since Leonard had first slipped inside her? 5 minutes? At most! Incredible! For a long while she did shout her pleasure and would learn that most of the other women had stopped to look at her at that moment. When her body quieted after that first climax of the night, Kara opened her eyes and saw that Lilian was kneeling next to her. "On your knees, my little love."
Leonard pulled away and stood, his cock turgid and glistening with her juices. Feeling as if she wasn't in complete control of her body, Kara knelt in front of Leonard and wrapped one fist around the base of his cock. Closing her eyes, she opened her mouth and took that wonderful fuck toy in her mouth.
The first thing she tasted was her own juices. But soon she tasted the taste of a man's cock for the first time. It was so very different than what she had imagined, and extremely different than any girl she had ever tasted. Soon though, her surprise at the taste faded and she began sucking him as best she could. She was totally unexperienced, but let herself be guided by Leonard's whispered words. She tried taking his entire cock in her mouth but failed, gagging on his length. "Soon, little love." she heard Lilian whispering into her ear.
At the same time, she felt her professor's fingers sliding between her asscheeks. Wet with an incredibly lubricating liquid, Lilian's finger soon slipped inside her ass. Kara had no idea what the stuff was, but when she felt a growing warmth coating her insides, she guessed that it was something futanari related. Lilian had told her that she would be able to take her monster cock all the way inside her, as improbable as that looked.
Lost as she was in her first blowjob, she startled when Lilian said "Feel like taking her ass, Leonard?" Looking up at him, Kara saw an expression of pure lust on his face. Of male lust. He pulled away from her mouth and walked around her. Kara dropped on all fours and once again felt her heart racing. She was going to be sodomized by a real cock! Kara had never taken really big dildos back there and she hoped that—
She gasped when she felt his big bulbous head touching her small little asshole. Lilian was still kneeling right next to her and Kara felt her grabbing her two cheeks and pulling them apart. Panting before Leonard even began pushing in, Kara's breath caught in her throat when he finally did. She moaned and cried when her sphincter clamped under his cock head.
And then he was sliding in! "Fuck! This is insane!" she thought. "I'm being sodomized by a very real cock and it's—" Her mouth opened in a silent scream when she felt his thighs pressed hard against her ass. He was fully in! And then he was fucking her! Intensely! Despite all her fears, there wasn't any pain once again. Her last coherent thought before her next climax was that she would have to ask Lilian about that magical lubricant.
For the next few minutes she felt like her entire body was being pummelled by a man twice Leonard's size. She felt manhandled like a small toy for the first time in her life even though she had been taken roughly by some of her lesbian lovers in the past. This was something else! And his cock was going in so fucking deep! In her ass! At one point she let her upper body drop to the ground, using her arms to push her ass up against each of his thrusts. Eyes closed, mouth wide opened against the grass, Kara climaxed again.
When Leonard saw that Kara was climaxing again, he was overwhelmed with lust. This was already a completely insane night, but seeing Kara climax all around his cock, buried as it was in her sweet ass, was just impossibly good. He saw Lilian releasing Kara's asscheeks before saying "Don't cum just yet. When I say the word, switch to her pussy and fill her up!"
Flabbergasted, Leonard stared into those incredible blue-green eyes and nodded. After a long groan from Kara, Lilian breathed "Now." Looking down, Leonard pulled himself out of Kara's ass and lowered his cock one inch before pushing back in. While her ass had been tight and delicate, Kara's pussy was burning hot and much more adapted to the sexual fury he felt inside.
Grabbing her hips firmly, he began fucking her with every last trace of energy he had, pounding into her like a madman. Ten seconds later he was climaxing and, for the first time in his life, there was no condom between his sperm and a pussy. Leonard didn't even think of the possible repercussions of this as he came into the pussy of a girl he knew was a lesbian and so probably not on the pill. All he could do was hold on as his body threw him into a wild ride of indescribable pleasure.
He felt like he was gushing litres of sperm into her and soon the sounds of his penetrations changed as some of his sperm was forced back out by his full-length thrusts. With his blood pulsing so hard in his head, Leonard felt dizzy as he finally pulled out of her pussy, almost falling down on the grass.
After almost backing out with so much pleasure, Leonard, still breathing hard, looked up from where he had collapsed on the ground and saw two futanaris. The first one he recognized as Lilian. The other, he quickly saw, was Kara. But she was now a futanari, with breasts almost a match to Lilian's and a almost surreal waist to hips ratio.
And now that they were standing with their backs to the dwindling fires, he was awed by their glowing bodies. While one was blonde and the other brunette, their bodies were pretty similar and definitely magical. If the tendrils of green light he had seen on the futanaris earlier had been faint, they were unmissable right now. They were emerging from their large aureolas, their very bright eyes, their navels and especially from their pussies, shaven or not. These wriggling and twisting tendrils seem to be alive on their skin. As they stood there, watching him with undecipherable expressions, he saw their skin turning even darker blue soon to be covered by longer but fainter tendrils.
As he stared at Kara, he saw her pushing her cock for the first time. She was spasming, half in pain, half in pleasure and was staring at it as well as it grew. The thick, long and heavy cock hung between her legs for a moment until it began to rise upwards in staggered motions that Leonard knew very well. Once it reached as high as it would, Lilian turned to him and said "Leonard, you have a choice. Either you leave this place right now or you stay and fuck, as well as be fucked, those among us would would be interested in you."
Still on his back on the grass, Leonard's eyes shifted between Lilian and Kara. Behind and around them, he saw a few other futanaris looking at him. When he heard Kara's laughter, identical to her normal laugh, he looked down and saw his cock beginning to harden. Lilian snorted and knelt next to him. "Ok then... That makes it pretty clear. If you really want to enjoy this night beyond 1 or 2 more climaxes, I suggest that you drink some of my milk."
Leonard nodded and opened his mouth as Lilian leaned over him. The shock of her powerful squirt of milk inside his mouth rang deep inside him. "I'm fucking drinking the milk from my professor's breasts while I feel her foot long cock brushing against my belly!" Her aureola and nipple were very warm, much warmer than a human body should be, and the milk was extremely sweet. As he drank mouthfuls of it, he felt a definite warmth spreading through his thorax before converging towards his cock.
Looking down, he saw his cock hardening very fast. When he saw that he was at full length, he saw that it was still growing. Shocked, he saw his cock growing an extra two inches. Very noticeable. Standing up, almost matching Lilian's transformed height, he looked and her and said "Who wants to go first?"
"You, actually." was Lilian's reply.
Kara grabbed his arm and turned him around before pushing him forward on the rock. Before he could do anything about it, he felt her hands on his hips and the tip of her cock between his legs. "Last chance to change your mind." said Lilian, standing next to him.
Taking a deep breath, he said "Just do it!"
When Kara felt her newly grown cock touching Leonard's asshole, she trembled. Both from exhilaration and nervousness. She knew from Lilian that her precum would magically allow her to fit that monstrous cock into that tiny little hole. And soon enough it sure did. She kept pushing in gently, feeling his body resist until it finally didn't. They both groaned at the same time from shock and pleasure. Different shock and different pleasure, but still.
Kara gasped as she saw her futanari cock slipping ever deeper into Leonard's ass, regardless of the limits of human biology. So many inches in length, so many more in circumference and it all went in. It all went in with so much damned pleasure! She had no idea if the cocks of real men were as pleasurable as hers was, but if it was anything close, she understood why so many men thought only of sex! It wasn't that the pleasure was just intense, but it certainly was more focused than her own pleasure at being penetrated. Instead of a long penis-welcoming sheath, the tip of a cock was so small.
As she began fucking Leonard's ass, Kara finally looked up and saw that Lilian had driven her even bigger cock down his throat. Soon they found a rhythm that would satisfy them both and then began to speed things up. She had no idea what Leonard was feeling with two monstrous cocks inside him, but she knew she was being flooded with this impossible and new pleasure.
At one point Lilian pulled her cock out completely to let Leonard breathe and instead of asking for a break, he cried "Lilian, put it back in!" as if his life depended on it.
"I will my dear..." she said. "But by now I think you can both call me by my real name. I'm Lilith. I don't steal babies, but then again, look what I did with her!"
And Lilian, or Lilith, looked up at her. The smile she gave Kara banished any thought that their relationship wasn't serious. If she was indeed the Lilith of legend, what could a newly transformed futanari girl mean to her? But in Lilith's eyes Kara saw such passion and such love that she was overwhelmed. They stared into each other's eyes as they kept fucking Leonard.
In sync, as if magic was involved, the two futanaris climaxed at the same time. The surprising thrill of feeling all that sperm coursing through her cock sent Kara into a spiral of unexpected pleasure. Not only had her cock-induced pleasure been different, but her climax was also much more focused. And now this unique and unforeseen bonus of the sperm rushing up that thick length? Just amazing.
She rocked and shook and cried out as her body showed her just how much pleasure a futanari could experience. As the long climax faded, she pulled out of Leonard and stumbled, as if drunk, to the rock to sit next to him and Lilith. When Lilith pulled out of him, Leonard fell on the ground again. If she hadn't felt and seen him climaxing, shooting a full load on the rock beneath him, she would feel pity for him. Instead, she gladly let Lilith gather her in her arms.
When Leonard got up a few minutes later, Kara was surprised again. He was partially transformed. Looking at Lilith, she listened to the brief explanation. "Oh, right..." her professor and lover said. "Listen Leonard. Don't worry about this transformation. Your greenish skin, breasts and much longer cock will all have vanished by the morning. It's just the sheer amount of sperm you just ingested..."
Leonard looked shaken, but soon enough he smiled, then grinned, then laughed as he played with his new breasts. Kara had no idea what role Leonard would play in her life from now on. She didn't have any romantic feelings for him and she was pretty he didn't have any for him. Then again, it was clear that Lilith wasn't interested in a strictly monogamous relationship either. In fact, Kara had already adjusted to the fact that Lilith had fucked Leonard a while ago. As she held Lilith's hand, Kara looked around at the utterly fantastical scene around her and smiled.
**************
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Well, it looked like three months wasn't enough time for me to get used to this. These days, from time to time, I wake up with a wonderfully beautiful woman named Eleanor. She's a woman I love and who loves me back, and I was now spooned behind her. We're both naked, with my nose buried against her nape, her golden hair all over my face, and, of course, my hand lazily fondling her breast.
All the while my wife, Nella, was asleep in another room, with another man. That man happened to be the husband of the wonderful woman whose body I was now enjoying. As I squeezed Eleanor's breasts a bit more, I felt her waking up, then pushing back against my body. My cock, which had been half-asleep against her asscheeks, began to wake up as well.
I still couldn't believe the turn of events that had followed the last Midwinter. In fact it began about a year ago, during Midsummer. My wife Nella and I, with Eleanor and her husband Tim as well as six of our friends, all met in a cabin for our traditional Midsummer weekend. Those Midsummer weekends had always been quite sensual, even overtly sexy with some surprising bits of unexpected nudity. Last year though, something special happened.
Nella swears that it was because the moon had been full. In any case, we soon found out that all that latent sexual energy had been set to explode. We all ended up fucking someone else than our lovers. At least once. Then six months later, in Iceland for Midwinter, it all transformed again and the weekend ended up as a full blown orgy.
Yet as crazy as it may sound, that orgy wasn't the most mind-blowing part of the weekend. Just before that orgy, in the quiet morning before the storm, Eleanor and Tim invited us to come and live with them. Not in a bi-generational house, not renting a room in their home. No, really live with them; two couples, yet a very explicit foursome as well.
So here we were today. Nella and I moved in about three months ago and we were all still adjusting. Not everything went as smoothly as planned, but never being sure next to which women I was going to wake up with more than made up for the little annoyances. One of those annoyances was the bathroom. It was clear, had been since the first week, that we would have to build a second one. I was the only one of the four that didn't seem to require a very long time in there in the morning.
In her bed, I slipped my hand from Eleanor's breast to her hip, then ass, cupping it's nice fullness in my hand. When I pulled it upwards, opening her crack and letting my hardening cock slip deeper, Eleanor moaned. She opened her thighs just a bit, but it was enough. My cock suddenly twitched and ended up directly against her pussy. As she pushed against me, Eleanor groaned, "Hmmm... I'm pretty sure we're still covered with your sperm from a few hours ago."
Smiling, I remembered that we had fucked during the night, half-asleep and groggy. "Yes, my cum and your juices." I murmured into her ear. "I seem to remember that I slipped inside you with barely any resistance..."
She laughed lazily, still woozy from the sleep. "And you're probably going to slip in just as easily... once I take my shower."
"Ah..." I groaned, not wanting to wait.
"You're insatiable!" she said, pushing herself up.
"Look who's talking!" I said, laughing and pulling her back against me. "Ok, I have an idea. Wanna do a bit of roleplay?" I asked, both her breasts in my hands now.
"You want me to dress up as a nurse?" Eleanor asked playfully.
"Well yes, but not this morning. Go to the bathroom and throw me a cloth with warm water and I'll clean myself up. Then, while you're in the shower we'll pretend that it's a year ago. Before Midsummer."
"You wanna pretend we're just ordinary friends?"
"Yep. And that I'm staying here with Nella. And, of course, that everybody's asleep while you're taking a shower, with, maybe, the door not fully closed..."
"Hahaha... Got it!" Eleanor said, turning her head towards me for a quick kiss.
"Remember," I said, "I'm not supposed to see you naked, and you're not supposed to let me..."
"Really Will?" she said, a strange expression on her face. "You think that if I had caught you spying on me a year ago, I would have screamed in panic?"
"Er, a year ago, we hadn't, er..."
"Hahaha! Guess we'll never know!" she said, this time succeeding in getting up.
Getting into my role, I pulled the blanket over my head as she got up, to not see her naked body. I heard her take something from the drawer, but I didn't know what it was. After a pause, she stopped walking and said, "Hey, what's up with you and spying on me in the shower? First in Midsummer, now this..."
I was lying on my back, completely covered with the thin sheet. Instead of replying I squeezed the muscles in my cock and felt it twitch up. Eleanor saw it move and laughed. A few moments later I heard her walking back towards her room and felt the damp cloth falling on the bed.
Soon I was all cleaned up, my cock hard and glistening with a thin coat of warm water. When I hear the shower turning on I walked down the corridor in silence, making sure that everybody was asleep downstairs. Last night Tim and Nella had taken what was officially Nella and my room, what used to be the guest room. But since Eleanor and I were early risers and our spouses were not, we often switched partners during the weekends. I couldn't hear a thing from below, so I kept on walking towards the bathroom. As I approached, I could see that Eleanor had indeed left the door open, but not by much. In fact, as I peered inside, I couldn't really see anything. The little minx was playing her role pretty seriously. Kneeling down, I pushed the door about an inch.
Despite what had happened since last year's Midsummer, despite the fact that I've had sex and made love to that woman very often, despite the fact that I had just woken up with her warm body in my arms... despite everything I still felt that spasm of pleasure in my belly as I looked at her. Fully dressed, Eleanor was pretty enough, but with nothing more than hints of her stunning beauty. Unless her clothing was very tight, the softness of her curves made it hard to distinguish anything. She wasn't fat, not at all, but she was certainly well rounded, with soft curves all around.
Yet she wasn't as powerfully feminine as Nella. My wife was undeniably female, regardless of how she was clothed. Very large breasts both in width and thrust, hanging many inches in front of her as she walked. Her hips, thighs and ass were equally powerful, all in overflowing curves that couldn't be hidden. Eleanor, on the other hand, could tame her femininity... or, of course, decide to unleash it. Now, fully naked behind clear glass, I was stunned again by how beautiful and sexy she was.
Ten feet away from my hungry eyes, I first saw her ass and their creamy curves. Nobody could say that Eleanor's ass was lacking. It was all there, curved and rounded. Full was the perfect word. Even though she was supposed to be roleplaying the innocent, it was clear that she was instead playing me. Playing cock, to be precise. As she was lathering herself up, sliding her soapy hands all over her hips, ass and thighs, she was also dancing. Subtly, I'll give it to her, but still noticeable. Her pale white thighs were slowly slipping against each other, moving back and forth, forcing her hips and ass to rock from left to right. She seemed to be dancing to a slow rock song I couldn't hear, and it was a wonderful sight.
Kneeling in the corridor, my hard cock in hand, I smiled as I noticed that I was breathing harder, my heart pounding faster. I guess roleplaying was working for me! I remembered that it had been quite fun with Nella, the few times we had tried. It was now pretty clear that I was going to have to do it more often.
Movement from the shower brought me back to the present and I saw Eleanor beginning to turn around. Her round breasts, large by any standards except maybe for someone whose wife is blessed with truly large breasts, Eleanor's creamy breasts ensnared my eyes. Most of her bras were 34C, which she filled very nicely. But that fact far from exhausted what someone could learn from Eleanor's breasts.
I never quite found the exact words that could describe them, something I hold against the entire English language. The one word that stands out if "soft", but it also conjures up images of sagging or flopping breasts. Her breasts were soft like a cat, purring, curled in front of the fire, was soft. On another type of body, they would look like fakes, as they were too round. But on her, with all those curves, they simply fit perfectly.
Eleanor broke me out of my reverie again by pinching her nipples, pulling them upwards and letting her breasts bounce back down. Her aureolas and nipples were pale pink, like a puff of strawberry cream on top of her vanilla breasts. Even before she began playing with them, they were puffy and prominent. Not large, just prone to engorge with blood and stand out proudly. After repeating that pulling up and releasing act a few times, she caressed them gently again, washing them innocently, as if nothing had happened. Looking up, expecting to see her smiling, I saw her look like she was completely unaware of my presence. Yet, right then, her hands slipped all the way down to her pussy and she opened her mouth silently. She pressed her body right against the glass, turning her head sideways.
Before I could stop myself, because of the roleplaying, I pushed the door open quite a few inches more. And the door creaked. As I quickly moved away from the door and leaned against the wall, I heard her sharp intake of breath. After a long and, funnily enough, stressful minute, I heard her moving about in the shower, making the water splash normally. When I came back to the door, opened now about 7 or 8 inches, I paused. Looking down at my hard cock, pointing directly into the bathroom, I smiled at the coincidence.
Eleanor had her back turned to the door again, and I decided to up the ante. Slowly I opened the door completely and walked in. Definitely, roleplaying was great; my heart was beating hard and I was grinning like a fool! When she turned around once more and saw me, Eleanor actually jumped in surprise. Playing her role perfectly, she whispered, "What the fuck are you doing here?" while trying to hide her body. She then registered that I was naked and looked at my cock. There was a long pause during which we both stared openly at each other. Then, the obvious question, "What if Tim comes up?"
Before answering I put my finger on my lips, with a smile, and whispered, "Gods you're beautiful..."
Eleanor grinned, half in the role, half in honest pleasure, and let her arms drop to her sides, completely revealing her nude body. Her golden bush, hard to see when it was all wet like this, barely covered her pussy lips. She doesn't trim it; it's just sparse like this. Looking at it, I felt my cock spasming, precum oozing from the tip. In Eleanor's full view I took a step forward. Her smile faded, replaced by an expression so full of lust and anticipated pleasure that my eyes opened wide; she was very good at this roleplaying! Another step towards the shower, and she pushed the door open.
And then, as if on perfect cue, we both heard the stairs' first step creaking loudly. Tim! We knew it had to be him as it was way too early for Nella. We both froze like deer in headlights, but only for a fraction of a second. In a small burst of genuine fear I race back to the corridor as silently as I can and hide in their room. If Tim was planning on coming to their room, the game would be up, but he probably wouldn't notice anything special going on. I was ready to dive on the bed, face down to hide my erection, but he never came. I heard him going in the bathroom. I couldn't hear them talking over the sound of the shower, especially since he closed the door behind him.
I had no idea what he was going to do, but when I heard him walking back down the stairs, I looked and made sure the way was clear. I was still rock hard and in desperate need of fucking Eleanor. Tim had left the door opened when he left, so I entered the bathroom expecting to see Eleanor still in the shower. She was. She was also still naked. But, quite unexpectedly, she was also fucking a dildo. She had stuck the dildo I had given her, a clone of my cock, on the shower glass and was now fucking it, almost fully bent forward.
From my vantage point, perfectly from behind her, I could see everything. My mouth fell open at the sight of her ass pushing hard against the glass, my cock opening her pussy wide. Feeling my cock twitch upwards, I grinned and walked in, closing the door behind me. "So," I say, as casually as I can, "this is what would have happened if I had sneaked in here a year ago?"
"If you had given me this dildo a few months before? Probably!" Eleanor moaned, not even bothering to turn around. Or stopping.
"Look who's insatiable now!" I replied, walking into the large shower right next to her.
Laughing, Eleanor pulled herself off of the dildo and moved it to the far side of the shower. I looked in wonder as she impaled herself upon it again, bending forward just like earlier. The only difference was that I was now right in front of her, and her head was inches away from my very real cock. The shower was still on, spraying hot water all over her back. "Now just keep quiet, we don't want your wife to wake up and find you here, don't we?"
As she took me into her mouth, I closed my eyes and grabbed her head. Even if this hadn't been roleplaying, I don't think I could have even been thinking about Nella. Looking down, Eleanor's golden hair on my thighs and her rounded ass and hips slowly fucking my other cock, I was enjoying myself way too much. After a while she pushed my cock all the way to the back of her mouth and hummed, something she knew I really liked.
Eleanor remained in this wonderful position for a long while, giving me one hell of a blowjob. In addition, as she pleasured herself upon my dildo, she offered me the amazing sight of her hips and ass rotating and dancing as she fucked herself. Her small waist seemed like the focal point of her motions, letting her flaring hips move all over the place. A few times, she grabbed me firmly and rocked herself backwards and forwards, letting my real cock fuck her mouth and my dildo cock fuck her pussy. Then she resumed her sensual rotating motions on both the cocks. Eventually, to my chagrin, she stopped and pulled away, freeing herself from both of my cocks. "Hmmm," I groaned, "I cold have stayed right here until the water ran cold..."
Standing up and reaching for the bottle of lube, Eleanor looked at me with a smile: "I know my love... But there's something I've always wanted to try with you and your cock. Couldn't think of a better time to do it." After she lubed my cock, she put some on her pussy, then her inner thighs. As I looked and wondered what she had in mind, she pushed me against the wall and turned her back to me. Whispering, she said, "Slip your cock between my thighs."
When I pushed my cock downward, grazing her asshole and pussy on the way, I found her thighs tightly closed. Smiling, I pushed in, parting her soft flesh and poking out on the other side. The feeling of her pussy against the top of my cock was nice, but her thighs... This wonderful thigh penetration felt good, and distinctly different from a pussy, a nice pair of tits or even an anus. "Bend your knees a bit..." Eleanor said. When I did, allowing her more control, she began dancing again. I couldn't find a better word. Moving to a tune I couldn't hear, Eleanor rotated her hips, twisted from left to right, slid up and down, pulled off only to come back... All the while my cock was getting overwhelmed by all those different sensations.
At first I had taken hold of her hips, but soon I let her fully in control and grabbed both her breasts. Eleanor wasn't going especially hard or fast. Instead, it felt as if she was pulling me into a very lascivious dance, a latin number all over my cock. At one point she stood on the tips of her toes, then opened her thighs just a bit before going back down. I felt the heat of her pussy against my cock as I was pushed downwards, and Eleanor didn't stop before her lips rubbed against my glans, almost pulling completely off. Pushing herself back up, my cock followed her until I felt her bush rubbing against the very tip of my cock. She was pushing my cock up and down, sliding it all over her pussy in the process.
Intoxicated as I was with this dance and the new feelings I was savouring, I wanted more. When I groaned and squeezed her breasts harder, Eleanor barely had time to turn her head around. Sliding my hands back down to her hips, I pushed her just far enough away so that my cock dug between her lips. When I pushed my hips forward I finally slipped inside her. Her dancing motions continued just long enough so that my penetration was paused a brief moment before we aligned for the first full penetration of the day. She barely contained her moan, and I knew I didn't contain mine very well either. Bending forward, allowing me even deeper entry, Eleanor shushed me. "Tim could come up any minute... keep your mouth shut!"
She was still playing, and I had to grin. "Well if he comes you'll just have to tell him that you needed a proper fucking while he was asleep."
"Ha! You pretentious bastard!" she replied, laughing softly. "What if it's your wife that we wake up?"
"Well, I'll just ask her to wait for her turn!"
With that Eleanor laughed again and pushed herself off of me. She was laughing as she turned around, wrapping her arms around me. "If we had really done this a year ago, what would you have really said?"
"I have no idea Eleanor..." I said as she placed her smile on my neck time after time, holding me tight.
"Well, I know that if you had found me while masturbating, I couldn't have refused you... That's why I was so hesitant at Midsummer. Feeling lust for someone, knowing that the merest fantasy with him made your pussy wet, that's one thing. But now you know that I wasn't simply lusting after you." She paused, looking at me, "I love you Will."
After a grin and a small paused, she said in a lighter tone, "In any case I've already felt your cock inside my pussy this morning..." she said, glancing at the dildo. Then, reaching for the lube again, she added, "forget about the roleplay for a second and answer me this..." she paused with a lump of lube on her hand before reaching backwards and placing it between her asscheeks. "What would she say if Nella did come up, right now in the real world, and saw you fucking my ass? If she saw me on all four, with your long big cock pounding away between my buttocks, hilting itself completely?"
I was too surprised and thrilled to react, much less form a witty reply. I startled when she grabbed my cock, relubing it thoroughly. Eleanor, once again in control of the situation, asked a new question: "Would she be jealous? Would she be ready to lube her own ass and join me on all four in front of you, giving you her anal cherry?" She turned around, sliding her ass against my well lubed cock, and added: "You must know that we do talk about it... I know you haven't done it with her, and haven't done it with anyone else since Iceland. As for me, I confess I was thinking about your cock the last time Tim fucked my ass..." As she finished, she lowered herself down on the floor, pushing her ass upwards at me. "Now, promise me this; let me adjust to your size for a while, then fuck my ass like you've been wanting to do for months now..."



Looking down at her, all wet and lubed up for me, I shivered in anticipation. "What do you mean months? I've been wanting to fuck your ass for years..." I knelt behind her and pushed my cock down. It was a bit painful; I was hard as a fucking telephone pole. When the tip of my cock touched her anus and nestled between the soft flesh of her buttocks, I forgot about the roleplay, my wife or her husband. With my free hand I caressed one of her buttocks, using my fingers and thumb to squeeze it hard. Her soft flesh gave way and I felt her anus opening up. Reaching around I did the same to her other buttock, keeping a firm pressure on my cock at the same time. Now, taking my time and trying to become conscious of all the intoxicating feelings I was experiencing, I reached for her hip and pushed.
My first time had been with our friend Rinette during Midwinter, and it had also been her first time. As delightful as that moment had been, seeing my cock disappearing smoothly inside Eleanor's ass was mind boggling. I could see her skin stretching around me, spasming softly a few times before cinching itself around the base of my glans. Eleanor didn't cry out. All I heard was a long moan. Staring down at the glorious sight, I pushed in deeper.
Eleanor's ass was soft and pliable, letting me in easily. As I pushed in gently she moaned faster and faster until I was all the way inside. And I mean all the way. I don't think I was able to do that in Rinette, and the feeling was just amazing. "Pull back a bit and add some lube, will you?" I reached up and grabbed the bottle. Looking back down at the sight of my cock sliding out of her ass, I knew I was grinning like a deranged person. I let a long line of lube fall on my cock, and pushed back inside.
I don't know how long I stood there, transfixed, not moving an inch, just staring at her beautiful ass, and her stretched anus around the very base of my cock. Slowly, imperceptibly at first, Eleanor began to clench her muscles around me. Part of me wanted to ravage her, to take her ass like a beast. And another part of me wanted to savour this feeling as long as I could.
I could feel her muscles contracting, squeezing my hardness. Figuring out that I was not about to fuck her immediately, Eleanor resumed her hip dancing once again. Notwithstanding the fact that she was kneeling on the floor, her face against the wet tiles with a very hard cock all the way inside her ass, she nevertheless managed to twist and turn around me like a belly dancer. Looking down at this spectacle, I had trouble breathing normally.
I felt as if I could die this way and be happy. Yet when she pulled away and back, no more than an inch, the flood of sensations took me by surprise. My instincts took over for a brief moment, just long enough to make me realize that both my hands were on her hips, ready to push and pull. When my hands squeezed her flesh, Eleanor moaned and whispered, "Let yourself go, lover... My ass is all yours."
The next few minutes were a blur of raw pleasure, unrestrained passion and sheer craziness as I abandoned myself to the will of my body. Up to this point Rinette's had been the first ass I'd taken, slowly in our afternoon together, then faster during the orgy. It had been amazing, most of all because Rinette had been an anal virgin, and that she had the most wonderful ass I'd ever seen. Yet this moment with Eleanor was both very similar and quite different at the same time. The fact that Eleanor's creamy white buttocks were lovely was beside the point. She wasn't giving me her virginity either. Instead I was overwhelmed by a woman who not only was used to this, but absolutely loved it. She was allowing me to share into her fetish, a fetish she had obviously been cultivating and exploring for years...
I knew I was fucking her harder and harder, expecting her to ask me to slow down any second. She didn't. I knew I had a big cock, and that I was riding her hard. She was only groaning and crying out in what was obvious and utter pleasure. When I reached my perfect rhythm and intensity, I completely lost sense of all time and space. I was simply lost in the unadulterated pleasures, both physically and emotionally.
I was awakened from that trance by her moans, which suddenly stopped. For a brief moment I opened my eyes in panic; had I gone too far, too deep, too hard? Nope. Eleanor's mouth was wide opened in a silent scream, and her body began to tremble all over. Lengthening my strokes and enjoying every damn last inch of her ass I knew I was also very close to my climax. When she whispered and long, drawled out "Gods..." I felt my pleasure going over the edge.
My orgasm took me by storm, shaking me like a leaf in the wind. I didn't want to stop but soon had too, my cock screaming in lingering pleasure and pain. I had been fucking her as hard as I could. When Eleanor heard me take a deep breath, she shushed me, "Shhh... you wouldn't want our spouses to hear you..." She was breathing hard herself, slowly rising from her prone position to her hands and knees. I looked at her, stunned by her comment, and began laughing.
A few moments later I pulled myself slowly out of her ass, stunned that she had taken me fully inside her. When she sat on her hip, looking at me with a remarkable grin, I leaned forward and kissed her. "So, that is what would have happened if I come to peep on you in the shower?" I asked.
"Why not?"
"Er, because we were married to other people?"
"Aren't we married to other people now?" she asked, still grinning like a cat. When I simply shook my head, smiling, she added, "Now that I know that you enjoy roleplaying that much, I have another idea in mind."
As I watched her get up and wash herself again under the hot water, completely at ease with my shameless gawking of her naked body, I realized again that shy and reserved Eleanor was anything but. Learning about her fetish for anal sex had been a first shock, and this morning's fun was nothing more than extra confirmation. Under that modest, introverted facade, Eleanor was a sexually confident woman that knew what she wanted completely, and was in full control of her sexuality. She was now, obviously, also quite in control of my own sexuality.
We spent the rest of the day in the spirit of our roleplay, stealing hidden caresses and kisses when the others were nearby, acting as if they'd be shocked by them. This morning, more than anything else, confirmed that the choice Nella and I had made was the right one. I loved Eleanor and she loved me back, just as I knew that Tim and Nella shared something precious as well. How long our foursome would last, I had no idea, but I dearly hoped that it would never end.
***
P.S. I've had a few other ideas about the characters form the Midsummer and Midwinter series. I've you've read this far and want more, let me know in the comments or in email feedbacks!
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Lea was a wanted woman. At work, with her friends or with family. Lea was popular for very many reasons. She was a hard working woman, really knew how to have a good time and she was a wonderful cook as well as a remarkable hostess. She was charming, always smiling even when life was tough and she usually attracted people from the moment they met. The fact that both her parents were born in Venezuela, which made her pretty exotic here in her almost racially uniform town, only added to her appeal.
She was also very popular with men, of course. That Venezuelan face, skin tone, eyes and body type would have made her popular just by itself. Lea was a beautiful, warm and even now at almost forty, she still exuded an air of sensuality whether she wanted to or not. In fact, when she was young, she even posed for a few nude modelling websites.
That meant that Lea, while very beautiful in a classical way, was also blessed with a remarkable body. First off, she was naturally curvy. Very much so. During her early teens she'd had to buy bras every damned season because her cup size would go up so damned fast. Soon after that, she'd had to find jeans that would accommodate her hips and rounded thighs that were not designed for fat women. Lea wasn't fat. In fact, her waistline was only 22 inches. It's just that her breasts and hips seem to have forgotten that she was tiny! Lea was in fact pretty short, standing at a hair under five feet tall, and that small stature made her curves look even more pronounced.
Most of the time, Lea took all of this in stride and managed to handle all that attention, sexual or otherwise, with ease. She wasn't even aware that this easy only added to her appeal! She had grown used to men vying for her attention, especially now that it was common knowledge that she was single. She wasn't ready for a new man in her life, but it was reassuring to know that once she was ready, she could have her pick!
But sometimes Lea wished she could simply blend in the crowd. Sometimes, alone at night while eating ice cream on the couch, she considered what it would take for that to happen. First, she'd have to become a lazy ungrateful bitch. Second, she'd probably have to shave her head clean, given that her long blue-black hair was one of her most stunning assets. Third, probably a double mastectomy to get rid of those two large breasts that even a turtleneck couldn't disguise. And fourth she'd also have to stop from ever bending down because one couldn't really get rid of one's ass!
Back when she was at college, her ass had caused an accident! Really! She had been wearing yoga pants with a tank top, something she didn't dare do these days. Not because it wouldn't look good, but because she was now fully aware of the consequences. After getting out of the library, she had dropped a book and innocently bent down to pick it up. Two guys, who happened to pass by on their bikes at that exact moment, both crashed because they had been distracted. One of them had even needed stitches!
In any case, the only place she could be truly relaxed and at ease was at home. Which was, all thing considered, very well. She now lived alone with her son ever since his father left them more than a year ago. When Lea learned that he had been having regular affairs for the previous three years, the hot blood in her vein had exploded and she had kicked him out of their house. She now received a nice check every month in the mail, and made of point of spending it on frivolous things.
Like lingerie. Lea liked lingerie a lot. And given her unique figure, she usually needed to buy high end bras. Now she could. Her lingerie drawer was now filled with works of art from Empreinte, Chantelle, Simone Perele, Anya Lust, Prima Donna, Aubade and Lise Charmel. She even had a set of made to measure, ridiculously expensive Christina Aielli! She still couldn't believe you could spend close to a thousand dollar on a set on lingerie. But damn! The first man she'll show this to was going to melt!
The only thing she was happy about that separation was that her son Gabriel had been almost a man when it happened. If it had happened back when he was twelve, it could have been disastrous. But he was 18 now and seemed alright with it. Maybe still bitter, maybe still angry, but his world hadn't crumbled to dust. He had begun to take on responsibilities as the man of the house, which was good.
Sitting in her couch very late a Tuesday night, Lea knew that everything wasn't all fine with Gabriel. His frustration and anger with his father was perfectly understandable, but she feared that it had had an effect on his own romantic life. Four months after the separation, Gabriel broke things off with his own girlfriend and had been single since. "Then again," Lea thought, "so have I. Is he stil single because I am?" She didn't know. Maybe she should accept one of the regular invitations she received?
Just after she turned the TV off, she heard Gabriel walking upstairs. Then climbing down the stairs. When he turned the corner Lea stood up, puzzled by this late night appearance. Gabriel usually slept like a damned log! She walked up to him and asked him what was wrong, but got no answer. His eyes were opened, but he was staring past her. She looked behind her, saw nothing, and frowned. Was he sleepwalking?
Lea smiled, remembering that Gabriel had done a lot of that between the ages of ten and thirteen. It had vanished as suddenly as it had appeared, but her doctor had told her that it was very normal. "Just don't wake him up unless he's getting into serious danger!" he had said, looking very serious. "It could mess him up." Lea had missed the irony and had returned home convinced that this myth was real. And so for those three or four years, she had never woken him up.
She was smiling now, standing in front of him and looking up at him. He mumbled something incomprehensible, then opened his arm to take her into a hug. A big, long and hard hug. Lea squeezed him right back, more than happy to share that hug. It had been a long while since their last one, with Gabriel now too old for them. Her head pressed against his chest, Lea grinned as her son held her tight.
About two very long and sweet minutes later, she felt him relaxing his hold and she knew it was over. But to her surprise, before he pulled away, Gabriel reached down and grabbed one of her buttocks with his large hand and gave it a good squeeze. Lea clamped her mouth shut so that she wouldn't laugh out loud and was laughing quietly as she looked at him going back up the stairs to his room.
The facts that her shirt didn't reach her ass, nor that her small panties had barely covered her full, rounded buttocks didn't really matter to her. After all, Gabriel had never attempted anything like that before and he was clearly sleeping. Lea went to bed herself a few minutes later and she fell asleep smiling as she though about the hug.
After briefly thinking about it the following morning when he ambled into the kitchen, half awake, Lea forgot about that sleepwalking incident. She went about her day and for the first time in a long while, she looked at her male coworkers differently. "Maybe it was time to open up again?" she wondered. The few emails she received from her male friends were also read with a slightly different attitude. Lea had a good idea of who, among all the guys she knew, was interested by her. What she didn't always know was who wanted more than just a night of fun with her.
Not that she was opposed to such a night, of course. Lea was very open-minded about sex and even though she didn't like to think about it now, she and her ex-husband had done some pretty wild stuff early in their relationship. They had done a few threesomes with another girl and even one with another guy, had gone to swingers clubs, adult hotels in Mexico where they'd had sex on the beach with people watching them... Oh Lea wasn't shy or prude in anyway. Come to think of it, maybe a few nights of carnal pleasure would do her good!
Then again, she wasn't twenty anymore and knew that the stakes were different now. She would have to be careful who she chose to do this with. Enjoying this new outlook, Lea spent every free moment of her day thinking about who she would let into her life. Or at least her bed.
Back home, she was in a great mood and Gabriel noticed. She was evasive when he asked her why. While they had a very open relationship, this was not really his concern. Gabriel didn't push. Maybe he was aware that she had stayed out of his own love life? Lea prided herself with the fact that she hadn't ever asked probing mom-questions about his love or sex life. He was pretty open about it, which was good, but she didn't push him.
Later that night she was sitting on the couch with her laptop in her usual nighttime clothes: a stretchy top and a pair of panties. Nothing else. Lea looked at the "romantic" emails she had received over the last few months. She tried to decide which one she would reply to. Well, she had already replied to all of them, politely saying that she wasn't interested, but now, just maybe, she would reply something else. Not tonight, but soon. Lea was smiling and rubbing her hands together when she heard Gabriel moving about again.
She sighed and smiled, but decided to remain on the couch this time. A minute later she saw him come to the living room, the same dazed look in his eyes. "Hello Gabriel." she whispered. A indeterminate sound was his only reply. When he sat next to her on the couch, she placed her laptop on the console table. Just in time too, because Gabriel didn't want to sit. Instead, he lay down o the couch, his head on her lap.
Again, much like yesterday, Lea smiled and enjoyed the intimate moment. She placed her hand on his head and caressed his face and hair. When Gabriel placed his own hand on her thigh and caressed it, she thought nothing of it. Not because she was innocent, but because she understood that it was a more primal facet of his personality that was in control now.
Nevertheless, his head was resting, essentially, on her panties. Between his cheek and her pussy was only a very thin piece of fabric. Lea wondered if she should start to wear pyjamas now. Or at least a long shirt. The tank top was very comfortable, but it made for somewhat of a strange situation right now. Still, she didn't really mind. When Gabriel had been younger, they had slept together in the same bed while his father was away (she now knew where, the bastard!). And that intimacy had never led to anything untoward.
And so Lea spent the next fifteen minutes caressing her son's head and shoulder and arm while he did the same on her two thighs. By the time he got up, she was feeling really well. The faint stirrings of desire that she had felt when his hand had crept higher didn't bother her much. He was a young man in the prime of his sexual life, and knew it had nothing to do with her as his mother, but only with her as a sexy woman. The proof? He had never done or said anything remotely sexual to her. Ever. Not even accidental brushes of her ass like some of Lea's friends' sons did with them. He was just an 18 year old male with his head resting on her pair of soft womanly thighs. Was he even aware that his ear was pressed against her bush? Lea didn't know.
For the next week, nothing happened during the late evenings. No more sleepwalking. Lea was, she had to admit, a little disappointed. While it was certainly strange, she had really liked those two intimate moments with her son. She was sure that if she hugged him like he had the first time, wearing nothing but a small shirt and panties, Gabriel would cringe! And if she invited him to lay his head on her naked thighs, with his ear on her panties, he would run away screaming! She felt a bit strange about the sensuous element to those contacts, but not all that much. Lea thought that most Americans were overly sensitive about so many things related to sex...
Late one night on her couch after that week without sleepwalking, Lea strained her ears, hoping to hear him. Nothing. In the darkness she sighed and thought back on that second incident and remembered how good his hand had felt on her thighs. Gods she wished she had a man in her life right now! Almost accidentally, her fingers slipped on those same thighs and went up to her panties. Lea smiled and thought "Maybe I could relieve some of that tension before going to bed?"
Sliding her fingers over her panties, she pressed harder on her lips before letting her fingertips push directly against her clit. "Oh yes..." she thought as she then stretched, her arms above her head and her legs straight. After settling back down she placed one hand back against her pussy and the other began caressing her thigh. Lea closed her eyes and grinned, knowing that it wouldn't take her long. In her mind's eye she saw a man's powerful hand replacing hers and Leas moaned softly. She could feel that her pussy was already completely flooded.
It was now time to slip those fingers under her panties, and then... oh yeah, just like that, inside her pussy. In her fantasy, she could see that strong man' hand moving ever higher on her thigh before reaching her pussy. Then Gabriel's fingers finally— "What?" Lea laughed on the couch. "Not Gabriel! How did this faceless man turn into Gabriel?"
Lea resumed her masturbation without thinking about her son. When her entire body arched in delight a few minutes later, her mouth wide open in a silent scream, she was stunned to see, in her imagination, her son's face between her round thighs, eating her pussy like a pro! After the spasms of pleasure passed minutes later, Lea stood up, shook her head and went up to her room. "I was not thinking about him!" she thought to herself, then sighed. "Ok, maybe a little bit!" she added, a smile on her lips. "Naughty mommy!"
Five days later, just before she was about to go to bed around midnight, Lea was beginning to accept that it was not going to happen again. Gabriel's super intimate sleepwalking episode was over. She couldn't deny that she was disappointed. She missed being able to hug him, to lay her head against him while watching a movie, to hold his hand when they walked together or even to sleep together... Gabriel wasn't interested in any of that anymore. Even two weeks ago, between the two sleepwalking episodes, he hadn't been any more intimate with her during the day.
Lea sighed, resigned to accept it without even being able to talk to him about it. And then she heard him get up. She froze, smiling, hoping to hear him... and yes, he was up! This time she was waiting for him at the base of the stairs... and yes he was sleepwalking! He grabbed her in a big hug, a tender hug that lasted a long time. Prepared this time, Lea hugged him back fiercely and enjoyed every second of that hug.
She smiled into his pecs when she felt his two hands firmly and clearly grabbing her ass. For a long while! A couple of minutes later Lea was beginning to feel both embarrassed and, if not aroused, at least a lot hotter. She could feel his big hands grabbing, squeezing, spreading, kneading, massaging and exploring her ass like a lover in need. Given the fact that she was only wearing her short shirt and small panties, Gabriel's hands were mostly on her skin! In fact, soon enough her panties had turned into a thong as his ministrations had pulled the fabric up and between her cheeks.
On the spur of the moment, she giggled and grabbed his own ass and was pleasantly surprised at the firmness of her son's buttocks! Lea knew her son was in good shape, but damn! This was a fine ass! She was still smiling, idly enjoying the unusual moment, when Gabriel suddenly released her ass, grabbed her hips and turned her around. Before she could properly react her son's hands, which had been on her hips, had slipped under her shirt and had moved directly onto her breasts.
They both moaned at the same time. Lea felt her shirt, pulled up with his arms, slip completely over her breasts to bunch up under her arms. When Lea felt her son's large, powerful hands squeeze her naked breasts, expertly trapping her engorged nipples between two fingers in the process, she felt torn. So much more pleasure than a simple ass massage, yet so much more over the line.
Then again, Gabriel was most likely dreaming of some pretty girl from school, maybe one from the cheerleading team he had often talked about. Lea was convinced that in his mind he wasn't thinking about his mother. Yet his very real hands were on her very real breasts. So as much as she enjoyed the attention and even if she would deny enjoying it to anyone who asked, she tried to pull away. Even if you consider that most Americans were rather prudish, Lea knew that mothers and sons were not supposed to do that.
Taking a deep breath, trying to ignore her inadmissible disappointment, she whispered "Isn't it time to go to bed, Gabriel?" He mumbled something incomprehensible but didn't stop. Both her hands were on his by now, but as he squeezed harder, Lea's mouth fell open and one of her hands reach back to grab his head. She pulled him closer to her neck and shivered when she felt his stubby beard on her delicate skin. "Shit! This has to stop!" she thought.
She tried to pull herself away from him once again, but was met with his unyielding strength. She wanted to talk louder and wake him up, but she was still afraid of doing some irreparable damage. Waking a sleepwalker was dangerous! She tried clearing her throat a few times, moving against him or even whispering him to go to bed again a few more times. Nothing worked.
And then she felt his erection on her lower back. She gasped with the surprise and pleasure, and was glad to be so much shorter than him. If his cock had been pressed directly between her cheeks... Ok, this had to stop! She decided to talk a bit louder, but also with a tone of voice that she used when he was a child. Surprisingly, it worked! As soon as she finished talking, his body relaxed and his intensity diminished. Ten seconds later she managed to disentangle form him, pulled her top down over her breasts and grabbed his hand.
He followed her meekly up to his room and she put him to bed. In the hallway, after closing the door to his room behind her, Lea leaned against the wall and sighed. She was still shaking from the experience, mostly with pleasure, and her heart was beating fast. She could still feel his hands on her breasts and knew full well that her nipples were as hard as rocks, poking tents in her shirt. "Am I a bad mother?" she wondered. As she went to her room, jumped in her bed and removed her panties, she added "Maybe I am!" She was grinning when she felt the first tremors of pleasure rocking her body as her fingers worked their magic.
About twenty four hours later Lea had just turned off the TV and was experiencing mixed feelings. On one hand she dreaded to hear the sounds of her son sleepwalking again. She knew her resolve wasn't all that it could be after being single for so long. Also, regardless of her opinions on prude Americans, there were some lines you should cross with your son. Lea was pretty sure that letting him maul your naked breasts was one of them.
On the other hand, she still shivered with delectation when she remembered his hands on those big breasts of hers! And how intense her climax had been mere minutes after putting him to bed. She had imagined him waking up and taking her roughly, giving her more pleasure in bed than his father ever had. Lea shook her head and sighed. Had she been a profoundly religious woman, she probably would have been disgusted with herself. Had she been a deeply religious woman, Lea might have had the willpower to prevent what was about to happen...



When she heard him walking out of his room, Lea bit her lips as she felt her pussy tingling. "Shit!" she whispered, getting up with a strong determination to stop him this time. "Just a hug..." she thought. "Just one nice hug." As soon as he wrapped his warm arms around her small body, she groaned and felt her willpower whither. When he grabbed her ass again she kissed his chest. Part of her mind glad that he was wearing full length pyjamas. If her face had been directly against his naked chest...
She moaned when he turned her around, freed her breasts and began mauling them again. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" she kept repeating, her legs turning into jelly and her pussy igniting. "I'm in so much trouble!" she thought. When his coarse, two-day old beard touched her neck again, she moaned his name. This time she reached for his head with both arms above her own and pulled him close. The position pushed her large breasts out even more and her sleepwalking son reacted by squeezing them harder.
She was standing on tiptoes, arching her body into his hands when Gabriel slipped one of his hands all the way down to her panties. With a deftness that made her question his experience, he slipped his fingers under her panties and all the way over her shaven pussy. When he closed his fingers over her flesh, she cried out "Oh my Gods... Gabriel!" She opened her eyes wide, afraid that her cry had woken him up. But he only moaned, pulling harder on her pussy.
Lea lifted one of her legs up and pressed her foot on the wall, giving him the best access to her pussy. "Can I let him make me cum? Can a mother let her sleepwalking son give her an orgasm?" She bit her lips, torn between pushing him back and letting him have his way. What if he pulled out his cock? Shit! Instead of pulling out his cock, he pressed his middle finger between the wet folds of her pussy and deep into her. Lea pushed her pussy against him and knew she was powerless to resist him.
Thankfully he didn't try to do anything else and a few short minutes later Lea was unable to move away before climaxing in her son's arms. One large hand on her even larger breast, the other on her pussy with his long middle finger buried as deep as it could in her pussy. Somehow Gabriel knew to curl that finger and press it against the underside of her clit, her g-spot.
When her pleasure crested, Lea's body gave under her and her son caught her. He switched from giving her so much pleasure to holding her up in an instant. With whatever clarity she still had, Lea used that moment to disentangle herself from his grasp and she guided him to his room again. As he fell back upon it, he tried to grab her arm but she twisted away.
In her room, in her own bed, she was still panting, profoundly contended by the climax yet shaken by the incestuous experience. She hadn't seen his cock, hadn't touched it, hadn't kissed it, hadn't taken it in her mouth or her pussy... Maybe it wasn't incest? She laughed at her own attempt at naiveté. A few minutes later, calmer now, Lea wondered if she should say anything to her son. Then again, it might shock her senseless to learn what he's been doing while sleepwalking. And it might also shock him into moving out to learn that his mom had let him do that!
Lea sighed, shaking her head on her pillow. "That was pretty damned naughty!" she thought again. "Maybe the naughtiest thing I have ever done!" She then remembered what one of her cousins had told her years and years ago. Jenny, three years her elder, had decided to confide to her on Lea's 18th birthday party. It had been a sleepover and the two girls were still awake at three in the morning. Still slightly drunk, Jenny had told Lea about having had sex with her own father a year ago. Lea had been shocked, then aroused because uncle Samuel was really hot! She herself had fantasized about him!
While having sex with your own father might be even naughtier than letting your son finger you to climax, she hadn't done that herself. What had been her naughtiest moment? Fingering herself lazily, she realized that she was too tired to really think about that strange question. "Tomorrow!" she said, sighing contently, if guiltily, one last time before falling asleep.
Over the next six days, including the weekend, Lea spent every waking moment she had with her son to try and see if he was aware of anything. Thankfully his attitude, facial expression, words and actions all seemed perfectly normal. Thankfully as well, there was no sleepwalking activity at all. Lea examined her own feelings as well, and while she did find some remorse now that she wasn't both sleepy and aroused, it wasn't a huge rush of shame. In fact, she even caught herself staring at him or daydreaming about what she had let him do to her. "Not quite what a normal mother should be feeling..." she thought many times.
As for her quest for the naughtiest thing she had ever done in her life, she thought she had found something that topped her son-induced climax. Late one night, with no sign of sleepwalking since last week's fingering, she thought back to a film she had starred in. Not a Hollywood film. Not at all. It was a film she had done for a website during her modelling years. A lesbian video. She had needed the money, the co-star was very pretty and sweet, and while she had been reticent, it had turned out great! She had never repeated the experience in real life, but she always smiled when she thought about that day.
In her bed Lea remembered some of the things they had done... They had not really been supposed to actually touch each other's pussies with their tongues, but the girl did anyway. When she saw that Lea was OK with that, live as they were shooting, she even pushed her tongue deep inside her while hiding herself from the camera by her hair.
Lea remembered that moment very well, where she had gasped in real pleasure instead of faking it as had been expected of her. And then later, in the 69, when she licked that girl's pussy in return... Oh dear Gods! She still had shivers when she remembered that! She remembered having been shy before beginning. But instead of being shy, Lea had been turned on by the camera guy and two other guys watching them. Especially since she heard them reacting to the real licking.
In her own bed twenty years later, Lea laughed at the thought. The last thing, which was still a secret that only her and her costar knew, was the shower that followed that scene. After the shoot, they laughingly decided to take a shower together. It had been even hotter than the scene had been! Before leaving the home where they had shot, the other girl told her that if she wanted to do this for real, she'd be interested. Lea had never followed up on that offer, and other than a few threesomes later in life, she had never had a truly lesbian experience.
On her bed, Lea knew that her pussy was drenched again. "I need a shower!" she thought, smiling naughtily. As she walked silently to the bathroom, she wondered if any of her girl friends would be interested. "Carly! For sure!" she thought and laughed. In the hot shower, Lea took a few minutes to actually consider that possibility. She knew she was mainly into men and wouldn't consider a romantic relationship with a woman. Then again, a quick shower or a romp in bed? Why not?
Lea was hot all over, and not just because of the shower, when she heard the bathroom door open. "Gabriel?" she whispered softly, just in case he was not sleepwalking, but simply drowsily going to the bathroom. No answer. Then he pulled the curtains completely opened. Lea saw that he was still dressed with his pyjamas and wasn't even really looking at her. Lea knew that if her son saw her naked, awake, his eyes would roam from her breasts to her pussy in less than a second.
But Gabriel simply seemed lost. He paused there for a moment and then, still fully dressed, climbed in the shower with her. Lea laughed as he shook for a moment and got thoroughly wet in a matter of seconds. Aroused as she had been, she didn't even care that she was fully naked in front of her son. She saw him pantomiming taking a shower, washing his hair without any shampoo and then rubbing real soap all over his body. A minute later his pyjamas were covered in soap and he looked quite ridiculous. She briefly thought about getting out but it was too funny to miss. And, she would admit to herself later, being naked in front of her son was exciting!
When his hand gently and accidentally bumped into her belly, he froze for a moment. With his face still expressionless he grabbed the soap again and began lathering her up. Lea moaned and shivered as his hands moved all over her body. At first he was doing a sexless wash, but soon he distinctly focused on her breasts, pussy and ass. The first time he slipped his soaping fingers deep between her asscheeks, sliding over her asshole, Lea groaned with pleasure and grabbed him in her arms.
It was then that she felt his erection against her. And it seemed that he felt it too. Pausing for a moment his exquisite attention to detail while cleaning her ass, he pushed his slippery hands between their bodies and pushed his pants down. When he stood back up, she felt his hard cock slap against her pussy before moving higher. Short as she was, the tip of his erection was now nestled between her breasts. Between her soap covered breasts.
Gabriel grabbed both her breasts, pressed them together and began fucking them. If the slap of that solid cock against her drenched pussy had made Lea dizzy, feeling him fuck her glorious tits was overwhelming. She failed at resisting for a long moment before, finally, managing to push him away. She then turned around and didn't manage to stop herself from bending forward to close the water.
Before she could do that, she felt his cock pressing against her pussy again. "Fuck!" she cried before pulling away awkwardly. She ended up slipping and found herself sitting in front of her son, his erection inches away from her mouth. Reflexively she opened her mouth in shock and extreme arousal. "What a wonderful cock!" she thought. So big and looking so damned hard! Lea stared at the tip of the cock and salivated.
She was as vulnerable as she had ever been since he began sleepwalking again. But Gabriel wasn't sufficiently aware of what was going on to properly take advantage of the situation. Despite the opened mouth in front of him, he simply began to masturbate right in front of his mother. Seeing him beat his cock like this, so close to her, froze Lea in place. "Gabriel!" she tried her motherly voice again, knowing that she had to get out of here quickly. Gabriel slowed down and moved backwards slightly, but he didn't stop. Sex overwhelmed her authority. Luckily she managed to get up but was still trapped between his body and the wall.
Lea was breathing fast, more aroused than she had been in a long time and every instinct in her body screamed at her to let him fuck her. He probably wouldn't remember a thing. That was a very nice cock and she was sure he would pound into her until she creamed all over that incestuous shaft. But, heroically, she managed to restrain from doing just that. On the other hand, Gabriel reached his own climax and sprayed his sperm all over his mother's breasts and belly.
Lea had already been far down the road into this strange sexual thing with her son. She had tried to wrap her head around it, tried to accept her feelings all the while knowing that they were unacceptable. When she felt his sperm landing on her breasts, then her belly and one blast almost up to her chin, she froze. Not in fear, not in disgust. She froze, mouth opened, in lust. In sheer, unadulterated, lust. Seeing him beating his meat, watching every jet of sperm spew from his cock onto her skin, seeing him stare at her cum-covered breasts like an animal in rut... Lea's own repressed desires unveiled themselves.
She knelt down again and opened her mouth. She was breathing hard, ready for anything and admitted to herself that she wanted her son's cock inside her. But while she received one last and small blob of cum on her cheek, Gabriel pulled back. She was shaking when she finally got out of the shower, overwhelmed with lust and her failed attempt at repressing her feelings. She now knew, without a doubt, that she lusted after her own son. Truly. She would fuck him senseless if she had the chance. Yet, even faced with that knowledge, she knew she had to resist. She had been lucky he had pulled back.
Lea had never felt like this before in her life, dazed with conflicting emotions. Almost mechanically she helped him remove his top, dried him clean and guided him to his bed. Before covering him with his blankets, she stared at his half-hard cock and licked her lips. She actually licked her lips! She hurried back out of his room and went back to the bathroom. Staring at herself in the mirror, she looked like a damned pornstar with her son's sperm still shining on her body. She cleaned herself up, but couldn't resist taking a taste of the last blob of sperm she found. The thrill! The immense thrill of tasting her son's sperm... Oh great Gods she was going to hell!
Lea was too shaken to really masturbate even though her pussy was leaking all over her inner thighs. She fell asleep in this fey mood only to wake up hours later, in the middle of the night, a burning desire glowing between her legs. In mere moments she was climaxing, a mind boggling orgasm that left her breathless and exhausted. "What the fuck am I going to do with this?" she thought as she went back to sleep after this brief explosion.
When, the next morning, Gabriel came to the kitchen and said "Mom, I think I'm sleepwalking again." Lea almost choked on her cereals.
"What?" she managed to ask.
"Yeah. I woke up naked! And all clean!" he replied, a grin on his face. "I think I took a shower during the night!"
"That's impossible!" Lea replied, suddenly very nervous. But his expression held no deviousness, no shiftiness. "I would have heard you." she added, still holding her breath back as if in a fight or flight response.
"I'm serious!" he said, giving her a quick hug.
That in itself was strange, as he hadn't done that in the morning for a long while. And given that he was only wearing a pair of boxers, it meant that Lea found her face pressed against his pecs. "I'm telling you mom, I took a shower last night! I almost remember it, as if in a dream... It felt so damned good in there too!"
Lea was mortified. He was going to figure it out. Shit! "Are you sure you simply didn't take your clothes off? And the water, sure it wasn't sweat from too many blankets?"
"Maybe... but still..."
He didn't seemed to preoccupied, and through this discussion, he never looked at her strangely, nor tried to ask leading questions. She looked at him as he made his toasts, strangely divided between anguish and desire. He was, after all, barely clothed. So was she, incidentally. Looking down, she could see her nipples poking rather obviously. "Fuck!" she thought, shaking her head.
"What?" he asked.
Lea looked up quickly, not believing that she had said that out loud. And, hadn't she caught him looking at her breasts? "Nothing, dear..."
"Dear?" he looked up, surprised. "How sweet mom! You haven't called me that in a while!"
And with that he came and gave her another hug, pulled her against his powerful chest once again. Lea found herself feeling suddenly a lot warmer, and she knew she had to leave the kitchen. This was crazy! Never before in her life had she felt this conflicted about anything. She was absolutely convinced that he didn't remember anything. If he did, he wouldn't be so candid about it. After all, he had shot his load all over his mother!
The day went by with the speed of a sleepy snail. Lea couldn't stop thinking about her son's cock, his sperm on her body, in her mouth, the fact that she had opened her mouth to suck him... She was in a storm of emotions she couldn't control. But most of all she was burning up with lust. In a last attempt at controlling herself, she went to bed really early that night, hoping that if her son sleepwalked, he would simply go back to bed. Things didn't turn out that way though.
Lea was in her bed, completely naked, furiously masturbating when she suddenly heard her son walking around. He went to the bathroom, went downstairs and finally walked back up. When Lea heard him open the door to her room, she sighed, knowing she was finished. Her heart was pounding and she was trembling as he slipped under the blankets with her. Immediately he turned towards her and kissed her. A long, passionate, wet kiss that shook her to her core. And she had already been boiling with lust...
Her fires ignited when she felt her son's tongue in her mouth. It was so damned forbidden, immoral and illegal as well... but Lea was floored by how wonderful it felt. Naughty, sure. Incredibly arousing, damn right! She pushed her tongue under his, feeling the delicate flesh there before sliding back up over and against his. He was moving slower than she was, and so she had free reign over that kiss.
He opened his mouth wide when she sucked on his tongue and pulled it into her mouth. Angling her head at 90 degrees from his, Lea pushed in closer and closed her lips around the deeper, fleshier part of his tongue. Coming up for air briefly, Lea swallowed and realized that she was tasting her son for the very first time. She dove back in and kissed him even harder, losing herself in the moment. She was breathless, her mouth covered by her saliva as she finally pulled away.
Lea then reached down between them and pulled his hard cock from his pants. They were both on their sides, face to face, and Lea lifted her upper leg just slightly and groaned when she felt his cock touching her pussy. For the second time. Yet this time, she would not let it pull away: she grabbed her son's hips and pulled him towards her, sliding his cock against her wet pussy. Gabriel would not let it pull away either: just as she was pulling him against her, Gabriel arched his cock forward.
Lea moaned as she felt his cock slip against her lips, but the angle wasn't ideal and the tip pushed further between her thighs. By now she had lowered her leg back, knowing that his cock was more than long enough for this particular position. After a few such penetrations of her thighs, with his cock thoroughly lubricated and its tip squeezing between her buttocks, Lea grinned. She remembered making quite a few men cum with just such a move. All of her lovers had loved her smooth thighs!
Lea was torn: would she let him climax like this and go back to his room? Would she let him slip inside her this quickly? Would she mount him in cowgirl style? Would she push him back and eat that wonderful cock? In any case, Lea could have remained like this until the end of the damned world! The sweet pressure of her son's cock on her pussy was intoxicating. But then she felt him bucking.
Deciding to enjoy this night as much as she could, she pushed him on his back, releasing his cock from the warm and wet embrace. She turned around next to him and then straddled his face, ending up with her own face above his cock. Looking down, her heart lurched when she realized that she was ready for a damned 69 with her son! She wanted to fall on his cock like a damned bird of prey, but she also wanted to make the most of this moment! She decided against taking his cock into her mouth immediately. Instead, she lowered herself slowly until his mouth touched her lips.
Reflexively he began kissing her pussy and soon his tongue was lapping her up. He was inexperienced and going way too fast, but Lea was overwhelmed anyway. Her pussy was being eaten by her son! Staring at his cock as he kept eating her, Lea saw it pulsing and twitching even though nothing was touching it. Had he been awake he could have masturbated, or, of course, asked her to suck him. But she wanted to wait until her own pleasure would begin to crest.



Lea knew that her son was still sleeping because his arms were still resting on the bed. Any conscious man would have grabbed her hips to guide her. But Gabriel was simply licking her. Incongruously she looked at the clock and saw that she had been enjoying this cunni for at least 15 minutes. No wonder she was beginning to be dizzy with pleasure! As she was laughing like a madwoman about it, she suddenly felt her pleasure rising significantly and she risked a "Just a bit slower my dear..." and he complied. "Push just slightly harder with your— Oh Gods yes, just like that honey!"
Lea's world began to spin as her climax rushed up from deep between her legs. Finally she let herself fall upon that amazing cock, still twitching, ready for the taking. She heard her son groan as she took it into her mouth. But his tongue didn't even pause on her pussy. With her son's tongue on her pussy and his cock in her mouth, Lea's entire body was buzzing with pleasure. She had never felt this way, not even in her sexual glory days, not even when she had three people pleasuring her at the same time. This was completely insane and she knew she would explode in a matter of seconds.
Some part of her mind knew that Gabriel would probably wake up as he climaxed. And Lea didn't care anymore. The climax that had been boiling over was suddenly triggered and she spasmed over her son's body. This uncontrolled movement pushed her son's cock much deeper into her mouth and she almost gagged as she climaxed. This sudden penetration evidently pushed her son over the edge as well and Lea grinned as he began ejaculating into her mouth.
The feel and taste of her son's cum in her mouth pushed her into even higher levels of pleasure. Lea felt her body suddenly becoming covered with sweat and she felt burning hot as her orgasm ravaged her entire body. Shit! She even felt her toes curling with so much pleasure! Every time she drank a gulp of her son's sperm, her body spasmed again, adding to her pleasure.
Lea didn't know how long his cock and sperm stretched her climax, but when she pulled away and collapsed on the bed, she was panting, utterly drained. But not her son. Gabriel, still looking dazed and sleepwalking despite his climax, sat and knelt on the bed. His cock was still hard, glistening with her saliva. He looked lost for a moment, yet suddenly he turned towards her.
Gasping in surprise, Lea saw him grabbing her hips, turning her around and pulling her around until she was more or less a normal sleeping position. But she gasped again when he pushed her legs opened and lay upon her. Seconds later she felt his wet cock finding her drenched pussy, and he pushed up. Lea's mouth opened in a silent scream as she felt her son's cock parting her lips and splitting her pussy open. When he arched until he sheathed himself completely, Lea screamed as she was, once more, overwhelmed with pleasure.
And at the same time, Gabriel opened his eyes. He had been having another of those wet dreams, imagining a stranger's mouth on his cock. A second later he was shocked to see that he was actually fucking a girl. A woman to be precise. When he looked up and saw that he was fucking his mother, he felt an explosion deep in his chest. He had been fantasizing about this for years, had written stories about it and it was his most shameful secret.
Yet, despite his shock, he could see that his sweat-covered mother wasn't sleeping and wasn't angry. In fact, she seemed overwhelmed by pleasure and was constantly whispering his name. Clearly he had been sleepwalking through the first part of this night. He pulled back until he was almost completely out of her pussy, said "Hello mom..." before hilting himself a second time. Gabriel grinned wolfishly when he saw his mom's reaction. She gasped and opened her eyes wide, staring at him.
He could see the lust burning in her eyes. When he began ploughing into her he saw her eyes glazing over with pleasure, rolling back into her head. She may have been awake, but he was now a lot more aware than she was. Realizing that he had missed the initial penetration, he stopped and pulled his cock out. Spreading his legs wide and balancing himself on one arm, he grabbed his cock with his free hand and slapped it against his mother's pussy a few times. Looking down, he couldn't believe just how wet his cock and mother's pussy were. Even her thighs were drenched! Had he eaten her pussy before waking up?
This was something he'd have to discover later. Right now he guided his cock back against his mother's hole and pushed in. Even though it wasn't his first penetration, he savored it completely. Her lips were soft and felt like pliable rubber beneath his cock. When he felt his cock sliding right against her opening, he closed his eyes and released his cock. Slowly he pushed in, trying to fully enjoy and appreciate the deluge of sensations that were flooding him.
Once he couldn't go any further, he opened his thighs again. This time it was to push his mother's and when she pulled her legs up, he felt himself go even deeper until he reached her cervix. Mother and son both groaned as they each felt it. "Grab your ankles..." he suddenly growled. As soon as she did, Gabriel began pounding her like a madman. He could feel her body shaking with his thrusts, hear the wet slap on his thighs against hers, his balls against her asshole... Yet through all that he was focused on one single thing: the incredible sensation of his cock pistoning in and out of his very own mother's pussy.
He remained like this for a long time, eventually realizing that he must have climaxed once before waking up, otherwise he wouldn't have lasted this long. By now he was covered in sweat just like his mother, and he was intoxicated both by his own pleasure and by the continuous flow of moans and groans that flowed out of his mother's mouth.
He reached up under her and grabbed a fistful of her hair before tugging on it. Not too hard. Gabriel may have been a virgin less than an hour ago, but he knew the difference between porn and real life. He felt a momentary twinge of fear when his mother stopped breathing in surprise, but then she moaned even harder. He pulled her head back until she grabbed his arm and kept fucking her like this.
As he did, he began whispering to her "I've been dreaming of this for so long mom... You're a damned goddess! My damned goddess! Every time you came out of the shower with just a tank top on... Or that you worked on your garden, on all fours, with just a bikini on... Or, during the evenings, when your dressing gown wasn't properly closed and I could see your nipple..." He growled before adding "All I wanted to do was rip those clothes off and fuck your brains out! I wanted to see you sweat, hear you climax as I pounded you into the wall... Shit!"
After he stopped, Gabriel grabbed his mother and pulled her up. It helped that she was so tiny! Lifting her up, he carried her until she was pressed against the wall. As soon as he was holding her up securely with one hand opened on her ass, he guided his cock back inside her with the other. As he pushed back all the way inside her, his mom wrapped her legs around his waist and held onto his neck with her arms.
He then grabbed her ass with both hands and resumed fucking her as hard as he could. This time, when he heard the sound of her body slamming against the wall, just like in his fantasies, he felt his climax rising. With her burning hot skin against his, with both of them sweaty from so damned much pleasure, Gabriel knew he was going to explode and fill his mom's pussy with his sperm.
When he did, he leaned forward and kissed her. The after taste of his own cum in her mouth simply triggered a more powerful climax as he learned that she had sucked his cock. Gabriel felt all the muscles in his body tensing up in what was going to be a fucking earthquake of a climax. He now knew he had cummed before, but when the first shot of his sperm slipped deep into his mother's pussy, he knew his fantasies had come true.
When Lea felt her son kissing her, her climax triggered. Earlier when he had awakened, Lea had feared she'd have a heart attack. She had been discovered! Her son would know that she was a depraved mother. But when he pushed back inside her, then forced her to lift her legs until that wonderful cock of his reached the bottom of her pussy... Christ!
She knew that she had lost control. What little control she'd had. She wasn't faced with a sleepwalking erection anymore. Oh no. This was a man. A young and inexperienced one, but a man nonetheless. And then he had pulled on her head, instinctively showing his dominance. Lea had almost climaxed right there! A few more penetrations and that would have been it! Instead, he pulled her up and manhandled her until she was up against the wall, feeling his big cock inside her again.
And finally the kiss... Shit! What a kiss! While their long first one had been amazing, Gabriel had been pretty much asleep. The second time he hadn't bee. Feeling him respond more vividly to her tongue had been more than enough. Lea felt herself climaxing in sync with her son and knew that this would forever change her life. Eventually Gabriel slowed down and stopped, pulling his cock from her. As he did, she heard a clear "pop" and then the sound of a rush of his sperm leaking from her pussy to fall on the ground. That only added to the utter nastiness of that night. When he crashed on her bed with a large grin on her face, Lea thought "Oh no my dear... this is not over!"
She climbed upon him, walked on all four until her breasts were right above his face. She knew his cock had already begun to deflate, yet she also knew that he was only 18 years old. It would recover. And soon. And like all men, she also knew that Gabriel was obsessed by her breasts. Looking down at her breasts, as they dangled heavily above his head, she saw a drop of sweat dripping from the tip of her nipple, right onto his cheek. Gods this fucking had been good!
Leaning forward, seeing Gabriel breathing hard, Lea laughed when he began kissing and licking her breasts. Despite his exhaustion and despite the fact that he was in his refractory period, Gabriel was hungry for her breasts... Just like every man she had ever met. Even though she was on the verge of hitting forty and even though she had always had very heavy breasts, Lea's breasts were still full. Even hanging down like this, they didn't look stretched at all. In fact, she could barely see her son's face beneath them!
But she could sure feel him! He was now roaming and ravaging every last inch of her mountains. Sucking on her nipples, licking the hot line between the underside of her breasts and her torso, then going back up to her nipple, motorboating the space between them... Her son was losing himself in her breasts. Lea was beginning to feel a burning sensation between her shoulders, and realized that they had been having sex for a very long time! But suddenly she felt the thick and heavy slap of his cock right between her asscheeks and knew it was time to finish this.
She pulled away from his mouth and moved off of him until she was on all fours, with her lower legs sticking out of the bed. "Get behind me and fuck me until I scream your name!" she growled. And Gabriel happily complied. She felt him part of her pussy again and hoped he would fuck her for hours like this. When she got the guy to maintain the perfect angle, this was Lea's favorite position. She had learned quickly that she had a very sensitive g-spot, or in any case that the flesh between the inside of her pussy and her clit was thin.
As soon as she felt him place his hands on her hips to fuck her, she rotated her hips until her son's long cock hit her just the right way. If she had been a man, such intense stimulation would have made her climax in minutes. Ten minutes at most after two climaxes. But she wasn't a man. Lea was a woman who had learned to explore her sexuality. She knew she could enjoy a plateau of pleasure for a very long time.
And it seemed that after two climaxes, Gabriel was also in for the long run. Soon Lea was moaning "More! Harder! Deeper!" continuously, driving her son to new heights of pleasure. Eventually she couldn't hold her weight anymore and crashed on the bed, her ass in the air as her son kept ploughing her. She was drenched with sweat, was panting like an animal and soon would be overwhelmed by so much pleasure! Looking up, she saw that dawn was shining through the window. They had fucked all night long?
She decided to push Gabriel over the edge. "So, my lovely son, how does it feel to fuck your mom?" He grunted, but was way past the time when he could have answered. She added "How's your mommy's sweet pussy? Did you like sucking on my full breasts?" When she felt his rhythm starting to break, she laughed and allowed herself to climax. Once again they climaxed together and they both screamed each other's names.
They collapsed into a sweaty mess on her bed and took a long time to recover. But as soon as they did, they nestled up together and almost immediately fell asleep in each other's arms. What the morning would bring, none of them knew. But as they kissed each other a few times before drowsing off, they both realized that this wasn't just an accidental one nighter.
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Jennifer woke up in the middle of the night. She was sure she had heard her child crying. She sat up in bed before stopping herself: Ewan was with his grandparents. She probably only dreamed of hearing him cry. Turning to her right Jennifer looked at Lance, her husband, and sighed. Crossing her legs beneath her, she spent a long moment looking at him as he slept.
Things hadn't been all that good between them in the last few months. The elation of Ewan's birth had gently but surely faded as he grew, and in its place the married couple had felt a lot more frustration, anger and resentment than they had anticipated. This first night without him since his birth had been, in fact, an attempt at rekindling their love and passion.
Sadly, Jennifer sighed again and closed her eyes, it had miserably failed. Last night's entire evening had been a series of disappointments, misaligned expectations and failing attempts at reconnecting sexually. They had come to bed early and Jennifer had even wondered if Lance would decide to sleep in the guest room. He hadn't.
At three o'clock, in the deep of the night, Jennifer fought her tears as she looked at him, gently caressing his hair. The only thing that kept her from despairing was that she knew they still loved each other. Everything else seemed to be crumbling, but not that. And Ewan, of course. Ewan was in good health and developed normally. But even a normal child would draw a lot of energy from its parents, and Jennifer and Lance were feeling the brunt of that draw.
Jennifer took a deep breath, sat straighter and realized that she probably wouldn't be able to fall back asleep. And while Ewan hadn't actually awakened her, her breasts were still bursting with milk. They hadn't gotten the memo about that first night off. It wasn't an emergency just yet, but she knew she'd have to pump them later in the morning.
She grabbed both of her breasts in her hands and a trace of a smile appeared on her lips. She hadn't had large breasts before her pregnancy and she had been stunned by their growth as the months went by. Lance had been equally stunned. She still remembered how much he became obsessed with them in the months leading up to the birth of their first son.
She had teased him about it mercilessly. During the first four months, her pregnancy had turned him off. She was still very beautiful, he would say, but he clearly wasn't as interested in sex as before. Yet when her breasts began to grow, so did his appetite. They had spent the last few months of her pregnancy having a lot of sex! They had made love almost daily!
Jennifer squeezed her breasts as she remembered those days, feeling a sliver of pleasure emerging after a long drought. The corner of her lips curving upwards, she gently pulled the blanket off of him and admired his body. They both slept naked and she could now see all of him. The very faint light was enough for her and her smile grew as she feasted on his pecs, abs, thighs, cock and arms. She released her breasts and slid her hands down her flat tummy until her fingertips slipped through her dark bush.
Jennifer shivered as a rush of pleasure surged within her. "Why hadn't it worked yesterday?" she wondered again. They had both been really into it, after all. But it seemed as if their rhythms were completely out of sync. She was aware that her motherhood had probably increased her prudishness. No. That wasn't the right word. Jennifer wasn't a prude. But ever since meeting Lance and being fascinated by his bright male energy, she had been slightly afraid of it as well.
He had been, by far, the most intense lover she had ever had. And she had appreciated that. A lot. Yet she knew he sometimes held back with her after she had stopped him a few times, either by slowing him down with a hand or a word. Maybe it was that mismatch that had caused yesterday's failure? Or at least contributed to it? Jennifer didn't know.
She loved Lance very much, and beyond being her most intense lover, he was also the best she'd ever had. But that edge sometimes made her nervous. It excited her, but... She sighed. "Maybe if I woke him up with a blowjob?" she thought, now grinning. Then again, she couldn't even remember the last time she gave him such a treat even though oral sex had been a very regular feature of their sex life.
As her fingers were still gently caressing her pussy, she realized that her bush was now as thick as an abandoned jungle. "Yeah..." she thought. "Abandoned, that's the right word." Her smile faded and she sighed before carefully stepping out of bed. After making her way to the bathroom she lit a candle and drew herself a bath. As she revelled in the sweet sensations, she grabbed her breasts again to gauge how much milk there was in there. A lot. Nevertheless she didn't think they were about to overflow on their own.
Unwittingly, as her thoughts drifted, she kept her hands on her breasts and caressed them gently. A few minutes later she realized that she was playing with them and smiled. Deliberately now, she gently squeezed her nipples and shivered in the water. She didn't know what her breasts would look like after she stopped breastfeeding, but until then she would enjoy their new size as much as she could. Lance didn't know this, but Jennifer loved her bigger breasts almost as much as he did.
Soon one of her hands moved back down to her pussy, first resting on it before plunging one finger inside her. She arched her back and felt her heavy breasts moving to either side. A second finger soon joined the first: Jennifer had discovered very young that she wasn't a clitoral woman. She certainly could reach orgasm through clitoral stimulation, but for mind blowing climaxes, she needed something deep inside her. So while her palm was pressed against her clit, her two fingers were doing most of the work.
In a very short while, her fingers curling against her flesh every time she pulled them almost all the way out, Jennifer arched again in her bath, her mouth wide open in a silent scream. As she panted, slowly catching her breath, she realized that it had been a long time since her last climax. A very long time. "Maybe that had been part of yesterday's fiasco?" she wondered. Jennifer knew that one of the secrets to a successful sex life was to stay in touch with your own body, your own pleasure.
Looking down between her breasts, she saw that her jungle had indeed grown to very natural proportions. Grinning, she reached for her razor and Lance's shaving cream. Taking her time, still feeling her orgasm's pleasant buzz, she trimmed herself clean. Nothing on her thighs, nice strips of bare skin on either side of her pussy and a trim on top. Looking at herself with the handheld mirror she nodded, satisfied. The wide strip of hair, the look she had sported for years now, was perfect.
And then, on a whim, she decided to shave everything off. She hadn't done that since her teenage years and Jennifer was pretty sure that Lance had never seen her like this. A few minutes later she was completely bald. Jennifer was laughing, suddenly unsure if it was such a good idea. When Lance would see her... Then again, he might now even see her before it grew back. Jennifer closed her eyes and took a few deep breaths. "Of course he will see me," she thought. "We sleep in the nude."
As Jennifer stood up from her bath, she tried to forget about it. She'd had more fun with herself in the last hour than she'd had with him in a long while now. If he liked it, great. If not, well, it would regrow. Looking at herself in the mirror, Jennifer smiled and decided that she liked the look. It was a bit incongruous with her slim figure but very large breasts, but it definitely was sexy!
When she walked out of the bathroom, it was still pitch dark outside. It was 4 am. What to do? Jennifer then looked at the door that led to the garage. Unlike most houses, their garage wasn't a place to park a car or garden tools or even woodworking tools. No. For Jennifer it was her own workshop. Her pastry workshop that is. She hadn't been there since Ewan was born other than to get a few kitchen tools from time to time.
She walked there and opened the door. After turning the lights on, Jennifer took a deep breath and smiled. That's what she'd do today: lose herself in this passion. Before taking a break for Ewan Jennifer had had a successful, if small scale, business. Luckily for her Lance had a very good salary and pastry work was a hybrid passion-work thing for her. Some months they made money of off it, others they didn't. But Jennifer rarely felt as alive as when working with flour, sugar and eggs.
As she walked around her small workshop, she wondered why she hadn't already come back to work. Ewan did require a lot of attention, but for the first time she realized that she could work here while he played or slept. In fact, all she'd have to do is move that table about a foot towards the wall and she could place Ewan's play yard right next to her main working area. Her spirits soaring, she cleaned the work spaces, pulled out pots and bags of ingredients at random and began working. Soon she found herself singing and dancing as she worked in the nude like she usually did before. Of course, that was a trademark that none of her clients knew about!
Lance woke up alone in the bed. He felt a twinge of sadness when he felt the cold and empty place where Jennifer usually slept. Just like his wife earlier, he thought about their disastrous evening together. What stung the most was that it had been supposed to be the evening that would reenergize their couple. What a failure. So much frustration.
In fact, Lance was well aware that there had been a lot of frustration between them for months now. He hated that sometimes the smallest things became big problems. Big stupid problems. Even during the moments where he was the most well intentioned, things sometimes crashed out of control towards more frustration and anger.
And now, despite her tiredness, Jennifer had decided to go and sleep in the guest room. Shit. He had hoped that maybe they could have come together during the night. They had shared such half-awake sex many times in their relationship, and had enjoyed just about all of those moments. But it hadn't happened tonight. Worse yet: even though she had woken up, Jennifer had decided to leave.
It was now 4:30am. Lance got up and walked down to the guest room. He very carefully opened the door and peered in the darkness, not wanting to wake her up. He was surprised to see that she wasn't there. Hadn't slept there at all. He frowned, puzzled. "Did she really leave?" his heart pounded for a moment until he looked outside and saw both their cars. Lance closed his eyes, pressed his forehead against the window and took a few deep breaths. "Things are not so bad that she would consider leaving? Right?"
He stood up and shook those fears. Yes things were bad, but surely not that bad. He had seen that Jennifer had been more relaxed yesterday evening. He was pretty sure that she had actually wanted to have sex. Something they hadn't done for a long while now. So even though it hadn't worked, Lance didn't think she'd really leave. Still, standing naked in the kitchen, he knew that things weren't looking up.
And then he heard her voice. He turned his head around, trying to figure out where it had come from. He heard her again and was surprised to realize that she was singing. The noise was coming from the garage. Without thinking of knocking first, he walked to the door and opened it. What he saw floored him.
Jennifer was dancing in her workshop, half-covered in flour. Lance's eyes opened wide as he stared at his wife's body. At his wife's amazing body. Although he had completely fallen in love with her, Lance was well aware that her beauty and her body was what had drawn him to her. Jennifer had been stunning in her late teens, and was now even more beautiful in her late twenties.
Despite the pregnancy she was still slim and lean, still had the body of a young woman in good shape. Her long legs flared into very nice hips, then narrowed for her waist, taut belly and shaven pussy. What? Shaven pussy? Lance's jaw dropped when he saw that his wife's pussy was now completely bald and he felt a surge of pleasure from between his own legs. So damned sexy!
But his eyes were quickly drawn upwards. Her milk-filled breasts were swollen generously while still riding very high on her chest. Before her pregnancy Jennifer had completely filled B cup bras, and once in a while found C cups that would fit nicely as well. Now... Damn! She was now overfilling most of her maternity D cup bras and Lance's heart had fluttered when, two months ago, she told him that she had bought one with an E cup.
Right now those magnificent breasts were free from any bra and they moved with her every step, swinging around and bouncing as Jennifer danced. They were both completely covered with flour, and Lance knew that Jennifer never got this dirty while working here. He imagined her throwing flour around as she worked and, given the huge grin on her face, he thought that his hypothesis might well be true.
Above those breasts was Jennifer's lovely face, also covered with flour. But the last thing that grabbed Lance's attention was her hair. Jennifer had a very long mane of black hair that flowed in thick, lazy waves all the way to the small of her back. Usually when she worked she would tie all those heavy locks into a tight bun. But this night she hadn't bothered and the bright white flour in her deep black strands was a sight to behold.
Lance saw all that in a matter of seconds before Jennifer finally snapped out of her trance and saw him. The blindingly bright smile she gave him soothed his heart like he hadn't thought was possible. For a brief moment, he saw the radiant and sexy woman he had fallen in love with all these years ago. But when she saw his dumbstruck expression, she misinterpreted it and her smile crumbled. Looking down at herself, she said "Oh, I'm sorry... I did shave. I wanted to... I just needed to..."
"It's alright." was all he managed to reply. "I like it."
He remained rooted the floor, but Lance dearly wanted to run to her, to grab her into his arms and kiss her until he could reignite the fire he has just witnessed. But after last night... He wanted to play it safe. Seeing her smile vanish like that was physically painful and he tried his best to hide it. She misread his expression again. "You don't like it..." she said, her voice suddenly much weaker.
"No, it's not that." he said before taking a step towards her. "I do like it," he added, sad to see her take a small step backwards.
When he saw her sighing, looking at the floor, Lance closed his eyes hard for a moment. "Jennifer. Please look at me." When she did, he added "You are gorgeous." He cleared his throat and said "It's just that after yesterday night, I don't know how to approach you anymore. I'm so sorry." His voice broke slightly as he finished. It wasn't much, but he just felt so sad.
Clearly, Jennifer heard that small inflection and her expression changed. They looked at each other in silence for a long moment and Jennifer finally said "Why don't you stay around and work with me?"
"I will. My pleasure," he said, his voice still shaky.
At first they worked in silence, then after a bit Jennifer asked him a safe question about his work. That small talk led to more interesting conversation as they worked. Jennifer bossed him around as she usually did in her workshop, and soon the tensions disappeared. Lance couldn't help staring at her huge breasts, filled as they were with milk. And, of course, he glanced at her shaven pussy as often as he could. Or, at least, as often as he dared: he was, after all, nude.
A while later, as he was standing in front of her across the table, Lance saw Jennifer dropping a large dollop of chocolate icing on one of her nipples. Without thinking about it she used one of her fingers to scoop it off before sucking the icing into her mouth. Using her other hand to squeeze her breast until the nipple was more pointed, she scraped the icing repeatedly. Completely unawares of the effect this was having on him, Jennifer brought her finger to her mouth three more times until she was pretty much clean.
When she looked up, she noticed his opened mouth and asked "What?"
"Nothing..." but by now Lance was blushing and knew his cock was growing in twitches. "Just thought that Ewan would have enjoyed that nipple..." he said with a bashful smile.
Jennifer giggled at the thought. Then, after a moment of silence, she glanced at his cock and said "Not just Ewan, eh?"
Lance blushed even redder but was glad to see her smiling. Ten minutes later, his cock was now rock hard as he allowed himself to stare at her more openly. She didn't seem to mind, but she was aware of it. Lance wondered if she moved on purpose, making her breasts swing, making sure he could always see her shaven pussy instead of pressing herself against a table and even bending forward to let him see her ass.
His cock was a silent third party in the garage, but Jennifer didn't seem to mind. Accidentally, Lance then dropped a large clump of whipped cream right onto it. Across the table, Jennifer gaped and said "Did you just do that on purpose?"
"No! I swear it Jenn!" he replied hastily, trying to clean himself up.
"Hahaha!" she was now laughing. "I don't believe you!"
"Well," Lance said "I still can't believe that you shaved your pussy!"
By then they were both laughing. "Do you really like it?" she asked.
Jennifer stared at her husband and was puzzled by his silence. It was an easy question and he could have simply lied if he didn't. But Lance remained silent. Yet, after about five seconds, she saw his answer on his face. It was now her turn to open her eyes wider as she saw the lust in his eyes, in his partially opened mouth. If the chocolate nipple comment and the 'accidental' cream on his cock had awakened her arousal, her husband's obvious lust set it aflame! Her skin reddened under the flour and she turned her head slightly with a coy smile. "I'm glad you do..."
His wolfish smile made her heart beat faster. The intensity of the pulse of sexual pleasure that shook her took her pretty much by surprise. For the past half hour, she had felt more at ease around Lance than in a long while before today, but seeing the raw lust pouring from him... Jennifer bit her lower lip.
When Lance then turned around, she grabbed a spoon of the custard she had just finished and placed it on her other breast. She gasped at its coldness and Lance turned around when she did. In a fraction of a second, he seemed to understand that she had done it on purpose and asked "Need help cleaning this up?" It was all Jennifer could to nod. She didn't know why she was so excited this morning compared to last night. It was as if she wasn't afraid of his lust anymore. Instead, this morning it turned her on.
She was breathing hard as she arrived next to her, his erection so very close to her belly. She refrained from moaning when his fingers touched the skin of her breast and began removing the custard. He cleaned his fingers in his mouth and repeated the process a few times until it was mostly gone. By now both her nipples were fully engorged, rising far above the profile of her breast. And then, grabbing her waist with his two hands, he leaned forward and licked the rest of the custard off of her breast. This time she did moan and, a few seconds later, the married coupled stared into each other's eyes.
Lance smiled and walked back to his side of the table. As soon as he did, before she could overthink this, Jennifer dipped her fingers in a bowl of maple icing and threw some of it on his chest. Lance's mouth opened in surprise, but she saw him smiling when she walked towards him and said "Oops... Guess I'll have to clean that up now..." Jennifer leaned forward and hungrily ate the icing and licked her husband's chest. Glad to see that there was a long trail leading down to his belly, Jennifer kneeled in front of him and kissed and licked her way down to his pubes. She was trembling with her own lust, knowing that his cock was so close to her face.



When she felt his strong hand grabbing her by the shoulders and pulling her up, she moaned. An instant later they were both kissing hungrily and she could feel his cock trapped between their bellies. She was groaning into his mouth, overwhelmed with pleasure. Whatever hadn't work last night, whatever had caused this not to happen, was now gone. When she felt him pull her roughly against his chest, squeezing her breasts forcefully against his warm skin, Jennifer broke the kiss. "Gods I missed this!" she cried.
"So did I, my love..."
"Say it again! Call me 'my love'!"
"Oh my love, my lovely wife, I love you with all my heart!"
And they were kissing again. Jennifer didn't know how long they kissed like this, intense, wet and hot but always with so much love. She tasted the flour on his cheeks, on hers and laughed when he reached to the table and brought back a finger coated with chocolate icing to sweeten their kiss. After a long while Lance said "I'm sorry for letting things get so bad these last few—"
But Jennifer interrupted him by kissing him again. She wasn't much not apologies, preferring reparations by far. Especially this morning. "Prove it!" she said breathlessly before kissing him again. She gasped when he slipped his hands under her ass and lifted her up with his strong arms. She giggled for a moment until she felt his mouth on her nipple, and then she cried out in pleasure as he sucked deep.
Lance shook as he felt a very strong jet of breast milk hitting the back of his mouth. Oh how he had missed that! Once Jennifer's body had been fully healed after the delivery, drinking her breastmilk had been one of his greatest turn ons during sex. As he swallowed the first mouthful and savored the sweet milky liquid, he wondered how he had let things get so bad. It had been what, weeks? Maybe more than a month since the last time! Damn!
When Lance had sat Jennifer on the stainless table, she had gasped at the cold, then gasped again as he switched to her other nipple. But now her breasts were at the perfect height and he feasted on them. He trembled as the long, powerful jets rushed all over his tongue, inner cheeks and back of his mouth. While he was sucking her left breast he was still holding her other breast with his hand and he suddenly felt a trickle of hot liquid on it. Looking at her other nipple he saw that it was already leaking.
He jumped on that nipple and laughed as he sucked a generous amount of her milk. "I missed sucking on your breasts so badly!" he said during a brief pause.
"Not as much as I miss sucking on your cock!" Jennifer replied instantly.
Lance looked up and saw that Jennifer was as surprised by her comment as he was. She wasn't, usually, this forward. They were both laughing now and Lance said "Well, you'll have to wait your turn because your breasts are not the only thing I wanna devour!"
He saw his wife moan as she heard his words and was pleased beyond belief. But before he could kneel in front of her pussy, he had to manage all the leaking milk! "Damn girl! These are out of control factories! Bring me those two cups!" When she did, he asked her to place them right in front of her nipples. Jennifer leaned forward and Lance's heart turned in his chest at the sight of those massive breasts hanging like this. For a few minutes, as they alternated between laughing and kissing, Lance milked her breasts and saw the cups slowly filling. Before finishing, he groaned "I want you to make me a pastry with that milk. I wanna eat it and think of your amazing breasts, of this amazing morning!"
By now his cock was brushing against her pussy and he knew that she was drenched. He could, if he wanted to, simply squat down a bit and push up until he would feel his balls pressed against the table, his cock fully sheathed. And Gods did he want to! But the only thing he wanted more was to not rush this. In fact, he wanted this morning to last forever. And he said so. He released her breast, placed the two cups on the table and said "Jennifer, I want this morning to never stop. I never want to see you stop smiling, grinning and laughing like you are right now. I never want to see your sexual glow fade, nor the red on your cheeks and chest fade out. I want to love you and make love to you and just never stop!"
Lance briefly saw her eyes tearing up, but soon Jennifer grabbed up, pulled him close to her and placed her grin on his lips for another long kiss. "I love you..." she breathed between their lips. After their delicious kiss, she added "But now, eat my pussy or lose the chance to do it before I ride you until you scream!"
Lance groaned as once more Jennifer seemed to come out of her shell. And not just the shell of the last few months either. He then knelt between his lover's parted thighs. He looked at her cleanly shaven skin for a moment, staring in wonder. "Damn! Your pussy is gorgeous even when bald!" Jennifer laughed, then her breath was taken away by his kiss. Turning his head slightly sideways, Lance kissed Jennifer's pussy lips as if it was her mouth. At first it was a gentle kiss, then a brief tickle with the tip of his mouth, but soon his mouth opened and his tongue reached deeper.
He was well aware that while Jennifer liked having her clit stimulated, she was one of the rare women who preferred having a tongue pushed deep inside her. And that's what he gave her. Opening as wide as he could, he pushed in and savored her most intimate of tastes. Placing his hands under her thighs he pushed them up and forced them to open even wider. When she rotated her hips to accommodate him, he felt her pussy opening more and his tongue reached even deeper into her.
If he liked the way her milk tasted, it was nothing compared to how he loved drinking her pussy in. Oral sex had been a dominant part of their sex lives ever since the beginning when he had discovered that she was a great cock sucker and when Jennifer had, for the first time in her life, a fully oral climax. The fact that she tasted so damn good only encouraged Lance even more. "You taste so good Jenn!"
"And what if I do that?" she replied cryptically.
Lance wondered what she could do for a moment until he felt maple syrup flowing down her lips onto his tongue.
He laughed as he lapped it up, its taste mixing headily with her juices. "Or this?" she added before dropping a bit of cherry jam right over her clit. She shook and laughed when he attacked that jam and pressed against her clit. "Gods!" he said, floored by the amazing taste. "You need to make me a pastry with your milk, maple syrup, cherry jam and your pussy juices!"
"Pussy juice? That's so naughty!" Jennifer laughed.
Lance stood up and placed his cock right against her pussy. "You have no idea how badly I wanna take you right now, how many other naughty ideas I have in my head! Are you sure you want to suck my cock because I'm seconds away from fucking you right now!"
Jennifer trembled when she heard him and saw, clear as day, his overwhelming lust. And she was floored by it. No fear at all. Her legs were raised, wrapped around his waist and she could feel his cock pressed against her drenched pussy. Oh how she wanted his cock inside her. But not too soon. Breathing hard, as flushed as he had said he liked to see her, she said "Lance, my love, are you sure you don't want to see my lips wrapped around your thick shaft? Sure you don't want to feel the tip of your cock reaching the back of my mouth?"
Jennifer laughed when she saw his reaction. "Wouldn't you want to see the back of my head pressed against this table as you pushed as deep as you can? With my eyes staring up into yours?" Trembling as he did, she saw him pulling away from her. She slid down from the table and immediately knelt in front of the man she loved. Too aroused for teasing him, she opened her mouth and took him inside her. He groaned as she did, sucking him hard. She then wrapped one fist around the base of his cock and began jerking him off as she licked and sucked his crown.
Trying to remember what was where, she reached up with her other hand and found the bowl of whipped cream. After placing it on the floor she grabbed a handful and slapped it on his cock. She heard him gasp at the coldness and gasp again as she took him into her mouth again. By the time Lance was shaking and moaning his pleasure, Jennifer had tasted more whipped cream, maple icing, maple syrup and chocolate syrup on his cock.
She was now cleaning him up completely, but there was one last thing she wanted to do for him. It wasn't a surprise per se, as she had just told him about it, but it wasn't something she often wanted to do. But now... Now she was raging with lust. After pulling away from his cock with a wet smack of her lips, Jennifer moved backwards until the back of her head settled against the table. Given that the table was screwed in the floor, she couldn't move back. She had done a similar thing a few times before, placing her head against a wall as he fucked her mouth. Lance loved it, of course, but she usually felt too vulnerable to do it.
Now she was so aroused and excited and profoundly in love with him that she would agree to anything he could ask. As she opened her mouth and looked into his eyes, she wondered if he knew that he could, indeed, ask anything of her right now. Sitting on her heels, her legs opened wide, Jennifer spread her arms opened and grabbed the tables legs on either side. When she lifted her eyebrows, making it look as if she was afraid of him, Lance's eyes opened wide.
He walked right in front of her and pushed his cock into her willing mouth. Very soon she felt his tip reaching the back of her mouth and, for the first time in her life, Jennifer wished that she had learned how to deepthroat. In that moment she vowed, with Lance being oblivious to that promise, that she soon would. In the meantime she did her very best to please him. And it worked.
Soon Lance was moaning constantly as he stared at his beautiful wife kneeling so vulnerable in front of him. He knew that she knew he liked that, and this morning she was giving it to him. Her knees parted, her arms outstretched and looking as if they were tied to the legs of the stainless table. He placed his own hands on that table and watched as he pumped his cock in and out of her willing mouth.
Lance was shaking in seconds and knew that if he kept this up he would cum soon. Way too soon. Instead he slowed down and moved his cock from her lips to the back of her mouth very slowly. Lance was pretty sure that she understood his predicament and she relaxed her tongue, letting him slip in and out as much as he could. Eventually, he said "I wanna see your ass!".
The smile she gave him as she stood up shook him. Against all odds, in mere minutes in her workshop, they had resurrected their old infatuation. After months of gradual degeneration and botched attempts, the sun was rising on the horizon and on their passion. Lance saw his wife turning around in front of him before bending over the table. Staring down at her lovely ass, he grabbed it with both his hands and leaned towards her ear. "Gods I love your ass! I've missed being able to grab it hard like this!" he moaned, squeezing hard on the firm flesh.
"Anytime my love, anytime..." she replied.
Lance then knelt behind her and began kissing those round, smooth cheeks. While he did want to savor that moment, what he really wanted was to fuck her from behind. Yet, he also knew he had to give his cock a break otherwise he would cum before even sheathing himself completely! Jennifer wasn't usually a big fan of letting him kiss her ass like this, but this morning Lance was surprised to see her bending far forward, pushing her ass towards him.
At first Lance covered his wife's cheeks with kisses, but hearing her moaning, he began licking her and even playfully bit her flesh a few times. Once or twice he licked much closer to her pussy than he usually dared to go and he was surprised to hear her moaning harder and even pushing her ass against his face. Lance well knew that Jennifer's usual reticence had nothing to do with her pussy. Instead, it was because of the sweet little puckered asshole he could see inches away. If he dove into her pussy in this position, it would, out of necessity, push his nose against it.
And while Jennifer had never been interested in anything remotely anal in their entire life together, this morning she seemed to be inviting him. Maybe not to her asshole, but certainly to her pussy. Taking a chance, Lance spread the innermost part of her cheeks with his thumbs and plunged deep. His cock twitched with pleasure when he heard her crying out in exhilarated delight. Sure his tongue was driving deep inside her drenched pussy, but his nose was pressed, hard, against her asshole.
Despite wanting to give his cock a pause, Lance knew that if he kept eating Jennifer's pussy like this he would simply ejaculate on the floor! He grunted as he slipped away and up and said, as he was grabbing his cock with one hand "Promise me I'll be able to do that again someday."
"Of course my love!" she replied, breathing hard, clearly overtaken by pleasure.
"But now, now I have to take your delicious pussy. Ready for me?" he asked.
"More than I ever remember being," she panted. "Take me! I'm all yours!"
When Lance felt his cock slipping into his wife's dripping pussy, he trembled until he was hilted completely. Both hands on her hips now, he pulled back, floored by the sensations, and began fucking her. "Harder..." she breathed before Lance immediately complied. Stunning him, he saw and heard that Jennifer was already on the verge of a climax. "Take me!" she cried, louder this time. Lance's eyes were wide opened as he pounded his wife's pussy harder than he had done in a long time. With the bolted down table, he felt himself driving deeply into her, hitting her cervix every time his upper thighs slammed against her ass. "Harder my love!" she cried, her voice ragged with pleasure.
Jennifer had never felt such a storm of pleasure in her life. Ever. Even when they were young lovers and had sex three or four times a day. It was as if the long repressed feelings were now exploding and she felt ravaged by that overwhelming orgasm. Feeling his cock hit her cervix, in certain positions, had never been particularly pleasurable for her. But this morning... Shit, she wanted even more!
She suddenly rose up and arched her back as pleasure took control of her body. She felt Lance grabbing her breasts and squeezing them hard, smiling as she saw the two fountains of milk spraying all over the table. "Dear Gods in heaven!" Jennifer shouted, trembling in her husband's arms as her climax lengthened.
As she cried out, her eyes closed shut, Jennifer didn't see that Lance's pounding strength made a few bowls slip and slide upon it. Bolted or not, she had asked him to hammer into her. When she bent forward again, allowing him to go deeper once more, her breasts fell into a big bowl of pastry cream and she gasped at the unexpected cold sensations. Pummelled by her climax's sensations, that cold shock somehow enhanced her pleasure and she began laughing. Lance kept fucking her and she could hear him laughing with her as her climax stretched and stretched...
Overcome with so much pleasure, Jennifer lost control of her legs and rested her weight on the table. She felt her knees bending as her body trembled. "Don't stop!" she cried, hoping that Lance could keep fucking her like this forever. There was a small part of her mind that knew he had already done a wonderful job of controlling his own pleasure. Her face against the table, globs of cream on her skin, she began moaning "Thank you, thank you, thank you, thank you..." in an ever increasing pitch.
But as her climax began to wane, she felt the stirrings of a second one already growing. Jennifer was shocked, as she'd never had multiple orgasms with a man. Only her fingers and toys had managed to do that. But now, this morning, it was going to happen. Maybe. Lifting herself up with her arms and placing her legs back on the floor, unmindful of the cream dripping from her bouncing breasts, Jennifer turned around and cried "Take me as hard as you want, just like you've always wanted. Just fuck me until I lose consciousness. I wanna climax again!"
Jennifer was shaken by the expression on Lance's face just before she turned around again and pushed her ass against his thrusts. She had known there was a more primitive side to his sexuality, a side he usually kept in check with her. And she was glad that he could do that for her. But this morning she wanted him to unleash it. She knew it would be more intense. But when she felt him shift his grip on her hips, she was was nonetheless shocked to feel this incredible power behind his thrusts.
And it was doing wonders for her fledging climax. All her life Jennifer had been afraid of such raw male sexuality. But now that her second climax was rising so fast, she knew she had learned something about herself. She knew she probably would have bruises on her upper thighs tomorrow given that they were being pummelled into the table. But she didn't care. She was intoxicated with lust and wanted that second climax like drunks needed another bottle! "Cum inside me love! Fill me with your sperm!" She gasped when she heard Lance growling at her words and when she did feel him climaxing and filling her pussy, her own second orgasm rolled over her.
They cried out and shouted together as that fateful morning finally brought them back in sync. She crashed first onto the table, panting hard as Lance fucked her a few more times before collapsing on the floor next to her. Sitting on the cold floor, Lance began laughing as he slowly got up. He laughed harder when he saw her breasts covered with cream and, after looking down at the mess, she hugged him hard, spreading the sweet stuff all over his own chest and belly.
They remained that way for a long time, and the kiss they shared once they had regained control over their breathing lasted until the sun shone its warm light over them. As they finally parted, shaking with so much excitement, Lance said "I love you Jennifer. And I wanna make love to you again."
"Say it," she said, a naughty smile on her lips.
"What?"
"Say it like you wanted to say it."
"I love you Jennifer, and I wanna fuck you again. Hard!"
She bit her lower lip and said "Well, we do have to take a shower to clean ourselves. Wanna join me?"
About thirsty minutes later the couple fell into their bed exhausted and contented beyond belief. They talked for a while, vowing never to let their relationship degrade that badly. Two hours later, before leaving to go pick up Ewan, they made love again, very slowly this time. When Jennifer lifted her legs and wrapped them around Lance's waist, he ejaculated whatever sperm remained in his balls deep into her pussy again. They shared another long kiss as both realized that they were hungry for such kisses, had missed them tremendously.
The couple would not alway have sex in such an intense way after that. But from then on, every time Jennifer would give Lance a pastry made from milk, maple syrup and cherries, it would be a signal that he could ravage her.
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Lew, standing in the hallway, watched his mother packing her suitcase. "Well, at least she's smiling!" he thought, a small smile on his own lips. When he and his girlfriend had hatched this plan he could have sworn that it wouldn't work. But given that they were to take a plane later today, it was clear that he had been wrong.
Shifting his eyes slightly, Lew looked at his mother like men looked at women. Just for a moment, of course. His mother was still very beautiful and sexy even though she was nearly forty. She was average size, but very curvy. Not curvy in the sense that she was chubby. Instead she was blessed with very large breasts and prominent hips, with a small waist in between. Her long brown hair, currently loose all over her back, enhanced her sexiness.
He had no idea why she was still single, three years after she broke up with Lew's dad. And the fact that she was single was the number one reason behind this crazy idea of a trip south. Lew and his girlfriend thought about that a month ago on the first day of real summer. They had been lounging on the deck, glistening with water from the pool, when they saw Lew's mother, Jessica, walking out of the house with her bikini. It was a motherly bikini, hiding a lot more skin than the bikinis his girlfriend wore, but it still showed her curves.
A few minutes later, while she was back inside to get a glass of wine, it was Lew's girlfriend who said "Damn... With a body like that, I don't understand why she's still single!" Lew grinned and quickly glanced at his girlfriend's body. While he found her very attractive, his 19 year old girlfriend looked like a child next to his mother. She added "I think I just had a good idea!"
That good idea had been to plan a trip down to some beach destination with the specific intent of putting his mother back on the dating scene. Lew had laughed and shook his head, but before he could say that it wouldn't work, Jessica walked back out and his girlfriend told her, explicitly, about her plan. Jessica laughed and blushed, but to Lew's surprise, she didn't say no. And in fact, she agreed the following day.
Now, the initial plan was for all three of them to go. Sadly, three days before departure Lew's girlfriend came down with a stomach flu. A bad stomach flu. They couldn't find anyone else to take her place and the trip turned into a mother and son thing. Lew didn't mind much, as he got a long very well with his mother. Their relationship became a lot more important after his dad left, and in the years since, mother and son had grown very close.
Shaking his head and taking his eyes off his mother's exposed cleavage, bent as she was over her suitcase, Lew walked to the living room. Thinking about it, he reflected that this closeness with his mom was a very special thing. After talking about it with his friends, he learned that none of them could talk to their moms as much as he did. When Lew told one of his closest friend that his mom had given him relationship and even some sexual advice about his girlfriend, the friend almost spat out his drink.
Sitting in the couch, Lew grinned and remembered that time when she explained a few things about women to him, on that very couch. He remembered being very uncomfortable about it at first but his mom's easy smile and relaxed attitude had calmed him down very quickly. He blushed as he remembered her hand caressing his hair as they talked. "That was normal, right?" he wondered, uncertain enough to know that he wasn't about to ask his friends about it.
Then again, normal or not, he remembered that his girlfriend, the first and only he'd had so far, had complimented him on being a very gracious and considerate virgin. He was no longer having a mind boggling sex life with her , but his mom had made a few things extremely clear and it turned out that it had worked wonders with his girlfriend.
Lew still remembered the third time they had sex. After rolling off of her, while she was still panting in post-coital bliss next to him on the bed, he had looked at her. It was the height of summer and her body was deeply tanned except for bright white lines of untanned skin. Lew loved those tan lines which highlighted the shape of her bikini. It reminded him of her sexy bikini even while she was naked. He had already liked seeing tan lines on nude models online, and he was growing to love them even more now.
In any case, in that blissful moment, his girlfriend had said "Damn! You learn so fucking quickly!" Maybe he had, but despite his raging hormones, Lew had thought that he had simply been able to keep his mother's advice in mind.
Well, it was now time for him to return this favor and encourage her to go out on dates and even have sex with a sexy latino man. Lew smiled as he remembered her reaction to those very words last week. His girlfriend had told that to his mom and instead of shaking her head, Jessica had simply blushed and giggled. Lew didn't know how serious she was about actually dating some stranger there, but to his pleasure she seemed really into it.
About twelve hours later they arrived in a land of sun, beaches and turquoise water. The small town they had chosen wasn't too touristic, keeping some of it's original charm. And easygoingness. Most of the people here, both locals and tourists, seemed remarkably relaxed. With a perpetual smile on their faces. Perfect! On their way from the small airport to their hotel, Lew saw that many men looked at his mother appreciatively. Even better!
They hadn't been able to get a switch for the rooms they had already reserved, so they would both get a room with a queen sized bed. He would sleep alone, while his mother would, hopefully, find someone to sleep with. That, after all, had been the plan. After he had unpacked and put his swim trunks on, he knocked on the door between their rooms.
When she said "Come in." Lew opened the door and stopped dead in his track. His mom was putting on her bikini. Well, it was pretty much completely on, but seeing her like this, from behind as she tied her top, took him by surprise. He had no idea why, given that he had seen his mother with that bikini many times.
Her body was already pretty tanned from all that sunbathing back home, and her skin positively glowed. Her nicely rounded ass, framed by those feminine hips, stood out right now and Lew briefly closed his eyes before looking back up. Maybe it was the place, maybe it was because they were alone in a hotel or maybe it was the fact that he knew his mom would be on the lookout for interesting men, but damn! Looking at her from behind like this made him realize just how hot she truly was! When she turned her head and upper body around, presenting him her covered left breast in the process, he swallowed.
"What's wrong?" she asked, looking at herself in the mirror.
"Nothing..." he mumbled.
"Don't lie to me young man. Why did you look at me like this? Is my bikini torn or dirty?" she asked, now fully turning around in front of him.
"No, no mom." He said, trying to hide his embarrassment as he forced himself not to look at her breasts. He took a deep breath and decided to distract her by saying "It's just that this is what I call a motherly bikini."
While it was indeed a pretty conservative bikini, he couldn't deny that it held and presented her large breasts in a very flattering way. Not lewd or indecent like a string bikini would be, but still. In the brief silence, he cleared his throat, feeling his face reddening. His mother said "What?", with a small smile on her lips.
"Well, if you're here to seduce men, I'm not sure that this will work..."
"What?" she asked again, surprised. "I'm not sexy anymore?"
"It's not that mom! It's not you, it's your bikini." Lew stammered, realizing that he had jumped from the frying pan into the fire. He was seeing his mother in an entirely new way and he didn't know how to handle that.
"Well, it's a bikini, right? How much more sexier can it get?"
Pausing for a moment, Lew then said "Did you see the girl in the red bikini downstairs?"
"Of course I did... Every man on the planet saw her!", his mom replied.
"Well, that's a sexy bikini..."
"Sure... I could sew three such bikinis form the material in mine!" Jessica laughed.
"That's... exactly my point!" Lew said.
His mom sat down on the bed, sighing, unawares of how her breasts bounced despite the sturdy frame and wide band that held the top of her bikini. "I can't wear something like that Lew... Not at my age!"
"Oh mom... Now you're fishing for compliments." Lew replied.
"No I'm not!" she replied, looking up.
"Stand up mom. Stand up and let me look at you." Lew said, shocking himself as he heard the words coming out of his mouth.
Her eyes opened slightly wider as she looked at him, but she did stand up. "Now..." he added. "Undo your hair, free it from that bun. Ok, now stand up straight, push your shoulders back... yes, like this. And now arch your back, just... so. Yep. Like that. Look at yourself mom." As she looked at herself in the mirror, Lew could see the slight surprise on her face and he relaxed when he saw the smile on her lips. "Mom. You are gorgeous. If you were to put on a bikini like the red one, every man on the planet would be looking at you instead of that little girl!"
His mom looked at him for a long moment. A long silent moment. Eventually Lew became nervous again as the moment stretched. Finally, his mom grinned and said "Are you using on me the tricks I gave you for girls, my dear son? Why are you complimenting me like this?"
"No!" Lew replied, laughing. "You're just so..." but he stopped himself. "Oh... damn. I can't say that!"
"Go ahead." his mom replied, with a serious look, staring into his eyes. "Let's suspend the normal rules for this week, alright?" his mom said.
It was clear that she needed him to say that, needed to hear what he had been about to say. Lew thought about it for a moment and took a deep breath. "You're gorgeous and extremely sexy mom. Even my girlfriend is envious of your body! I'm sure that if you get a new bikini there won't be a single man on this little island that won't be staring at you, drooling with lust."
His mom stared at him in silence again, and Lew simply couldn't decipher what he could see in her eyes. After a moment she said "Not a single one? What about you?" Lew's jaw dropped as he heard those words. But his mother laughed before he could reply. "Tell you what, mister!" she said. "I'll buy a sexier bikini if you agree to wear a speedo-type swimsuit."
"What?" Lew said, stunned.
"Well yes, If I'm going to play the sexy MILF..." Lew was shocked to hear that word from his mother, but she continued "you're also going to try something new. You're not single and looking to score like I am," again, Lew was surprised to hear those words from his mother's mouth. She continued "but I'm sure that you're going to please quite a few girls and women out there with a speedo on."
Lew didn't know that to say. Yet as he was thinking about it, he heard himself saying "OK!"
"Deal!" his mother replied, grinning. "So. I'm going to town to see if I can't find something more suitable... Even if it's so sexy that I'll have to burn it before coming back home!"
Lew's mouth went dry at the thought. After clearing his throat, he asked if she wanted him to come with. She didn't. As he was walking back to his room, Lew wondered if he would not follow her anyway to make sure that she wouldn't buy another motherly bikini. Letting himself fall on his back, he felt a smile lifting the corner of his mouth as he tried to imagine his mother wearing that red bikini...
Jessica went to the bathroom and looked at herself in the mirror. "This bikini isn't motherly, is it?" she thought, turning this way and that looking at it. "Maybe it is..." Jessica stripped down completely and took another look at her body. "Am I really sexy, even at my age? And did Lew say that he thought I was sexy?" Jessica was shocked at the lewd smile that she saw on her own face in the reflection.
She was fully aware of just how handsome and desirable her son was, had been for years. She hadn't been surprised when he came back home one day with his first girlfriend. Nor had she been surprised to see just how beautiful the girl was, content to see that her son had grabbed what was probably a very popular girl at school. And now she had just learned that he found his old mom desirable? Well then. There was hope for her yet!
Looking at herself sideways, she recognized that her breasts were still quite perky despite their size... and their age. Jessica had always been extremely proud of her breasts. Proud and grateful. It had made finding boys, then men, always a very easy exercice. Lew and his girlfriend had been right that it was high time that she try to find another man in her life. It has been years now...
Sighing, she turned to face the mirror and looked at her bush, smiling. She had seen Lew's girlfriend naked once, a few months ago, without her knowing it. Late at night, she had walked out of the bathroom naked, convinced that Jessica was sleeping. While Jessica thought that Lew's first girlfriend was pretty, she couldn't figure out why he thought such a girl with such a celery-type body was sexy. She was very thin, which seemed the norm these day, with small breasts and only hints of having any hips.
But Jessica had seen that this young girl had completely shaved her pussy. Thinking bout it now, it hadn't been a huge surprise given the current trend. Looking down at her own trimmed but still generous bush, Jessica smiled naughtily and decided to shave it off completely. Even if it would be the very first time she would do this, it wasn't simply a spur of the moment thing. Jessica had brought a clipper and razor, just in case she decided to do it. And, in any case, the sexy bikini she would buy probably wouldn't fully hide her bush in any case.
And so about thirty minutes later, Jessica was walking around in town wearing nothing but her old bikini, flip-flops and her wallet in her hand. Even though nobody could see it, the fact that her pussy was now completely bare, with nary a trace of hair anywhere between her legs and even between her buttocks, Jessica felt naked. And slightly aroused as well, she had to admit.
After asking around town, she learned that there was only two shops that would sell bikinis. When she saw the first one, clearly designed for the conservative middle age tourist type, Jessica finally admitted that her bikini was, as Lew put it, too motherly. She had in fact seen the same one in the window display, next to publicity images of much older women wearing it. She really needed something else.
Then again, when she entered the other shop, she almost laughed out loud. While it wasn't exactly a sex shop, it wasn't far from it. Determined to get rid of her old woman's bikini, she went in and tried to find something appropriate. It wasn't easy. Just for fun, she tried a few that she knew she would never buy.
First, a small bikini that seemed very sexy but still decent enough until she realize that the thin white fabric, with no backing or padding anywhere, would turn fully transparent in the water. After that she even tried a fully transparent one, feeling herself blush even trying it on and looking at herself in the mirror. Before getting back to her changing booth, she got a few glances and smiles from the young man at the counter.
She then tried the classic, over-the-top V-type of sexy swimsuit that was popular in the 80's. The bottom was held by long strings that went directly up to her breasts in front, and slipped a string between her buttocks in the back. It was utterly ridiculous, but as she looked at herself, it was clear that it was sexy. One of the bikinis she tried was even split at the crotch for easy access to her pussy!
The next one had such small triangles that it didn't fully hide her nipples. Jessica had always had large nipples, but given that they were proportionate with her even larger breasts, she had never minded. But this bikini would be completely absurd! Looking down, she saw that it barely covered her slit! "Damn! Who wears such bikinis?" she thought as she walked back to the booth.
She saw that the young man was still looking at her and she smiled at him. "As fun as this is, there's no way I'm going to buy anything from this store. Sexy is one thing, but vulgar is quite another..." she thought. Still it had been great fun! Her mood changed very rapidly when she saw that her old bikini and flip-flops were gone. She looked in the adjacent booth just in case, but no, they were gone. Most likely stolen. Luckily she had thought to keep her wallet in hand the whole time, but still...
"Damn it!" Jessica thought. Now she would have to buy a bikini from this shop just to be able to walk to the other shop. Even the thought of coming out of here and walking five or six blocks made her blush with embarrassment. Well, in any case, she wouldn't ever wear this one, even if it was to get out of here because of a fire! She giggled.
And so Jessica went back out and this time tried to find the least outrageous bikini. She finally picked one that fit the bill. It wasn't something she would have chosen, and she wold only wear it to get to the other store. Looking at herself in the mirror, she laughed nervously at the thought of getting out with it.
The bottom was very small. Very. It hid her pussy, but just so. It was an American-flag themed bikini, and the bottom had red and white stripes going down in the same direction as her slit. It was, at most, three inches wide at the top. From the corners, two fine strings wrapped around her hips and met a third string on her lower back. Of course it was a string bikini, something she had never worn in her life. In fact, Jessica hadn't even worn such a thing for panties!
Up top, the two triangles were blue with white stars on it, as if to attract even more attention to her breasts. There was even a big white star above each of her nipples! It was the biggest top she had found, yet it didn't cover much of her breasts. She could still see much of the outlines of her breasts in the middle and a whole damn lot of those outlines on either side. The top wasn't quite wide enough, and so the outside curves of her breasts were more exposed than usual. In fact, she felt like her breasts could pop out at any moment! More than half of her breasts were visible!
And finally, there was something else that was very visible. Her tan lines. Even before arriving here, Jessica had already had a decent tan. A tan with very clear white demarcations where her old bikini had been. As she had been trying on other bikinis, she had seen them, obviously, but given that she hadn't had any intention of actually buying any of them, she hadn't cared about the white lines on her smooth skin. Now, those lines were unmistakable.
And, even to her eyes, extremely sexy. Somehow it enhanced the effect of the small bikini, attracting her eyes even more. And she knew that the contrast between her golden and white skin, especially in conjunction with the American colors of her bikini, would grab the attention of all the men who would see her like this. Christ! Jessica sighed as she looked at her reflection: huge breasts, tiny bikini, bright white tan lines... This was an unholy and naughty combination!
And it wasn't just a white outline around her breasts! Looking down, she saw the same white tan lines around her pussy and all around to her hips. Turning around, she gasped as she saw how her white ass was mercilessly exposed! "Fuck!" she breathed. The string hid absolutely nothing and her bright white buttocks would shine like a fucking beacon fire in the night! Thankfully, she knew she still had a nice and relatively firm ass. Nevertheless... she had never exposed it so brazenly in her entire life! Not even when she was at her physical prime in her twenties!



Jessica didn't know if she would even be able to walk the short distance to the other store dressed like this. Or undressed like this. She sat down next to the mirror and put her head in her hands. She was on the verge of tears, realizing how uncomfortable she was with her body, with her age and with her celibacy. But before it could all crash down on her, she heard the young man walk up to her.
The next five minutes changed a lot of things for Jessica. Some she would realize immediately, others she would only understand weeks later. Despite his broken English, the young man began by asking her if she was working for Matthias. At first, because of the way she looked in this ridiculous bikini, Jessica thought that Matthias was a pimp. But soon she understood that he was a photographer.
When she tried to explain that she wasn't a model at all, the young man frowned, clearly puzzled. He thought she had been trying those bikinis for a shoot. Jessica could see in his eyes that he wasn't just saying this to compliment or comfort her. He really believed that she was a model. He even told her that Matthias often chose models with tan lines as he thought it sexy. When she said he must be the only one to find that sexy, the young man smiled shyly, shaking his head.
After a moment he walked back to his counter and let Jessica alone. She stood up, took a deep breath and decided that she could, at the very least, find the courage to walk out to the next store. As she walked to the counter, barefoot, she remembered that her flip-flops were missing as well. Looking around the shop, all she could find were high heels. "Of course... Right..." she thought, cursing herself for this crazy idea of looking sexy.
A few minutes later she took a deep breath and walked out of the shop, looking sexier and sluttier than she had ever had in her life. "Here comes the MILF, guys, look at me!" she thought, trying to make light of the whole thing.
Strangely enough, if the young man's comments about her being a model had given her enough courage to get out, the walk to the other store had a much more transformative effect. In those few minutes, she got more appreciative stares and whistles and offers for drinks than in all of last year at home! At first she was ashamed and even a bit afraid: she was, after all, dressed like a slut. A bikini way to small for her breasts, her unmissable tan lines and a pair of red high heel shoes. A slut begging for attention.
At home, the only guys that would have openly ogled her, or whistled like that would have been creeps. But here, things were different. From what she could see in the eyes of the men around her, they were not creep. Just men being men, letting her know how desirable and beautiful she was. Just basic, primal male-female interactions. She had bee afraid at first, but despite how explicit some of them were with words and whistles, she hadn't felt threatened by any of them. They kept their physical distances even though their intentions were made clear.
It was a very strange and powerful experience. She had never felt as much of a woman before in her life. Ever. Even when she was being regularly courted before marrying. In her mind she looked like a slut, yet she was getting another vibe from the men. There was nothing vulgar, like what she would probably have gotten at home. Instead, she got a bunch of explicit compliments on her beauty, her sexiness and even a few thanks for allowing them to see her body. There was no explicitly sexual comment, nothing lewd or obscene.
Jessica couldn't deny that her body was beginning to warm up real fast. The raw compliments didn't simply boost her confidence and didn't simply make her feel more feminine. Oh no. It also made her blood race in her veins and it made her feel alive as sexual feelings began awakening.
The high heels, something she had never really worn, grew on her really quickly. It forced her to change her gait and soon she found a new way of walking that enhanced the movement of her hips and made her large breasts sway. Her pelvis rotated more, her strides shortened and she felt her body bouncing a lot more than it usually did when she walked. All in all it felt, even to her and obviously to the men looking at her, extremely feminine.
By the time she arrived at the other store, she paused for a moment. She still felt very strange being dressed like this on the street. The sun had turned her already bright tan lines into blinding light bars! Yet those comments... and the way they had made her feel...
It was as if she had woken up from a puritan slumber, as if the real woman inside her had suddenly burst out. Looking around, she saw one man looking at her, a grin on his face and a fire in his eyes. As she stared at him, she was shocked to feel that her bald pussy was even beginning to feel much hotter and wetter! Smiling, she winked at the man and turned away from the store. If she was going to give dating and chance here, might as well go all in!
Back at the hotel, Lew still couldn't believe he had stolen his mom's bikini! He had sneaked in the store and grabbed it, as well as her flip-flops, before sneaking back out. He hadn't seen any of the bikinis his mother had tried on, as he didn't want to risk being seen, but he knew he had to force her hand. The shop was pretty much a sex shop, and the bikinis he had seen on the stands were way too sexy for his mom.
And so he had grabbed her bikini and had thrown it into a garbage bin, forcing her to buy one. As much as he wanted to see which she would pick, he had decided against it and had run to another store to buy a speedo. It would be his very first speedo, and while he did experience some strange feelings as he looked at himself in the mirror, in the end he just grinned and bought it.
As it turned out, he arrived only ten minutes before he heard his mother enter her own room. He had no idea what she had done, nor if she had found a way out of buying a hyper-sexy bikini. And so when he opened the door to her room, he had no idea what to expect.
And he was shocked beyond belief. The first thing he noticed as he saw his mother standing right in front of him, were the bright tan lines. Especially those on her breasts. His mom couldn't know just how much Lew loved tan lines, nor the effect hers would have on him. Lew couldn't believe just how much of her breasts he could see. Even if the tan lines made the amount of extra visible flesh obvious, he was still unable to believe. "Christ! I'm almost seeing her entire breasts!" he thought. "And those delicious tan lines..."
Lew then saw the bright red high heels and swallowed. Like most guys his age, high heels looked like relics of a ancient past where women had huge hair and wore too much make-up. But today, for the first time, looking at how it had transformed his mother's legs, something clicked. He was stunned! "How could such small things change how she looks, how she stands and, by Christ, how she radiates femininity!" he wondered. He knew he would have to look at those heels later.
For the moment though, his eyes darted back up to her big breasts as they threatened to overflow from the tiny bikini. When he was much younger, Lew had sneaked into her room when she wasn't there and had rummaged her lingerie drawer. He'd had no idea what the numbers and letters on the little white tags had meant, but he'd been impressed by the size of those cups. He still remembered taking one of them and putting the underwire against his forehead, stunned that it fit! And now, as he saw most of those breasts in the flesh, with her nipples poking tents in the thin fabric, he was overwhelmed.
Lew didn't even realize that he was staring at her breasts. His mother eventually snapped him out of his shock by saying "Lew! Close that mouth or else flies will come in!" Startled, Lew looked up into his mother's eyes and saw her smile, but he still couldn't talk. "Well, should I take this as a compliment? My son ogling my breasts like a beast in rut?"
"What?" He stammered. "No! I'm not... I mean, yes, but, NO!" Lew walked backwards until he was in his own room again.
But his mom followed him up to the door. "Isn't this what you wanted?" she asked, indicating her body with her hands. "Didn't you want me like this?"
Lew was flabbergasted. Was he hearing her correctly? Was she actually asking him if he wanted her? If he wanted her body?
Before he could make sense of what he was hearing, she narrowed her eyes and tilted her head. "Lew, it's only a bikini. Drop the act will you?" Clearly she was confused by his reaction.
"Mom!" he finally said, breathless. "I'm sorry... I'm... oh fuck!"
And with that, he closed the door in front of her and sat down on his bed, shaking. "What the fuck is wrong with me!" he wondered. "Ogling my mother like this! And now...Fuck!" he looked down at his speedos and could clearly see his cock twitching. "My mother! My very own mother! What the fuck is wrong with me?" he asked himself again.
He was well aware that his mother was beautiful, and that many of his friends thought she was hot. But although he had known all that he had never really felt it. Felt her beauty or sexiness. Until now. Until face to face with her bikini and those devilish tan lines! Gods! He couldn't help thinking about her breasts and those glowing white outlines. As if her tan lines highlighted the fact that this was flesh he wasn't supposed to see. Or lust after! "Oh for Christ's—"
But his thought was interrupted by his mother walking in the room with those devilish red high heels. And wearing that ridiculously sexy bikini. She came straight up to him and he couldn't look up. "Lew. Look at me. What's wrong baby?" But he couldn't. Doing so would mean that he would see her breasts, and he was afraid that he would stare again! His mother then kneeled in front of him and pulled his chin up with her fingers. "Lew. What's going on! Look at me!"
"I can't mom! Especially not while wearing this!" he cried, pointing to his speedos.
His mom stood up and walked back a few steps. "What? Are you serious? Are you... looking at me like... like a woman?"
Half angry, Lew looked up at her and said "Yes I am. I can't... I'm sorry... I... Shit. Can you please leave me alone?"
Lew couldn't imagine what was going on in his mother's head right now. He wasn't even looking at her anymore. He grabbed a pillow and placed it on his lap, his face burning hot with shame. In the silence, his mother said "Well, I think you were right about all men drooling with lust!"
"Mom!" Lew cried before letting himself fall on the bed.
"Lew... Look at me." his mom said softly. Surprised by the tone of her voice, Lew sat back up and looked at her. "Remember what we said about rules earlier this morning? You have no idea how strange it is for me to wear this in public. And now you too... It's strange, I'll give you that. And I don't know how I'd handle it at home. But here, it's just... I don't know... naughty? And fun?"
Lew was stunned by her choice of words. Naughty and fun that her son was lusting after her? His mouth opened against he stared at her, he heard her say "Remove that pillow, baby." His mind already shocked beyond its limit, Lew simply slid the pillow aside revealing his obvious erection. Did he just see his mother biting her lower lip as she looked at his erection? No... That was impossible.
"Well, Lew, if we're going to go out dressed like this, you're going to have to deal with that," she said, indicating his erection with a glance. "Why don't we just stay here and order some food... Maybe you'll get used to it? Maybe it's just the shock?"
"Maybe..." he replied weakly, too disoriented to make sense of what was happening.
"Ok then... So, what do you think of the bikini?" she asked laughing. "Or the tan lines?"
As he looked at her, almost literally drooling, he watched her turn around carefully and sexily on those heels. She was essentially showing him her naked ass. Full, round, lovely and decidedly sexy. Sexual even, and undoubtedly arousing! And those unbelievable tan lines! Damn it! Her entire ass was a pair of huge tan lines! It was just too much! The combination of a much more feminine ass than his girlfriend and those striking tan lines... Too much!
When she completed her turn, he looked at her pussy for a few moments and felt his heart thump hard in his chest. She was obviously shaven and her mound was extremely well defined under the thin fabric. The strings of her bikini were more horizontal than vertical, which meant that they hugged her hips more then her waist. But that low angle also meant that they created a pair of spots where the string didn't touch her skin: there were two hollows between her rounded upper thighs and prominent mound and it was mindbogglingly sexy! His eyes darted between her pussy's mound and those little hollows.
In fact, those hollows reminded him of similar spots where the strings that held her bikini top lifted away from her skin between her shoulders and her breasts. And as much as the tan lines around her bikini top were striking, those around the bikini bottom stood out even more. So many killer tan lines! The white skin seemed to grow upwards out of the bikini and spread out on either side in wide swaths of milky white perfection.
"Mom!" he finally said, tearing his eyes away from all these forbidden places. He tried playing it cool by smiling. "You can't go out like this!"
"Why not?"
"You're too... You're too damned sexy, that's why!"
"Wasn't that the point?" she asked.
"Yes, but... But... Damn it."
"Look Lew, why don't you try to forget that I'm your mom for the week?"
"Forget that you're my..." he replied.
"Why not? Just imagine that we're two... friends coming her to have fun. Why don't you call me Jessica until we get back home?"
Before he could reply, she turned around, flashed him her curvy white ass and went to her room, walking like a model on the catwalk, her heels enhancing her legs. From there, she said "Once you're able to, join me for breakfast." A few minutes later, his cock pretty much soft, he walked in the room and saw her bent down over the counter, reading the menu. Her ass looked amazing, as if pushed out by the way her heels forced her, essentially, to stand on her toes.
Lew had never been interested in full figured girls before, but he was beginning to realize just what he had been missing. Taking a deep breath, his heart beating very fast, he said "Damn, that's a nice ass Jessica!"
The seductive smile she gave as she turned her head around made him tremble. "Thank you baby..." she replied with a soft voice. "Oh, and do you think the tan lines look bad?"
"Bad?" Lew said, appalled. "Jessica... I have a fetish for tan lines. An obsession. Does that convey what I think about them clearly enough?"
His mother stared at him for a long moment, a half smile on her lips. Lew had no idea what had happened on the way back from that sex shop, couldn't understand what was going on in her mind. But she was clearly in a fey mood and for now he was going to run with it. Being able to say what he had just said was positively thrilling. That strange mood of hers was probably going to fade out as they got out of their room and as she would meet some men. In the meantime, though, he would enjoy it!
Two days later though, Lew thought about how wrong he had been about things fading out. He was alone in his bed, just like his mom in the other room, and he couldn't fall asleep. His cock was hard as a rock and he couldn't help imagining his mom on all fours above him, sucking his cock. "I'm so fucked! I'm a perverted fuck-up guy. I'm sick!" Yet he knew that if he touched his cock he would probably cum in two seconds! He hadn't had found the time to masturbate, given that he was with his mom 24/7. And boy was his libido whipped up! Then again, masturbating to his mom? Bad idea!
Thinking about those last two days made his head spin. It was one thing to roleplay at not being her son as well as to compliment her body, but things had spiralled out of control pretty quickly. First of all, she had worn nothing but that bikini and those heels. And those tan lines, damn it! On the first day, probably on some sort of crazy impulse, Lew had heard his mom tell a group of new friends that they were a couple. Shocked into silence, Lew had stood motionless as his mom had hugged him and kissed his cheek. As his mind slowly recovered from that he realized that if the plan was to get his mom a date, this was a really bad starting point.
And then things went from bad to worse. Four of their new friends, two couples, invited them to a more private spa where they spent a few hours talking with them. Lew heard his mom invent some crazy stories about how they met and how their life as a couple was going. Eventually Lew had to play along and invent things of his own. When he wrapped his arm around his mom's shoulders to pull her closer against him, Jessica grinned.
And then it happened. Their first kiss. The friends brought out a bottle of wine and after a small toast, the two other couples kissed before drinking. His mom turned towards him with a smile and not a single trace of hesitation before kissing her son on the lips. A brief kiss, for sure, but still a kiss. About an hour later, in the spur of the moment, Lew turned to his mom and kissed her again. By that point she had drunk quite a few glasses of wine and had laughed... before kissing him again, much longer this time.
It had been insane, and all during that first day! That first night, they had talked about that decision to roleplay at being a couple, but now that it was done and that many people knew, they couldn't back down. When confronted about the fact that it would prevent her from meeting guys, Lew's mom shrugged and said that she was having a great time.
The second day had been more of the same. His mother got into the habit of playfully slapping his speedo'd ass, and he happily returned the favor. It was utterly bizarre, who the fuck slapped his mother's nearly naked ass for fun, yet deeply intoxicating at the same time. Here he was with a girlfriend back home, slapping the ass of the sexiest woman on the beach, by far. The fact that this woman was his mother was beginning to fade away.
The only good thing was that he was beginning to control his erection more. Maybe it was because the tan lines had begun fading, but he could now stare at his mother's body without getting hard. Even slapping her sweet ass didn't entail an automatic erection by now. And they had kissed again. Many times. One time, after dinner just before coming back to their rooms, their kiss lengthened and their tongues touched a few times very briefly. They had both drunk way more than usual, and neither of them had any trace of remorse in the long stare they shared afterwards.
So now, in his room, Lew's mind was a whirlwind of confused thoughts and emotions. He couldn't keep this roleplay up... Or rather yes, he knew that he could. He was having a great time! But he shouldn't. It was very weird, and he was afraid of what would happen back home. Would everything go back to being normal? Could it, after that long french kiss? He didn't know, and that scared him. But how to end this? And then he had an idea.
On the following morning (after he weathered her "Good morning beautiful!") he suggested to his mother that they could go to another beach, and, perhaps, not play at being a couple? She laughed and titled her head as she was wont to do. He saw her hesitating a few moments before saying yes. And so they rented one of the small cars they had around here and drove around, enjoying the sun, the oceanside view until they found a beach that looked interesting. Lew had no idea what hell this beach was going to unleash.



Jessica was positively glowing sitting next to her son in the small car. She hoped he would place his hand on her thigh as he had done a few times yesterday. But he didn't. She played with her heels on the floor, realizing she had gotten used to them and was beginning to understand why so many women wore them. Those last couple of days had been incredible for her with, strangely, none of the anguish and torture her son was experiencing.
For reasons she couldn't understand, she felt no compunction about the illicit roleplay she was playing with her son. It was as if her walk down the street with her tiny bikini had ignited a lot more than normal feminine sexuality. It had turned her into a sex-obsessed nymph! But more than that walk was the moment when Lew saw her new bikini. Seeing his lust in such an obvious way, seeing him loose control and flee from her sexy body... Christ! The comments and whistles from the other men had turned her on, but her son's reaction had ignited something much deeper inside her.
It wasn't the first time Jessica had felt something unmotherly for her son. He was sweet, handsome, well built, very sexy and reminded her of his father when he was younger. That was a potent combination. Add to that a few years of abstinence on her part and that combination turned deadly. Jessica had never abandoned herself to those feelings, but for the first time, now, in this place...
Seeing her son's cock growing because of her body or their kisses had been a powerful aphrodisiac, which in turn had spurred her to do even more forbidden things with him. She knew she was in a spiral of incestuous lust, yet didn't care. At all. She had spent most of the last two days in a constant state of arousal. Even now, in the car next to him, she could feel her pussy lips sliding, well lubricated, against one another.
Looking down, she saw that her sexy tan lines had completely vanished by now. The sun seemed very powerful here. Knowing that Lew had a fetish about them, she was sad about that. Then again she knew that there wasn't anything she could do about it. She had no idea how life would solve that little problem.
When the road brought them high up on a mountain side, they saw a little secluded beach through the trees. There seemed to be very few people there and she suggested that they go and try it out. When they walked out of the car, she looked at her son as he stretched and felt her heart skip a beat. He was really handsome and had a body few wouldn't envy. Jessica started, restraining herself from walking around the car and hugging his glowing body. And then she shook her head and went ahead and did it.
"Mom..." he whispered. "I'm not supposed to be your boyfriend anymore, remember?"
"Oh, right..."
Next to the path that led to the beach, there was a big sign that said that it was a nudist beach. Jessica was tempted not to tell her son, who couldn't read Spanish, but in the end, she decided to tell him. Lew snorted and shook his head, saying "Of all the damned beaches..."
After looking around to make sure they were alone, she said "Don't wanna see you old mother naked?"
"Ha!" Lew exclaimed. "There's not much I haven't seen, and no, you're not old yet Mom."
"You still find me beautiful even if we're not roleplaying anymore?" she asked in a coy voice, her head tilted to one side.
"Of course... For Christ's sake, you're the sexiest woman I have ever seen, roleplay or not!"
Jessica purred and felt a fire reigniting between her legs. Again. Grabbing his arm, she said "So, what do you say?"
"What? You'd really go there?" her son asked, stunned by her again.
"Why not? As you said, you have seen just about everything I have to offer..."
Lew shook his head again, smiling and, to her complete surprise, accepted. About a hundred yards into the path, there was a series of lock boxes where people left their clothes. Jessica was curious to see how Lew would react, but simply smiled as she saw him remove his small speedo. And she finally had a good look at his cock, which seemed semi-hard already. And it looked as good as its outline had suggested. "Hmmm... That's a nice one, son..."
"Mom!" he cried out.
"Ok, ok... now it's my turn," she said.
And so Jessica watched, amazed, as she saw her son ogling her as she removed what little clothing she had on. And once she was done, keeping her high heels for a while longer, she simply stood there letting him enjoy her body. Looking at her body herself, she saw the bright white tan lines again! Much smaller of course, but still highly visible.
What hadn't been so obvious while she had her bikini, but was now unmissable, was just how close her nipples had actually been from that bikini's edge. On both sides of the triangles' tops, the edges of her large nipples were less than a quarter of an inch from her tanned skin! And while the bright white skin made a perfect triangle on her breasts, the string between them was invisible. Jessica guessed that it was because her breasts were so large that the string hadn't actually touched her skin. It had been stretched like a bungie cord between them.
As far as she could see from above, it was the same on either side of her breasts. At least for about an inch before a white line gradually sharpened. Lower, there was only a pair of fine untanned lines converging on a very small patch of white skin. Of course, because that white skin was her shaven pussy, it highlighted it indecently. And in the back, from what she could imagine, there would be only a horizontal line around her hips, and a vertical line disappearing between her cheeks... "Right! Round two of the tan lines!" she thought. "I have a feeling Lew will love them as much as he had obviously loved the first ones!"
Clearly Lew did. He watched her like a hawk watched his prey, a clear masculine presence next to her. She would have given anything to be inside his head right now as he watched her. Shamelessly his eyes darted all over the usual places: her breasts, her waist, her pussy, her hips and her ass whenever she turned around. Since they were all alone in this little clearing, Jessica gave her son ample time to enjoy her body and her bright, much smaller tan lines.
For a long while, the only sound was those hard heels on the stone under her feet. After a few minutes, Lew's face was flushed red, his cock was beginning to lengthen and her entire body was afire. She let him stare at her until, eventually, she saw his cock twitch. "Hmmm, Lew..."
"Uh?" he asked, dumbly looking up at her. She glanced at his cock. "Oh, shit... Just give me a minute!"
Her son closed his eyes, turned around and walked around for a moment with his hand on his cock. About a minute later, he turned back around and his cock seemed normal. "Good luck with that!" Jessica said, giggling.
"Don't tease me!" Lew replied, a grin on his face.
But Jessica had every intention to! Yet today, unlike yesterday, it was her son who took control of a few crucial moments. To her utter astonishment, it was Lew who decided to reinstate the couple's roleplay. He did it after about an hour, probably because so many men had come to talk to her, flirting openly even despite his presence. Jessica had been flattered, and had even felt her nipples hardening for one or two of those men. Yet honestly, even if Lew didn't know, he was the only one who truly interested her right now.
And without warning he had suddenly said, to a group of three men, that they were a couple and that they should leave his girlfriend alone. They were clearly surprised, but left and didn't return. Clearly the word went around, because no other man came to bother her again after that. Yet five minutes later, in the tense silence, she turned to her son and said "Well... I wasn't expecting that. Wanna go to another beach and try again?"
"Oh, I don't know M— Jessica, my love..." Lew replied, but she could see that he was troubled despite his playful words. "I'm all confused... I'm sorry. This was fun and all, but clearly those two days of playing at being your boyfriend, or even your boytoy as you seemed to enjoy calling me..." Jessica giggled at his comment. "Even that was just, really, confusing. I know I'm your son," he whispered. "But It looks like some part of my brain has forgotten about it. I was fuming inside as these guys came up to you... I'm sorry."
Jessica remained quiet next to him. After a few minutes, she said "Let's try something I did in therapy after our separation. I'm going to ask a question and you're going to say the first thing that comes to your mind. Alright?"
"Er, why?" he asked, puzzled and still looking troubled.
"It can help you make sense of a complicated situation." she replied.
"Ok." he said, looking at her.
"What's the thing you'd most like to do right now?" she asked.
"Kiss you," he replied before turning his head away in shame.
"Do it."
"What?"
But she didn't need to repeat herself. She was trembling inside, waiting for him to make a move. They shared a peculiar look before Lew leaned towards his mother and kissed her. In seconds their tongues found each other and this time it wasn't hesitant. It wasn't a roleplaying game, it wasn't for show. This was raw lust beginning to be unleashed. And at the same time, they felt their dams breaking. The flood of lust they had both tried to contain was now free and unstoppable.
As she felt his tongue inside her mouth, this time confident and eager, she tasted it and shivered. She was kissing his son and they both knew it wasn't for any other reason than that they both truly wanted it. When they broke apart long minutes later, she was breathing hard and shaking.
The ride back to the hotel was the strangest 30 minutes Lew had ever experienced. They remained pretty much silent for the entire ride, their only contact was his hand on her thigh. Lew had no idea what was going on inside his mother's mind, but he had only one thought: fucking her until they both collapsed because of exhaustion. He wrapped his towel around his waist to hide his erection as he walked to their room. He was staring at his mom's ass as well as her bright red high heels, barely believing what was about to happen.
After he closed the door behind him, he faced his mother and said "Are you sure ab—" Oh but she was. Instead of replying she simply grabbed his head and kissed him as passionately as she had earlier. Second later Lew had untied her top and pushed her bottom to the floor. Soon after his mom pushed his own swimsuit down his legs and they hugged each other hard. His erect cock, trapped between their bodies, pulsed with hunger.
As they kissed still, Lew slipped his hands down to his mother's ass and grabbed the two round cheeks with his opened hands. She moaned into his mouth and gently bit his tongue. Sliding his fingers deeper he felt her warmth and wetness. Because of her heels, she was just the right height for what he had in mind. Boldly, he pushed two of his fingers inside her pussy and this time his mom broke the kiss to arch her head backwards. "Christ!" she moaned. "My son's fingers are inside my pussy! she breathed.
Grinning, trembling, Lew brought his fingers to his lips and tasted his mother. "Hmmm." he growled. "I want more of this! Get on the bed!" To his surprise, she instead grabbed him and threw him on her bed. He fell on his back, laughing and completely intoxicated by lust. He watched her climb on the bed on all fours and whisper "Did you know I masturbated thinking about you last night? Do you think I'm a bad mom?"
"The worst!" he replied hoarsely.
But then he fell silent as he watched her positioning herself above him. In the 69 position. Awed by the sight of his mother's hairless pussy with it's shining tan lines above his face, his mouth involuntarily opened. Before he could even properly look at it he was devouring it and drinking from it, drinking those sweet and utterly forbidden juices he had tasted earlier. "I'm eating my mother's pussy!" he thought wildly, feeling his mind reeling as if he were on speed.
Lew wrapped his arms around his mother and grabbed her ass again, pulling her harder against his face. Burying his entire face as deep as it would go, he lost himself in this unique experience. He was so focused on feasting on this glorious pussy that he was shocked to his core to feel his mother's mouth swallowing his cock. It was the 69, of course. Part of his mind had known, of course. But he had forgotten about that part.
Pushing his hips upwards, he began fucking her mouth. And very quickly something became clear: his mother was a remarkable cocksucker. He had thought that his girlfriend was pretty good, but his mom's mouth was something else. She allowed him to go all the way to the back of her throat and even took him slightly deeper with gagging, something his girlfriend wouldn't even try.
If Lew's mind had been awhirl before, he was now losing it. Young as he was, excited as he was and as pent up as he was, he was not going to last long. And his mother was working his cock as if his climax would provoke world peace and end hunger. He kept his mouth on his mother's drenched pussy as long as he could, but suddenly he let it fall against the bed as he cried out in raw pleasure.
His mother couldn't miss his signal but clearly she had no intention of slowing down, stopping or even pulling away like his girlfriend usually did. Planting one last kiss on his mom's pussy lips before losing control of his body, Lew took a deep breath and shook as his orgasm threatened to break him apart. When his pleasure exploded, the first surge of sperm shot out from his cock like an overloaded canon. Through the deep buzz of pleasure that rang in his head, he heard his mother moaning as she drank his sperm. She never stopped sucking even after he stopped cumming and he eventually had to pull himself away.
His mother rolled to the side and, before he could do anything about it while he was trying to regain some control over his body, he saw his mother straddle him. Dazed by the sight, he watched her grab his still hard cock, pull it up against her belly before lifting herself above it. "If I do that, will I keep it from going soft?" It clearly was a rhetorical question, but Lew didn't know that and tried to mumble an answer.
And as he was moaning incoherently, he saw his mother lowering herself upon his cock. His second pussy ever. His mother's pussy. It seemed to Lew that he felt every damned half-inch of that first penetration, the loving and burning hot grip of his mother's pussy all around his cock. It was mindboggling. Soon she was wrapping him tightly, spasming against the very base of his cock, sheathing him entirely. While he could still remember the first time he penetrated his girlfriend, this penetration with his mother was utterly different. Perhaps even better than that first time.
Looking up and seeing her mammoth breasts with their dark golden skin and two white triangles of pale skin, Lew felt as if he was losing his virginity all over again. As his mom settled upon him, he watched, transfixed, as those dual colored breasts heaved and bounced and swayed slowly, as if they were filled with thick syrup. The two very large aureolas were capped with big and fully engorged nipples, standing out more than half an inch higher than the soft, pale brown surface around them.
When his mother reached behind her head and untied her bun, Lew moaned as he watched her thick hair tumble down over her shoulders. And then his mother leaned forward, placed her hands on his pecs and lifted herself up. Lew momentarily closed his eyes before opening them again to look at his cock, buried as it was inside her. When she slid back down his entire length, Lew threw his head back and opened his mouth in a silent scream.
Her voice shaking, he heard his mother say "Cry out for me baby love... I wanna hear you scream for me!" And so he abandoned himself to the pleasure and released his moans, grunts, growls and cries of raw pleasure. He managed to call his mom Jessica instead of shouting things like "Oh mom, your pussy is a wonder of the world!" out loud like he wanted to.
After a while, after nearly being hypnotized by the overwhelming sight of his mother's breasts bouncing in front of his eyes and her shaven pussy pummelling his cock, Lew grabbed her and pushed her sideways. His mind conjured images of many positions, all naughtier than the one before, but in the end her rolled her on her back and mounted her in missionary position. One day, very soon, he would fuck her from behind as she stood on those high heels. As much as he wanted to do that, he somehow knew that he would have ample opportunities to explore other things later.
Right now all he wanted was to sheathe his cock inside his mother's pussy and kiss her. Kiss her and never stop. And that's what they did. Like mindless animals they clung to each other and kissed without pause for at least half a hour. His mom was now moaning most of the time, her pleasure obvious. Using her hands and shifting her legs, she showed him the variations she loved the most on this classic position. When he understood what she wanted him to do with his pelvis, he felt her trembling as the bone right above the base of his cock ground right against her clit.
Lew was floored to see, hear and feel his mother climaxing three times during that half hour. This had never happened with his girlfriend. And given that he had climaxed in her mouth right before, he managed to control himself enough so that he could just fuck her relentlessly without cumming himself. But after her third climax, his mom whispered "I could do this all day long! Shit, I could do this non-stop for the rest of my life!" she laughed breathlessly. "But I want you to let yourself go my love... Fill me with your sperm. Fill that shaven pussy, fill that bare white skin with your sperm..." and she added, in a whisper directly into his ear "Fill your fucking mother's pussy with your cum, my son!"
And he happily complied. Shifting his position slightly and increasing his tempo and the length of his penetrations, Lew knew he would cum very soon. Before he did, he placed his mouth against her ear and whispered "I'm going to do it mom... Fill your forbidden pussy with my cum. And we won't do this only once. We're going to fuck every day all week long, mom. And even when we are back home, I'll keep fucking your delicious pussy. The pussy I came from, and into which I'll cum for the rest of our lives. Regardless of the girlfriends I'll have, or my wife eventually..." He continued to whisper as he ploughed into her with wild abandon. "I won't care when you'll meet other guys, or even if you decide to marry again. I'll keep fucking you, I'll take all your holes! I'll take my mom's pussy, I'll take my mom's mouth and I'll even take my mom's ass if she'll let me! And if you—"
She interrupted him by turning her head towards him. "Swear to me!"
"What?"
"Swear to me that you'll never stop, regardless of what happens," she asked, panting and clearly on the verge of another climax.
"I swear it mom."
"Then I swear it as well my sweet, sweet son!"
And with that she climaxed. Feeling her pussy spasming with yet another climax, Lew felt his own boiling over. So for the first time, but certainly not the last, mother and son climaxed together and they both shook and cried as they felt his sperm filling her pussy.
As it turned out, they both held on to that promise and shared many, many years of amazing forbidden sex. Somehow nobody ever learned about it, and the incestuous couple just kept on fucking. As much as she could, Jessica tried to maintain very sharp tan lines all summer long, every summer. And, of course, she never threw those red high heels away!
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Erin was sitting at the kitchen table, eating her breakfast alone. She could hear her dad in the bathroom, taking his shower. Her mother was already gone for work and she would spend her day alone with her father. She was just a bit too sick to go to school, a nasty cold that threatened to become a flu. A day at home should do wonders.
Her father was also going to be there, as he had planned to work at home today. Erin sighed, thinking that she could have had a day all alone. It wasn't that she didn't like her dad, but being alone was a rare luxury. If she had been alone today, she would have spent the day in her pjs, sleeping as often as she would have liked. Between her naps, she would have watched too much tv, eaten too much junk food, masturbated too often and done nothing else. She could still do that with her father around, but it wouldn't be the same thing.
Besides her cold, Erin wasn't feeling all that good anyway. She had been single for the past year, having rejected the guys, or males, that had only wanted to sleep with her. There was nothing wrong with sex, but she wanted something more. Erin wasn't ready for marriage or anything like that, but she was tired of boyfriends that were no more than friends with whom she had sex. Sadly, she had not found any suitable guy.
And so her fingers had worked their magic overtime in the past few months. She had been tempted by one night stands a few times, had even allowed herself to say yes to two of them a few months ago. But while the nights themselves were pretty fun, it wasn't scratching her itch. If anything, it had made her masturbate more often afterwards.
Maybe that was why, when Erin saw her dad walk out of the bathroom with only a towel on, she had growled low in her throat. Erin's dad was a big solid man, standing way over six feet tall with wide shoulders, big arms and big thighs. He was walking towards her with a concerned smile on his face.
It wasn't the first time that Erin reacted to her dad as a female could react to a male. Not at all. For about two years now, her sexual feelings for him had grown through the taboo. For most of that time she had felt ashamed of those feelings. Eventually though, she had simply accepted them. It wasn't as if something could happen anyway.
When he grabbed the huge bag of dog food with one hand, Erin saw his muscles flexing and this time she had to bite her moan down. "Shit!" she thought. "I really need to find a guy that will fuck me properly!" Her dad put away the dog food and came to sit with her at the table. Sitting like this, with only his torso visible, it looked like he was naked. And powerful. And muscled. And... "Damnit!" Erin thought, feeling her face turn slightly red, "This has to stop!"
He asked how she was feeling and they talked for a bit before he began reading his newspaper. Soon he started doing his crosswords, and Erin was sure that he was completely oblivious to the effect he was having on her. She was breathing faster, was pretty sure her face was turning redder and redder, and couldn't keep from looking at his pecs and arms. It was strange to see such a piece of a man doing crosswords, but that wasn't enough to distract Erin.
Nothing sexual had ever happened between the two of them even if she fantasized about it. Even if, she thought with a smile, she knew she looked a lot like how her mother had looked twenty years ago. Just a couple of weeks ago, as she came out on the patio wearing a bikini, her mother had said to her dad "Look, dear. Doesn't she look just like me when I was younger?"
Her dad had looked at her from head to toe for a second, then smiled and nodded to his wife. "Yep, she does!"
Erin had felt weird about that situation, but even though she had been looking for it, she hadn't see any sign that would have indicated that her dad had looked at her as a woman. She was just his daughter. And it was the same thing right now. Erin hadn't put a bra on before coming out of her room this morning, and she was aware that her pyjama top was rather thin and tight. An old pyjama couldn't really contain breasts that a 34D bra barely could. Any guy in the world would have noticed her large breasts. Any guy but her dad.
Erin sighed. She wasn't really hoping that something would happen between them. "My fever still isn't high enough!" she thought. She may fantasize about him from time to time, but that was it. She knew that her overworking imagination was just the result of her self-imposed celibacy. Still... This morning, feeling as down as she did, if he offered her to take her to his bed... "Shit!" Erin thought again. "Think about something else, you naughty wench!" Erin smiled, but her father was focused on his game and so missed it.
When her father dropped his pencil on the floor, Erin didn't think much about it. When he said that it was all the way on her side, she only nodded and bent down to get it. Even when she had to kneel on the floor to reach it, she didn't realize what was about to happen. It's only when she turned around that she realized that her father's cock was dangling between his legs, fully visible. And oh my gods! All of it's wonderful length. All of it. Erin's eye grew wide as she stared at it, marvelling at its girth and length, at how thick and heavy it looked as it hung there, half-way off the chair.
Erin closed her mouth and shook her head before getting back up. As she gave her father his pencil, she didn't look at him and lowered her head. If she had feared being red-faced before, she knew she was now. "Erin, are you alright?" Damn it! He noticed!
"Yes." she said, still not looking at him, pretending to be focused on her iPhone.
"You're all red... Do you have a fever?" he asked, getting up and reaching for her forehead.
Erin resisted the urge to say "Yes I do, please take me to your bed to make it all better." Instead she simply let him touch her.
"Hmmm. You do feel hot."
In her mind, Erin's mental voice replied "I am hot, I'm burning for you dad... Take me on the table, right now!" Erin's eyes widened in shock: she had never consciously had these kinds of explicit thoughts before. Out loud, she said "Yeah. I don't feel so good. Maybe I'll go take a nap."
"Good idea." her father said. "Want me to carry you like I used to do?"
Erin laughed, shaking her head, but inside her little voice was screaming "Yes, carry me to your bed and fuck your little girl's brains out."
She stood up and walked to her room, closing and locking the door behind her. "What the fuck is wrong with me? That's not right!" she wondered. "Maybe I do have a fever and my mind's going haywire!" She threw herself on her bed and quickly turned on her back. A quick check with her fingers confirmed what she had felt: her pussy was drenched. Grinning, she thought "Well, at least that's a good way to fall asleep!" as she pushed her fingers under her pyjama bottom again.
***
Steven still had a fatherly smile on his lips as he watched Erin disappear into her room. But even though he was genuinely concerned for his daughter's health, he couldn't have missed her nipples as they poked through her top. Nor could he have missed her breasts swinging as she walked, clearly without a bra. Holding his head in his hands, he sighed. "That's not right... That's not right..." he thought, unknowingly echoing his daughter's thoughts.
Steven dearly hoped that Erin had no idea that he had unfatherly feelings for her. But ever since she had bloomed into a woman during her teens, his worst fears had come to pass: he was living with a sexually active teenager and his mind didn't seem to care much about the fact that she was his daughter. He was pretty sure that some sick part of his mind actively enjoyed the taboo.
He remembered when his wife had mentioned how Erin looked like she had. Of course she did! And of course he had noticed! She was just as beautiful, just as sexy. He had prayed to all the gods he knew that neither Erin or his wife had noticed his erection when he had looked at her wearing her small bikini. His wife would be revolted, and so would Erin. Shit. Weren't fathers supposed to be immune to their daughter's sexiness? He certainly wasn't.
When Erin was younger, it was fun to hear everybody telling them that she was the spitting image of her mother. But now, as she walked around wearing tank tops, bikinis or short skirts, it wasn't as funny for him. Steven had met his wife at a huge party, and after an hour or so, he had decided to go and talk to the girl he had found the sexiest of them all. Three years later, they were married, the happiest day of his life.
But now, twenty years later, he was seeing that same devilishly sexy girl every day. And it was his fucking daughter! His wife was still very beautiful and desirable, but the years had changed her. His brain, despite being 20 years older, was still turned on by the same type of women, so every time he saw his daughter... Shit. He sat back at the table and tried to concentrate on his crosswords. He had barely been able to do it while she had been sitting across from him, sexy as hell even with her cold. Steven sighed and tried to focus on something else than his daughter's breasts.
A few minutes later though, he got up, frustrated. He was not going to be able to focus on anything this morning. As he got up from the chair, his towel fell down. He grinned, happy that Erin hadn't been around, but as he wrapped it back again, he suddenly frowned. "Had she... Damn... Had she seen my cock when she bent down to get the pencil? Crap! That was why she was red-faced! Shit!" he thought.
Taking a deep breath, Steven walked silently to her room. If she was already asleep he didn't want to wake her, but if not, he felt like he had to talk to her about it. But as he leaned closer to her door, he heard something that would change the rest of his life. He had expected to hear utter silence if she slept, or maybe a few snores, or maybe the sound of her typing on her laptop or watching youtube. Instead, he heard her moaning very softly "Oh yes... Fuck me daddy!"
Steven felt his heart almost burst in surprise. If he hadn't been listening in very carefully, he would have never heard that. And maybe she wouldn't have said it if he hadn't crept silently to her door. "What the fuck am I supposed to do with that?" he wondered. Then again, looking down and seeing his cock tenting the towel, his body knew exactly what it wanted to do. Briefly, very briefly, he had an image of him entering her room and jumping on her bed to fuck her silly.
But Steven shook his head and carefully walked away from the door. But not before he heard "Fuck me daddy... Fuck me with your big cock!" By the time Steven went to his room and closed the door behind him, he was breathing hard. When he removed the towel, his cock sprang up mightily and reflexively he grabbed it. Once again the images of him mounting Erin, from behind this time, burst into his mind. He pumped his cock a few times before stopping.
Like his daughter ten minutes earlier, he dropped on his bed and sighed, his mind filled with completely taboo erotic images and impulsions. And, like Erin, he eventually gave in to those images. He didn't know it at the time, but Erin would have given a lot to be able to see him like this: naked, on his back, his huge cock in hand, masturbating while thinking about her.
He didn't last very long as his mind proved very creative once he moved past the taboo. As jets of his cum landed all over his chest and belly, Steven realized that he hadn't climaxed like this in months, maybe years. Rather than assuaging a forbidden desire, this climax had only deepened it. "I'm so fucked..." he thought before cleaning himself up.
***
Erin didn't manage to find sleep after all. Her climax had been mind-blowing, but somehow she just wasn't tired enough. It was, after all, just 9 in the morning. After getting out of bed she wondered if she should dress properly. She had pushed her pyjama bottoms off as she masturbated, and was now wearing only her top. It covered about half of her thighs. She wondered what her father would say or do if she came out of her room like this. No panties, just this top... Grinning wickedly, she decided to try it. If he got angry, she could just blame her fever!
When she walked out of her room, feeling naughty and sexy at the same time, she didn't see her dad anywhere. When she went to the fridge to get an apple, she felt really exposed as she bent over. She went to the living room and crashed on the couch. Looking down at her legs, she laughed as she saw that in her current position, she was pretty much everything she had was out in the open. She managed to find a half-way decent position, both her legs turned to one side, and turned the tv on.
When her dad came back down from his room, he was only dressed in a pair of training pants. No sox or shoes or shirt. So once again she was forced to look at her father's chest, her favorite body part. When he saw her, he came and squatted right in front of her on. Erin got suddenly very nervous: if she opened her legs just a bit, he would see right up to her pussy. When the wild thought "Well, I've seen him..." crossed her mind, Erin tried her best to let her excitement show.
A few minutes later, making sure that she was alright, he got up and went outside to work out. He liked doing that on warm summer days. She had watched him do that a few times, but now, in her current state, she nearly jumped up in eagerness to watch him. She stood by the backyard door and watched in fascination. Because of the sunlight shining on him, he probably wouldn't see her even if he looked her way. And in any case, the windows only cam down to her belly button.
Grinning, Erin thought that even if he could see her, he wouldn't know that she was masturbating. How naughty was she! Standing there, only thirty minutes after her last climax, and she was already fingering herself. "Feverish or not, I am burning up!" she thought as her first moan slipped through her parted lips. As her father worked on his back muscles, lifting weights in large arcs on either side of his body, Erin looked at them rippling in the sun. She had never had a boyfriend as powerful as her dad, mainly because few guys her age could be as big.
Her father wasn't big because he spent hours working out everyday. He had just been lucky genetically. But the fact that he did work out a couple of times a week had turned a big guy looking slightly fat into a leaner powerful male. The first time Erin gasped as a peak of pleasure rose higher, she giggled. Then, on impulse, she pulled out of her pussy, grabbed the door's handle and opened the door.
As she walked next to her dad across the yard, she knew he was watching her. He couldn't miss or ignore her. Most of her legs were on display, and her two large, free breasts swung enormously as she walked. But most of the way to her car to get her bag, her invented reason, was past where he was, she couldn't see him. At her car, she opened the door and leaned in, feeling that most of her ass was exposed. But because of the door, her dad wouldn't have been able to see anything.
And then, bag in hand, she walked back to the door. And this time, as she felt her breasts bouncing lewdly, she could see him looking. And staring. For a few seconds he just stared at her breasts and then stole a glance at her thighs. She deliberately didn't look at him too long because she didn't want him to feel like she had caught him. As she was passing him, she smiled and didn't say anything.
Inside the house, with the door closed, Erin laughed, pleased with her little stunt. She knew her dad was a breast man: her mother was the proof of that. While he hadn't looked this morning, he probably hadn't been able to stop himself now! She sat on the couch with her legs crossed under her. In this position, not only was her pussy visible but it was plain slutty. She laughed again, feeling hot all over.
***
When Steven found his daughter on the couch, he instantly noticed that she wasn't wearing her pyjama bottoms anymore. Erin sometimes walked around with only a pyjama top, but they had always been much longer than the one she had on right now. He sighed and walked to her. Unable to help himself, he had knelt in front of her. "If she moves... even barely..." he thought as he listened to her telling him that she wasn't feeling too bad. Quickly he got up and went outside before his erection could grow too much.
Fifteen minutes later he was now focused on his workout and had stopped thinking about Erin and his incestuous thoughts. And then he heard her coming out. Wearing nothing but her damn top, too thin and too tight for her breasts. No bra, and, if he had guessed correctly, no panties. Was she teasing him? As she walked towards her car, he stared at her ass non-stop. As she was there, he told himself not to look at her. A good plan.
Yet as soon as she turned around her car to walk back, he couldn't help himself and stared at her two large breasts swinging around erotically. And her thighs... Shit! if the wind would hit her just right, that short top would fly... As she walked, most of her thighs were exposed and the effect was remarkable. He knew he had a partial erection and if she looked at it directly... But she didn't. She didn't even look at him. "Was she really teasing me? Or is it my imagination working overtime?" he didn't know.
Just before she entered the house, she shot him a glance and Steven could have sworn that he saw lust in her eyes. Earlier today, when he had heard her moaning "Fuck me daddy.", part of him wondered if that was not simply a generic phrase coming from porn. Maybe she wasn't thinking about him, exactly. But now... With this pant-less and bra-less walk of lust in front of him... It was slowly dawning on Steven, despite all his mental barriers, despite his wariness concerning his own lust and despite his incredulity that it could actually be true, that Erin was actually trying to seduce him.
After dropping his weights he walked inside. He saw Erin at the kitchen sink, both her arms over her head as she stretched. Lower, he saw the apple of her ass appearing below her top as it was pulled up by her stretching. "That, at least, wasn't planned." he thought. "She couldn't have know that I would come in at that precise moment." He walked towards her nonetheless, feeling that his partial erection was still alive and squeezed himself between her and the kitchen island.
And so, entering whatever game his daughter was playing, Steven let the back of his hand graze her two buttocks. He vaguely mumbled sorry as if it was a regular accident that didn't matter at all. But it did. Steven felt a surge of blood going to his cock, partially because of the remarkable smoothness and roundness and fullness and softness and sexyness... of what he had just willfully touched, his daughter's almost naked ass. But mainly, what aroused him the most what that he had willfully touched her there.
And that she hadn't reacted. At all. She whispered "No problem." after he apologized, but stayed there and kept drinking her glass of water. As he watched, he saw that same devilishly sexy line appear, the apple of her ass, the fine line between her bountiful ass and her smooth, lean thigh. Throwing caution to the wind, Steven walked behind her again, but this time he turned so that his semi-hard cock rubbed against her ass.
As he moved behind her, he felt his cock following the rounded contours of each of her buttocks and shuddered as his cock almost slapped the flesh in her crack. And he had a mini heart attack when it happened, convinced that Erin would scream out bloody incestual sexual harassment. She did no such thing. In fact, she only coughed a few times and shot him another glance like the one outside, minutes ago, filled with lust.



Steven turned around and busied himself with his snack. "I'm fucking going to hell..." he thought. "I rubbed my hard cock against my daughter's ass, for christ's sake!" But when he turned around a couple of minutes later, he saw that Erin was sitting at the table, reading the newspaper.
But his heart skipped a beat when he saw just how she had chosen to sit. She was sitting close to the table and had placed her breasts on it. The effect was breathtaking. Steven's wife did that from time to time, and while he thought it was sexy, her more yielding breasts spread out a lot more than Erin's. Even though she didn't have a bra, he could see her twin mounds, big yet firm, sitting proudly on the table. It was dangerously sexy.
Steven walked quickly to the table and sat down, hoping that she hadn't seen his erection. He ate his mid morning cereals as the two of them made some random small talk. He grabbed his crosswords again despite the fact that he knew he wouldn't be able to work on them. They remained there for a good half an hour. During that time Erin got up a few times, reached for something high on a shelf to let him see her ass a few times, then sat back and took care to replace her breasts on the table.
Steven didn't want to stand up, as his cock was now rock hard and would be lewdly obvious. When he dropped his pencil again, he froze as he bent to pick it up. Grinning, thinking about earlier this morning, he dropped to his knees and looked at his daughter's legs. When he did, he saw them practically naked, with the pyjama top resting high on her lap.
And then Erin did what he thought she would never do: she opened her legs. Just briefly, maybe two seconds, but as she shifted on her chair she opened her left thigh before closing the right one soon after. But for that brief moment, Steven saw his daughter's pussy for the first time. She had, as was the fashion these days, shaven most of her bush, with just a line of hairs above her lips. But everything else was smoothly shaven and in the morning light he could see everything. His jaw dropped as he stared at this magnificent pussy, the pussy he had dreamed of for a while now and had masturbated thinking about earlier today.
As soon as the show was over, he straightened up and sat on his chair. When he glanced at Erin, she was staring at him with a small smile. He smiled as well but soon they both looked away, afraid of the intensity and of what a sustained look would have implied.
***
When her father dropped to his knees under the table, Erin took a sharp intake of breath and made a very quick decision. Trying to time her move perfectly, she did a Sharon Stone. The first time she had heard that expression, she'd had no idea what it meant or even who Sharon Stone was. But after looking it up on the net, she had grinned, thinking that one day she'd do it for her boyfriend. But under the table, right now, wasn't her boyfriend. It was her dad. Her own father. The man who had sired her and was now making her pussy drip with her juices.
Earlier, when he had rubbed his hand against her ass she had grinned. Her plan was working. Then, a minute later, he had rubbed his hard cock against her ass and this time she barely managed to contain a gasp. She had felt her entire body flush red from the arousal. She had coughed when it happened, just because her breath had caught in her throat, and had briefly looked at him.
Now, after he had sat back, she watched him intently. It was clear that he had seen her pussy, as he was just as red as she had been this morning. But what were they going to do? They both wanted each other, that much was clear. But more than that, they all knew it. She was pretty sure that he knew that she wanted him after the Sharon Stone and judging by his erection he wanted her as well. But going all the way? Breaking through the taboo? Facing all the consequences? That was something else.
As Erin wondered what she could do to move past all that, her father stood up with his newspaper in hand and went to the sink to drink a glass of water himself. He came back towards the table but instead of sitting, he just leaned against the countertop. And this time she did gasp. She was looking at him sideways, enjoying his thick shoulder and bicep as well as his taut abs. But most importantly, she could see his enormous cock making a huge tent in his thin training pants.
"Oh my gods!" Erin thought. Her dad didn't even react to her gasp; he just kept reading innocently. "But he has to know!" she thought. As she stared at it with wide opened eyes, she was shocked by its length and girth. And it didn't even seem fully hard yet! It wasn't standing at 90 degrees out, maybe 40 degrees at most. But it was so long! Shit! She could see the big rounded crown at the tip below the long smooth shaft. "Damn! I can even see the shape of his crown!" Erin felt a deep and buzz in her pussy, feeling it getting hotter and wetter than it already was.
She also felt an alarm going off in her head: this was insane! Having fantasies about your own father was one thing. Masturbating to them was quite another. Feeling your pussy leave a wet spot on the chair's cushion because your father showed you his erection... Shit! That was complete madness! Erin stood up and imperfectly pushed her top back over her hips. She was sure her father could see most of her ass, but she didn't care. "I'm going to bed..." she said breathlessly.
She closed the door behind her, removed her top and jumped on her bed face down. After slipping her two hands under her, she finally was able to give into that urge to masturbate. The sudden surge of pleasure shook her and she bit her lips to stifle a moan. She couldn't hep thinking about her father and his huge erection. Her mind was whirling, her taboos disappearing and all she wanted was to feel her father's cock in her pussy. "Dad!" she heard herself cry out. "Could you come here and give me a massage?" she barely believed what she was hearing, what she was saying.
When she heard him walk to her door, she pulled her ass up until it was in lewd display, yet kept her breasts and face against the bed. Given the position of her bed, the first thing her dad would see when he'll open the door is her ass and pussy. And so he did, gasping. "Fuck me daddy..." she cried, more nervous than ever before. Her dad didn't say anything and just stood there, frozen.
She then heard him push his pants down and even heard his cock slapping against his belly after being pulled down by his pants. "Just like that?" he asked, his voice timid.
"Yeah... Just give me your fat cock... I'm tired of teasing."
"Fuck!" he groaned.
Erin opened her mouth wide when she felt him grab her thighs and pulling her towards him. When her knees were close to the edge of her mattress, she felt his legs moving between hers. When she heard him spit on his cock, she trembled. "Are you sure baby?"
"More sure than I've ever been in my life..."
When she felt the tip of his cock against her moist lips, Erin groaned. But when he pushed in with no foreplay or further hesitation, she screamed as his girth stretched her pussy beyond belief. "I haven't even seen his cock!" the thought incongruously passed through her mind. And then she gasped and cried more as he pushed in and in and in... "Fuck he's too long, too big!" she thought as her body felt like it was being distorted from the inside.
Erin writhed around him, but her dad was relentless and kept pushing in. "Too long!" she gasped, before repeating herself. And as he pushed in the last inch before hilting himself, Erin's mouth shot wide open in a silent scream. Her throat was silent, but the rest of her was screaming with pain, lust and so much fucking pleasure! When she moved her knees slightly, she felt his thick rod like a rock inside her, a power over which she had no control. Her dad pulled his cock all the way out, spat another glob of saliva and pushed in forcefully. Erin almost lost consciousness.
***
When Steven saw his daughter's pussy offered on a silver platter, what remained of his doubts and reservations disappeared. His cock surged as he stared into the most beautiful pussy, finally sure that he would get to fuck it. He knew that his life would change as soon as he would hilt himself into his daughter, but he also knew that there was nothing in the world that would prevent him from doing just that.
And so, still in shock at the sight of that lovely ass, he pulled her towards him and the edge of the bed. After spitting saliva on his cock and coating its head, Steven pushed it against her lips and felt them hot and wet as they easily parted around his bulbous head. But as he pushed in further, he felt the glorious resistance of a young and tight pussy.
The last time he had felt a young pussy was his wife's, twenty years ago. While he still loved his wife's pussy, it had, let's say, adapted to his girth. He remembered that the first few times they had had sex, he had been forced to go slow. He didn't feel like going slow right now. Instead, he firmly grasped his daughter's hips and pulled her against his cock.
He felt her pussy resisting and her muscles bunching up before releasing suddenly as he pushed one or two inches in a single moment. After that Erin would gasp and shout and cry some more as he just kept pushing. She was more than wet enough, the naughty devil, but she simply had to relax and adapt. Soon she was writhing, twisting around his cock like the planet around its axis.
When he was about halfway in, he felt her pussy clamp hard around his shaft, her entire body spasming. But she was moaning in pleasure, always. Well, mostly. If she made even the slightest sound of pain, he would stop. But she didn't. He was grinning like a madman as he heard heard her gasping with almost every breath. When she moaned "Too long!" Steven felt a pulse of pleasure grow inside him. Soon after that, he pushed all the way in, feeling her sweet ass pressed against his thighs.
Immediately Erin froze, her mouth wide opened, before slowly beginning to twist and writhe around his cock, her body already covered in sweat before the first penetration was even properly finished! It had taken him a long time, but damn! He had often wondered what it would feel like to push his cock all the way inside his daughter's pussy. Now he knew: it felt like heaven.
It was the first time his cock had been in a pussy that wasn't his wife's, so there was already that. Her pussy itself was extremely nice as it still spasmed and twitched around him, trying to accommodate his girth and length. Her ass looked absolutely perfect from where he was standing, her two round buttocks wonderful as they gleamed from a fine sheet of sweat. But the fact that it was his daughter's pussy made everything impossibly delightful. "I'm fucking my daughter's pussy!" he kept repeating in his head.
When he pulled back and Erin groaned, he grinned again before spitting another glob of saliva on his cock. When he pushed back in for the second time, Erin cried out and moaned incoherently. He was still grinning as he began to fuck her properly, listening to the barely conscious gasps and groans and cries of his daughter. From time to time, even after twenty years, his wife fell into that same sort of trance as they fucked... He wasn't surprised to see Erin doing the same thing. Steven was a big man and had, of course, a big cock to go with it.
Steven ploughed into his daughter like a machine, pushing the both of them to higher and higher levels of pleasure. Shortly, he was sweating himself as he gave all he had to her. And soon it paid off. Even if Erin was still gasping a lot, still shocked by the incest and his size, Steven recognized that his daughter was on the verge of climaxing. And so she repeated what he had heard before, what he hadn't been sure had been real or not. She said, in a tight and high-pitched voice "Fuck me daddy!" just as she was climaxing.
Looking down at his daughter while she climaxed around his cock and hearing her moaning "daddy" made Steven's head spin. But he controlled himself as he didn't want to cum too soon. He kept his rhythm and his intensity, but relaxed his pelvic muscles as he did. She wouldn't feel the difference, but it reduced his pleasure. Just a bit, but enough to make him last.
Eventually she collapsed on the bed and he followed her, making sure to bury his cock deep into her, putting most of his weight behind his cock. She cried out, still not fully back from her trance, and shook many times under him. "This is not possible..." she finally whispered a minute or so later, still out of breath. "It can't be that big and fit inside me!"
"Oh yes it can baby... Do you like my massage?" her dad asked.
It took her a few moments before she recalled that she had called him in with that excuse. Erin giggled and clamped her pussy around his cock in the process. "Shit, I wanna see it."
Steven pulled away from his daughter and she took a sharp intake of breath as he did. Steven stood up on his daughter's bed, his huge erection standing proudly. Erin knelt before him and grabbed it with her two hands. "Fuck!" she said, her mouth opened wide. "That was all inside me? It's so fucking big!" And after that she closed her eyes and tried to take as much of it as she could into her mouth.
Steven opened his eyes in surprise as she took a significant portion of his cock into her small mouth, and he groaned in pleasure. But while Erin wasn't all that bad at sucking his monster, Steven wanted something more. Pulling away from her with a wet slurp, he climbed down from the bed and invited her to follow him. As soon as she did, he grabbed her by the waist, lifted her up and turned her upside down.
***
Before she realized what was happening, she felt her thighs being placed on his shoulders and his mouth devouring her pussy. Never one to miss and opportunity like this, Erin opened her mouth again and suck her dad's cock again. It was the first time that a man manhandled her like this, and even with her recent and extremely powerful climax, she already felt her pleasure burgeoning. "Damn! Dad's an expert pussy eater!" she though as he made her shiver with pleasure.
But soon she was focusing on his cock and all it's monstrous length. She had never, ever before seen anything remotely that long. And thick. She wondered how it had fit in her pussy without destroying her, and even now she didn't fully understand how it could fit in her mouth. But it did, and she tried her best to please her dad. It seemed to be working, as Steven moaned right into her pussy.
While both his hands had been on her thighs to hold her up, one of them suddenly slipped down and she felt her dad grabbing one of her breasts. "He's a machine!" she thought, and would have smiled if she hadn't had that behemoth of a cock in her mouth. She knew that the fact that she was fucking her dad was mind-boggling enough, but that cock! Shit! She felt her dad pushing into her mouth and briefly wondered if her mom could take more. Could mom deepthroat? The utter craziness of her question rattled her and she forgot about it.
But in any case, her dad moved and she felt him turning her around once more. She giggled uncontrollably, feeling like a little child in his arms again. A child with D cup breasts and a dripping pussy screaming for more of that cock, but a child he could do whatever he wished with. Yet all he did next was lay on his back in her bed. When she saw his entire body all muscled and sweaty, Erin felt her pussy tingle with pleasure. Without waiting for him to say anything, she climbed over him and impaled herself upon his cock.
***
When Erin sat down on his cock, Steven watched, fascinated, as her small, eighteen year old pussy swallowed it all. When her body finally settled on him and Erin placed her hands on his abs, Steven saw her shivering. Her pussy was probably being stretched more than ever before. And then he saw her beginning to fuck him. She rose a few inches, then dropped. A few inches more, then a soft drop. As high as the last time, but followed with a harder drop.
Soon she had found her rhythm and lengthened her strokes more and more. She even had to shift her weight and move her legs to get the maximum height to fully fuck his entire length. She leaned forward a bit more as she did and finally attacked his cock with passion. Bent forward like this, she offered him her breasts in the perfect angle. They pulled away from her body just enough to let them dance freely, but were still pressed against herself rather than hanging like giant udders. She looked at her dad and saw that he was staring at her breasts.
He caressed her thighs for a while, then slipped his hands to cup and maul those breasts. She gasped as he pinched her nipples hard, but never slowed down on his cock. She felt his hands slippery with her sweat as he caressed her. A long, delicious while later she felt her dad's hands move down to her sides, then hips. He grabbed her flesh with his big hands and began to push her down with every stroke. Gravity wasn't enough!
When he also began to actively rise against her, she felt her mind starting to slip into that weird trance. She had never experienced that before today, and she didn't know if it was because of her fever, the fact that she was fucking her dad or just his sheer size and energy. She didn't care. She abandoned herself to him and relaxed as he pounded into her.
Suddenly she felt herself being pulled against him and she wrapped her arms around his back as he got up. The cool wall against her back surprised her, but she forgot all about it as her father began his last stretch to his climax. In a matter of seconds she was dazed by pleasure and lust, whispering "Fuck me daddy, fuck me daddy..." non stop into his ears as he took her against the wall.
She coughed and gasped as her second climax took her as violently as her dad was taking her. She was crying and shouting, clamping like a vise around him before relaxing fully into his arms. That clamping and relaxing cycle kept going as she climaxed, and eventually she felt her dad climaxing as well.
He was almost ramming her into the wall at that point, but somehow Erin just felt her climax become more powerful. Much later, Erin would recognize this first time with her dad, because it would turn out to be just that, a first time followed by many more, as the moment many of her fantasies and sexual preferences were forged. When her dad pushed up hard into her and filled her with cum, Erin's climax reignited and she cried with his grunts. She felt his body hard and taut under her arms, his eyes rolled back into his head and he cried out her name. As his cock finally slowed inside her, she felt and heard the wet sound of his sperm falling and being pushed back before dripping on the floor.
Her dad brought them back on the bed and they crashed there, taking a long while to recover from that explosion. "Am I so feverish that I'm having delusions? Or did we just fuck each other's brains out?" Erin asked, lying on her back and staring at the ceiling.
Grabbing one of her breasts in his hand, her dad replied "I sure hope not, darling... If it is, I can't wait for you to get sick again..."
Father and daughter laughed together, naked, sweaty and profoundly contented.
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Evanora was grinning, breathing hard and covered in sweat. She was even moaning faintly with each breath despite the fact the peak of her orgasm had passed long minutes ago. She was reclined on her bed, completely naked with only the long strands of her hair partially covering her body. A few more tremors shook her luscious body before she felt the last embers of her pleasure finally fading. "Gods have I become good at that!" she thought, giggling.
As her body quieted down, Evanora looked around her and was satisfied to see that her incense was still burning, as were the four candles she had placed on the bed posts. "Thank the Dark Mother!" she thought, fully conscious that if any one of those fires had gone out, her shrieks of pure lust would have awakened her son on the other side of the wall. Given that they were still lit, she let her fingers tickle her drenched clit a few more times and gasped aloud as some of the cinders came back to life.
The incense and candles were not, in fact, there for the mood. Evanora had been single for about three years now, and was sexually charged more than enough so that she didn't need to set the mood for a good masturbation session. No, the fires were there as the basis of a silence spell. Evanora wasn't a regular mother: she was a witch.
Then again, anyone looking at Evanora would instantly know that she wasn't a regular forty three year old mother. Oh no. She was rather tall at 5'9", had unnaturally long pitch black hair that fell below her waist in wild unruly locks, was too thin for her very large and firm breasts that nonetheless moved with the wholesome grace that only natural breasts could display, the flare of her waist below her narrow waist would grab the attention of most males and her long lean legs made just about everybody turn around to look at her. Looking down at her body, at least the parts of it she could see between her jutting breasts, the witch smiled. "I still look great at my age!" she thought. Of course, the many magical ointments and creams had a lot to do with her amazing looks.
Over the course of two years, when she was about 18 years old, Evanora had applied a special cream to her breasts every single night. She was pretty sure her breasts were at least two cup sizes bigger than they would have been naturally. Now she only had to use that cream five or six times a year to prevent the effect from fading. And even though she was thin boned, another cream had kept her waist very small even after her first child. Finally, another one had made her hips and thighs slightly rounder.
Evanora gently sat up in bed and remembered the special conditioner she used on her hair every other day. Even as a small child she'd had very long hair, but she had kept it enhanced for years now. In the mirror in front of her, Evanora watched as her breasts bounced around as she tied her mane in a tight bun before getting up. "Damn! Am I really 43?" She looked at herself in the mirror, turning this way and that, very pleased with her body and her work. Glancing at her naked pussy, she remembered that years ago she had made a very powerful cream and had applied it to her entire body from her neck down. Ever since, not a single hair had grown.
She blew the candles and walked to her door. Listening for a moment to make sure that her son Caius was still asleep. Hearing his gentle snoring, she walked out into the hallway fully naked and enjoyed the calm and stillness of the deep night. She grabbed a glass of water before dropping into the huge leather couch in the living room. The brief cold made her shiver, but she was still so hot that she was very comfortable. Looking out at the starry night sky, she relaxed until the sweat vanished from her body. Evanora then stood up in front of the window and stared at the house across from hers. Thinking about the grumpy old neighbour living there, Evanora wondered what he'd say if her happened to look at her nude body right now. "Probably jack off right in front of his own window!" she thought, smiling.
The witch walked back to her room and slipped back under her blankets. When she closed her legs together and felt yet another spark of pleasure, she sighed and smiled. "Damn!" she thought. "I really need to find a man!" her mouth opened in pleasure as she slipped her fingers deep into her well lubricated pussy once more. "I'll have to be more discreet this time." she thought, knowing that the silence spell was over.
As she let her fingers work their own natural magic, Evanora allowed herself to think back to her younger days. She had been so damned wild back then! Deepthroating before it became more common in porn, lesbian fun, threesomes and foursomes, sex in public places, golden showers, so much anal sex and even that one time when she let a girl with small hands fist her! "God I miss those days!" she thought, biting her lower lip under so much pleasure. Ever since she'd had Caius her sex life had dwindled dramatically. "I need to do something about this! Bring back some of that crazy fun!" she decided. With flashes of such naughty memories popping into her head, her body ignited again and she climaxed again.
But as it turned out, she wasn't all that discreet. Across the wall, Caius was woken up by the sweet sound of his mother's moans. He had already been dreaming one of his frequent sex dreams, but as soon as he heard his mother's obviously sexual moan, the faceless woman in his dream turned into his mother. Caius grabbed his cock and pumped his massive erection. He strained his ears as much as he could, keeping his breathing perfectly silent, and every time he heard one of his mom's moans, his pleasure surged.
He wondered what she was fantasizing about, and sometimes he dared to believe that she was thinking about him. When he wasn't masturbating, Caius knew that was impossible. While it was one thing for an 18 year old male to fantasize about his utterly sexy mother, it was quite another for that mom to return the fantasies.
But right now, his mind swamped with lust, he imagined his mom moaning his name in her own room. "Oh Cai..." she would say in her little voice. "Why don't you come and sleep with me tonight? Oh! Well yes I sleep naked... I'm too sexy to cover my body, you know that silly!" in his mind, he heard her seductive laugh. "Of course you can remain naked too! It's 100% natural, and nature can't be bad, right? Now, come here and lay that sexy body of yours next to me and place your head on my huge breasts... That's it, that's right, come right here, right next to me. Are you comfortable?" Caius was masturbating faster and faster, his imagination overwhelming him with pleasure.
He pushed the fantasy even further. "Ooops!" his mother laughed. "What was that? You want to suckle on my nipples? But of course you can my dear son... Oh... Shit! You're good with that tongue of yours!" Right at that moment he heard his mother's very real moan through the wall and Cai knew he was about to climax. In his mind his mother suddenly straddled him and took his entire length inside her without pause or any problem at all. Caius' climax exploded and felt the first rope of sperm landing right on his face. In his mind, the scene had instantly switched and he saw his mother's face covered with his cum. Caius' body arched upwards as blobs of sperm now pooled between his pecs and on his belly.
In her room, Evanora climaxed at the same time as her son without knowing it. She was biting her lower lip and thought she had succeeded in remaining quiet. But while Caius had been thinking about her as he came, she wasn't thinking about him. In fact, that time she had been picturing a woman between her legs with a large cock pumping in and out of her pussy. She could imagine her pussy being splayed apart by the giant she-male cock and even the feeling of so much cum overflowing from her lips afterwards.
As her body settled back down from a second powerful climax in less than thirty minutes, she remembered that one time, years and years ago, where she had dared to use very forbidden magic to make a real cock grow between her legs. She had found that recipe in a very well hidden book in her grandmother's attic. She had been extremely nervous about the whole thing, but gasped in shock and pleasure as she saw her clit transform into a long cock. Even though the penis-induced orgasm had been mind-blowing and profoundly different than her usual climaxes, Evanora had vowed never to try that again.
When she took a deep breath after her climax, Evanora realized that her pussy and inner thighs were drenched with her juices. She got up silently and walked to the bathroom. She was still hazy with pleasure and didn't notice that the light was turned on before she opened the door. In the bathroom, standing with his back to her les than four feet away, was her son. Naked. When he heard her open the door he turned his head around instantly and cried "Mom!" Evanora startled and closed the door, mumbling an apology.
Caius was nearly scared out of skin when his mom opened the door. He cried "Mom!" reflexively, but when he looked at her, naked as he was, he received a second shock. He only had one single second before she pulled back and closed the door, but that image of his naked mother would be seared in his mind until the day he died. Caius knew, of course, that his mother was extremely sexy. So did all his friends, and just about everybody from their village. His sexual attraction wasn't just an oedipus thing.
Then again, seeing her naked like that, for the very first time, truly was a shock. Despite his recent orgasm, Caius knew that the next time he would masturbate he would have this very vivd image of her to think about. Shit she was hot! Caius knew that his mom used magic to enhance her looks, but given that he had seen her unexpectedly, he was now convinced that it wasn't illusions. Just her creams and potions and lotions and ointments and tinctures... Fuck it worked good!
Looking down at his own cock, Caius grinned. He knew that it worked. Taking a deep breath as he finished cleaning himself off, Caius realized that he was doubly lucky. Not only he had seen his mother naked, but he had had his back to her. Why was that important? About a year ago, Caius had managed to sneak into his mother's secret chest of creams. She kept some of her least potent creams in the pharmacy, mostly first aid stuff, but he knew she had a secret stash of more powerful stuff hidden away. Having found the chest, it was only a matter of picking the lock. Thank you Youtube!
In there, none of the pots were clearly identified. Or rather, it was all encoded. Caius knew that his mom's magic could be powerful, so he wasn't about to mess with all of them. Instead, he had one cream in mind. No woman so thin could have breasts so wonderfully big, and Caius was sure she had had magical enhancements. He couldn't make sense of anything on the cryptic labels but he smiled when he saw one with the stylized letters "DD" on it. "Yeah right!" he had thought. "At least double D!"
He tried a small drop of the cream on one of his toes and saw, the following morning, that it was now bigger. The next time he had the opportunity to do so, he sneaked back into his mom's closet and opened the chest again. This time he lathered his cock profusely with that "DD" cream. When he woke up the following morning, he cried out in pure joy. It had worked! Caius knew that nature had given him a rather small penis, either when soft or hard. Now... Shit! He had a monster between his legs!
Without wasting a single second, he had closed his eyes and had fantasized about his mother. When he felt himself being fully hard, he couldn't believe his size! Shit! More than a match for male pornstars! When he had climaxed a few minutes later, the amount of sperm that had shot out of that cannon took him by surprise and he had to clean his bedsheets. Ever since that night Caius walked around with a large cock between his legs, convinced that once he'd get a girlfriend she'd be impressed and pleased with his size. Boy was he up for a disappointment.
After closing the bathroom door, Evanora scurried back to her room completely embarrassed. She put on a bathrobe and waited to hear her son walk back to his room. When he did, she said "Sorry again Cai..." through the door, not wanting to even look at him. She heard him reply something before going back to his room. She sighed and went to the bathroom for a hot shower. After a while, she smiled and thought about her friend Mary-Ann. Mary-Ann was a single mother like herself, living with her son. Justin was actually a friend of Caius.
Evanora remembered one time, years ago while she was roaring drunk after being dumped, when Mary-Ann had confided that she found her own son very hot. Evanora, also drunk at the time, had agreed laughingly that Justin was indeed really hot! "Oh... If he wasn't my son!" Mary-Ann had added. "What about you, Eva? Ever think about your hot son like this?" And she hadn't. Ever. Even after learning that her friend did lust after her own son, Evanora had never felt those peculiar sensations. She could see that her son was growing up to be quite the man, and seeing him naked from behind only confirmed that. His strong legs, firm ass and nicely muscled back were pretty hot!
Evanora surprised herself by squeezing one of nipples and shook her head. "What the fuck is wrong with me?" she asked herself. "If it hadn't been already clear... Shit I have to find a man!" She finished her shower and reaffirmed that she didn't harbour any sexual thoughts for her son. He was handsome and sexy, yet he was still her son. If it were another person in that body, now things would be different... But that was not a type of magic she was interested in trying. "Ew!" she felt disgusted at the thought of fucking her son's body with another man's mind inhabiting it.
***
Many months after that bathroom incident, Evanora having pretty much forgotten about it, something else happened that would put things in motion. Strange things. It began innocently enough when Caius came back from campus weeping openly. Before she could even try to ask what had happened, Caius put his hand up and said that he didn't want to talk about it. He walked straight to his room and slammed the door. Resisting her maternal instincts as best she could, Evanora waited in the kitchen.
Twenty minutes later she quietly walked to his door and judged that he wasn't crying anymore. She knocked softly. He invited her to come in with a low voice. She found him in his bed under the blankets, his face red but looking calmer now. She sat next to him and placed her hand on his chest. She could feel his warmth and beating heart. She looked at him and waited for him to be ready to talk about it.
"Portia broke up with me." he finally grumbled.
"What? Why?" Evanora asked.
"I'd rather not talk about it."
Evanora took a deep breath and studied her son for a moment. Portia had been his son's first real girlfriend and she was pretty sure they were having sex by now. Given that she came to the house often enough and seemed to be happy with Caius, Evanora had believed that everything was going great. Apparently not.
"Are you sure?" she asked him, a small smile on her lips. "I'm a woman, you know, maybe I can help..."
"Yeah, very sure... I can't talk about this with you, I'm sorry." he replied.
"What? How come? You know you can talk to me about anything young man."
"Well... Maybe..." Caius paused, then coughed nervously. "I'd rather not..."
"Oh come on. I'm guessing this is sex trouble?"
"Mom!" his eyes bulged out.
"Oh cut it out. I'm no virgin and I'm pretty you're not anymore. So..." But she could see in his eyes that she had been wrong. He still was a virgin. "Oh. Well, that doesn't change anything. I'm a lot older than Portia or other girls your age, but maybe I can still give you tips or suggestions or anything—"
"My cock's too big for her!" Caius blurted out suddenly, staring at the wall, his face even redder than it had been.
Evanora was surprised by that revelation, but she refrained from smiling. Keeping a straight face, aware that sexually inexperienced young people made big problems out of small details, she said "Now now... Portia was a virgin, yes?"
"No! Not even!" he replied.
"Ok... Well. Maybe she just wasn't used to someone with a bigger... well, cock. Hmmm. Just, er, just how big are you?" she asked hesitantly, cursing the fact that she was a single mother for the very first time.
"Er... Big enough." he said timidly.
"Ok." Evanora sighed and cursed out loud. Caius looked at her, surprised to hear the word she had chosen. They both laughed nervously, but it broke the tension. "Damn it... I'm sorry this is so awkward Caius."
"It's OK Mom, it's not your fault."
"No, but still, I'm all you got. Shit. Wanna... Wanna show me?"
Caius nodded, still red faced and looking at the wall again. When he pulled the blanket away from his lap, Evanora saw that he was already naked. And she gasped. Out loud. Gasped at his size. "Fucking Christ!" she whispered.
While Caius said "Shit!" and covered his face with his hands, Evanora felt, for the first time, a burst of lust for her own son.
She fought the urge to stand up. Shit that was a big cock! It looked like some of the unnatural cocks she had seen in a few 3D hentai videos. And it was limp! Damn! It was just so big! But then, after her shock faded, she realized just how unnatural it truly was. The witch narrowed her eyes and looked at her son with a serious expression.
An expression her son had seen many times in the past. Caius had been caught! He was suddenly very nervous and sat straighter in his bed. Seconds later his mom said "You used some of my creams, didn't you? And don't even think of denying it!"
"So, what if I did?" he replied, on the defensive but irritated by her tone.
"You know perfectly well that it's dangerous to do that without my supervision!" Evanora stood up and looked at Caius, fire in her eyes.
"Well, I know you used it yourself for your breasts!" he shot back.
His mom was stunned by this revelation. "I did not!" she said reflexively. But Caius could see that she was now extremely conscious of the fact that she was wearing a very tight and low-cut tank-top without a bra. She glanced at her top and cleavage a few times before adding "And what if I did? I'm the witch here and I know what to do and especially what not to do!"
While his mom combed her fingers through her thick mane, her eyes closed, Caius looked at her breasts. The position of her arms highlighted her stunning curves and Caius' eyes widened when he saw her two nipples clearly poking tents in the fabric. Was she aroused? He then felt his cock involuntarily twitching at the sight. And then, adding to his discomfort, he saw that his mom had seen that twitch. "Fuck! Can things get any worse?" he thought. "She's freaked out by my cock and now she'll learn that I lust after her!"
Even though he was sure his mom had seen his cock move and start to lengthen, she didn't say a thing. Instead, she sighed and sat back down next to him. "Could you please cover yourself... Ok. Ok, then..." she paused. The witch then added "I probably have a cream that could help you restore your cock to, er, a more normal size."
"Is it really that monstrously big?" he asked.
"Well, I don't think you're breaking records, but you're way up there, son! Most women would probably get used to your size, but a young girl?"
"I don't want to have it smaller..." Caius stammered.
"Why?"
"Well, don't women like big cocks?" he asked, a smile on his lips.



"Now now... Don't get cocky, as it were..." Evanora said. "Pun intended."
They both laughed. "Well, don't you?"
"What? Do I like big cocks? What if I did? What does—"
"Mom..." he interrupted her. "I was speaking about women in general. The plural 'you'."
"Oh... Fuck... I'm sorry. And now I've gone and told you... Shit!"
Evanora then stood up again, pacing nervously. She had rarely felt so uncomfortable in her life. "Can we forget that this discussion ever happened?" she asked her son.
"If you want to, but I don't mind Mom. If I can't talk about this with you, who can I ask besides my dumb friends?"
"Dumb friends?" she asked, puzzled.
"Well, when it comes to women, all they talk about is how hot you are!"
"What? Christ and the Devil dancing at dawn! Will you stop it!" she said, even more uncomfortable.
"I'm serious! They think you're some sort of goddess and that I can ask you all sorts of questions about sex!"
"I'm not a goddess, I'm a witch!" she replied, grinning.
"Well, I can't bloody say that to them, can't I?" Caius shot back, laughing.
"No. Indeed." Evanora paused and suddenly wonder if... "Caius, is that just a way to know if you can ask me questions about sex?"
"What? No, they really think you're the hottest woman around!" he said.
"And you don't have any questions about sex?"
"Well, I didn't say that..." he replied and Evanora smiled knowingly.
They ended up spending the following two hours talking about sex. Evanora saw her son's cock growing under the blankets a few times, but guessed that it was normal. Her own body betrayed her with a pair of shameless nipples poking their heads once or twice. But she wasn't turned on by her son, nor his cock, despite what Mary-Ann might be feeling for hers. Some of his questions brought back memories about her time with some of her lovers. Some good times. Very good. After that long talk, they both masturbated at the same time in their own beds, with Evanora completely unawares that Caius was fantasizing about her...
***
A couple of months after that remarkable intimate talk, Caius came to her one night while she was working in her basement lab. He was obviously uncomfortable and was making small talk. Like he never did. Evanora stopped her work and turned to face him. "What's up Cai... You're babbling on about the weather and sports."
"Could you... could you make me a potion for Angela?" he asked. Angela was his newest girlfriend.
The witch narrowed her eyes. "What type of cream? Don't tell me that you want a love potion?"
"No!" he replied quickly. "No, I'm 100% convinced that she likes me and even wants me! Just last night she—" he stopped abruptly.
Evanora smiled. "Good. What then?"
"Well, you remember when we talked about my, er, cock?"
"Yes, I do." Evanora knew that if this was happening to Mary-Ann, her friend would drench her panties right now. But for Evanora, it was simply slightly uncomfortable.
"Well, could you make a potion for her so that we'll be able to, or that she'll be..., er, her muscles, less, or rather more, er..."
"You don't wanna say loose, don't you?" Evanora said, smiling.
"Indeed!" Caius replied before clearing his throat.
"I do have a recipe indeed... But it's not that simple. The only way to achieve that is to heighten her desire at the same time. A lot. That, my dear son, is a lust potion. And it's pretty much forbidden."
"Oh... crap."
Her son looked so crestfallen that Evanora made her decision. She took a deep breath and said "Listen. If you promise me that she's already hot for you, it won't change much. Can you so swear?"
"Shit yes!" her son said, not even realizing that he has swearing in a different way. "She's hungry!"
They laughed together. "Ok then. I'll do it tonight. But be aware that it may take a while to kick in, and that it only lasts two hours for a full dose. And make especially sure you're the first person she'll see after drinking it."
"Great! Thanks mom!" Caius said before hugging her hard.
Evanora felt his strong pecs against her own breasts and pulled him tight. After he went back up the stairs to the living room, Evanora shook her head. It had been a while, and she hadn't met any man interesting enough to sleep with since that incident with her son in the bathroom months ago! "A man! A cock! I need a cock!" she thought. "But not my son's!" she added, mentally swearing. "I am not going to turn into Mary-Ann!"
She went to her room, locked the door and pulled out her secret chest. After learning that Caius had opened it without her knowledge, she had added an extra layer of protection. If he dared to do it again, he would instantly see his skin turn bright blue. The witch carefully disabled that spell and opened the chest. She pulled out the encrypted recipe book and flipped through its pages. "My, my, my... It's been a while since I've looked at it. Damn, the sex section is filled with fun stuff I haven't tried in years!" she thought.
As she read the index of that sex section, Evanora felt a burgeoning of warmth between her legs. "Breastmilk inducing, cock creating, sex changing, lust potions, love potions, tail growing, fake pregnancy, inhibitions removers, sex endurance..." Evanora grinned. "Oooh... that last one." she thought, biting her lower lip. Years ago she had used that one with a guy. Oh the sweet memories.
That particular potion allowed the imbibers to have sex non-stop, without any physical exhaustion, sexual habituation and no refractory period after a male orgasm. That last time she used it, Evanora and her partner had sex for three days straight, with more climax than she could have counted. They both ended up sleeping for nearly 48 hours afterwards. The poor guy ended up being so floored and confused that she had been forced to use a short term memory wiping potion to preserve his sanity. She herself had walked funny for a day afterwards.
The witch focused on the task at hand. But even as she was reading the specific ingredients for the lust and loosening potion ("Ha! What a nice name for it!"), images and memories of those other potions kept popping into her mind. She closed her book, then her chest before reapplying the protective spell onto it. An hour later the potion was done and while she was slightly reticent to give it to her son, Angela did seem like she really was into Caius. She wasn't Portia, not by a long shot. She wasn't as intelligent, beautiful or even sexy as Portia was, but Angela seemed genuinely into Caius so that was a good thing.
The following day, after having checked the potency of the potion, the witch was sure it would work. Once her son came back from campus, she gave him the potion and hoped everything would work out for him on his next sexual attempt. The witch had no idea what she had just put into motion.
Caius slipped the vial in his pocket and thanked his mom with a huge hug. He still remembered feeling her huge breasts pressed against his chest yesterday night, and he was now getting a second dose today. Damn! With that thin shirt, even if it covered her upper body completely, he could feel them squashing all over his chest. He felt a twinkle of pleasure in his cock as he pulled her close, enveloped by the sweet smell of her hair cream, a smell he had associated with her since his childhood.
In his room, reclined on his bed and playing with the vial in his hands, Caius suddenly had an idea. To his credit, he really did plan to use the vial on Angela. Truly. But with his cock half hard because of his contact with his mother's breasts, his plan instantly changed. Part of him thought that this new idea was really really bad. Reprehensible even. Abhorrent? Maybe. Yet the rest of him was trembling with anticipation, because he was going to use that potion on his own mother.
Caius knew that his mother had been single for a long while now, and that she had a great sexual appetites. He would hear her masturbating many times every month even though he knew she usually used silencing spells. All he had to do was to turn that lust towards him. He had tried when he had shown her his cock, told him how his friends thought she was very hot. But he wasn't living in a cheesy porn movie, and simply showing a big cock to a woman wouldn't turn her pussy into a waterfall! Especially not your mom! But maybe, just maybe, this potion could work.
Caius spent the rest of the evening trying to figure out the best plan. Two things became clear. One, he didn't want to rely only on the potion. That meant that he would walk around wearing as little as he could to let her see his body (Caius knew that he was growing into the kind of man, physically speaking, that his mother liked). That also meant that he would treat his mother better, with more small massages, attentions, compliments and so on.
The second thing was that Evanora was fully aware that such potions existed. Slipping it into the drink of an unsuspecting victim was one thing, but giving it to a witch was quite another. If she suddenly developed sexual feelings for her son, for the first time ever, she would be instantly suspicious. Caius didn't know if he could dilute the potion and what it would do, but he had to try it.
In the following weeks, he put his plan in motion. He walked around often topless, chose tight fitting shorts, came to the kitchen after his shower with just a towel wrapped around his waist, etc... His mother didn't seem to mind, but he was sure she had noticed. Once, he came out of the shower with a semi-hard cock and it showed under the blanket. Not obviously so, but anyone who'd look there would see it. Judging by her red cheeks, his mother had. Good.
He would then surprise her with massages and compliments, would cook more for their meals, would do his chores without complaining, etc... At one point his mother noticed all of this and asked him about it. He replied that it must be because his relationship with Angela was going great and that he was in a good mood. He told her that he hadn't used the potion yet and he was waiting for the moment they were going to have sex fors the first time. His mother was pleased by his restraint and gave him another huge hug. This time he was topless and he could even feel her hard nipples on his chest.
At one point Caius was afraid he had gone too far. One Saturday morning he came into the kitchen wearing nothing but his pyjama bottoms. No briefs or boxers. His mom was already there, reaching up to the top shelf. She was wearing nothing but a thin nightgown and was between him and the window, from where the morning sun streamed through. He could see her entire silhouette and with her arms lifted like that, her breasts surged out ridiculously. He could even see one of her dark pink nipples through the thin fabric! Her arched small back, curvy ass, long lean legs were equally visible and equally mouthwatering.
Without thinking, not fully awake yet, he began to say "Mom, you're really hot!" Thankfully, his brain woke up just soon enough to transform it into "Mom you're really beautiful!" She turned her head and looked at him with a smile, thanking him. Then she looked down at herself, at the sunlight in the gown and at her position and her expression changed.
Her eyes narrowed and her smile changed. "Yeah, beautiful, right..." she drawled before moving away from the light. "I didn't think you'd be up so soon. I think I'll go and change."
As she walked past him, Caius grabbed her and stopped her. "Mom, please don't. You truly are beautiful and I'd hate it if you felt self-conscious around me." He felt his brain warning him that, even if true, his sentiment wasn't expressed very well.
"What?" she said, surprised by his hand on her arm.
His fingers were less than an inch away from her breasts, which he could see heaving with each of her breaths through the thin fabric. "I mean..." he stammered, releasing her. "Look mom..." he paused, then sighed. "You are a beautiful woman, and not just hot like my friends think. And while Portia and Angela are pretty enough, they don't hold a candle to your beauty." He finished with his best smile, hoping that he was climbing out of the hole he had dug for himself. But now he could feel his cock lengthening in his pants... Shit!
Evanora truly had no idea how to react to this sudden and very direct compliment. She was flattered and touched, but it was still weird. Her gown was indeed very transparent when she stood in the light, so she did have to change it if Caius was up... But luckily for Caius, and under the conscious awareness of his mother, Evanora had been really pleased by all his attentions in the past couple of weeks. She had accepted his explanation of a general good mood and hadn't thought about his different attitude towards him.
She looked into his eyes, trying to figure out if there was any hidden intentions behind his words. When he said "Look, it's not about being "hot". You're just a beautiful woman and the older I get, the more I can appreciate it."
"Hmmm." Evanora finally said, still looking at him with narrowed eyes for a moment. "Maybe Angela has had a good effect on you. I don't remember Portia making you more mature." She sighed, looking into his eyes. "So if I don't change, you won't spend breakfast staring at my old ass every time I turn around?"
"Oh, now you're fishing for compliments!" he said.
Caius was pretty sure he had managed to get out of trouble. Seeing her blush and smile as she walked back into the kitchen wearing that devilishly thin white gown made it pretty clear. Given that this was a Saturday morning and that they were both planning on staying at home, Caius went to his room and grabbed the potion and decided to roll the dice.
While he was gone, Evanora realized that she had actually been fishing for compliments! The fact that they both laughed about it gave her an easy out, but Evanora knew she was in trouble. Despite his insistance and safe words, Evanora had seen the look in his eyes when he had turned the corner and saw her in the light. Caius may be her son and respect and see her as a mother, but he was also a male. A horny male.
Then again her mind quickly focused in on the fact that she had felt horny herself when she had seen him looking at her body. Just like she had during his surprise massages. They were nothing more than short massages while she was simply sitting on a chair or the sofa. Yet those feelings were powerful enough that she was fully aware that she would refuse any offer of a longer massage in a bed or on the living room floor. Evanora thought about her friend Mary-Ann more and more, and while she wasn't lusting about her son at all, she had to admit, at least to herself, that she wasn't fully immune to his physical presence.
Evanora, sitting at the kitchen table with her mind still working hard to puzzle out all those feelings, never saw the thick snake in her son's pyjamas. Nor did she see him slipping about a tenth of the lust potion into the orange juice glass he had brought her. She drank it in a single shot, completely unawares of what was about to unfold.
About ten minutes later Evanora was completely at ease with her gown in front of her son and she even went back to that cabinet and reached up to the top shelf. After grabbing the big pot that she would need later, she turned around and crossed her arms under her breasts, pushing them up slightly. She stared at her son and said "Enjoying the view?"
Caius grinned and nodded. "Of course! As I said, you're incredibly gorgeous, mom."
Feeling the pulse of pleasure deep in her belly, Evanora smiled and said "Oooh! That's good. Earlier you said 'you're just a beautiful woman', and now I'm 'incredibly gorgeous'? Thanks, son!"
"My pleasure!" he said. "Believe me!"
When she saw him glancing at her breasts very quickly, Evanora's eyes opened in surprise. But instead of being upset about it, she was flattered. "Look at you!" she said, giggling. "Didn't you also say that it had nothing to do with me being hot?"
"Yeah." he said.
"So if I push my breasts together like this..." which she did, squeezing her arms higher, "it won't affect you?"
"No, no, no... That's not what I said." as he paused to swallow, Evanora was pleased to see his eyes bulge out as her breasts did the same. He continued "I never said you were not hot, mom! Women can be very beautiful without being hot!"
"Oh. So I'm not hot?" she said, her lower lip suddenly pouting.
"Fishing for compliments again?" he asked.
"What if I am?" she said in a small voice.
"Well then. Mom, you're by far the hottest, sexiest and most gorgeous woman I've ever met in my entire life. And that's even counting the very beautiful girls I meet daily on campus. You're the stuff of fantasies and any man, regardless of his age, would be lucky to find you in his bed."
Evanora was floored by his openly lascivious comments. If she hadn't been affected by the potion, she would have flown into such a rage! Then again, she would realize much later, she would never have asked him those leading questions either... The brief window where her mind could have clicked that she was under the influence of magic closed suddenly when Caius stood up and added "Words are nice and all, but if you needed any more proof, here it is..."
If she had missed it earlier, this time it was impossible. Caius's cock was enormous! Her son's cock was enormous! And it looked like a fucking telephone pole under his pyjamas. All of a sudden Evanora felt hot all over and her pussy was tingling with lust. Her mouth opened slightly and she heard herself moaning out loud. "Christ!" she sighed. "That Angela is a lucky girl, my son!" Evanora laughed with her son and shook her head as she sat back into her chair. "Well, that was a fuckingly honest bit of conversation!" she said, not even realizing that she had sworn.
A while later, alone in her lab, Evanora was singing as she worked on a few basic creams, happy as she had ever been. She couldn't stop thinking about her son, about his compliments and most of all about his incredible cock. He pussy was still moist and she fought with her lust to keep her head free from the ideas that constantly popped up.
When Caius came by an hour later with another orange juice, she thanked him for it and drank a few sips before hugging him from her chair. They were still wearing the same clothes, but the hug in this position meant that her breasts were pressed against his thighs and cock. When she realized it, she only giggled and hugged him harder. After releasing him, she said "Well, that was awkward!" even though she was laughing.
"I'm up for hugs anytime, mom!" he said.
"Really? Then come here again!" she added, opening her arms.
This time she felt his hardening cock between her breasts and giggled again. "Ok now! That's enough!" she said, laughing. She even slapped his ass after he turned away and laughed at his surprised expression. Alone again in the basement, the witch slipped a finger under her gown and felt her wet pussy lips. "Oh dear... I'll have to take care of this soon, otherwise I may do stupid things I'll regret! I wonder if I have a dildo as big as Caius' cock?"
As she drank yet another gulp of the juice, Evanora didn't even realize that her various repressed desires, as well as her long ingrained and properly habituated behavior were all being taken down slowly. Instead, she listened to Caius moving around upstairs and wondered if she would dare masturbate while he's just above her. "Fuck, I wish I was above his cock!" she thought, then covered her mouth with her hand as she gasped. "Oh, don't pretend to be a prude, Evanora!" she told herself. "What do you think you'd do if he came back downstairs naked with his cock fully hard?"



Evanora was laughing at herself, at the ideas her own inner voice were whispering to her. "You'd drop on your knees like a whore and suck his giant cock!" Evanora was laughing yet the hand she had brought to her lips was now back between her legs and she moaned as a powerful surge of pleasure shook her.
Caius, upstairs, was going crazy. He had spent the morning with his mother wearing an almost translucent gown, had hugged her a few times, had told her that she was hot and that he'd be happy to have her in his bed and had even felt his semi-hard cock nestled between her breasts! Fuck! Right now he was fully hard and his cock was jutting out from the top of his pyjamas lewdly.
Earlier he had been so surprised to see her reacting too quickly! He had no idea how long the potion normally took to take effect, but his mom had said "a while". "Had she been ready anyway?" he asked himself. Briefly he wondered if he could have seduced her without the potion. "Nah... Even if she had wanted to fuck me, she wouldn't have allowed herself to do it. But now!" Damn!
About ten minutes later he heard her call him from downstairs. "Oh darling, mind coming down a minute?" Darling? She never called him darling! Caius called back "Just a minute mom!" before racing to his room to put a long and loose shirt on. With his cock upwards and trapped under the elastic band, its tip was pressed against his navel and that was just too obvious.
When he arrived downstairs, his breath caught in his throat. His mom had pinned her hair up in a bun with some loose strands falling all around her face. That beautiful face was also flushed, her eyes were bright and her skin was glowing from a thin sheen of sweat. "There you are..." she said, before pouting again and saying "Why did you put a shirt on?"
"Er, well... I thought that... I mean I wanted to..." he tried to invent some valid reason, but simply couldn't.
"Oh poo! Haven't we decided to be honest and forthright today?"
"We have?" Caius was surprised. "Are you sure?"
"Of course! Nothing you could say would bother me..."
"Ok then. I put a shirt to cover my massive erection because you're too sexy for me to handle." Caius saw his mother's head tilt forward, saw her look at him intently with a feral smile on her lips. "Is that right..." she said before licking her lips.
Caius was shocked: she actually licked her lips. "Well, yes."
"Ok then, be a prude if you want. But I'd really like another of your massages."
With that she turned her swivelling chair back towards her desk and opened the neck of her gown until it threatened to fall from her shoulders. Caius walked behind her and tried to breathe normally. From his vantage point he could see deep between her breasts and his jaw dropped when his mom leaned forward, enhancing the effect even more. As soon as he touched her skin, he realized that she was burning hot.
From the very first squeeze the witch moaned in a very seductive way. Caius' mind was going crazy at this onslaught of sensations. Her sweet aroma, the smoothness of her skin, the sight of her barely covered breasts and the sound of her moans... Christ! It was all he could do to prevent himself from leaning down and licking her sexy neck! When he involuntarily groaned at the thought, his mom said "What was that dear?"
"Nothing mom..."
"Hmmm. Dissembling again, are you?"
Caius shook his head slowly and kept silent. Five minutes into the massage, the continual assault of her moans and compliments was making him dizzy with lust. The sight of her breasts and hard nipples through the fabric pushed him even further. Inadvertently he pushed her gown off of her shoulders. It slipped all the way down and all of a sudden her right breast was free. Naked. Nude. Unveiled. Revealed. Displayed in all its fucking glory. He gasped, his eyes locked on the pink nipple and large aureola around it.
His mom, instead of covering herself back up, simply giggled. "Mom..." he said. "Don't you think you should cover yourself up?"
"Why? Didn't you say that you thought I was extremely gorgeous and sexy?"
"Yes, but... oh what the hell..." he replied, laughing with her.
"Here you go..." she said while shaking her other shoulder, pushing the other side of the gown off. While he was still reeling by the sight of her breasts, even from this suboptimal angle, his mom added "Why don't you make yourself more comfortable as well?"
"What?"
"Take your shirt off, darling."
Caius paused, then decided to throw any remaining caution to the wind and pulled his t-shirt off. As he raised his arms above his head, the elastic band slipped lower and his heavy cock pushed forward and its tip landed against his mother's head. "Was that what I think it was?"
Caius froze, but at this point, he wasn't really afraid. "Well, yes."
"How profoundly inappropriate..." she said, laughing.
Caius kept massaging her, keeping his cock out of reach. He then slipped his hands lower below her neck around her collarbones. When his mom moaned that it was good, he pushed lower and felt, beneath her taut skin, the foothills of her breasts. "Oh by all the Gods of the underworld, yes!" Evanora moaned.
Hearing this, the last barriers that still held Caius back vanished. Closing his eyes he abandoned himself to his lust and forgot everything about the very real risks and dangers of what he was about to do with his mother. After years of dreaming about it, Caius finally pushed his hands all the way down onto and around his mother's breasts, cupping as much of her mammoth flesh as he could. They both gasped, both gasped in lust.
Caius moaned into his mother's ears, feeling the unnaturally youthful flesh resisting his pressure. He also felt her two nipples as hard as two oversized pencil erasers before kissing the sensitive spot behind his mother's ears. He was trembling all over, relishing this moment as one of the most precious of his life. In his hands were the two most amazing breasts he, truly, had ever seen in his life either in person or on screen.
When his mother suddenly turned her head and placed her lips upon his, they opened their mouths and shared an explosive and utterly unmotherly kiss. So far in his young life he had kissed two girls his age and had loved every second of it. This open-mouthed kiss with his very own mother was utterly different. So damn much better! Her warm tongue was firm and aggressive. She danced with his own tongue before caressing his lips, leaving them covered with her incestuous saliva. She bit one of his lips, pulling it gently back before teasing it with her tongue.
He then felt her closing the distance as their lips merged again. Immediately she dove deep into his mouth with her tongue. After capturing his tongue again, she bit it hard and the slight pain somehow flooded him with more pleasure. She then sucked it deep in her mouth, lashing it with her own. After a while, in turn, he sucked her own tongue into his mouth and clamped his lips firmly around the thick, fleshy tongue.
Fuck this was a hot kiss! As he swallowed he realized that his mother's tongue tasted damned good! Caius wanted more! After he sucked on her tongue while letting it pull away slowly, he swallowed his mom's saliva and taste again, shaking with pleasure. When heard her laughing, he knew she had figured out what he was doing. The next time she pushed her tongue inside his mouth, she had covered it with a lot of saliva and the slick feeling overwhelmed him.
Feeling his mother's tongue dancing in his own mouth was more erotic than anything he had ever felt during his kisses with his girlfriends. As Caius swallowed and tasted his mother's mouth once again, he shivered. His mom's tongue was soon fucking his mouth with deep thrusts and Caius felt dizzy. "I want more!" he suddenly gasped.
"So do I!" she replied.
After his mom pushed him back she turned her chair fully around and ended up face to face with his huge cock. Her jaw dropped, exactly what he wanted to see. Caius didn't even have the time to grab her head or to push towards her. His favorite erotic witch simply closed her eyes and leaned forward.
For the very first time in his life he felt a woman's mouth closing around his cock, and he cried out in pure joy. Soon his two hands were on her head, pulling her deeper. Caius had no idea that it was inappropriate to pull a woman's mouth so far down his cock. But luckily for him, his mom was so far gone down the road to lust that she wanted even more.
Evanora had never been with a man with such a huge cock. A few had come close, but this... Shit! The first thing she noticed when she tasted her son's cock how familiar his taste was. She had been prepared for the huge size but not how, somehow, it almost felt like sucking her own body. Definitely masculine, but familiar anyway. As she wrapped both her fists around his shaft, she felt his hands on her head. Her eyes bulged out when he pulled her much deeper against his cock and she gagged when his cock reached the back of her mouth.
She felt like she was overheating with lust and was ready for anything. It had been a while since she had deepthroated a cock, but she would give it all she had. She pulled back a bit, spat on his cock a couple of times while staring at him and took a deep breath. A second later his big head parted her lips again and slipped deep inside. When she felt him reach the back of her throat a second time, she was now ready. She tilted her head upwards, relaxed her jaw and pushed her tongue forward. And in a rush she felt him sliding suddenly much deeper. Evanora was in a world of burning lust that she barely heard him gasp when he slid in. Feeling her throat being impaled by her son's massive cock was mind blowing. Especially for the mother who was sure she felt no lust for her son!
She felt his inches sliding all the way in and soon her nose buried itself against his firm abs. She felt another reflexive gag shaking her body, but she was so damned willing that the reflex faded. Caius screamed something above her but her mind was abuzz with pleasure and she didn't really hear. "And he hasn't even touched my pussy yet!" she thought. A few seconds later she had to pull out to get some air, and as she breathed she looked up at him and groaned "Again!"
Caius looked down at his mom and could barely believe how quickly she transformed from being a slowly sexually awakening mother to an utterly consummated sex fantasy witch. He was overwhelmed by the sight of his mother's face swallowing his entire cock. He had seen that a few times in porn movies and it had fascinated him. Never in his wildest imagination had he ever believed that he would meet an actual woman able to do that to him!
When she groaned "Again", Caius thought he would lose it. It was just so fucking much! Not only was he having sex for the first time, but he was deepthroating his mom, the sexiest woman he had ever seen and the last woman he had expected to actually have sex with. After a few of those intoxicating penetrations he was guiding her upon his cock, watching it disappear inside her in a daze. They soon found a rhythm and Caius knew he was not going to last long like this. Then again, if his mom hadn't intervened, he would have never been able to pull away from this dream throat.
Without warning, his mom pulled back away from his cock and stood up. Opening her hand towards the sofa bed, she magically pulled it out. As soon as it was fully opened, she barely touched him and he flew onto it. In the process, his remaining clothes slipped off of him on their own and he landed fully naked on the bed. From there, bewildered from a rare overt use of his mom's magic, Caius watched her remove her robe.
With her chin and breasts glistening with streams of her saliva, she looked like a thing of wonder. But as fascinated as he was by her breasts, his eyes darted to her smoothly shaven pussy. Gods it was beautiful. As flawless as it was hairless, her lips looking even more inviting than her breasts! With a shake of her head her pinned hair tumbled free just as she jumped on the bed and over him. Caius' eyes grew wide as he saw this wild sex beast turn around and placing that exquisite pussy right above his face.
So fascinated was he by that smooth pussy that Caius didn't fully realize that his mom was now in the 69 position. All he could see was her pussy and her two round buttocks right above him. When she took his cock into her mouth again Caius gasped and opened his mouth wide. And, of course, his mom chose that precise moment to lower her pussy upon his own mouth. With nothing to go on except raw passion, Caius did his best to please his mom as she feasted on his cock again. He shook and trembled as she took him in his throat again. Try as he might to follow what little cues he could like her moans and groans as he explored her pussy, Caius simply wasn't ready to match his mom's experience.
Evanora suddenly pulled away from his cock with a wet gurgle and cleared her throat before sitting up over her son's face. She could feel his body reacting to her blowjob and knew he was on the verge of climaxing. Completely understandable. But, equally understandable, the witch wanted to cum first! So for the next few minutes she guided her son both physically, with a hand reaching back to grab his head, and verbally, telling him what to do and not to do. Despite the fact that he was obviously in a sexual trance, Caius was a fast learner and soon Evanora felt her pussy ready to boil over with pleasure.
When she was but moments away from climaxing, she told him to continue doing exactly what he was doing until she screamed. Focusing on his monster cock once again, she pulled it upwards and leaned forward with her mouth opened. With her own climax so close, her hunger was even more intense than it had been before and she went to fucking town on that thick shaft.
She smiled, at least as far as she was able with that cock in her mouth, when she saw his balls tightening up before his entire body spasmed up beneath her. The witch pulled her mouth nearly all the way back, clamping her lips just beneath his cock's crown and braced for the explosion of sperm. When she felt her son's first jet of thick sperm filling her mouth, Evanora closed her eyes, and moaned. Her fucking son's sperm in her mouth! And as she swallowed it, it triggered her own climax and she felt her body exploding in turn.
She pushed herself forward as much as she could, impaling herself completely, and allowed him the best possible angle to please her clit. The combination of a long overdue climax, the fact that it was her own son's incestuous tongue on her clit, the fact that she had just drunk her son's taboo sperm and that she had his colossal forbidden cock in her throat and so couldn't breathe through her climax all conspired to make this climax absolutely mind boggling.
The witch, despite her long list of wonderful nights spent with sexually creative men, had probably never experienced a climax so intense. Nor so long. When the alarms in her head that told her that she needed oxygen finally rang loudly enough, she pulled away form his cock and gasped, afraid that she would faint. And her climax wasn't even done yet! She rose up over him once again, driving his head down into the mattress as she reached for every last trace of pleasure she could get.
Before her climax was even completely done, Evanora had learned how to stretch her climaxes quite a lot over the years, she knew she had an itch she wasn't willing to wait to scratch. With her pussy still buzzing, she jumped up from her son's face, turned around and straddled his lap. One hand guiding the long fuck meat upwards, she placed its tip on her lips and let herself fall upon that magical wonder of a cock. And she screamed. Partly in pain, but most of all in raw pleasure.
When she bottomed out, feeling her ass pressing on his thighs and the tip of his cock reaching her cervix and then stretching her pussy to its limit, Evanora felt a second climax triggering deep within her. As deep as it was physically possible to be. Being multi-orgasmic wasn't a new thing for Evanora, but it wasn't a common occurence either. She placed her hands her son's powerful chest, squeezing her breasts in the process, and began riding his cock like a damn machine.
She was now staring into his eyes as she rode his still hard cock. "Mom!" he gasped. "You're a fucking goddess!" Evanora grinned. "I've been fantasizing about this for years!" he added. "I love you so much!" Evanora laughed as she heard his words, and arched her body backwards, placing her hands on his thighs to force his cock to press on different spots inside her.
Most of her lovers were awestruck when she did that because of how it made her breasts bounce wildly. "Most of my lovers?" she thought, laughing. "All of them! Even my son!" she laughed again until, very suddenly, she completely realized that she was fucking her own son. For real. This wasn't a teasing game, this wasn't a fantasy she had never even dared to think through...
This amazing cock inside her, which had kept her in a continuous orgasm since at least two full minutes, was, actually, her son's! "What the fuck is going on? Did the bastard dose me with my own love potion?" As she was raked with even more convulsions of pleasure, she pulled back towards him, placed her hands on his chest once more and looked deep into his eyes. Out loud, she said "Did you give me my own lust potion?" all the while never even slowing down a fraction upon his cock. Caius' eyes shot wide open and even though he didn't say anything, she had her answer.
But despite learning about this, Evanora still didn't slow down. Even when Caius reach up and grabbed both her breasts, squeezing hard, she didn't stop. "I've been fucking magicked into incestuous sex with my son! Fuck! That orange juice early this morning!" But then, as there finally was a lull in the intensity of her pleasure, she also realized that it should have worn off by now. Completely. She should be simply angry at him.
Yet she wasn't. Not at all in fact. She was still pumping her entire body over that cock like a mad piston, driving him harder into the bed. Covered in sweat, trembling with so much pleasure sustained for so long, the witch forgot about understanding what had happened. She wanted her son, she wanted his cock and she didn't care about how they ended up here. All she wanted was to be taken by him. Hard. And repeatedly. With a belly full of his sperm, she jumped off his cock and knew she was not even going to feel a twinge of regret about this.
When Caius saw his mom jumping of his cock unexpectedly, he briefly thought that his life was over. That she would leave and he'd been in all sorts of trouble. Then again when he saw her position herself on all fours, her ass pushed out towards him, he felt a powerful spasm of pleasure in his chest. "Fuck me again, as hard as you can." her heard her growl in a deep, low voice.
Surprised that his cock was still hard, he nevertheless moved behind her and guided it to her amazing pussy. Grabbing both her shapely hips, he pushed himself all the way inside her and pummelled her for all he was worth. It was insane to see your mom like this, her flaring hips in your hands, her pussy splayed open by your thick cock, both her breasts visible on either side of her torso as they bounced around and her thick mane of wild hair damp with her sweat, plastered all over her skin.
Caius was floored by what he was seeing, doing and feeling. Up until now he had been passive, but now that he was shaking his mother's body like a damned earthquake, he felt even more passion flaring up. When he saw her lowering her head on the bed, arching her back and ass upwards towards him, Caius was overwhelmed. So fucking sexy!



A few more thrusts was all he needed to reach a second climax so quickly and he groaned and cried out as his entire body felt like it wanted to squeeze into his mother's pussy. He came and came, more sperm than he though his balls could still carry. He realized that he had filled her with sperm from both ends and it only enhanced his pleasure. He had no idea how much of his sperm she currently had in her stomach, but judging by the sound of his last few penetrations, her pussy was overflowing.
And indeed, when he finally pulled away because his cock was too sensitive, he saw a river of sperm flowing from her gaping pussy. The sight was both utterly vulgar and erotic and he kept staring at his mom's upturned ass, wide opened legs and battered pussy. Eventually, as he rested his back against the wall, his mom turned around and looked at him. On her face was an expression he had never seen before, and he guessed that she was both completely satiated. Then again the gleam in her eyes told him that if his cock magically became hard again, she jump him without hesitation.
"So, you naughty boy..." she began haltingly, still catching her breath. "You dosed me? You dosed your own mother?"
"Er..." he replied, not really knowing what to say to that. "Only a small dose. I put, at most, a quarter of the potion in your orange juices."
"What?" she frowned, clearly puzzled. "That's impossible. That little shouldn't have had any measurable effect. Are you sure you didn't put more?"
"No, very sure... I was planning to, but, well, I didn't need to..."
Caius saw his mom look into his eyes for a long while. He would learn later that she was coming to the realization that she had pretty much succumbed to him without any magic whatsoever. That her unconscious mind had already been pining for him for a long while. But for now, she just smiled and shook her head before crawling over him for a hot and wet hug. Less than an hour later, when they both saw Caius' long cock coming back to life, the witch grinned and said "Good... Now we can finally start your sex ed. Ready?" Was he ever! Then again, he had no idea just how wild his mother actually was, and how even wilder she had been at his age... He had no idea what she had in store for him!
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Carrie giggled as she nestled her face against her brother's neck, unmindful of the damp sand covering it. "Damn he smells good!" she thought, licking the salty sweat from his skin. She giggled again when she felt his cock still twitching against her. Carrie was lying over him, feeling their glistening bodies sliding slowly against one another. After their shared climax following a very intense doggy position, Ryan had crashed on his back on the sand, breathing hard. Soon after, she had lain over him. Her long hair was all over their upper bodies, damp from their sweat.
They were both still breathing quite hard and she relived again and again the very erotic and masculine sounds of her brother's moans and groans as he had climaxed inside her. Last night, the first time the siblings had sex together, they had been forced to be silent. But today, all alone on this very secluded beach, neither of them had tried to reign in the very natural sounds of their climaxes.
Shifting her weight over him, she felt his cock move against her inner thigh. Right where she had felt, minutes before, a large gob of sperm leaking down her inner thigh after he was done. Carrie had been surprised by the amount of sperm her brother had shot inside her, laughing as she had felt it being pushed out even before he was done! She slipped her hands under his neck and hugged him hard.
After a while, she relaxed her hold just a bit and pulled her head back. Staring into his eyes for a moment, she then kissed him. Passionately. And she felt her heart thundering in her chest as she felt his own passion. And this time it wasn't sexual passion. Oh no. This was pure love.
After having let lust and desire guide them towards each other yesterday, they had both found a love so powerful it had made her briefly afraid. But when she saw that her brother felt the same way about her, that fear had vanished. Instead, Carrie had felt herself opening up to feelings and desires she had never felt possible.
Yesterday she had been a virgin wondering when she would find a boyfriend worthy of her flower, barely even aware that she had peculiar fantasies of her brother. Today, she felt like a confident lover, able to give overwhelming pleasure to the man she loved so deeply. As their tongues and lips merged and melded into one another in this heady kiss, Carrie stopped thinking and enjoyed the perfect moment.
A long while later, her lips raw and tender from so much kissing in the last 24 hours, Carrie gently pulled away from her brother's mouth and buried her face in his neck again. "Gods..." she whispered, breathless. "I could stay here until the universe dies of heat-death!"
Her brother, Ryan, giggled. He then said "I love you so much sis! Especially when you say such sweet things"
"I love you too! And now I have to kiss you again!" she laughed before doing just that.
When she felt his cock twitching back to life against her pussy, she laughed through the kiss. "You're unstoppable!" she said.
"I know!"
"Ok... But I'm sore now, so do it fast!"
"Fast? Get on all fours my love!"
"Boy! You really love that position!" she said all the while assuming it.
She soon felt his thick cock parting her lips again. He began fucking her very hard and very fast. Although this wasn't her favorite position and Carrie knew she was not going to climax again this time, she was still thrilled to experience his own rushing passion. She abandoned herself to that for a while until she felt him slowing down just slightly. "What's up?" she asked, slightly puzzled.
"Fuck... I don't know if I can tell you this..." he said, breathing hard.
"What?" she asked, surprised. "You can tell me anything!"
"Your asshole... It's so damn beautiful!"
Carrie laughed before saying "Well, I can promise you this. One day, we'll be home, alone in the house, with a large bottle of lube and... yes, we'll try whatever you want... How's that?"
Grabbing her ass with both hands, her brother's intensity returned and he came five seconds later, probably staring at her asshole. He then fell upon her and they both went down on the hot sand. After a while, Ryan stopped panting and said, in a hoarse voice "You know you're perfect, right?"
"Of course I know!" she replied, grinning.
A minute or two later, Ryan pulled out of his sister's pussy and rolled on his back. His cock was now painfully sensitive after having fucked her so many times. He looked at her as she stood up and stretched after being sexually ravaged many times this morning. Staring as she cleaned the sand from her skin, he was still having trouble believing that this was real. "Are you sure I'm not dreaming?" he asked her.
Carrie was grinning when she looked at him. "Well, if you are, don't stop!" she said before jumping back into the lake.
Despite the fact that he had kissed and licked just about every last inch of her body, Ryan was still mesmerized by her beauty. As she was walking back out, he couldn't help staring at her. Her beautiful face, bright eyes and long thick hair would always, he thought, capture his attention and his heart. But in very close second place came her breasts. He had spent his adolescence watching them develop from afar, through tight t-shirts and under bikinis.
But now, as she stretched her arms above her head, her body covered with water droplets, he ogled them shamelessly. Still very young, still bursting with fresh life, they were arrogantly generous, stood proudly under the sun and his gaze. Because he had asked her, he knew that the bras she had brought on this trip were all 34 Es or Fs. It was just mindboggling to see such magnificent breasts. And thinking that he could caress and kiss them whenever he wanted? Remembering her saying to him, this very morning, that they were his... Ryan didn't know what to make of this.
Lower, below her smooth belly, Ryan looked at the thick triangle of hair above her pussy. The lips themselves, as well as her inner thighs, were perfectly shaven. But Carrie had kept a thick bush above them. Seeing that he was staring, she asked "Want me to shave it all? Or let it all grow back in?" She then laughed and added "Well, judging by your reaction, I'm guessing you'd like to see it bare, right?"
"Stop it!" Ryan replied, closing his eyes. "If my cock gets hard again it'll bleed!"
"Nonsense!" she replied. "If it gets hard again, I'll delicately take it in my mouth."
"Stop it!" Ryan replied, laughing.
Ryan stood up and went to the lake himself to get rid of all that sand. After putting their swimsuits back on, they headed back to the cabin. As he followed her on the narrow path, Ryan stumbled a few times on the roots. He knew he shouldn't be staring at his sister's ass so damn much, but he couldn't help it.
Her ass looked delicious enough under her tight red bikini, but when she understood why he kept stumbling, the little minx pulled it upwards until the spandex vanished between her cheeks. Now just about nude, this amazing ass made the trek seriously dangerous for Ryan. He fell and hurt his knee twice, but didn't stop staring at her ass. He was fascinated by the fluid way her firm flesh moved like waves with each of her steps. One thigh pushed her buttock up only to gently release it as the leg was moved forward and the pattern shifted back and forth.
When she slipped her hands under it to straighten her bikini out, about a minute away from the cabin and their parents, Ryan whispered "Thanks, sis."
"Anytime, lover."
Hearing that word coming from her lips made Ryan's heart beat faster. Was this all real? Really? Had he really lovingly kissed and had he really passionately made love with his sister? His very own flesh and blood? Judging by the ache in his spent cock, it sure looked like it! "If I'm not dreaming, am I dead then? Did we get into an accident on the road and I'm simply fantasizing all this on the way to the hospital?" he asked her.
Ryan didn't expect anything from that light comment, but he was pleased to see his sister stopping, turning around and kissing him again. Hard and long. Feeling her lithe body against his, her breasts on his chest and his hand on the curve of her lower back, Ryan felt like he was burning. When he slipped his hand lower to grab the ass he had been ogling, he moaned into her mouth. "Again?" his sister asked as she pressed herself against his growing erection.
"Christ! No! I'm going to die for real this time!" he said.
They spent the rest of the day with their parents. The cabin they were using was very remote, with no neighbors for miles. Ryan's dad jokingly commented that it would be perfect for a nudist family. Ryan chuckled at the thought, imagining Carrie walking around naked all the time. Gods! As he looked up, he saw his father glancing at Carrie's bikini cleavage. "Well, that's not surprising!" he thought, smiling.
But as he caught him staring at her body just like he was doing himself, Ryan began wondering if his father wasn't harboring incestuous thoughts. Maybe he really had imagined Carrie naked when he had made that nudist comment. When his dad stared at her cleavage for a good three seconds as she leaned over to grab the butter, Ryan snorted. When his father suddenly turned to look at him and asked why he had snorted, Ryan hastily made something up.
A bit later, Ryan saw that his sister's nipples had become a lot more prominent and were now very visible under her bikini. Either she had felt a cool breeze or had had a naughty thought. But she didn't seem to realize it and for a long moment, father and son ogled those two pointed nipples hungrily. While part of him felt jealous seeing his father mentally undressing Carrie, Ryan was fully aware of the irony.
That irony was only strengthened when, about ten minutes later, he watched his mother coming out of the cabin wearing her own bikini. A white one. Risking a long ogle as his father and sister were still inside, Ryan grinned. "It's no wonder where Carrie got her curves!" he thought. She was very curvaceous, from her rounded thighs and generous hips all the way to her breasts and beautiful face. The tight bun on top of her hair, that revealed the curves of her shoulder and delicate neck, enhanced her beauty.
As she busied herself with something on the picnic table, Ryan enjoyed every minute of that delicious show. It had been a while since he had seen her wearing a bikini and it brought back many succulent memories.
Before Carrie fully developed into the drop dead gorgeous young woman she now was, Ryan's mother had been his favorite forbidden pleasure. Despite being much older than Carrie, his mom wasn't "old". Ryan knew that if Carrie wasn't filling every waking second of his life since yesterday, his eyes and fantasies would be all over his mom. As he watched her sit down, her heavy breasts bouncing in her old bikini, he realized that it wasn't as if he had to make a choice! At least as far as looking was concerned!
Leaning back in his chair, hidden behind his sunglasses, he stared at his mom's reclined body. It had been a while since he had ogled at his mom's breasts and they were still stunning! In fact, Ryan realized that he would be very happy if Carrie's breasts were as hot as their mom's in twenty years.
As his eyes kept roaming all over his mom's body, Ryan realized that he had unconsciously assumed that he would still be intimate with his sister in twenty years. Nothing could be less certain. Then again, as she smiled at him after getting out of the cabin, his heart told him that the chances were, in fact, pretty good. Part of him knew that it was impossible for him to know how their relationship would survive the test of time after barely 24 hours. But his beating heart was screaming another story!
Carrie smiled at her brother, her lover, before sitting down next to him with a book. She had no intention of actually reading it. All she wanted to do was sit next to him. His own answering smile melted her heart and she wondered if he felt the same way. She stopped wondering as soon as he removed his glasses and she could see eyes, sparkling as they were.
Their fingers intertwined for a moment and they both took a deep breath. After a long moment of enjoyable silence, Carrie saw her mom getting up and joining their father inside. Sighing, she then said "Think I'll look as good as she does at her age?"
"Gods! I hope so!" her brother replied.
Laughing, Carrie said "So you did notice her body!"
"Of course! Just like dad noticed yours!" Ryan said.
"He did not!"
"Pfff. Our eyes practically had to wrestle each other to get front row of your cleavage when you reached for the butter earlier!" her brother said.
"You're crazy! I did that for you though!" she replied, smiling.
The evening was uneventful. Ryan saw his sister disappearing into the bathroom for a long moment to take a shower. A very long moment. A few minutes after the water stopped, he saw her opening the door just a crack. Puzzled, he watched her looking in the living room. Ryan was alone, both of their parents having left for a quick walk in the sunset light. "Are they gone?"
"Yeah," he replied. "For a walk, but they could return at—"
Carrie interrupted him just by walking out of the bathroom. She was wearing panties and a tank top. Nothing more. A very thin thank top without a bra. Her breasts pushed the delicate and mostly transparent fabric away from her belly and it floated freely. Now lit by the deep orange light of the sun, Carrie shone. Her entire body seemed to be burning because of the light, her hair positively glowing. Ryan's jaw dropped open. He could see every detail of her breasts, see their bottom curves through the fabric, the way her nipples were hard, poking peaks into the thin fabric.
Because it was pushed upwards by the size of her breasts, the tank top didn't go all the way down to her waist. Instead, it allowed him to see her panties. Her glorious panties. He would learn later that it was a pink La Perla Lace Frame. It was magnificent. Mostly lace, and not particularly thick lace. In fact, it was mostly transparent, except for a modesty patch right over her lips. When his sister turned around, he was floored by her ass. The panties were pretty much as transparent in the back, with a soft scalloped edges all in flowery lace.
After a few moments Ryan shook his head and repeated what he had been trying to say. "Mom and dad could return at any moment!"
"So?" she said slowly as she walked towards him.
"If they see you like this, parading for me..." he whispered urgently, looking through the windows to make sure their parents were not walking back.
"Parading? Like this?" she teased before turning around and walking back and forth in front of him.
"Yes!" Ryan said. "Christ! Stop it!"
"Ohhh..." she said in a sad voice. "You're already tired of me? Don't like seeing my body anymore?"
"No! Of course not! Damn it Carrie!"
But Carrie didn't seem to mind. Ryan watched her, aghast and aroused at the same time, as she began dancing right in front of him. "What if I dance instead of parading? Think they'll mind less?" she said. She was insane! And against his better judgement he remained there, his eyes glued to her body. Her long hair whipping around as she turned, her breasts dancing, her ass bouncing up and down with her every step... His blood was racing in his veins, the sexual thrill and fear of being caught driving him crazy! Ryan swore when he felt his cock rising back to life. "Ooooh!" she cried. "Is that for me?"
Ryan sighed. Looking outside once again, he turned and looked at her. "Christ! You're crazy! Shit!" he growled.
Carrie stopped dancing and leaned towards him. "And how's this one doing?" she said, placing a gentle finger on his erection, through his pants.
Ryan, staring at her revealed breasts because of her position, grunted. "I could fuck you right here in the living room and let your cries of pleasure call mom and dad back here."
Carrie gasped as she heard his words. "Don't say that again, because I'm going to impale myself on you right here and now, and to hell with what they're going to think!"
Brother and sister looked at each other for a long moment, Ryan not knowing if she was serious, and Carrie not knowing if he was going to repeat himself. After a few moments of sexually charged silence, Carrie leaned forward a bit more and kissed his brow. "Later, my love... Why don't we turn in early?" After that, she knelt in front of him and planted a kiss on his hard cock. Despite the fabric of his pants, Ryan still felt it clearly.
A few hours later, they did what they had planned and the two siblings went to their room early, feigning sleepiness. But of course they were not sleepy at all. Young as they were, their sexual energy had had enough time to fully replenish. And that teasing show earlier had told Ryan that his cock was ready to follow his lust-filled mind.
Locking the door silently, they closed the light, undressed in the dark and soon snuggled into the same bed together. They hugged, kissed and caressed each other for a long while, barely talking. Soon they felt Ryan's hard cock between their bellies, but both felt like taking their time this night. And in any case, they still had to be silent, unlike this morning at the beach.
They spent a long while just kissing and teasing each other sexually. No overt sexual contact, except for Carrie's breasts, obviously. But even then, just caresses. And talking. They talked for about an hour in this heady darkness, snuggled together. Eventually they heard their parents getting to their own room and soon the entire cabin was silent.
Under the blankets, already starting to sweat, they still clung to each other like lovers long separated. As if their parents turning in had been a signal, their kisses began to slide lower and lower and Carrie stifled a moan when her brother's lips closed on one of her extended nipples. She then gasped when he finally allowed his fingers to touch her pussy.
At the same time, Ryan froze as he discovered the flawlessly shaven pussy. "Christ!" he whispered in surprise. "I wanna see!" But just as he was reaching for the lamp they both heard a moan. A definitely sexual and feminine moan coming through the wall. Their parents were also having sex! They both laughed in silence yet stayed really still, hoping to hear another one. And sure enough, about a minute later they heard another of their mother's moans. "Fuck!" Ryan said. "This is intensely weird. And sexy!"
"I know, right?" Carrie whispered while nibbling on his earlobe. "But there was something else you wanted to check on?"
From that point on, Ryan wasn't sure he could have heard his parents screaming in the next room. He dove lower under the blankets and kissed his way down to her shaven pussy. His attention was now focused entirely on his sister, and on the perfect pussy she had unveiled for him. Then again, despite his best intentions, it was utterly dark down there. "Christ! I can't see anything under here!" he whispered. "Give me my phone!" Carrie slipped it under the blankets.
"Damn it!" she whispered. "Are we reduced to playing doctor?" she said, giggling.
"Oh my Gods!" Ryan whispered back, awed by her pussy. "It's so beautiful Carrie! You're so beautiful!"



"Thanks, big brother..." she growled. A few seconds later, she added. You wanna see my pussy?"
And with that Carrie threw the blanket off of them and turned on the light next to their bed. "On your back, Ryan!" She could see he was a bit surprised by her command, but he quickly obliged. She crawled above him until her pussy was mere inches above his face. Because of the limited space above her, her head was tilted to the side. But Carrie was still looking down, between her large breasts, at her brother's head under her pussy. Their eyes met for a moment before she saw him staring at her pussy.
She really liked the attention, grinning as she watched him marvelling at her pussy. Then again, she also wanted something else... Soon she moved herself down and against his face before whispering "It's now your mouth's turn..." She felt his tongue on her drenched lips and shivered with pleasure. They remained this way for a long while, looking into each other's eyes like the lovers that they were. With but a few comments and sounds to guide him, Carrie managed to convey what she liked to him. Carrie trembled and shook from time to time as Ryan learned how to please her. And to her delight, her brother was a very fast learner.
His lips kissed every inch of hers, softly biting her delicate flesh. His tongue sometimes went directly against her clit, which drove her to insane levels of pleasure. Then again, at other times it roamed slowly over her delicate inner thighs, caressing her gently and letting her quiet down. Ryan wasn't in any sort of rush. Sometimes he drove that tongue as deep as he could inside her, making her gasp aloud. "Are you doing that to taste me?" she asked after hearing him swallow.
"Yes! You are delicious little sister!" he replied.
Carrie grinned as pushed herself harder against him. "Can I... Can I grind myself against you?" she asked nervously. Ryan simply hummed his answer. And so Carrie allowed herself to do something she had seen in one of the very few adult movies she had ever seen. It was a lesbian sex scene and one of the women was grinding her pussy against the other one's face.
When she began doing that on Ryan's face, her mouth opened in surprise. It was the same lips and tongue on her pussy, but somehow it felt very different. Holding herself with one hand on the bed above her, she grabbed her brother's head with her other hand and pulled him hard against her. As she rotated her pussy against his face roughly, she experienced a surge of pleasure that matched what her mind had fantasized about this position.
If letting him caress her had made her tremble, this grinding made her entire body seize with pleasure. As she drove herself harder and harder against his face, she briefly wondered if she was going too hard. She also wondered if she would ever comfortable enough with her brother to confess to liking that lesbian movie so much.
But her climax wiped out those interrogations. Biting her lower lip hard, she felt herself losing any sort of control over her body. The last thing she managed to do was to reach for the metal frame above her head with both her hands. Head thrown back in a silent scream, her face pressed against the bed's underside mesh, Carrie climaxed very hard.
From beneath her, surprised but unruffled by the strength with which she had ground herself upon his face, Ryan watched her climax. And tasted her as well. He hadn't been lying about her taste. While he had eaten her pussy yesterday, he had been so overwhelmed by the whole thing that he hadn't properly appreciated the experience. Now he was very pleased by the fact that he, in fact, loved the taste of his sister's pussy.
She eventually pulled away from his face, still trembling with pleasure. "Gods that was insane!" she whispered. "Did I hurt you?" she asked.
"Nah..." Ryan said, stretching his neck nevertheless. "In fact, you could even have—"
Ryan never finished that sentence as his sister had taken his cock in her mouth. She had moved all the way down between his legs while he had stretched his neck and without warning or ceremony, she had swallowed his cock. It was not the first time she had, yet it still floored him. Nowhere near as intense as it felt when he was fucking doggy style like this morning, but yet so wonderfully erotic!
With the light on, he clearly saw his cock moving in and out of her mouth. Ryan bunched his pillow under his head and stared at the sight in front of him. The incidents in the car as they were driving, then in the forest, then in the cabin and ultimately in that same bed last night had been a whirlwind of gradual discovery. Today they were rushing headlong towards one another, abandoning themselves to the passion they so clearly shared.
Looking at her sweaty face, her hair all over her face and his belly until she reached in and pulled them off, the way her lips were taut around his shaft, the way her tongue caressed his glans... It was unbelievably good. At one point she pulled up and the look in her eyes astonished him. So much raw passion! "I want your tongue on me again, Ryan." Before he could say or do anything he saw her moving around on the bed and he realized that she was going for a 69. Their first 69.
His pulse quickened when he saw her above him, trying to move into a comfortable position. On instinct, when she was placed too low towards the foot of the bed, he lifted his head and kissed her pretty little asshole. And Carrie cried aloud. "Shhh!" he pleaded quickly. "You'll alert mom and dad!" he added while laughing.
Somehow finding a way to look at him under her own body, Carrie was grinning but clearly surprised "Christ! You're a naughty one!"
But instead of waiting for his explanation, Ryan saw and felt his sister beginning to lower herself back over him and, this time, only placing her pussy within his mouth's reach. Maybe he could push her lower and try his little stunt again, but he remembered her words from this morning "One day, we'll be home, alone in the house, with a large bottle of lube and... yes, we'll try whatever you want..."
And then she fully lowered herself, placing her pussy on his mouth again and taking his cock back into her mouth. And here Ryan was, experiencing his first 69. And it was as good as he had dreamed it would be. The psychological thrill of eating his sister's pussy combined with the raw physical pleasure of having her fucking his cock with her mouth. What the fuck more could anyone ask for?
While he had managed to control the rise of his pleasure while she had only been sucking him off, he knew the challenge would be a lot more difficult now that he was eating her pussy at the same time. His mind was torn between the psychological and physical pleasure as well as the important task of not climaxing too quickly.
While this position had the disadvantage of not letting him see her devouring his cock, the sensations were very different than the previous blowjob. In this position, the wider part of his glans sliding directly against her soft tongue instead of her harder palate. And it felt like the angle was also better for her as he felt her lips reaching a bit lower down his shaft.
His awareness was split between his mouth and his cock. But regardless of where he decided to focus, he was overwhelmed. His cock fucking her sweet mouth, her delicious pussy, her breasts on his belly, her thighs against his upper body, her smell, her giggles, her gasps as he did something right with his tongue, her feline grace as she gave herself completely to pleasuring him...
Long and delicious minutes of this later Ryan was exceedingly glad to hear his sister moaning and shivering above him. He groaned himself all the while trying his best to keep pleasuring her. In the end he managed not to climax before she did, and her orgasm made her pull away from his cock.
--
A few minutes later Carrie was nestled in her brother's arms, still trembling with pleasure. "He's so good with that tongue!" she thought, her breathing almost back to normal. She had been surprised when he refused her offer to suck him until he climaxed as well. But he had said that if merely touched his cock he would erupt. Now, looking down at his cock, she saw that it was still rock hard, glistening in the light.
When he reached for the lamp to turn it off, Carrie was surprised. After turning his phone back on just for a bit of light from the screen, she felt him pushing her onto her back. Ryan then moved above her and she parted her legs for him. They had tried many positions since last night, but she was shocked to realize that they had never had sex in the missionary position. "I love you," he breathed just before he kissed her and a second before his cock found her pussy again.
Despite her many climaxes today, Carrie was still thrilled to feel his cock inside her. It felt so damned right, having him inside her. It was intoxicating! The two of them made love that night. It didn't last all that long, given how much Ryan had enjoyed that blowjob and 69, but it was as sweet and tender as their first time yesterday. Carrie got the feeling that they would now be able to dance between this kind of softer, loving sex and the wilder positions they both enjoyed.
Despite his slow penetrations, they both managed to find the angle that gave her the most pleasure. When she discovered that she could, maybe, climax again, she hugged him tight and placed her mouth against his ear. "Tell me again how you love me..." And so he did. As his cock gently slid back and forth inside her, he whispered constantly into her ear. Words of love, of beauty, of passion and of the future.
Ryan was overwhelmed by the pleasure he felt. He knew his cock was on the verge of being too sensitive, but the pleasure was so damned intense! Every time he pushed back inside, he felt her lips resisting him very briefly before parting and letting him in. That deep rush all the way inside her until he pressed against her clit was more intoxicating than any drug or alcohol. He remained there for a moment and slid back out again. Despite everything they had shared, even though he was talking from the heart, his mind focused on his cock as he pistoned in and out of her. Not all that fast, but incredibly good.
He stopped whispering into his sister's ear as he climaxed, letting another surge of his sperm fill her womb. Picking up where he had left off, he heard his sister telling him how she loved him. She echoed many of the words he had told her and added quite a few new ones. During the bliss of his climax, he vowed to ask her to repeat them once he'd be able to properly remember them!
As his climax began to wane, he considered again how crazy and impossible this whole thing was. And it had all begun with a series of fortuitous accidents. Seeing her pussy in the car, then in the woods... And then everything had, somehow, improbably, fallen into place. When the final spurt of his sperm flooded her pussy, Ryan collapsed on to of her.
Despite his weight, he felt his sister closing her arms and legs tightly around him. Carrie still had no idea what the future held for them, how this amazing love would handle the real world back home. But before that day would come, she had every intention of capitalizing on the remaining days here. She savored that last climax of the day, holding on dearly to the brother she loved more than the world.
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Looking at the clock, realizing that it was only 9:15, Jim thought again that this would be a long and boring day. Well, maybe boring was a bit much. Jim didn't work at McDonald's or on a plant. He worked at a high end spa resort. Then again, he knew from experience that rainy weekdays in the middle of October were particularly... well, boring. Very very few people despite the rebates, and understandably so: much of their spa's reputation was founded on their outdoor pools, jacuzzis and hot baths. They even had a twenty foot waterfall people could walk through!
These attractions meant that sunny days brought a lot of people, which was good. But on a dark grey mid-October Wednesday, Jim knew he would likely spend the day pretty much alone. Fifteen minutes ago he had said farewell to the maintenance and clean-up crew, and he was now alone. No reservations for the day. None. That meant that none of the masseuses, physical therapists or yoga teachers were present. If nobody spontaneously decided to visit the spa, Jim would spend his entire day alone.
Alone in a paradise, but still... During his first year here, he had spent a few of those alone days having the time of his life, enjoying each and every pool or luxurious rooms he could, with his favorite music blasting through the speakers. After a while though, being alone was just that: being alone. On the other hand, he had also spent quite a lot of that free-time-in-paradise in the gym. Which he kept doing. In fact, if he were still alone by eleven, that's just where he'd go. Jim knew he was in great shape and that one day, that toned body would help him find a girlfriend.
In the meantime, Jim settled down comfortably in his chair and pulled up his iPad. When he heard the front door open, he jumped up, prepared to greet his first customers with a warm smile. Alas, it was only the delivery guy. He was drenched with rain and not in a good mood, so Jim didn't even get someone to talk with for a minute or two. He settled back in his chair and let out a mighty sigh.
About thirty minutes later he heard the door open once more and his spirits rose when, this time, he heard female voices talking and laughing. Laughing about the rain! They clearly were in a good mood! Jim smiled and got up at the reception desk. "Let's hope they're beautiful!" he thought. He heard the women, he thought he could discern three voices, put their raincoats away before walking towards the desk. And that's when he learned that this day would be anything but boring.
Jim noticed four things very quickly. The first was that the three of them were pregnant. Very pregnant. Jim wasn't an expert, but he was pretty sure that they were in their last trimesters. Lately he had developed something of a pregnant fetish, and his heart skipped a beat. The second was that they were all very gorgeous. The third was that they were dressed revealingly.
The fourth thing that Jim noticed was that they were all three very busty. People generally think that pregnant women all have big breasts. But Jim knew that wasn't the case: here at the spa he had seen many pregnant women with relatively small breasts. He didn't know exactly how these women looked 9 months ago, but it was clear that they had all been quite busty. And were now, obviously, bustier.
Jim looked at the redhead first. She was very tall and while it was obvious that she wasn't a naturally curvy women, she was definitely one now. Jim's heart skipped a beat when he looked at her. She was wearing a very tight white tank top that hugged her two large breasts and huge belly like second skin. The tank top, although stretched to its limits, didn't completely cover her belly, and he could see a line of pale creamy skin between the top and her jeans. Her unzipped jeans. The woman's legs were still pretty slim and she could fit in those jeans, but not to the point of fully zipping it up. The effect was breathtakingly sexy.
Then, the blonde captured Jim's attention. She was smaller and her body was softer, smoother than the redhead. Her pregnancy didn't look like it was grafted onto her belly like the redhead. Instead, her distended belly looked like it belonged there, its beauty in harmony with the rest of her body. She was wearing a very long dress, overflowing all over her generous curves, highlighting them all. She walked slightly slower than her two friends and her smile was gentler, calmer.
The brunette was something else. She must have been a naturally curvy women, and her pregnancy had transformed her into a damned goddess! She was an explosion of curves, gracefully walking around with a transcendent belly and breasts so large he couldn't estimate their cup size! But she didn't look like a ponderous hippopotamus. Instead, she looked like a goddess of fertility. She was wearing a pair of loose white pants with a blouse designed for pregnant women. It was tightly bound around her breasts and opened over her belly, flaring out on each side to reveal her naked belly proudly.
Before he could get a really good look at them, they were at his desk and he tried to focus on being warm and polite. He felt like responding to the three goddesses in a much more primal and lustful way, but he controlled himself. He managed a pretty good job. Then again, they were so beautiful and sexy that he had to work to focus on the tasks at hand.
When they told him what they wanted and the budget they had, Jim offered them a package deal and they happily accepted it. While the redhead pulled out her credit card, her two friends walked away to look at the courtyard. She held the credit-card device and waited for the payment to go through. As she did that, Jim enjoyed a long moment of pure ogling. He just stared at her beautiful face and her cleavage, that deep, shadowy cleft between her large breasts. His eyes roamed all over her cleavage, face, eyes, hair... Jim knew that he had about ten seconds before she would see the "Accepted" message on the device so he enjoyed those few seconds.
It turned out he was wrong. For some unknown reason, the redhead decided to look up at him instead of staring at the small screen like everybody else. And she caught him just as he was staring at her cleavage. She watched him stare at her breasts for a good two seconds before he noticed her. Jim knew all at once that he was in trouble.
He thought he had managed to control himself earlier, but maybe he had been more flushed than he had believed, maybe there had been more sweat on his forehead than he had hoped, or maybe she had caught his furtive glances. Jim closed his eyes momentarily, afraid that the fiery woman would explode in justified outrage. But when he opened his eyes and looked at her, she was smiling. A distinctly mischievous smile. Like a damn red fox would smile at a prey. Her eyes were positively gleaming!
Jim stammered as the machine finally beeped and he grabbed it clumsily. When his fingers brushed hers, he started and cursed himself again. Instead of stammering an apology that would only deepen the hole he was already in, he closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Once again, her eyes were waiting for his when he opened them. She was still smiling. Doing his best to control his voice, Jim said "Listen. The place is completely deserted. Why don't you girl consider that nothing is off limits."
"What?" the redhead asked. "Girls! Come here." When her two friends came back to the desk, the redhead said to Jim "Are you serious? We can go anywhere we want even though we only paid for the bronze package?"
"Yep." Jim said, relaxing as he saw their smiles. "Of course, there are no masseuses around, but any pool or waterfall or cabin or room you wanna go to, you're welcome to it."
The blonde and the brunette seemed overjoyed. The redhead, although smiling, was thinking about something. She looked at Jim's hand for a moment and said "No masseuses? How about a masseur?"
Jim's eyes widened involuntarily, especially since she was still looking at his hands. But he shook his head "Sorry, none of those either. But you can go anywhere you want."
"We can do anything we want?" the redhead asked, a slight emphasis on the "do" instead of "go".
Jim only nodded, not knowing if he could trust his voice in front of very clear invitations. Or at least, what he thought were invitations. As he watch them walk away, Jim sat down and shook his head. "Calm down man!" he thought. "These are pregnant women, obviously with husbands or boyfriends back home... They're not going to hit on the desk boy! Or even be interested in him! You're imagining things!" But was he? Why had she smiled when she had caught him ogling her cleavage? Jim sighed, mulling over the obvious fact that women were incomprehensible.
As soon as Elisha saw the clerk smile nervously, she knew she would try and have some fun with him. Looking at him through her red locks, she smiled seductively and gauged his reaction. Nothing. But then she sensed that he was ogling her as she waited for the machine to complete the transaction and she looked up. She narrowed her eyes when she caught him and smiled. He was clearly overwhelmed by her charms and Elisha was enjoying every second of it! When she arranged to make their fingers touch, it was all she could do to prevent from laughing out loud.
On the other hand Jim was very cute and seemed well built under that plain shirt. In other words, he could be a very good partner in bed. Elisha closed her eyes and tried not to get too excited. But then he offered them a gold package, and she smiled in genuine pleasure. She had almost decided to stop teasing him, but then he said that there weren't any masseuses around. "Too easy!" she thought and asked him his any masseurs were around instead. Elisha was pretty sure that he caught her meaning as he babbled his way out of it.
Once the three of them were alone, Elisha asked her friends if they thought the clerk was cute. They both laughed, with Aurelia playfully slapping her on the shoulder. They both knew that the redhead hadn't been perfectly faithful with her boyfriend, even since getting pregnant! Helen and Aurelia teased her about it as they searched for a room that seemed perfect for them.
When they did, they also went to the changing rooms and got into their bikinis. They had been friends for a long time and neither of them were shy about nudity. Especially since their bodies had transformed with their pregnancy. The fact that Helen and Alisha knew that their blonde friend was bi-curious wasn't even an issue between them. Aurelia had never tried to seduce either of them, nor had she made any inappropriate comments when they saw each other naked. They put on their bikinis, ironically the only piece of clothing in which they felt comfortable, and headed out for the room they had selected.
Thirty minutes after their welcomed arrival, Jim walked around the spa to find them and make sure that they were alright. "Yeah right..." he thought. "That's the only reason I'm trying to find them..." he smiled as he walked. As he turned a corner, he saw them all three walking towards him. Wearing nothing but bikinis. No robe, no towels, and already dripping wet from their showers. Dear gods in heaven.
This time, Jim looked at the blonde first. The combination of long wet blonde hair and the pink bikini just captured his eyes. The bottom was a regular old bikini, but the top was a very nice bikini with a transparent veil covering her belly. Or, rather, enhancing her belly. She had already looked stunning earlier when fully dressed, but now she was amazingly beautiful and sexy. Her large, heavy breasts bounced with each of her steps and the smile she gave him threatened to overwhelm him.
The goddess brunette, standing right next to her, was wearing a regular black string bikini. Regular in the sense that it was not designed for a pregnant woman, not designed for breasts that big. Dear Gods! She was raw sensuality, her breasts were lust made flesh. Whereas the blonde's breasts bounced, the brunette's swayed like drunken mermaids underwater. Slow because of their weight, moving all over the place as she walked, it was hypnotic!
And as for Jim's favorite redhead, she was wearing a black bikini with long fringes partially covering her belly. On either of the large spandex cups was a large and bright ochre flower, matching her hair color. Fire roses. She walked like a model on a catwalk, with utter confidence in her beauty despite, or perhaps because, of her pregnancy. Her breasts bounced with each of her steps, the freckled skin shining because of the small droplets of water. Looking at her fully exposed legs, Jim could now confirm that she would be rather thin when not pregnant. Her distended belly and large breasts stood out on her slimmer frame like wildfires in the night.
Jim froze, standing in place as he tried to make small talk. They assured him that everything was alright with them. They were just looking around for the best room. The blonde told him that they had been hoping that a private room would be available to them. Now that they had the entire spa to themselves, they intended to make the best of it. When Jim asked if they wanted bathrobes, the redhead replied "We found some when we changed, but they fit badly... And made us look even bigger than we already are!" The other two giggled. "In any case," she continued, "I'm sure you don't mind seeing us three whales walking by in our bikinis, right, Jim?"
"Of course I don't mind... And you don't look like whales!" he replied nervously. "In fact, all three of you—" and then Jim stopped talking, stunned at what he had been about to say.
He stammered and mumbled something while turning around, hoping to prevent his near blunder from turning into a disaster. But the redhead would have none of that. "What? What were you trying to say?"
When Jim turned back towards the three women, he saw that they were smiling. Especially the redhead. Once more, Jim paused, took a deep breath and said, softly, almost in a whisper "All three of you are gorgeous... But don't tell anyone I said that! We're not supposed to interact with customers like that. I could get fired!"
The three women looked at him with bright smiles, and in spite of his nervousness, he could see that they had appreciated the compliment. "Why, thank you Jim!" The blonde said. The redhead and the brunette also thanked him. With a brief nod Jim then turned around, hoping that his face hadn't been redder than the lava it felt like. As soon as he turned a corner he leaned against the wall and took deep breaths. A minute later he was calmer and a large grin appeared on his face. "This was going to be a wild day!" he thought, having no idea how true that would be.
Fifteen minutes later, Jim acknowledged the fact that he couldn't stop thinking about those three women, all alone with him here. With his heart beating faster, he got up and tried to find them. He eventually did, smiling as he saw that they had chosen one of the best rooms in the entire place. It was a fake hot springs with an Icelandic theme, complete with rocks, a painted vista of mountains, blue water with very gentle bubbles.
Jim couldn't see them from the outside, but because of the beaded curtain door, he could hear them. He tiptoed to the door and leaned in to listen to their conversation. What he heard stunned him. They were talking about sex. More precisely, about their insatiable and clearly unsatisfied sexual drive. Soon Jim learned a number of surprising and sometimes shocking thing about his only customers.
First, he learned their names. The blonde was called Aurelia, the brunette Helen and the redhead Elisha. Strange names, all of them. He briefly wondered if those were their true names. He could go and check on the receipt, at least for the redhead's name but Jim decided that it didn't matter much. Besides, he had no intention of leaving! He learned that all three of them were deeply sex starved and that their boyfriends or husbands, while loving and attentive, were now seeing them as mothers and not as women.
And it was clear to Jim, even if he didn't know much about pregnant women, or women in general for that matter, that those three guys were missing what would probably be great sex. Gods! Hearing them talk about how badly they wanted to be fucked! Shit! Jim had to shift his cock in his pants a few times, his erection uncomfortable as it kept growing. Clearly his cock was ready to please them. Any of them, or all of them at once! Jim snorted when he thought about that, laughing at his own exuberant imagination.
Luckily, the women didn't hear him. A few minutes later, they all shared that they had all been abusing their dildos for the past few months. Aurelia, the soft bodied blonde, was the worst. She told her friends how she used her two dildos in the shower, in the kitchen, in the bathroom, in her car before coming back home and even a few times in her bed, under the blankets while her husband slept! The two others laughed at that, but shared that they were getting more and more ravenous as well.
Then they began talking about their bodies, especially their breasts. Jim would have killed to be able to see them! They spent about twenty minutes comparing their sizes with the others, then with their pre-pregnancy sizes, their growth spurt, their weight, the size and color of their aureolas, the width and height of the nipples, what happened when their became hard with lust... Jim was going crazy outside. By now he had pulled his cock out from his pants and was slowly masturbating as he heard the three delicious women talking in hushed, sensual voices about their breasts.
Aurelia was having a great time with her two friends. She had been thinking about this day for a long while now. She hadn't had a girls' day in a long time, and spending that grey October day with them was just what the doctor ordered. Well, as she well knew, that or a long day of intense fucking! "Fat chance of that!" she thought.
Her husband seemed to have become more and more sexless as her pregnancy progressed. She sighed and enjoyed, secretly, the forbidden pleasure she had by watching her two very lovely friends wearing very little. Helen and Elisha both had stunning breasts, and seeing them topless like this was... mouthwatering!
Across from Aurelia, Elisha said that she wished the room had a closed door. "Maybe other guests have arrived by now... We should be careful with these bared breasts." she added. "Or maybe Jim would find the courage to pop in unannounced and see the three of us topless..."
The three women giggling like schoolgirls at the thought. "Think he wants to do that?" Helen asked.
"Of course he does!" replied Elisha. "He looked like a puppy in heat when he saw us in our bikinis!" The women all laughed again.
After a minute of silence Aurelia said "Girls, there's something I have to confess... I haven't only been abusing my own dildos... Would I shock you if I told you that I've even been using Michael's rubber pussy?" She had no idea how her friends would react to such a confidence and was a bit nervous.
"What?" was Helen's immediate reply. "For real?"
"Yeah!" Aurelia said. "And it was amazing!" She relaxed when they all laughed with her. "You know I'm slightly bi-curious, right? Well, for the past three months I've been indulging that itch, and I've been fantasizing about a woman while licking that rubber pussy!"
"Oh my Gods!" Elisha said.
"Fuck! Aurelia, that's wild!" Helen added, suddenly blushing yet grinning from ear to ear.
Aurelia laughed with them again, feeling her nipples harden as she thought about those delicious masturbating sessions. She didn't know if she'd push them too far with her lesbian tendencies. Thus far, they all seemed very comfortable with it. "Comfortable enough to push even more?" she wondered.



None of the women were aware that Jim was listening to them. He was breathing hard by now and he knew that if didn't stop, he would shoot a huge load of sperm all over the floor. Then again, he really didn't want to leave! It was then that an idea popped in his head.
With a grin, he released his cock and pulled the band of his pants back up, trapping his cock against his belly. He then walked to the other end of the spa and fired up the VIP room. It wasn't easily accessible and few of the regular client knew about it. It was a huge room with a few pools of different temperatures with full control of the intensity of the bubbles, lighting, music, etc...
But while he was happy to offer this gift to his three goddesses, there was another reason why he was so generous. Before being promoted to front desk duties Jim had worked in maintenance for about a year. During that year, he had discovered that one of the panels in the VIP room was loose. Without thinking about it he had gone in the employees only area behind that wall and had begun to fix the panel. Then, in a flash of voyeuristic lust, he had realized the opportunity this broken panel truly was.
Jim had ended up fixing the panel so that it wouldn't fall of its own but had made sure that he could slide it partially open. Since then however he had only used it once to spy on the guests. But it wasn't because of a moral restraint. Rather, it was because there usually were other employees that used this corridor. But five months ago, he had been able to look in, for about two minutes, on a big party. He was pretty sure that many of the girls there were escorts, and he still vividly remembered those two minutes. No sex, but lots of topless supermodels walking around in front of him.
With the VIP room ready for his three pregnant mermaids, Jim headed to the kitchens and prepared thee glasses of very good non alcoholic bubbly. Part of him would have liked to get them drunk, but the pregnancy foiled that plan. He walked with the silver platter all the way to the room they currently were in, and announced his presence. They invited him in. After carefully negotiating the beaded curtain with his platter, Jim walked in a turned the corner.
Once again, as prepared as he had been, Jim froze. Aurelia and Elisha were sitting on the edge of the pool, with water only up to their knees. He could see most of their bodies, all their glorious curves. Jim was shaken again, unable to believe that they were even sexier than he remembered them!
Elisha was sitting straight while gently caressing her belly and Aurelia was leaning backwards, resting on her hands, making her belly and two breasts stand out even more. The bright red and strawberry blond hair were dripping wet and clung to the smooth curves of their necks, shoulders and upper arms. Some fo those delicate strands also hugged the bulges of their cleavages like their hungry babies soon would.
Aurelia' position, leaning backwards like this, enhanced the smooth curves of her body in a way that should have been illegal. Contrary to her two friends' bikini top, hers looked either padded or in any case firmer. While gravity fought to pull her breasts downwards and to the sides in this position, that brave pink top fought back. Her breasts seemed to float on her body looking like two fat and round drops of water. In this position her swollen belly, beneath the transparent veil, seemed even bigger and longer, its curves mouthwatering as it disappeared between her legs.
Next to the blonde, Elisha's hair was so long that it also reached down to her belly, mixing with the black fringes! The fact that she was sitting straight up had forced her to open her legs very wide in an utterly lascivious position. Her big, rounded belly sank down between them. That same position also enhanced her cleavage. Her breasts were pushed inwards by her bikini, upwards by her belly and so gravity was actually pushing them forward. That triple threat meant that they were very nearly overflowing form her black top. Her breasts were breathtakingly sexy, and Jim melted inside as he glanced at them.
Jim was already sensing that his erection was moments away from coming back when Helen decided to walk out of the pool. While the blonde and redhead simply looked at him with expressions that reminded Jim of a lionesses and a red panther about to pounce, Helen saw the glasses of bubbly and grinned. She had been sitting in the pool with water up to her neck.
When she slowly moved out towards Jim, his heart began racing even faster. Helen's face was flushed from the heat and bright with sweat and water droplets. She had pulled up her long hair in a bun as to not get it wet, and it allowed Jim to see the nice curves of her neck and shoulders as she walked out. Of course, a few steps later and it wasn't her sexy neck that grabbed Jim's attention. Instead, it was her massive breasts. And, unbeknownst to her, one of her nipples.
When Helen ponderously heaved herself out of the water, her bikini top simply fell short of its impossible task. With the warm water pulling down on fabric that was already stretched beyond belief, one of the two spandex cups stretched too much and allowed one of Helen's nipples to slip free. And she didn't realize it. Jim did, though. He certainly did.
Not only was his sexually charged mind battered by the sight of Helen's luscious, overwhelmingly feminine and sensual body as it walked out of the pool like a damned fertility goddess, but it was also burned by that sole exposed nipple. Oh dear Gods! Just one nipple, which he glanced at for less than a second. But damn! The surge of blood that had only threatened to go to his cock was now surging.
Helen, still smiling innocently, walked up to him like lust incarnate and thanked him for the glasses. When she asked if it was alcohol-free bubbly, Jim only managed to nod. She gave him the brightest of smiles and picked up two glasses. Jim watched, amazed, as she moved to her friends before coming back for her own glass. Standing right in front of him, she stared into his eyes for a long moment. A long silent moment. Then, with another smile, she asked "Was there anything else?"
"Oh!" Jim cleared his throat. "Yes! Of course! I wouldn't be standing here for no reason! Of course!" Helen giggled as he stammered his way to looking even more like a fool. But it wasn't an unfriendly laugh. "There's this VIP room that few people know about. I've unlocked it and it's ready for you if you wanna try it."
"A VIP room?" asked Elisha from behind Helen, still sitting with her breasts threatening to spill out of her black top. "We're VIP for you Jim?"
Jim glanced at her and saw the eyes of a panther. "Yes, of course! You're my only clients, and so are my VIP for the day!"
As Aurelia and Elisha walked up to him, on either side of Helen, the redhead asked "We're your VIP only because we're the only ones here?"
"Of course not, you're my VIP because—"
Jim stopped and cursed inwardly. Helen giggled again as she walked past him, followed by Aurelia. They were all smiling, clearly aware that they had him wrapped around their little fingers. When Elisha walked past him in turn, she walked very close to him. As if that wasn't intense enough for Jim, she glanced at his crotch, then looked up at him while biting her lower lip. Jim gasped. With the three women now behind him, he quickly looked down and saw that his erection was visible, but not lewdly obvious, through his pants.
He cursed himself again, took a deep breath and turned around. Deciding that following those women wasn't the best of ideas, he quickly walked in front of them and guided them to the room. When they entered the VIP room, they pretty much all gasped. It was indeed a glorious room, and Jim knew it had cost more than a hundred thousand to build two years ago. As they slowly walked inside, looking at all the real trees and plants, real rocks, many real skylights, a gas fire and even real mist, Jim grinned. His erection was more or less under control now.
"And the last bonus is that you girls can lock this room and get all the privacy you want."
"Really? We could remove our bikinis and spend the day naked?" asked Elisha.
"Er... Yes, you could. No problem." Jim knew his face was reddening.
But Elisha wasn't done. "So even if more guests arrive, they won't be able to surprise us?"
"Exactly. It's VIP, after all!" Jim said, smiling.
But Elisha's eyes narrowed again and her smile was impish. "What about you? I'm guessing that you have the key?"
"Er, yes. I do."
"And are you the type of guy that would surprise three naked pregnant women?"
Jim's eyes opened wide at the very direct question, but also at the raw lust he could see in her eyes. Luckily for him, Helen intervened and said "Oh come on now Lisha... Give the guy a break. He just gave us a nice gift, so don't tease him to death!"
"Who said anything about teasing?" Elisha replied, still staring into Jim's eyes.
"Shut up, crazy bitch!" cried Aurelia from deeper in the room.
Jim was surprised by that rude comment, but when Elisha laughed, he guessed it was some sort of inside joke. "Ok then... Leave us Jim. I'll lock the door behind you!"
Once outside, as Jim walked towards the front door, his erection prevented him from running and he began laughing. "Crazy chicks!" He hung up the "Closed for maintenance." sign on the door and turned off most of the lights in the lobby. He then raced towards his secret spying spot and silently slid the panel open. The three women still had their bikinis on, which left him a bit disappointed. But he was shocked to hear what they were talking about.
Helen, like her two friends, was having a great time. They were still talking about Elisha's behavior, but by now the redhead was back on the offensive. "Don't play the prudish virgin, Helen! First off, pregnant as you are, nobody will believe that you're a virgin! Secondly, why did you leave your nipple hanging out like that?"
The busty brunette laughed. "You don't think my innocent look worked?"
"Worked? You made his cock work, I can guarantee you that!" Aurelia replied.
"I'm sure he thought I really didn't notice that my nipple was out." Helen replied, knowing that she wouldn't fool her friends.
She may not have been the wildest of the three, but she wasn't a prude either.
"What? You believe that he thinks that we wouldn't feel a nipple slipping out of our tops?" Elisha asked. "I'm not so sure he's that innocent, Helen. My guess is that he's onto you! He knows your pussy's dripping for him!" The redhead added.
"Look who's talking, you redheaded minx! You've been flirting with him ever since we got here!"
"I have not!" Elisha replied, but she was laughing.
"Pfffff!" Aurelia chipped in. "If his erection had been any more obvious, you would have removed your bikini bottoms and dropped on all four in front of him!"
By then all three women were laughing. They were sitting all around the hot rocks from where the mist came from.
By now Jim had his rock hard cock out, not quite believing that Helen and Elisha were talking as if they were ready to fuck him! Didn't they have guys in their lives? Weren't they pregnant, after all? The women remained silent for a minute or two, relaxing around the hot rocks. Elisha and Helen were fully reclined on the moss, looking like the goddesses they were.
Aurelia, still sitting next to her two friends, suddenly said, in a very playful voice "Oh! Girls! I can finally suck my own breasts for the first time in my life!"
"What? Really? Finally big enough?" asked Elisha.
"Oh yes!" replied Aurelia proudly.
"I don't believe you!" said Helen. "Prove it!"
"What?" Aurelia said, laughing. "Who's bi-curious now?" she added, still laughing.
But then, almost matter-of-factly, Jim saw her unsnapping the front part of her bikini top. It was obviously made for breastfeeding women and a second later her pale white skin and pale pink nipple were revealed. Now freed, that large breast seemed to burst from the elastics on either side. "Damn!" thought Jim, eagerly looking at the scene. "It looked even bigger than before!" Her skin was flawless, without a single freckle or visible vein or stretch mark. Clearly Aurelia's breast was made to be this big, this full. The pink aureola seemed to fade into existence, with no clear delineation, while the thick nipple surged outwards very proudly.
With the two other goddesses looking at her, Aurelia leaned her head forward, grabbed her freed breast with one hand and pulled it up to her lips. Jim's jaw dropped open as he watched a stunningly beautiful pregnant woman sucking up her own milk-filled breast. He didn't know if she was already expressing her milk, given how close she looked to be ready to give birth. But in any case, Aurelia was clearly having fun. She wasn't just showing them she could do it, she was also showing them that she was enjoying ever second of it!
Next to her, Helen was now sitting up and had pretty much the same slack-jawed expression that Jim had.
"Very nice Aurelia!" said Elisha. "Now, it's the first time sucking your own nipples, but is it your first time sucking a girl's nipples?"
Aurelia, with her lips still locked on her nipple, briefly paused to say "What do you think?"
Elisha and Helen laughed at her comment and watched Aurelia going to town on her own nipple. "Damn!" whispered Elisha. "For a bi girl, that must be even more fun than for us! Right Helen?" But Helen wasn't listening. Instead, she was engrossed by the sight of Aurelia sucking her soft nipple. "Well, well, well... What do we have here Helen? Why do you suddenly have family-of-four-sized tents on your breasts?"
Aurelia suddenly stopped sucking on her nipples and looked up and Helen. And she smiled. A smile containing so much lust that Jim shook. "Fuck!" she whispered, looking at Helen's huge nipples. "Is that for me?"
Helen, suddenly snapping out of her reverie, quickly looked at Aurelia and Elisha. "No! Of course not!" she stammered. And then she grabbed both her breasts to hide her nipples. What happened instead was that she unconsciously grabbed her two great tits and squeezed them in her hands. And then moaned!
"Oh Gods!" cried Elisha! "You are aroused by her breasts!"
Helen was about to deny it, but instead she sighed and smiled at Aurelia. "Yes. I admit. Look at yourself!" she said, grinning. "You're absolutely gorgeous, and yes, I've been... er... exploring bi-curious... well... ideas... or dreams about... Oh fuck... I'm sorry Aurelia. I shouldn't have said that."
As red faced and uncomfortable as Helen looked, Aurelia simply smiled. "Helen look at me." When the brunette did, Aurelia added "I don't mind. Really. After all, do you believe a girl could be bi-curious and not find her two best friends incredibly attractive? Shit, you're both hot as hell! And, if it puts you at ease, I've had fantasies about fucking you as well, Helen. A lot!" Helen and Aurelia stared at each other for a long while, and Jim and Elisha both wondered what would happen next.
After a long minute, Helen said "Well, it's definitely getting hot in here." With that, she slowly stood up and untied her bikini top. Elisha was laughing, but it was now Aurelia's turn to stare agape at the wonderful twins now unleashed. "Shit..." the blonde whispered. And with reason. Helen's breasts were somehow more beautiful than before, even though the bikini didn't hide much. In fact, the small bikini had forced her breasts into less than ideal positions and now they seemed to rise up to the occasion.
Jim and Aurelia were fascinated by the sheer size of those mammoth breasts, as well as the fact they they stood proudly up despite their immense weight. "Christ!" gasped Elisha. "You could really feed a family of four with those!"
"Shut up Lisha..." was Aurelia's absentminded reply.
When the blonde removed her top as well, Elisha laughed and said "Why not?"
In a matter of seconds, Helen's decision to remove her top had led to the three women being completely naked. Jim was going crazy, wanting to masturbate as hard as he could yet not wanting this to end. Ever. His eyes darted every which way, dancing from six stunning breasts to three colorful pussies and three pairs of round buttocks.
Elisha's bright pink aureolas stood out on her breasts. Despite the fact that she had teased Helen, her own very large nipples were fully engorged and unmissable. The combination of pale skin, reddish freckles and bright pink aureolas was mesmerizing. Her freckles reached down her arms, over her breasts and she even had a spattering of it on her large belly. That belly was, surprisingly enough, breast shape. It welled up smoothly below her breasts, curved generously down to her pussy with her belly button as a very small nipple. Jim could see her abdominal muscles on either side, defining those delicious curves.
The bright and fiery red patch of hair between her legs, barely trimmed at all, also drew Jim's attention and he squeezed his cock hard as his eyes feasted on her bush. Her legs, just slightly rounder than they would have been before her pregnancy, were also dotted with a handful of freckles which enhanced her very pale skin. As much as he found pregnant women beautiful, Jim would have given a lot to see Elisha naked a year ago.
If Helen had looked like a goddess of fertility earlier, she was almost beyond that now. Gods! So much curves, so much femininity, it was unbelievable. From her huge breasts to her immense belly (Jim wondered if she was carrying twins) to her rounded hips and full thighs... Her breasts were beyond description and seemed to violate a bunch of the laws of physics. It was supposed to be all fat tissue, but could fat really stand so big and so high at the same time?
Helen was femininity incarnate! And knowing that she was burning with lust, Jim didn't see her as the feminine-mother, but rather the feminine-lover. Like Elisha, her pussy was barely trimmed at all. Jim guessed that while pregnant, it was easier to just let it grow naturally. On her, with her curves, it only added to her incredible charm.
Then again, Aurelia proved him that some women would endure the hassle. When she stood up after pushing her bottom off, Jim saw that she only had a small patch of bright blonde hair above her pussy. Jim wondered how she was pulling this off. If she was so sex-starved, it wasn't likely that her husband was doing it for her...
After that, Jim groaned as he watched her pull her breasts from the maternity top one by one, watching them being pulled away from her body before falling back down heavily on her chest. Aurelia's breasts were nowhere near as big as Helen's, but they were more than big enough nonetheless! Watching them being pulled outwards before bouncing back made his mouth open. Her aureolas were so pale that if he glanced quickly enough, it looked like she didn't have any. But then again, her extended nipples looked delicious.
The three goddesses enjoyed the room and each other's company for a long while, naked as the day they were born, sexier than any pornstar Jim had ever seen. Thing heated up again after the twenty minute timer was done in the jacuzzi. They all sat on its edge and enjoyed the silence. In that silence, Helen looked at Aurelia and said, in a small voice "So, what was that about the rubber pussy?"
The women all laughed, but Aurelia answered anyway. "What? A girl has needs, and a prodigious imagination!" They laughed again.
"And you really do fantasize about eating another girl's pussy?" Helen asked.
"Yeah! I'm sure you like it when Malcolm does it to you, right?"
"Of course... Although it's not his favorite thing in the world... It's been so damned long since the last time I don't even remember when it was!"



"Yeah, men and pregnancy, right? Well then, imagine when it's a woman, who knows what it's like to have a pussy, that's giving it to you!" The laughed again, and Aurelia added. "Shit! I'm all hot and bothered just thinking about it! If Michael says no to me another time tonight, I think I'm going to call a damned hooker!"
Once again they all laughed, but Jim could see that Helen was staring at Aurelia. In the following silence, she said "I'd kill for someone to eat my pussy right now..." Aurelia looked at her friend and their eyes locked for a long time. Elisha's head was swivelling left and right, looking at them. Jim then saw Aurelia's eyebrows raising just a bit in an unspoken question. And he saw Helen's answering nod, very faint, but noticeable. Things were about to explode!
Helen's heart was racing. While that bi-curiosity wasn't exactly new, it wasn't something she thought about often. She envied Aurelia's freedom to explore that side of herself though, and every time the blonde told her about her admittedly few lesbian adventures, Helen was fascinated. And now, the look she saw in her friend's eyes was breathtaking.
Aurelia had been sitting right across from her. When the blonde slipped in the water and swam right up to her, Helen's breathing just stopped, Aurelia stood up on the shallower side, right between Helen's legs. Aurelia looked into her friend's eyes and whispered "Are you sure about this?"
Helen nodded. "Never been surer about anything else..." she said. While that was true, it was also one of the most stressful moment of her life.
Aurelia grinned, then kissed her friend on the lips. A short kiss, no tongue, but still a kiss. The experience was jolting. The first time Helen had ever kissed a woman on the lips. Her blonde friend then grabbed Helen's hand and kissed it as well, both on top of it and deep in her palm. She then moved back up to her arm, and shoulder, and between her mammoth breasts. With a gentle hand on her shoulder, as her kisses trailed lower and lower on her belly, Aurelia pushed Helen until she was fully reclining on the soft moss.
Helen gasped and breathed fast and deep. Given her immense belly, she couldn't see anything and closed her eyes and she focused all her attention on her skin. When she felt Aurelia gather both her breasts to push them together to squeeze them around her own face, Helen opened her mouth wide and smiled. Men or women, that same fascination for her breasts. Yet when the blonde grabbed one of her nipples into her mouth, Helen's smile faded and she felt a first surge of pleasure. "Oh dear Gods!" she thought. "This... this is different!"
Helen couldn't figure out why it was different though. Somehow she 'knew' that it was a woman on her breasts, but she couldn't have explained why. Aurelia whispered "I could stay here all day, but that's not what you wanted..." Helen, having just started to feel comfortable with a mouth on her breasts, was suddenly nervous again. The lower Aurelia's kisses went, the more excited she became. Turning her head, Helen saw the fascination on Elisha's face and smiled. "Thought you were the most adventurous of us all, did you?" she thought.
But then a light kiss on her inner thigh brought her focus back to where it should be. Aurelia was gentle, very gentle. Yet Helen could feel her passion. She wasn't doing this simply as an intimate favor between friends. Oh no, she was enjoying this. Her lips, tongue and fingers were delicate and allowed her time to both relax and enjoy this moment.
A few kisses, then a tongue darting between those lips to touch hers, a soft bite with her lips on the soft flesh right at the junction between thigh and pussy, a finger tickling the lubricated flesh around her hole... And when the last remaining hesitation melted away, Helen felt her thighs relaxing fully. As if reading that cue, Aurelia opened her mouth and essentially made love to her pussy.
Heavy as she was, Helen nevertheless arched her back when Aurelia dove deeper, crying out in raw pleasure. She had never, ever felt that much pleasure during a cunnilingus before. And to think that she hadn't even guided Aurelia, and this was their first time! She placed both her hands on her face, covering her eyes and she kept moaning. She forgot about being pregnant, she forgot about her sexual frustration with her boyfriend, forgot about how awkward her body was... All she knew in this world was the sweetest mouth of one of her best friends.
Jim was flabbergasted. He had, of course, seen a lot of lesbian porn movies. And like most men, he had found them incredibly arousing. Seeing it live, if from afar, was breathtaking. And, it seemed, it was also shocking for Elisha. He could see on her face that she was shocked by this development. The gorgeous redhead, still looking like a naked goddess of fire, was staring at her friends, clearly not knowing what to think of this.
Jim knew, though. His cock knew as well. It was the hottest thing he had ever seen in his life! When Aurelia lifted her head from between her friend's pussy, cheeks glistening with Helen's juices, Jim thought that he had never seen anything as sexy. And then she said "Lisha... Why don't you join in?"
The redhead gaped, then smiled and shook her head. "Christ... I'm dripping wet, but this is... this is so fucking weird!" Aurelia laughed and dove back down, to the moaning delight of Helen. "Shit!" Elisha added, standing up. "I'd fuck any man right now!"
"Even Jim?" that was from Helen, her voice now lower with lust.
"Shit yeah!" Jim's heart stopped for a moment when he heard her say that. But she wasn't done. "He's had a hard-on all day long is my guess. I'm not sure about eating pussy, but if he came in naked with his cock hard, I would indeed kneel in front of him and let him do whatever he wants with me."
Both the other women laughed when she said that, then resumed enjoying that cunni. Jim, on the other hand, found himself shaken to his core. In a second he made a decision that he never thought he could have the balls to do. He placed his cock back into his pants and ran to the VIP room's door. He undressed completely and unlocked the door.
When Jim entered, he saw Elisha turning her head towards him. She was surprised, but quickly that surprise changed into something else. Something a lot... redder. His thick cock was standing proudly in front of him and he saw her trembling. She was so aroused that she actually trembled with lust! Jim had never seen such a thing and it floored him. She walked towards him, staring into his eyes. When she arrived, she said "I don't know how you were listening on us and I should be pissed about it." She paused, knelt in front of him with his cock mere inches away from her, and added "But right now I don't care. Do whatever you want with me. I'm your fucktoy."
Jim had no idea if the two other women were aware of him. He didn't care. He was a virgin about to loose that virginity to a pregnant red panther, the hottest woman he had ever seen. His inexperience probably showed right there. He was sure that a more experienced man would have pushed his cock into her mouth, but he just froze. Elisha saw this and her expression changed. "Are you serious?" she said, surprised. "Oh nice... You're going to taste of cherry!" she added, a naughty expression on her face.
And then she took him in her mouth. Despite the fact that Elisha's body was a feast for his eyes, despite the stunning sight of his cock in a beautiful woman's mouth, Jim closed his eyes and threw his head back. He'd had no idea how wonderful a blowjob, from a skillful woman, could be. He had certainly guessed and imagined, but the reality of it struck him like a truck. Eventually he looked back down and opened his eyes wide.
She had wrapped one of her fists around the base of his cock as she ate the rest of it, and her other hand was busy caressing his balls. What that woman could do with her mouth... Shit! And the combos she was doing with her fingers! Oh Christ! The way she pulled on his skin all the while following with her tongue hard on his glans then twirling lighter licks all over it... Jim was entranced. She looked up through bright red locks, a look of such intense lust in her eyes as she kept sucking him, and Jim knew he was hers.
From very far away he heard the loud climactic moans of a woman, but for now all he could handle was the gorgeous redhead sucking his cock. "I was a virgin this morning, and now a goddess is sucking on my cock as if her life depended on it!" He began to shake with so much pleasure, and after having masturbated on and off for a while now, he was already on the verge of cumming. As he whispered "I'm about to...", she interrupted him.
"I know, go ahead my dear."
As he gasped, feeling so damn much pleasure rising from his balls, he opened his eyes and saw the two other goddesses standing right next to Elisha. Incredulous, he stared into her eyes as he came, filling her mouth with his sperm. He placed his hand on her head for a bit of leverage as his body trembled in this, his first female induced climax. And what a climax!
By the time he stopped shooting sperm into the redhead's mouth, she was laughing at the amount. When she pulled away from his throbbing cock, he saw her swishing his sperm in her mouth. Somehow it shook him even further. Tilting her head back slightly, she opened her lips and carefully said "That's virgin sperm, my friends..." The two other girls oohed and laughed, but Jim's eyes were riveted on Elisha's mouth and throat as she finally swallowed.
"Damn that was sweet!" she said. "But I want more! Much more. And not into my mouth. Think you'll be up for round two Jim?"
"What about round three and four?" Helen asked.
Elisha laughed when she saw Jim's eyes opening wide. But, looking down, she saw that his cock was still hard. "Oh, to be with a young male again!" she thought. She grabbed his hand and guided him down to the spa they had been using before. The look on his face as he walked, surrounded by three naked and pregnant goddesses of fertility, was priceless. Once down near the spa, she made him recline on the moss. Slowly, her large belly forcing her to slow down, she straddled his body and squatted right above his cock. She shivered when she felt his cock touching her drenched lips. As she slid her pussy up and down the underside of his cock, she wondered "Was I really going to be unfaithful with this youngster? Would I cheat on my boyfriend, the father of my unborn child? Shit yeah!"
Before Jim's cock could soften any further, she grabbed it and pulled it up until the angle was right. Looking up at him, she said "Ready for this, Jim?" When he simply nodded, she replied "Oh no you're not... Just count yourself lucky that I'm pregnant and limited in my movements... Otherwise I'd break your mind with too much pleasure!" Her friends laughed at her bold comment, but Jim only seemed even more flabbergasted.
She finally lowered herself and cried out in glorious pleasure when his cock parted her lips and stretched her pussy. She eventually relaxed completely, letting her weight push her downward until she fully sheathed his cock. "Fuck that's good!" she cried out loud. "Jim! You have a great fucking cock young man!" Placing her hands on his chest, squeezing her large breasts in the process, she leaned forward and began riding him.
Jim was beyond happy. He was just now loosing his virginity to a beautiful sexy woman, a pregnant one at that, confirming his fetish, all the while two other beautiful pregnant women were kneeling right next to him, apparently waiting their turns. It was just way too much. When Elisha leaned forward, making her breasts pop between her breasts, Jim gaped and reached for those breasts. Soon the very large aureolas engorged with blood and her nipples grew even larger and firmer than they had been. It seemed completely surreal but he couldn't get enough of them.
Having had just climaxed intensely, Jim was pretty sure he could last a while now, especially since Elisha wasn't going all that fast. Staring into her eyes, where he could see lava flowing, he was nevertheless swept up into this absolutely unique lovemaking. Unique because it was his first, because she was a dazzling redhead and because she was pregnant. What a fucking way to lose your virginity! None of his friends would ever believe him!
"Aurelia..." Elisha's voice surprised him. "Would you mind... coming here and... well, placing your hand on..."
The bright blonde smiled and knelt next to her friend. "Of course, my pleasure."
Jim watched as Aurelia placed her fingers on Elisha's pussy and began caressing the redhead's clit. She moaned and groaned, saying "Shit! I so wish I could ride you into the ground like a pile driver! But this... Christ!" she moaned a few times, each time rising in pitch. "This will have to... Fuck, this is crazy! I'm fucking this stranger and I'm going to... Oh Shit!" she cried before literally screaming her climax with all her strength.
Jim was stunned at the sight of a real woman, not a porn actress faking it, really climaxing. It was absolutely beautiful and he felt even more fortunate than he had before. Elisha lifted her arms above her head as she twisted upon his cock. As she did, Jim's hands slipped from her breasts to her belly and he caressed every last square inches of it, feeling her hot skin, sheen of sweat and the tremors that was raking her body as she climaxed still. Feeling her lifting her knees slightly, Jim pushed his hips as high as he could, pushing his cock even deeper.
Elisha cried out and fell towards him. If she hadn't been pregnant, she would have crashed upon him, her breasts mashed against his pecs. As it were, she stopped herself with her arms and gasped a few times before taking a very long breath. What Jim saw in her eyes at that moment was beyond his ability to understand, but it would remained etched in his mind for a long time. Elisha finally pulled away from him and slid right into the hot waters, moaning one last time.  
Jim sat up to look at her, yet was pushed back down by Aurelia as she took her turn above him. Feeling completely overwhelmed by the situation, Jim was now about to be used by another pregnant beauty. She was as eager, if not more, than Elisha had been. While Elisha had pressed her pussy against his cock to juice it up, maybe even tease him, Aurelia didn't waste a single second. Jim didn't think he even touched her lips as Aurelia held them opened. Instead, his first contact with her pussy was inside it, all the way until he felt it hit bottom.
Jim groaned when Aurelia's body fell on him, but not because of her weight. His body was simply being rocked as hard as his mind. Aurelia's pussy felt different than Elisha's and her motions were also different. His brain eventually stopped trying to make sense of this and simply accepted that he was being used by those three women. Jim realized with a grin that he'd pay to be used daily in such a manner!
His senses were overwhelmed by Aurelia's body, as his eyes and hands reached and grabbed anything they could. Clearly more flexible that Elisha, Aurelia leaned forward and reached down for a kiss. An intoxicating kiss, overwhelming for the young virgin. Jim barely realized that she was also using this position, with this angle, to grind her clit on his firm body. Aurelia broke the kiss with a cry and a shout and Jim watched her face, mesmerized, as she came mere inches away from him. Wet from the water and sweat, many strands of Aurelia's golden hair were plastered on her face as she cried Jim's name repeatedly.
Before he could make sense of what was happening, Helen mounted him. He was either blacking out in short bursts, or his mind simply wasn't able to make sense of what was happening. Fifteen minutes ago he was a virgin, and now a third woman was riding him, a pregnant goddess no less! As he watched her impossible body bouncing on his cock, Jim could only count his blessings. He had never seen a woman so big and so lovely, nor so sexy.
Unable to resist anymore Jim sat up, as much as he could, and took one of her nipples into his mouth. He had zero experience with this, but he knew he was blessed. Helen's aureola was huge, and so was her nipple. As he sucked hard, he felt it reach deep into his mouth and heard Helen moaning. Pouncing on her other nipple, Jim repeated the same process. Once it was coated with his saliva, he made his lips and tongue dance upon them, each in turn, and laughed as he now heard Helen climaxing.
Seeing and feeling such a huge woman climaxing upon him was mesmerizing. He would have loved to climax with her, but then again he knew he wasn't finished yet. He wanted more of those pregnant pussies! When she finally rolled of once her own climax was over, Jim knelt on the moss. The three women were now in the pool, watching him. With burning eyes again, Elisha looked at him and said "Now... You can imagine that if word of this reaches the outside world, we'd all be in trouble." Jim stared at her, uncomprehending. Elisha continued. "Is there something we could do to you to forever insure your silence?"
Jim was stupefied. He had just received gifts beyond his wildest imagination, and they were offering more? The first thought that came into his head was that he wanted to taste them. "Can I kiss your pussies?" The three women looked at each other and grinned. For the next thirty minutes, not only did Jim kiss their pussies, but they had done their best to train him to be the best damned pussy eater he could be.
Soon Jim's entire face was covered with a heady mix of juices from all three women, and he had even begun to learn what each of them liked. Elisha wanted the most direct stimulation on her clit, Aurelia wanted his tongue as deep as he could get it while Helen wanted his tongue spread as wide as he could all over her lips and clit.
After that, while Jim was dazed with lust, the three goddesses placed themselves on all fours, in a semi-circle around him, ass firsts. Jim fucked one of them about ten penetrations before switching to the other one. Despite the long cunnilingus class pause, Jim was beyond aroused and excited. After fucking Aurelia's pussy until he was close to climaxing, he asked them all to kneel in front of him. When he stood up, masturbating, Elisha looked at him and said "Pervert!" But she was laughing, as were the two others.
When Jim climaxed, he shot the first rope of cum directly onto Elisha's face, the second on Aurelia's breasts and the third directly into Helen's mouth. None of the three women would have much liked that in their regular lives, but right now they were just as sex crazed as Jim was. He spent the rest of his sperm by spreading them over those three lovely faces and six glorious breasts.
He finally stumbled to the pool and groaned in raw contentment. When he saw the three goddesses joining him, Jim smiled, closed his eyes and thanked this grey October day.
***
Six months later, Jim's life had returned to normal. He didn't have any more contact with the women. Given that they were all about to give birth the last time he had seen them, he was pretty sure that they weren't interested in having a youth in their lives. In any case, they knew where to find him.
Looking out the window at the grey, rainy April day, he nevertheless smiled as he remembered that fateful day. When the door opened suddenly, Jim took a breath and stood up straight to welcome the clients. But it wasn't a client. It was three gorgeous women. A redhead, a blonde and a brunette. Much changed from last time, but so damned sexy nonetheless. When Elisha winked at him, Jim knew he was in for another day of fun.
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Amber was smiling, alone in the shower, remembering last night's fun with her boyfriend Jake. She wasn't sure that he wasn't still sleeping in his room, across the hall from the bathroom. Jake was Amber's third serious boyfriend and, by far, was the best lover she'd ever had. Her first boyfriend would always have a special place in her heart, and she couldn't deny that their break-up had left a permanent wound deep inside her. Yet Jake had made Amber forget about any of her other boyfriends or one-night stands.
She shivered in the hot shower and was barely surprised when she felt a pulse of pleasure low in her belly. As she slipped her hand down her belly and over her red bush and pussy, Amber closed her eyes and grinned. "His tongue!" she thought, almost swooning like a little girl! After their first night together, about six months ago, she had forced him to open his mouth and stick out his tongue. He had laughed, complied and laughed again when Amber shrugged and said "Well, what do you know... It's a normal tongue!"
But Jake wasn't only good in bed. He was growing more and more important to her, and she even surprised herself by thinking about the future with him. The far future. Even with her first boyfriend, she had been so captivated by the present that long term questions had never come up. With Jake though, they was starting to. Amber didn't know what to think about that. On the one hand, she was very happy to have found such a guy, but then again, she was still very young and had no intention of marrying or settling down young!
Then again, when she thought about a possible home for them, a huge room with a huge bed to spend nights and days in... Amber giggled in the shower, feeling her entire body tingle as the thick soap washed down her skin. As she washed her hair, feeling her breasts swaying, she remembered how he had licked, sucked, eaten, explored, bit and devoured her pussy last night for what had felt like an hour. She was pretty sure he hadn't remained down there that long, but still it had been enough to give her two climaxes!
Amber realized that one of her hands had come back to her pussy and that she was lightly caressing herself. Closing her eyes, feeling the shampoo slide over her face, she remembered when he had turned her around on her belly and had played with her ass for a while. "Oh dear gods in heaven!" she remembered moaning. Jake and her both liked anal sex and enjoyed it regularly. But yesterday had only been the second time he had eaten her ass and teased her asshole with his tongue.
Amber knew that not all girls liked to give anal sex to their boyfriends, and that most that did found it rather painful. But she didn't. Even the very first times she had done it. Now it was just pleasant through and through. When she had let him know that she liked anal and that it wasn't painful for her, Jake had gotten hard instantly. They had already been naked and ready for bed, but they got delayed for about an hour as he had experienced the longest and absolute best anal sex of his young life.
In the shower, Amber arched her body, pressing her hand firmly on her pussy as she controlled a moan. In the end, he hadn't fucked her ass, but as he had taken her pussy, Amber had still been shaking with post climax aftershocks. And now, if she didn't stop, she would have to bring herself off by herself, right there in the shower!
When the bathroom door opened suddenly, Amber smiled and poked her head from behind the curtain. She was expecting Jake to come and join her, just in time for a silent shower fuck. Which would have been extremely fun. Jake still lived with his parents, as did she, and already they'd had made love a few times with either them or his brother just on the other side of a wall.
Imagining Jake's parents a few feet away as they made love was absolutely thrilling for Amber. And as for Jake's brother Jason, it was fun as well, but different. Jake and Jason were twins. Identical twins. Very identical. As it happened, Amber had two cousins who were identical twins. And while some people had trouble knowing which was which, she could always tell. Maybe because she had grown up with them.
But with Jake and Jason, even after many months, she still got confused sometimes. And now, this morning, as she looked at one of them entering the bathroom, she hesitated a moment. Usually, the hairstyle made it easy to tell them apart, but this early in the morning, before they had time to do their hair, it wasn't that easy. Jake must have seen her expression and said, "It's me baby..." He smiled, then added, whispering, "My brother wouldn't enter the bathroom while you're showering..."
Amber saw Jake grinning as she pulled the curtains wide open. He then groaned as he looked at her body, from her wet red hair all the way down to her perfect feet. The moment they met, they had both felt an incredible attraction. Amber had been really impressed by his looks, his build and absolutely turned on by the energy he radiated around her. He, on the other hand, had been fascinated by her long red hair, bright green eyes, lovely face with a touch of freckles and the soul-melting smile she had given him at the end of their first date.
Then again, the rest of her body was just as stunning. Her breasts were as round, firm and proud as they could get on an eighteen-year-old girl, thrusting forward and always dancing. Jake had seen beautiful B cup breasts, and beautiful D cup breasts as well. But Amber's full C cup seemed to be just perfect on her lean frame.
The first time she had let him see them naked, Amber had giggled as his jaw had dropped. But given that her giggle had made them tremble, his jaw had only dropped lower. On the peaks of those marvelous mounds were two small pink areolas surrounding rather big nipples. "Your breasts look like celebrations, feasts in honor of life, femininity and beauty. I'm humbled that you chose to invite me to that celebration." he had said to her, after regaining control of his jaw. She had laughed, then looked at him a while longer, more seriously. The kiss they had shared afterwards had cemented the initial passion each had felt for the other and had paved the way for what had already felt like the start of a long and wonderful relationship.
And so now she saw him staring at those very same breasts as they were dripping with water, and heard Jake growling as he pushed his boxers off. By the time he was in the shower with her, his cock was already hard and they were both kissing passionately. Amber was taken by his passion and wanted to merge into him. But of course, only he could properly do that.
Soon his cock became more insistent, and it didn't take much to convince Amber to climb up. She could have turned around and offered him her pussy from behind, but she wanted to face him this morning. She placed one foot on the edge of the shower against the wall and the other on the opposite edge. When he finally entered her, she gasped and grabbed him hard around the shoulders. When she felt him support her ass with both hands, she lifted her legs up and wrapped them around his waist.
In this position, she felt him go much deeper into her. Soon he turned sideways, pushing her back against the wall. As she grinned and bit his shoulder lightly, too much pleasure exploding so quickly, Amber thought about Jason, probably still sleeping right behind her. They couldn't make too much noise, but shit his cock was so good! She bit him again, harder this time. Jake had to vary his rhythm, otherwise the falling water would make their activities too obvious to anyone listening.
Jake didn't have a thick cock, but he was certainly longer than any of her previous boyfriends, hitting deeper spots in many positions. And this one, with her knees raised, provided one of the deepest penetrations. Naughtily, she wondered if Jason had a similar cock. Grinning, she thought that he must, given that he had the same genes. "Somehow," she thought, "I'll have to find a way to ask his girlfriend once he finds one..."
She quickly forgot Jason's cock when she felt Jake touching her asshole with his finger. Pulling up from his neck, she looked at him with her eyes narrowed. "Naughty boy..." she said.
"Yeah, so what are you going to do about it?" he replied, whispering.
"Are you serious? You want to fuck my ass in here with your brother right in the next room?"
"Yeah. You don't?" he asked, looking deep into her eyes.
"Oh, you're so bad..." she replied. "You want to hear me say that I'm turned on by thinking about your brother as we fuck?"
Jake seemed surprised to hear her. Amber would realize later that this was not exactly what he had asked. But right now, she was dizzy with lust and couldn't think very straight. She knew she had taken a risk by saying that, but she was beginning to surmise that the brothers had a special relationship. Jake had dropped a few hints, very veiled, very obtuse, but still... It wasn't the first time Jason had popped up as they talked about sex.
"Maybe?" he said.
"So naughty... So naughty, Jake. You want to hear that thinking about your brother during sex excites me? Tsk. tsk. tsk..."
To her surprise, Jake let her down and turned her around to face the wall. Then very quickly he knelt behind her and bit into one of her round buttocks. "I'm starting to think that you really liked this part of our marathon cunnilingus session last night."
"Really?" she said, giggling. "What makes you think that?"
"Oh, I don't know... Maybe the loudness of your cries as I did this..."
Jake interrupted himself by flicking his tongue deep between her ass cheeks. Amber did moan as he did, even though the position wasn't ideal. Nevertheless, Jake pushed his face deeper into her ass, feeling the firm flesh with his cheeks and hands. Mauling those wonderfully athletic buttocks, Jake buried himself as deeply as he could and feasted on her pussy and asshole.
Amber tried her best to resist moaning out loud, yet laughed as Jake had been absolutely right. She was rather open about sex and what she liked, but this particular fetish was a bit strange. If Jake was open and willing... Shit! "Maybe because he likes regular anal sex so much, he'll see it as a decent exchange?" she thought, squirming in pleasure against the bathroom wall.
After a few minutes, Jake stood up and pulled the curtains open. Amber followed him out and he pushed her against the vanity top. Looking into the mirror, he saw her breasts hanging from below her body, her long hair all over her back and falling on the side to give a backdrop to her breasts and Amber's eyes and smile as she looked at him. She wondered if he was going to take her ass, but figured that without lube nearby, it would be too much of a hassle with spit.
She then felt his cock against her pussy. Her pussy didn't need any extra lube, as it was already dripping. She felt his long cock slipping into her again until his thighs pressed against her lovely ass. As he pulled out and pushed back in a few times, Amber dropped on the vanity top and moaned louder. "Shhh..." Jake said. "You'll wake my brother."
Amber laughed and looked at him again in the mirror. "Oh yeah, Jason. Him again... How would you react if he opened the door without knocking right now?"
"Shit! You're crazy!" Jake said, smiling.
"I'm serious! What would you do?"
"I don't know!" he said, his eyes rolling back, overwhelmed by her sweet pussy. "Gods your pussy is magical!"
"Thanks, lover..." she purred.
Then, looking at her in the mirror, Jake asked "What would you do, naughty girl? What would you do if he opened the door?"
Amber laughed, an utterly sexy low-pitched laugh. "Well, as long as we're playing here, what if I told you that I'd just open my mouth and let him put his cock inside?"
"My god, you're insane!" Jake said, but Amber could see him tense up as a wave of pleasure flowed through him.
"What would you do?" she asked again, whispering. "What would you say? Would you let him fuck my mouth as you took my pussy?"
"As long as we're playing?" he asked.
"Yeah..."
"Well, I think I'd— "
But he was interrupted by a very real knock on the door and then by Jason's groggy voice. "You guys finished soon? I need to pee!"
Amber and Jake froze, and while his cock kept surging with blood in her pussy, they stopped moving completely. Did he know they were fucking? Did he actually know? Amber couldn't be sure. But Jake said, in a remarkably controlled voice "Give us five minutes... Amber's not dressed."
"Ok, hurry up!"
When they heard him moving away, Jake looked at her in the mirror and said, "Sorry babe... won't have time for your climax."
"No problem my love... Just fill me with sperm and I'll have my way with you later."
And so, he did. Jake resumed fucking her, much faster but stopping himself just before slapping against her ass. He dearly wanted to, but he knew that the slapping sound would alert everybody. Amber felt him tensing up less than a minute later and soon he was climaxing, dumping a huge load into her pussy as she had asked of him.
After he pulled out and she straightened up, Jake grabbed her in his arms and whispered, "You're really crazy, you know that?"
"Ha-ha, yeah. But only so long as we're playing, right?"
"Yeah, sure."
Looking at him, Amber wasn't convinced that he believed that she had been only roleplaying. In fact, she wasn't sure of him either. Had he been just playing? She dearly hoped that he hadn't felt her trembling with pleasure when she said that she would take Jason's cock in her mouth. But fuck had that felt good! She cleaned up as best she could and wrapped a towel around herself before getting out of the bathroom.
Looking at Jason, his eyes half closed in sleep, she felt pretty sure that he didn't know a thing. She turned around and looked at him ambling towards the toilet, with a naked Jake right there. The two brothers were not shy around each other. Amber could see Jake's cock, mostly soft now, as it hung from the bottom of his tight abs. When Jason started to pee, his back to her, she wished she could see his as well.
Jake looked at her and signalled her to leave, smiling. Amber went to his room and dropped into his big bed. "Why had it felt this good to imagine sucking on Jason's cock?" she wondered. Then she realized that her pussy was still tingling, her pleasure unassuaged. This was dangerous, she knew. Too much sex on her mind wasn't a good idea.
To make things worse, Amber and Jake never managed to find a private moment during the day to fuck again and let Amber have her climax. At dinner, with both brothers and their parents, she felt like she was chomping at the bit. She hadn't worn panties under her short skirt, and if anyone dropped anything under the table, they would get a clear shot at her pussy. Nobody did.
The weather was fine and hot, and Amber and the twins went outside to enjoy the late evening together. They drank a few beers and wine, but didn't go overboard. Soon Amber wanted nothing more than to get back inside and fuck Jake's brains out. But Jake didn't seem to be in a hurry. In fact, they both began talking about gym and weights and how much they could lift. Amber really liked their bodies, but couldn't stand hearing them talk about all that. At one-point Jake removed his shirt and showed his brother his pecs. It was all in good fun: the two of them really loved each other, but Amber sighed.
She went inside and changed into a thin nighty, hoping that Jake would get the message. It felt weird to come out dressed like that with Jason around, but she was so aroused that she didn't care. When she came back Jake was standing at the edge of the pool, his back to her. Jason was nowhere in sight and Amber thought "This is my chance!" she walked to him and wrapped her arms around him.
She groaned as she felt the heat of his skin through the nighty and hugged him hard, making sure to press her breasts firmly against his back. When she rubbed her hands down his abs, she heard him clear his throat and say "Well, that's very friendly there Amber..."
"Jason?" she cried, letting him go. "Oh shit, I'm so sorry!" she said, feeling her face turning red.
"No worries..." he said, turning around with a smile. "That actually felt really good. It's been a while..."
"Yeah... Sorry about that. Want me to fix you a date with a friend of mine?" she asked, trying to hide her nervousness.
"Err... I'm not a big fan of arranged dates, but yeah, maybe that would be good. Got a friend who looks like you?" he said, winking at her and laughing.
Amber laughed nervously, but she could see that Jason was teasing her. He didn't look like a wolf trying to make a move yet she still felt like a little lamb, mostly naked so close to him with Jake nowhere to be found.
When he did pop up a minute later, he took one look at her and said "Oh... Well Jason, that's my cue. Good night bro. See you tomorrow." Amber was glad to take his hand, and she nearly pulled him to their bed. As he was watching her let the nighty fall, revealing her complete nudity, Jake smiled and said, "I'm pretty sure you gave my brother something to think about in bed later..."
"Shut up!" she replied, laughing. "Just come here and fuck me!"
And so, he did. Both of them were into rather kinky things from time to time, but tonight Jake simply pushed Amber on her back and knelt between her legs. As he laid over her, guiding his cock against her pussy, his mouth found hers and they began kissing intensely. Amber was burning up and now she was the one trying to guide his cock into her. Jake laughed as he felt the tip of his cock finding her opening, and they both moaned as he slipped inside her.
He found the angle that Amber really liked, with one of his legs slightly over one of hers, and was soon ploughing into her in the missionary position. Amber, having smouldered like a volcano all day long, felt her pleasure rushing up at an incredible speed. As she started to breathe more irregularly, Jake slowed down and said "Wanna continue with our little game from this morning?"
"Only if you promise not to leave me hanging this time." she replied, her mind always intrigued by sexual games.
"Promised..." He kissed her ear a few times before saying "In ten seconds I'm going to go out of my room, wait a minute and come back. And you won't know if I'm Jake or Jason."
Amber was so surprised by his idea that she didn't even have time to reply. Jake turned the lights off and got out of his room naked before closing the door. His parents were long asleep, and the only other person who could see him was his brother. She heard him walking away, then walking back. In the near darkness, Amber's eyes widened as she saw one of the two brothers come in, kneel between her legs and slip his cock inside.
His body was cooler than it had been, his cock was drier and he even groaned differently. Despite the thirty second pause, Amber felt her pleasure exploding and soon, as she was holding on to the powerful body over her, she felt her climax being triggered. "Shit... Jake, your cock feels so good!" she cried. Then, on a taken breath, added in a very different tone, "Jake?"
The guy upon and inside her, instead of replying, just growled "What a good pussy!"
Even in the throes of her climax, Amber noticed that it was a bit more vulgar than Jake usually was with her. But he could be playing... "Jake, is that you? Oh shit, yeah, just like that, keep doing that... Fuck!"
"What if I told you I was Jason, and the switch had been planned while you changed into that sexy nighty?" the guy said. He was half whispering, half growling, so the voice was hard to identify.



"I don't care who you are, your cock's godlike and just don't stop..."
Amber was trashing under her lover, trying her very best not to cry out her very intense pleasure. When she felt her pleasure finally beginning to wane, her lover noticed it as well. Immediately, he reached under her, grabbed her thigh and pulled it way up. The new position, something Jake and her had never done before, allowed her lover a lot more freedom of movement and he started to fuck her really hard. It didn't trigger an immediate second climax, but it certainly brought her climax back to life for a long moment.
And then, without stopping even though they had started not that long ago, she felt her lover abandon himself to his own climax. "Do you want me to come inside you?" he growled, something Jake had stopped asking a long while ago.
"Of course, fill me, my love." she replied.
Amber felt herself being shaken wildly by her lover's pleasure and orgasm. Jake or Jason, she didn't know and didn't much care anymore, simply took her savagely. At one point, as he groaned, he rose on his arms and she saw him staring at her breasts. "Fuck your breasts are amazing... Just fucking amazing!" he cried as he kept ploughing into her violently until his climax was truly spent.
The male in her arms turned over and ended up next to her on the bed, panting hard. Amber, having mostly recovered, turned to her side and stared at him. In the dim light, she tried to identify which of the brothers had just thoroughly fucked her. And she couldn't. Her heart was beating fast, her breathing was shallow and just as fast. Then the man next to her turned his head towards her and smiled. "Should I be worried, my love?"
"What?" she asked, stunned.
"You seemed to have quite a remarkable climax thinking about my brother."
"Bah! I knew it was you all along!" she lied.
"Really? Who am I, then?" he asked, smiling.
"Stop it Jake! Of course I knew it was you!" she lied. "Playing wicked games like this is one thing, but actually doing it?" Amber exhaled noisily.
"I'm pretty sure he'd say yes!" said Jake.
"Of course he would, I'm fucking hot!" Amber replied, laughing.
"That you are... That you are."
They fell asleep a bit later and Amber woke up late the following morning. Once more, she got up before Jake. Looking at the time, she knew that Jake's parents would have already left for work. A wicked smile on her face, Amber put on the same nighty she had put on last night and went to the kitchen.
When she saw Jason siting at the table, studying, she grinned and walked in. He saw her as she walked through a shaft of sunlight and, his eyes wide, gasped audibly. As if startled by his own gasp, Jason looked up into Amber's eyes and apologized. "Oh damn... It's my turn to apologize Amber... I'm sorry."
Amber hadn't expected him to gasp, but wasn't displeased about it. Not at all. Looking down at herself in the sunlight, she saw that the sun was making the nighty more transparent than usual. "Oh... I didn't know that... with the sun. It's the sun you see!" she said, laughing. "I don't mind Jason. Can I take it as a compliment?" she asked, still standing in the sunlight.
Jason, surprised, smiled with her. "Of course. But if it's a compliment, let me make it proper. You're remarkably beautiful Amber, and my brother is a very lucky man."
"Why thank you!" she replied, smiling coyly.
Jason, seeing that she was staying in the sunlight, openly stared at her for a few moments. Then a few moments more. With his pencil frozen above his book, he kept staring at her, enjoying everything she was offering. At one point, when the fact that she was letting him ogle her was obvious, Jason looked up into her eyes and said, "Fuck, your breasts are amazing..." Amber laughed at his comment, making her breasts jiggle in the process, and suddenly remembered Jake saying the exact same thing last night. Had it been Jason? Had he switched after she had fallen asleep?
Amber had no way of knowing, but once more, the thought that she had fucked Jason last night sent shivers up and down her spine. She grinned and shook her head before moving away from the sun. As she fixed herself some toast, she knew that he was staring at her ass and legs. She suddenly felt nervous and excited when she reached up for the jar of almond butter and felt her nighty rising up behind her. Resisting her reflex to stop, she instead pushed her arm as high as she could, forcing the nighty higher still and got up on her toes.
To top it all, as she was in this position, she suddenly turned her head and looked at Jason. He was staring at her ass, his mouth open. She stayed in this position a few more seconds, and eventually Jason looked up and saw that she had caught him. "Oh shit!" he swore. "you must think that I'm a pervert!" he said, clearly abashed.
"Nah... I'll just take this gawking as a compliment..." she said, laughing.
"I'm sorry..." he repeated.
"Don't worry about it Jason... But I think I'm going to change."
Before going away, she came to him and kissed his forehead. When she came back two minutes later in her tiniest bikini, Jason's eyes widened in surprised and they both laughed. "What?" she said, grinning. "I just want to go swimming after breakfast!"
But they both knew that wasn't the only reason she had put it on. Jason, looking at her seriously, said "You're the sexiest girl I have seen in a long time, Amber. The more I get to know you, the more I think that my brother is a lucky guy. I wish I had seen you first."
"Thanks..." she said while she sat directly across from him at the table.
Looking into her eyes a long time, Jason smiled and said, "You really think I can study with your bikini in front of me like this?"
"Oh..." she said, grinning but nervous about what she was about to say. "My bikini bothers you? Want me to take it off?"
They both laughed out loud as she said that, Amber as she was reddening, Jason as his eyes grew round once again. "Shit you're magnificent Amber... Gorgeous, sexy, funny, open minded and with those goddamned perfect breasts!" He stopped there, smiling and looking at her, and Amber didn't quite know what to say. But it wasn't awkward at all, even if Amber had no idea why.
When her toast was finished, she stood up and said, "You know, if you want to study outside, I'd like to have your company..." then, leaning towards him, she whispered "Sometimes, when I don't tie my top properly, it can slip off when I dive." Jason looked at her, surprised once again. While Amber was putting her plate away, he grabbed one of his books and moved outside to the large chair next to the pool.
A minute later Amber walked out of the house and enjoyed the burning hot sun on her skin. She walked to the deep end of the pool and hopped on the diving board. She jumped as high as she could and dove in at a steep angle. Even before she came back up for air, she knew the top had slipped. She swam, underwater, until she reached the shallow end and stood up. Amber knew she had great breasts. Every single one of her boyfriends had been fascinated by them, in awe of them. Most of her girlfriends even commented on them, one of them even gasped when she saw them naked last year.
Jason, probably already aroused, didn't stand a chance. She saw him staring shamelessly at her breasts, glistening in the sunlight, as she was wading towards him through the pool. "Oops!" she said, a silly smile on her face. She took her time repositioning her bikini, accidentally untying the string, sliding it around to find the perfect position and fluffing her breasts to make sure they were settled correctly in the tiny top. She really didn't need to do that, even in her sturdiest bras: her breasts were too firm to sag or be forced into a bad position.
Amber was grinning as she finished, then laughing as she saw Jason's jaw still opened wide. She let herself fall back in the water and winked at him as she swam away. Jason then smiled and shook his head slowly. About twenty minutes later Jake joined them on the deck, wearing his boxers. When he saw Amber in the pool, he pushed them down and joined her naked.
After a while, as they were playing around in the deep end, Amber hugged him and said, "Jason saw my breasts earlier..."
"What?" Jake said, his expression unreadable.
"I dove too high and the top fell away." she replied.
"Accidentally?" Jake asked, a smile on the corner of his lips.
"Of course," she drawled, putting enough theatre in the voice to let him know that it wasn't, in fact, accidental.
The three of them remained in or around the pool for a couple of hours. Jake told his brother that he could swim naked if he wanted to, given that Amber had already seen him naked. He frowned, then smiled. "I know we're alike, but she hasn't actually seen me yet, bro."
"Oh... Come on now! Don't be shy!" Amber said, not sure what she wanted to happen.
But Jason only laughed. He kept his swim trunks on after all, but they shared a great time together.
After getting a phone call, Jason said that they would have the house to themselves tonight, their parents would leave for their cabin immediately after work. The trio talked about a few possibilities, but despite how some options were interesting, like movie night with friends or a pool party, they decided to simply remain at home alone. Jake would deny that anything was going on when she asked him, but Amber was beginning to sense that something was brewing. Neither of the twins was a stay at home kind of guy.
They ate dinner together, which was a lot of fun like their afternoon, but Amber was now convinced that something was up. As they were all in the living room talking and listening to music, she decided to take a shower. She knew that she and Jake would have sex later that night: he had been all over her during the evening, dropping not so subtle hints. She went back to his room, a towel wrapped around herself, and stayed there five minutes. She slipped on her bikini bottom and decided to tease the boys a bit. Instead of her bikini top, or a bra and tank top, she only put on the tank top. Looking at herself in the mirror, she grinned: the effect was stunning.
She went back to the bathroom, opening the door without knocking. She startled when she saw Jake, naked in front of the vanity, his long cock hanging heavily between his legs. She hugged him, then turned to look at herself in the mirror, grabbed both her breasts and whispered, "Think Jason will notice them?" she asked naughtily.
"I'm sure he will..." he said.
Amber smiled, then grinned as she saw her boyfriend's cock jerking up slightly, his erection starting to grow.
"You really think he'd say yes? That he'd fuck me?" she asked, still feeling naughty.
"I have no doubt. Anytime, anywhere." he said.
"Hmmm." Looking at his cock again, Amber said "Shit! That thing's growing fast! I'm starting to think that you're not just playing around with this threesome thing with your brother." Jake only smiled at her. Amber knelt in front of him and smiled "Think we have enough time for a quickie before Jason comes looking for us?"
As she leaned forward, opening her mouth, Jake placed his hand on her shoulder, stopping her. "Amber..." he said, a strange expression on his face. "I'm Jason."
Amber was shocked, her eyes wide open, as she looked up at him. "Oh..." she whispered. Then, smiling, she said, why didn't you wait one more second before saying it?"
It was Jason's turn to be surprised. And doubly so when she quickly licked the tip of his cock before getting up. She winked at him before getting out of the bathroom.
She was extremely aroused when she joined Jake, the real Jake, in the living room. She walked behind him as he sat on the couch and whispered. "I need to fuck you really badly..." Jake didn't need to be told twice. I turned the TV off and got up. The two of them walked past the bathroom where they heard Jason in the shower. Once they got into Jake's room, Amber closed the door behind her and pushed Jake on the bed.
He barely had time to push his boxers off before she jumped on him and straddled his thighs. As she grabbed and played with his cock, rubbing it against her thin bikini, she looked at him and said, "When I got out of the shower I put this bikini to tease your brother..." and then, playing with her breasts, she added "And I chose this top without a bra to make him go crazy." Still holding his cock with one hand, she grabbed one of her breasts with the other. "Do you mind?"
Jake moaned under her deft fingers, and said "No, not at all... The poor guy has been single for a while now."
"Interesting..." she said before pulling the tank top off. Now topless, she made her breasts move, smiling as Jake stared at them. "What if I told you that when I came back to the bathroom, I saw you in there, naked?"
"Me?" Jake frowned. "Oh..."
"Yeah. I asked him, thinking it was you, if Jason would notice my breasts. He said yes." Jake grinned, but didn't say anything. "After that I asked him if you thought he'd agree to fuck me. He said "anytime, anywhere."
"Obviously..." the real Jake replied.
Amber was slightly bothered by Jake's calm. After pulling her bikini bottom off, she placed her pussy right next to his cock, pulled it against her and kept caressing it. Jake was moaning and twisting under her, grinning with pleasure. Amber loved the feeling of his hard and hot cock against her pussy. She said, "And then he stopped me just as I was about to give him a blowjob."
"He did? God, he has more willpower than I would have given him credit for!" Jake said.
"Hmmm. What would you say if I told you that I nevertheless licked his cock?"
This time Jake opened his eyes and looked at her. At the same time, Amber rose, pulled his cock against her sopping wet pussy and impaled herself. Jake groaned and threw his head back. After the initial surge of pleasure, Jake looked at Amber and stared into her eyes. He grabbed her hips and fucked her in sync with her movements. Reaching further, Jake's fingertips touched her asshole and Amber moaned. Instead of answering her question, Jake said "I want your ass, my favorite tease."
Amber groaned, more than willing to please her lover. She was extremely excited: this game-not-a-game-anymore with Jason was intoxicating, making her wild with lust. When she nodded, looking deep into his eyes, Jake reached for the bottle of lube and gave it to her. She began by caressing her asshole with it, then slipped one finger as deep as she could. Soon she added a second finger, still riding Jake slowly. As she did so, he placed two pillows under his head to easily be able to look at her. After that, she pulled herself up and sat on his thighs to coat his cock.
Surprising Jake, she then turned around and prepared to take his cock in the reverse cowgirl. Jake loved that position, especially for anal. He felt her pulling his cock against her asshole and felt the tip of his cock slide inside very slightly. After that, there was a long, smooth and delicious descent all the way down to his lower belly. Both were gasping and breathing irregularly, him enjoying the naughtiest and most intense pleasure, and her experiencing the always bizarre sensations of a thick long cock going up her ass.
When she sat down and straightened, taking him all the way, Jake groaned in pleasure. When Amber started to fuck him slowly, he cried out and grabbed her hips. Guiding her upon his cock, Jake took long deep breaths, enjoying the overwhelming pleasure. Amber was surprised to hear him say, and even more surprised to hear what he actually said. "Amber, my love... You should know that if you were to knock three times on the wall, wait a second and knock twice more, Jason would walk right through the door a few moments later.
Amber gasped in surprise. There it was, finally out in the open. On her knees over his cock, her hands on his thighs, she opened her eyes and felt her heart beat much faster. She wanted to ask him a few questions, but knew she already had the answers. She looked at the wall, within arm's reach, then turned her head around to look at Jake. He was calmly looking back into her eyes, a small smile on his lips. Amber stopped moving on his cock. Staring into his eyes, she knocked three times, then two. Ten seconds later Jason opened the door, naked as earlier and sporting a raging erection.
In perfect silence, Amber watched Jason moving towards her. He climbed on the bed, placing his cock mere inches away from her face. He then placed his hand on her head and asked, "Are you sure about this, Amber?" Looking up at him, her mouth slightly opened in front of his cock, Amber nodded. Pushing on his cock with his free hand, he guided it to and then into her mouth. Jake was still immobile beneath her, but she could feel his cock twitching inside her ass.
When she felt Jason's cock slipping deeper into her mouth, Amber closed her eyes, wrapped her hand around its base and lost herself in this blowjob. In seconds Jason was moaning, both his hands on her head. It was Amber's first threesome and already she knew that it wouldn't be her last. Either with these two or, if things didn't work out with Jake in the long term, other open-minded guys.
When Jake began moving gently under her, pushing his cock in and out of her ass slightly, Amber knew that she would definitely have to find other guys if this relationship didn't last. The pleasure she felt, the utter elation that filled her, overwhelmed her. And she knew that things were only starting! Bringing her second hand up and around Jason's cock, she began pumping him, spreading her saliva on his cock, making the head of his cock alternate between her mouth and slick palms and fingers.
She was relentless. Even when he tapped her shoulder gently, asking for her to slow down, she just went at him with more zeal. She pulled him deep into her mouth, gagging when he touched the back of her mouth. After keeping him there for a long while, she pulled away and asked, "How long would it take for you to get hard again if you came right now?"
"With you like this? A minute, at most..." Jason growled.
"Then fuck my mouth, I want to drink your sperm." Amber said in a low voice.
She didn't think she'd ever said anything so crude to a new lover before, but Amber was extremely aroused. As Jason fucked her mouth like she had asked him to do, she was thinking about Jake's cock up her ass and her very empty pussy. If she had asked Jason to fuck her pussy right now, he would have lasted ten seconds. She wanted more. So much more.
Amber felt Jason's fingers tightening on her head, and heard him moaning louder. "Shit!" he cried as she felt the first stream of cum explode into her mouth. She swallowed it all just in time for the second dose, then the third and a fourth. Jason came a lot, and Amber grinned as she swallowed it all, staring straight into his eyes while she did. She knew she must have looked like a porn star right then, but she didn't care. The entire 24 hours of teasing about Jason had driven her wild with lust.
Jason was shaking as he pulled away, his legs trembling on the bed as he looked at her with a large grin. Amber turned around to look at Jake, and laughed as she saw the exact same expression on his face. He was still fucking her ass, but doing it slowly, not wanting to cum too soon. Slowly, Amber sat back fully before letting herself drop slowly against him. The new angle was wonderful in her ass, and she ended up completely lying on Jake.
She then brought her hands to her pussy and opened her legs. She was still staring at Jason as she masturbated. When his cock began bouncing back up as gushes of blood returned to it, Amber lifted her legs slowly. The very different position made her asshole cry out with new delicious sensations, and she heard Jake moaning under her. When her legs were fully pulled back, her knees near her head and her heels pressed against the underside of her thighs, she saw Jason stare at her with his mouth opened.



He moved forward, then knelt on the bed, his knees on either side of his brother's legs. She saw him look at his brother and then he pushed his cock against her pussy. He caressed her with his cock a few times before angling himself lower. Jake had now pretty much stopped moving, letting Jason find the best angle. Amber gasped, throwing her head backwards as Jason pushed in, and in and in until he had sheathed himself fully. There it was, two cocks inside her at the same time, two utterly identical cocks taking her from her ass and pussy.
Amber cried out and her cry soon turned into wild, breathless laughter. Grabbing her thighs with his large hands, Jason began fucking her, groaning as he did. Jake quickly found a matching rhythm and the two of them were thrusting into her like a synchronized machine. Amber had never felt so much pleasure, not even in her long, drawn-out masturbation sessions. Not even with her toys, not even with a dildo in both her holes. This was so much more powerful!
While Jason kept his hands on her thighs, Jake's hands grabbed her ass and she felt him pushing her against their cocks. At first Amber placed her hands on Jake's arms to hold herself up, but she let him carry her weight and grabbed Jason's arms. When she pulled him towards her, he grinned as he nearly crashed into her. She was trapped between the two guys, feeling Jason's cock ploughing faster and harder now. She wrapped her legs around his waist and cried "Harder.. Harder my lovers... Make me cum like I've never cum before..."
As she did, Jake matched Jason's intensity and she felt herself reaching a new level of intensity. And it was soon after that she felt her first threesome climax, and she was briefly afraid of the overwhelming amount of pleasure, of the total loss of control. The two guys were ravishing her, taking her 100 percent. Part of her knew that if she cried "Stop", they would stop. But her sexual mind felt taken like never before.
Amber felt like she was being pummelled from everywhere: the two cocks, of course, but also from their hands, their entire bodies and now, from the crazy orgasm that was continually exploding inside her. She felt like a creature of pure lust as she kept screaming, her body covered in sweat, feeling herself slipping lasciviously between their hot and strong bodies. She trembled as she squeezed Jason with her legs and arms, biting his shoulder.
When her body relaxed all at once, she gasped and moaned again, her body clenching a few times with aftershocks. She felt that both guys were surprised when she tried to disengage herself from them. But as Jason knelt up, Amber only turned around, straddled Jake and slipped his cock into her pussy. She then leaned forwards and grabbed her ass with her hands, pulling her cheeks apart. "I don't care if it's dirty, I just want you two again... Just take me, don't ever stop."
Amber cried out in raw pleasure when she felt Jason's cock filling her ass. She had no idea that it was his first anal experience, and would laugh with them about it later. But right now, she simply wanted to be taken, wanted her inner self to be ravished and vaporized by too much pleasure. Sometimes the brothers would fuck her in sync, other times in alternating strokes, but through it all, her climaxes barely had time to wane before another was coming up. She had trouble breathing correctly, her chest heaving with the effort as she prepared for another climax.
She heard Jake laugh against her ear as she spasmed and climaxed again, crying out their two names alternatively. "Shit you're delicious, my crazy girlfriend!" he said, but even if she smiled in answer, she barely heard him. She was nothing but pleasure at that point, burning brightly.
Amber didn't even remember how they got up, but when she became fully conscious after her final climax had ebbed down, she was in the arms of Jason, with Jake behind her, both standing up. She moaned as she felt her boyfriend slipping his cock in her ass once more, and shivered as the two cocks slipped against one another inside her. They were not in the same hole, but she could feel them pressed together.
Amber thought that she would simply let the guys have their way with her until they climaxed. She felt up for anything, even double vaginal or double anal if they asked for it. They didn't, but she moved as much as she could, tilting her ass outward then inwards, kissing them, saying naughty things to them... But she gasped in surprised as she felt the first tremors of yet another climax. "Guys..." she said, breathlessly. "Guys... Shit... You're going to have to hold me up... Oh fuck!" she cried as she was shaken by a new climax. And she did indeed lose all strength for a minute, and the fact that she was easily held up by her two lovers only heightened her pleasure.
This time the guys were gasping as well and eventually her climax triggered Jason's. She felt him hug her more tightly and spasm, filling her pussy with his first spurt. And as he groaned, his climax triggered Jake. Amber moaned as she felt the friction of his cock inside her ass change with the added lubrication of his sperm inside her.
Such a threesome was by far the nastiest thing she had ever done sexually. But even as they collapsed onto the bed, Amber was smiling and soon laughing as they regained control of their breathing. The twins looked at her, slightly puzzled. "Oh... Never mind me. I've just had my mind blown away with too much pleasure." she said, laughing still.
Jake took a shower, followed by Jason. After she came out of hers, she saw the two brothers lounging lazily on Jake's bed, naked as the day they were born. After their threesome, and seeing how comfortable they were next to each other, Amber was now convinced that they shared a closeness that few brothers share. Standing at the foot of the bed, her hands on her hips, she looked at them and said, in her naughtiest voice, "What's next?"
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Peter woke up in what used to be his bed in his parent's house. He had moved away last year for college, but was still grateful that they had kept his room pretty much the same as it had been before. As he stretched, feeling the warm sun in his face, he grinned, having slept a very long time.
A few minutes later he walked out of his room wearing a swimsuit. Peter enjoyed his parent's pool almost as much as he enjoyed seeing them. Every week-end he could come back, he swam as often as he could. This morning he even wanted to swim before breaking his fast. He ended up doing just that, but not in the way he envisioned it.
He smiled as he heard his mother and sister's voice coming from outside, already in the pool. As he turned the corner, he saw his dad sitting on the deck, reading his paper. "Well," he thought. "Looks like I'm not going to be able to do my regular series of lengths this morning..." But soon he realized that this would be the least of his concerns. After seeing that his older sister, Paige, was wearing her blue bikini, which was always a treat as it highlighted her still enlarged breasts, his heart stopped when he saw his mother, Reagan.
One look at Reagan told you all you needed to know to explain Paige's breasts. Even though his mother was 20 years older than his sister, they had, pretty much, identical breasts. He knew, after having overheard Paige talking about it with her best friend, that his sister was jealous of her mother's breasts. Then again, her friend told her that she knew she'd be able to enjoy them for a very long time instead of seeing them stretch and deflate with the years.
And Reagan's breasts looked anything but deflated and stretched. Especially this morning. Peter had stopped walking when he saw her through the patio door. He was pretty much used to seeing his mother in her one piece swimsuit, although her bikini still had quite an effect on him. This morning she was wearing neither of them.
As he stood motionless, he couldn't figure out why his mother was wearing a white t-shirt with nothing underneath. Drenched by the water. Essentially a wet t-shirt. Even from this distance he could see details he had only fantasized about her breasts: the way they stood and swelled when free from support, the shape of their lower curves and how far they stood out when freed, the exact size and shape of her aureolas, the thickness of her nipples, the height at which they rose when cold hardened...
All this from a few seconds and from afar. And he was supposed to go out and get closer? Much closer? Christ! He felt the first stirrings of an erection and knew that he had to control it. A quick glance at his sister's breasts, just as big and even more lively because they were younger, and Peter's instinct was to go back to his room. Or better yet, to remain here for a long while and enjoy the view. Even masturbate hidden in the kitchen as he stared at this glorious scene.
But he shook his head. "Fuck that," he thought. "I'm not a pervert! And I can handle this now." It was true that his girlfriend had a voracious sexual appetite and that just this last week they had fucked eight times. And so he strode out of the kitchen, realizing that it would be his mother's responsibility to explain her appearance.
As soon as she saw him, Reagan covered her breasts and laughed. "Oh gods! This is too much now... I gotta get out of here."
"No mom!" said Paige, laughing with her. "Peter's a big boy, he can handle this. Right dad? You don't mind?"
"Leave me out of this!" he replied gruffly, but Peter could see that his dad was smiling.
After a short silence, Reagan asked her son "So, Peter, what do you say? Do you mind seeing your mother's old breasts like this?"
Peter swallowed hard and avoided the question. "Why... Why are you dressed like this?"
"Oh..." his mother sighed, shaking her head. "I forgot my regular swimsuit at aunt Jenna's place and I spilled a drop of raspberry jam over my bikini top this morning."
"And I suggested that we could do a wet t-shirt contest this morning!" said Page, giggling like a schoolgirl.
"Ok, that does it!" their mom replied. "I'm getting out!"
But Paige stopped her by grabbing her arm. "Come on mom... Peter doesn't mind. Don't you, Peter?"
"Er, no... It's alright." he mumbled nervously.
"You really don't mind seeing my old breasts?" Reagan asked.
"Stop it mom!" Paige said. "Now you look like you're fishing for compliments!"
"Paige!" Reagan cried, but she was laughing.
Peter looked at his father, Michael, and they both shook their heads as they shared a look. With an exaggerated sigh, Peter dove into the pool and swam to the other end. While he knew that such borderline banter wasn't typical for most families, Peter had grown used to it. His was a strange family.
Maybe it was because his father had always been such a overt breast man that often complimented his wife's breasts. And then Paige had grown a pair of near identical breasts, which could have been awkward. But instead, Reagan had playfully teased him about it. At first when they were alone, one time in Peter's hearing and finally, one drunken evening, while Paige had been there.
Many 18 year old girls would have been horrified by the comment, but Paige had been so proud about her breasts that she merely smiled and blushed. While Michael had never directly complimented his daughter's breasts, everybody knew that the mom and daughter duo had stunning breasts... and that Michael was their number one fan.
Nevertheless, this wet t-shirt episode was something new. For the next half an hour, Peter managed the delicate balancing act between his desire to ogle his mom's breasts and not getting caught doing it. Nobody seemed to notice his darting eyes nor his growing erection.
At first, his mom did her best to smooth out the shirt and she kept pulling it away from her breasts to let the trapped air hide them. When she did that, it was almost decent. But after a while she seemed to forget about it and things became excruciatingly erotic.
Peter could see absolutely everything. This close, he could even see the white ring of air around her nipples because the t-shirt couldn't hug the sharp angle made by her protruding nipples. And so her aureolas looked like targets: the pale brown flesh of her nipples in the center, a thin white ring of t-shirt around them, a larger ring of the darker flesh of her aureolas surrounded, finally, by the pale white skin of her breasts.
The t-shirt also clung all the way to the underside of her breasts, not letting a single bubble of air masking the impossibly firm curves of those breasts. From time to time, her long brown hair clung to those curves, somehow highlighting the roundness of his mother's breasts. Even in the deep gap between her breasts the thin t-shirt was clinging to her skin. It was as close as he had ever gotten to seeing his mother's breasts completely nude.
When she eventually climbed out of the pool and Peter could help himself as he stared at her rounded ass, the white bikini bottoms clinging to her generous curves. As Reagan walked to her husband, Peter was still staring, but this time at the side of her left breast as it bounced freely with her every step.
His mother was turned away from him and his father hidden behind his newspaper, but Peter had forgotten about Paige. She had been silently floating around across the pool, but she suddenly appeared at his side. "Enjoying the view?"
"No!" he cried. He then looked away, more in surprise than shame.
"Oh what now," she whispered. "You're going to tell me that you haven't been looking at her?"
"Of course not!" he whispered, turning around to make sure that his mom wound't hear. "She's my mom!"
"So what?" Paige said. "She does have amazing breasts and everybody knows it!" Peter closed his eyes and sighed. "Tell me you're not hard right now." Paige added. "I know I would be if I were a dude!"
"You're crazy!" Peter cried.
"Just don't say that I never did anything for you!" Paige said before swimming away, a peculiar smile on her lips.
Flushed bright red, Peter slipped underwater so that nobody would notice it. He was a bit puzzled about his sister's last comment. Was she referring to the fact that she had encouraged their mother to swim like this? Peter didn't know. He would also remain in the pool for a while to hide the erection that Paige had predicted. Opening his eyes briefly underwater, he saw his sister's body and had an idea. An idea right out of his lust addled brain, but a good idea nonetheless. Peter grabbed a pair of goggles from the deck and dove back down.
For a minute or two he watched his sister's body from underwater. That blue bikini was wickedly sexy and she knew it. As he was wondering why large breasts looked and moved so differently when they were underwater, he saw Paige swimming directly towards him. When he emerged from underwater, she whispered "Looking at my body now?" She was grinning and continued before Peter could make a coherent reply. "Is your girlfriend giving you blue balls, dear brother?"
"No! In fact, we had sex eight times this week!" he said defiantly.
Paige's eyes opened wide. "Damn! Now I'm jealous. I haven't had that kind of action since Elise was born!" As Paige looked away, Peter glanced at his sister's breasts, still filled with milk as they were. Even before her pregnancy, his sister's breasts had been amazing, but now... "Nevertheless... I did catch you staring at mom's breasts, and now mine!" she added with a wicked smile.
Peter shook his head. When Paige had begun to talk about her breasts more and more as they grew throughout her pregnancy, he had been pleased. But now her openness was making him uncomfortable. "Before you try to deny it..." she said as she brushed the back of her hand against his very hard cock once again. "Know that I have proof!"
And with that she dove away laughing. Peter let himself fall underwater again. "The important thing," he thought, "was that mom didn't see me." He was pretty sure that Paige wouldn't say anything, so he relaxed. And looked at her body again. She had lost most of her pregnancy weight except for those extra pounds in her breasts. This time Peter decided to be bolder and swam right up to her with his goggles. After a few minutes of explicit ogling, he got up, made sure his parent's weren't on the patio anymore and whispered "You have an amazing body big sister... And you're amazingly beautiful too."
"Why thank you," she replied, clearly surprised. "Just for that, I'll tell you that I really don't mind when you watch me as I breastfeed Elise. Especially now that I know what effect I have on you!"
As she finished she brushed his cock again. "Now, I better get out of the pool otherwise you'll never be able to leave!" she was laughing as she climbed out of the pool, making her ass sway excessively as she did. She winked at him before disappearing inside. Shaking his head, Peter tried to focus, to bring his head down back to earth. First his mother's amazing show and now his sister's clearly sex-starved behavior. At this point in the week-end, Peter had no idea that things were going to get a lot more crazy for the entire family.
Even when his mom shocked him ten minutes later, Peter didn't think that a sexual storm was brewing. As he walked back inside and found his mother alone in the dining room, wearing nothing but a towel, he smiled at her. After a quick glance around them, she said "You know you can stop hiding the fact that you're just as much a breast man as your father... Do you really think that Paige and I don't see you looking at us?"
"But I don't... I'm not..." Peter began.
"Don't worry sweetie," she said before kissing his forehead. "Neither of us mind."
Peter was left standing next to the kitchen counter as he watched his mom walk to her room. "Yeah. A strange family!" he thought as he took a deep breath and went to change himself. The rest of the day went by uneventfully although Peter tried to test the limits of his eyes' new found freedom. Once or twice he kept his eyes onto his mother's deep cleavage for a second longer than he previously would have. His heart skipped a beat when he saw his mother's soft smile as she caught him. This was crazy! Peter masturbated furiously before falling asleep that night, imagining fucking his mother every damn which way possible!
Peter woke up slowly the next morning, a nice sunny Sunday morning. His dream of making love with his mother blurred into his consciousness and he opened his eyes quickly, hoping that it was more than a dream. Alas, he was alone in his room. Alone with his raging erection! His eyes still closed, he released his hard cock from his boxers and moaned at the soft pleasure. He was tempted to masturbate again, but decided to keep this sexual energy in store.
He grabbed his iPhone and managed to squint until he read the time: it was eleven! He took a few deep breaths and listened to see if anyone was up and about. Nothing. His family must all be out enjoying the sun. He got up, wearing nothing but his boxers and made his way out of his room.
It was a bit risky, with his erection jutting out of his boxers, but he was pretty sure that he was alone. On a whim, he decided to turn left in the hallway instead. The kitchen was across the house on the right, but his parent's room was on the left. Making sure nobody was in their room, Peter went to his mom's lingerie drawer. Peter had many sweet memories of these little lingerie explorations over the years. It had been a long time since the last time he had done so.
Most of his mom's bras were regular beige or black things, but deep in the drawer, he found a few that stood out. One of them caught his attention. It was a bright white bra with mostly transparent fabric. Looking at the tag, he learned that it was a Paripari bra, model Abby. But it was the size that brought a smile to his lips: 34E. Still as big as they had been the last time he had checked.
Both huge cups were split in two by a solid white rib, and the two transparent parts were embroidered with fine roses. Grinning, realizing that he could easily see his fingers through the fabric, Peter imagined seeing his mother wearing that. His cock surged again. Between the cups was a vertical oval hole with a small bow at the top. On either sides of the cups, before the side straps began, there was another rectangle of lace, through which skin would show. The final touch was frilly lace on the top of the cups, some of which would be visible with a low cut top. Damn sexy bra!
Peter placed the bra across his cock while he searched for other sexy lingerie. He found a red bra, and quite a few thongs, but nothing that was as sexy as that Paripari bra. He wrapped one of the cups around his cock and glans, leaving a trail of precum inside it. Replacing the bra precisely where it had been, Peter shook his head and sighed. As much as he wanted to, he was not going to fuck his mother!
He laughed as he silently closed the drawer and left his parent's room. He walked to the kitchen, with his cock still poking out of his boxers. He was proud of his cock, and was still aroused every time he remembered his many girlfriend's groans as their pussies stretched to accommodate his size and girth. A few had even moaned in pain when he first penetrated them. Gods how he secretly liked that!
Peter was grinning like a fool, his turgid cock swaying left to right, when he heard a feminine voice whispering from the kitchen. He immediately stopped, listened for a moment and edged closer to the kitchen. It was his mother and she seemed to be whispering to herself. Peter was shocked when he heard the first complete sentence "That's it, look at her you old pervert! Look at her breasts in that tiny bikini of hers... Look at your daughter, flaunting her huge delicious breasts like this..." Peter's jaw dropped when he realized that she was talking about his father and about Paige, his daughter. "Filled with milk as they are, they're on the verge of ripping through that tiny bikini, you little tease!"
Was his mom jealous of Paige's breasts? Impossible! She seemed so proud that her daughter had developed great breasts! Peter kept listening and suddenly realized that his mother's voice didn't sound angry. "What would you do if she removed her top right now, my dear?" She was still whispering and Peter figured out that his mom was probably looking at them on the patio through the kitchen's window. Reagan added "Would you fuck her? Think she would let you? I already told you what I think... I think the little minx would let you fuck her silly!" And then Peter's mom giggled!
Peter could barely believe it. His mom wasn't jealous or angry, she was enjoying this fantasy! He was smiling, a small part of him finding the whole thing funny but a bigger part of him becoming even more aroused. When he heard her gasp and then moan, Peter's eyes widened again as he realized that she was masturbating while watching them! Christ!
He very carefully peeked into the kitchen and was floored by what he saw. His mother was in fact staring at Paige and her husband through the window. She was standing on tiptoes, her loose tank top pulled up around her waist. Peter could see her lovely naked ass and even though he couldn't see her right hand, it was clearly buried between her thighs. His mom was bent forward slightly, unconsciously offering her ass in the best of angles.
Peter, as well as his father, was a huge fan of her breasts. But that didn't mean that he didn't like her ass as well! Peter's already hard cock surged at the sight and his mind reeled as he kept listening to his mother's words. "Yes... there you go my love. You looked at her breasts again, pervert!" she said between two panting breaths, giggling like a young girl. "You know that if you barely touched them, they would leak milk... Christ's this is good!" she gasped. "Do you still have that milk fetish? Like when I was pregnant? I bet you do! Would you drink her milk from her breasts? Of course you would... I'm sure you even drank some of the milk she gave us for her daughter when we kept her for the night last month..." she giggled again. "Paige would let you suck her breasts... I'm sure of it! And I'd help you, lifting her heavy breast into your mouth... Shit this is insane!" she whispered, breathing very fast now.
"It sure is!" Peter thought as he was now masturbating behind his mother. He was standing in the kitchen, not hidden behind the wall anymore. If she turned around he would be caught. He was only 6 feet away from her. But his mom was 100% focused on the scene in front of her and engrossed in her fantasies. Peter could even hear the squishy sounds of her fingers plowing into her drenched pussy! He didn't know if he should clear his throat, walk over and caress her ass, touch her breasts, kiss her neck... Would she freak out? Of course she would...
But then again, she was fantasizing about her husband drinking his daughter's breastmilk and fucking her! Peter's fist was tightly wrapped around his big shaft and he knew his conscious mind was being overwhelmed by lust. Could he actually fuck his mother? He should walk back to his room and masturbate alone... That would be the sane thing to do.
At this moment his mom bent forward even more, her ass standing out even more. Her head very close to the window, maybe ten feet away from Michael and Paige outside. With the sun in their faces, they probably couldn't see inside very well. Peter's mom resumed whispering her fantasy "I can imagine you, dear husband, sitting naked on the couch with your huge cock up and her sitting upon it... You'd fuck her and drink her milk at the same time..." she gasped again, and Peter knew that her climax was impending.



But she wasn't done with her fantasy. "Or, dear husband, would you rather I suck her milk myself? Would you like to see me sucking on our little Paige's breasts, drinking her milk before keeping some in my mouth? And then I could kneel in front of your cock and suck you with her milk still in my mouth? Damn... Do you sometimes imagine your wife fucking her own son? Like I do when I'm awake in the middle of the night? Fuck! I'm cumming!" Peter's mom added, her voice ragged.
Peter's mind was whirling. His mother was fantasizing about fucking him? Shit! When her climax hit, she bent forward and Peter couldn't miss the fact that her pussy was now peeking out from between her asscheeks. Just like he couldn't miss the fact that her fingers were pumping in and out of those large glistening lips. Shit! Even her inner thighs were drenched with her juices! When his mom collapsed entirely on the countertop, pulling her legs up until her toes barely touched the ground and pushing her ass outwards even more, Peter knew he couldn't resist anymore.
While he knew that there wasn't any normal way to fuck your own mother, Peter was also aware that just jumping her from behind was about the stupidest way to do it. Somehow in his fantasies he had imagined some accidental nudity, some semi-accidental rubbing, letting her catch him masturbating... Anything but a simple ramming of his cock inside her by surprise. Then again... She was masturbating on the kitchen counter, fantasizing about fucking him! If he didn't do it now, he might never have another chance.
And Peter moved. No decision had been made, just a raw, irresistible urge to fuck his mom's pussy. This was going to be the greatest moment of his life, and he would know, two seconds afterwards, if all hell would break loose because of it.
Silently walking towards her he let a big drop of saliva fall on his cock. His heart pounding, barely believing what he was about to do, he squatted slightly behind her and placed his cock right next to her pussy. He hoped his mom wouldn't scream in shock. He also knew he had a thick cock and hoped that his mom wouldn't scream because of that as well. But honestly he was past caring. When his mom's entire body convulsed in pleasure again, he risked it all.
He pushed in quickly, expecting resistance, but found none. Instead, he found himself sheathed all the way into his mom's pussy. Her pussy was drenched and burning hot, and a storm of feelings and sensations assaulted him like no other pussy in the past: triumph, glory, burning warmth, awe, surprising constriction, shock, overwhelming lust and most of all, forbidden pleasure.
He could hear the wet sound of his cock pushing completely in, squeezing juices and the bubbles of air her fingers had created. He felt his upper thighs squashing her curvy ass until he couldn't go any deeper. Looking at his mom's face, pressed sideways against the countertop, he saw that her eyes were wide opened and staring right back at him.
In them, he could see both utter pleasure and utter shock. Her mouth was wide opened in a silent scream, but she hadn't released her breath form her last spasm. Without waiting for a confirmation, Peter began ploughing into her very hard. His mom released a quick breath before gasping in another one. She was staring into her son's eyes as he fucked her hard. Very hard. He had both hands on her hips and was giving her almost all he had. "This is crazy!" she whispered as her entire body shook, pummelled as it was against the counter.
His mom's mouth was still opened in shock, but her climax was still stretching and stretching. Peter couldn't believe how long his mom was climaxing. About two minutes later, still in the same position, he could see her entire face turning bright red from the intense fucking and even more intense orgasm ravaging her. Her entire body was now radiating heat and was drenched with sweat as it spasmed under all that pleasure.
Later she would tell him that she had been consumed by a relentless firestorm of multiple climaxes. That exchange would be an important moment in Peter's sexual life. He would learn that most women could learn to climax like this. He would also learn that pornography showed was but a shadow of what could really happen when a woman was confident in her sexuality.
That was for later. Right now though, Peter was reeling from his own impossible pleasure and the equally intense pleasure his mom was experiencing. Her eyes were locked on his, disbelief and taboo pleasure holding her in thrall. His own eyes moved from her face to his cock and he marvelled at his speed and power, and at the fact that his mother had never once placed her hand on his hip to slow him down. His girlfriends sometimes did that, but Peter felt like he could plough into his mom as hard as he wished.
And so he did. When he let himself loose and abandoned himself to raw lust, he felt his mother pushing back against him. Pushing back! In the back of his mind he noticed that he could hear the entire countertop drumming with his every thrust. That sound lessened when his mother began pushing back. Shit! Even in the throes of an unending climax, despite her certain shock, his mother could think about the noise they were making! What a goddess!
Peter shifted his grip lower on her hips and began pulling her slightly upwards as well as backwards against him. Her feet weren't even touching the ground anymore. Looking at the reflection in the fridge's glass door next to him, he could see his mother's breasts swinging wildly beneath her. Fuck they're big! The sweat-drenched tank top was plastered on her skin, and he could clearly see their shape in the reflection. He reached down with one hand and grasped one of them, his eyes closing under the pleasure. Damn they were big! None of his girlfriends had had breasts nearly as amazing as his mother's! After a few seconds, Peter pulled his hand back to her hip and resumed fucking her harder.
As her body shook, her loose bun unwound and with each pummel, his mom's hair tumbled lower and lower. He had always loved his mom's hair and seeing it unravel this way only added to his already crazy amount of pleasure. He could now hear the loud, slapping sound of his body on her ass and he was overwhelmed.
As his climax exploded, he threw his head backwards and opened his mouth in a silent scream. He blessed all the practice he'd had climaxing in silence in the past. He felt his cum flowing into his mother's womb and was heady with too much taboo pleasure. He was still pounding into her, but his rhythm was breaking up and all his muscles were now protesting such a rough treatment.
Yet he kept fucking her, overwhelmed by the forbidden pleasure. He could feel and hear his cum being sloshed around by his every penetration. He was racked by powerful spasms as he imagined his sperm swimming in a profoundly forbidden pussy. His thick cock was pushing his incestuous sperm to the very bottom of the most prohibited pussy in the entire world.
Eventually, he pulled out of her and fell to his knees on the kitchen floor. Reagan turned around and looked down at him. She was drenched in sweat, breathing hard, her face bright red and her wet hair all tangled up. He could see the faint, nicely trimmed fuzz of hair above her pussy as well as her breasts through the damp, thin fabric. Peter thought that she looked like the sexiest woman alive. "You fucked me!" she whispered, shock and disbelief clear in her eyes even though her sweat, her red face and the incestuous cum dripping out from her pussy were more than enough proof.
But his mom wasn't angry or sad; her smile was brighter than ever! She grabbed the bottom of her tank top and pulled it above her head. As it fell to the floor, Peter finally saw his mother's breasts completely nude and gasped. They bounced back from being pulled up by the tank top, and looked perfect. They were just as magnificent as he had imagined them despite her age.
His mom, clearly unperturbed by her son's gawking, smiled at him and let him enjoy the view for a minute. Michael or Paige could walk in, at any time, but neither cared. After a while, she reached her hand towards him and said "Come, my lovely son, we need a shower and I need that cock of yours in my mouth."
Peter was beyond shock at that point but two minutes later in the shower he was having trouble believing what he was seeing. His mother had just cleaned his cum from her pussy and was now kneeling in front of him, holding his cock in her hand with an expression of raw lust on her face. When she looked up at him, the tip of his cock an inch away from her wet lips, Peter feared that he would faint. "Are you ready for this, my son?" He could only nod.
Twenty minutes ago, he had taken his mother's pussy, filling it with an enormous amount of cum. And now, finally, after fantasizing about it for so damned long, he was about to get a blowjob from his sweet mother. Looking down, he saw her opening her mouth to let her tongue snake out and touch his glans. He shivered despite the warm water flowing over them both. He was hard, but having just had one of the most intense climaxes of his young life, Peter's cock wasn't as hard as it could be. Squeezing her fist around his shaft, his mom seemed to know that and she was taking her time.
Lifting his cock until it was pressed against his belly, his mom pressed her tongue at the base of his shaft, right against the top of his balls. She then licked her way all the way up before kissing his tip. She turned her head sideways and did the same thing again, but this time on the right side of his cock. Then she did the left side, always finishing with a kiss.
As she looked up at him with a grin, Peter thought that she was the sexiest woman alive. She then planted a long series of very light kisses all over his glans, pulling his cock this way and that to reach every last spot. When her tongue came out to lick all around his glans again, Peter gasped. Looking up again, his mom said "Christ! You taste really good Peter..."
"And do you taste good, mom?" he growled, already imagining himself eating her pussy.
"Oh dear..." she whispered, still teasing his tip with her tongue. "You have no idea!"
Peter laughed, stunned at her confidence. He had, he realized now, never been with a sexually mature and confident woman before. "Before we get out of here, I wanna taste your pussy mom." he said.
"With pleasure my love... Now, shut up and let me suck your cock!"
After that, she placed her closed and pursed lips right at the tip of his cock and opened them very slowly. Excruciatingly slowly. Peter wanted to grab her head and pull her down all the way until she gagged on his size. Somehow he managed to resist and shook all over as he felt his cock penetrating ever deeper into his mother's mouth. She was going so damned slowly! Then again, by the time he felt her lips closing below his crown, Peter had to reach for the top of the shower's door to get a grip.
And then her tongue began dancing on his captured glans. Oh my gods... His cock had never felt this good while inside a woman's mouth. He felt a surge of pleasure as his mom picked up speed and intensity, and groaned in frustration when she suddenly stopped and pulled away. But just as he looked down at her in shock and despair, she grinned wolfishly and took him deep into her mouth. Peter threw his head back under this torrent of sensations and laughed as he realized that his mom was teasing him, manipulating him like a child.
His mom's blowjob was an onslaught: she was licking his shaft and his glans, sucking his balls one after the other, sucking on his tip, taking him deep, pushing him up against the back of her mouth, humming as she lodged him deep against it, fucking his cock hard from her lips to that wonderful depth, pumping his lower shaft while working her magic on his glans once more, taking him as deep as she could while pressing hard on that sensitive spot of skin just below his balls...
Peter was devoured by his mother's blowjob masterclass. He looked down as she was expertly sucking his big cock, having no issues whatsoever with his size. His girlfriends, while very enthusiastic cocksuckers, had had to learn to deal with his size at first. Reagan had already mastered the art. He suddenly realized that his dad must be just as well endowed as he was. "What a family we are!" he thought. "Four big breasts and two big cocks!" Peter laughed a crazy laughed at the thought.
"Laughing?" his mom said, briefly pausing.
"Four huge breasts, two huge cocks and sexual appetites to match!" he said. "Why the fuck did we wait so long before doing this?"
"I don't know..." his mom replied. "All I know is that I still want your cock in my mouth, son."
Surprising her, Peter grabbed her below her shoulders and pulled her up. He kissed her with overwhelming passion, tasting her mouth for the first time with hints of his own cock. He didn't mind his own taste but was overwhelmed by her own. When their tongues met and danced, Peter couldn't help swallowing some of her saliva and he groaned. So damned familiar yet completely new, but especially intoxicating. He was tasting his mother's saliva as their tongues battled between their mouths. Peter licked her lips, making a wet lap around them before sucking her tongue into his mouth. Both of them were gasping and moaning.
After this mad mother-son kiss, Peter turned her around and pressed her against the shower wall. "Oh, you'll have my cock again mom, very soon. Don't worry. But after tasting your mouth, now I wanna taste your pussy." Before she could reply, before she could possibly say "no" to a cunnilingus in this position, Peter knelt behind her and buried his face between his mother's curvy buttocks.
He had tasted his girlfriends in this exact position a few times, but neither had had fleshy, powerful buttocks like their mother. He felt smothered by her generous ass and groaned as his tongue finally touched her pussy for the first time. Oh wow! His mom tasted great! She tasted great every-damn-where! Lapping like a thirsty dog, Peter drove his tongue as deep into her pussy as he could, feeling her buttocks on his cheeks.
Some time later he was forced to pull back to breathe, having forgotten to do so in his excitement. Focusing on the wonderful task of eating his own mom's pussy, he shook his head quickly from side to side and heard his mother's teetering laughter as he did. She was also gasping with pleasure, loving every second of it all! Peter would learn later that his dad wasn't a huge fan of this particular position, so his spontaneous decision to eat her pussy from behind was actually a great choice.
His mom's shaking body brought him back to the present and he felt her pussy becoming hotter and wetter as she climaxed against his face. He felt her pushing back towards him and he pushed right back against her, burying his face deeper yet. She eventually moaned and gasped, pulling away from him. Still breathing hard, she said "I wanna taste your cum now!". With that she knelt in front of him and wrapped her lips around his shaft again.
When he could, Peter reached down and fondled his mom's breasts, which only added to his intense pleasure. He came a minute later, a second time in less than half an hour. He shot his load deep into his mother's mouth, his eyes wide at the sight. The pleasure was so intense that it was physically painful. As his orgasm peaked, he had to reach for the shower head to stop himself from falling to the ground.
They were both laughing, breathing hard and hugging each other after this second climax. Right into his ear, between teasing caresses with her tongue, his mom said "You know this is just our first time... I've been dreaming of this moment for so long... We've got many years of this ahead of us dear son." Peter's cock twitched at her words and they laughed again.
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Paige arrived at her parent's house very early on a Saturday morning. She had nothing planned for the week-end except trying to escape from the forecasted heat. She had never liked heat-waves, nor did her own daughter, Elise. So the two of them did the hour-long drive through the mountains until they reached the house Paige grew up in. Because of the heat, she couldn't stop thinking about the pool she had spent so much time in as a teenager.
In the bag on the front seat she could see her tiny blue bikini and Paige grinned. Her brother was already at the house and Paige knew he would be happy to see her in it. Just like their dad. Paige had discovered early on that they were a strange family. She knew perfectly well that both her father and brother found her very sexy. That didn't bother her at all. She wouldn't explicitly flaunt her body in front of them, nor would they ever explicitly compliment her breasts, but she knew that they loved them.
It was such a shame that Jorge didn't feel the same way. Elise's father, with whom she still lived but wasn't sure how long that relationship would last, didn't seem to see her as a woman anymore. Just as a mom. Paige's mother, Reagan, told her that it was a phase many men went through during and after pregnancy. And it might be true. Yet Paige was doubtful. She missed being fucked. And fucked hard!
Jorge and her had sex once in a while, but he never wanted to take her hard like they both used to like before she got pregnant. Paige bit her lower lip as she remembered one of her favorite sexual moment with Jorge. They were all alone in a cable car over the Rockies and Jorge had fucked her so hard the cable car had rocked all the way to the top. Paige had been forced to sit down for twenty minutes before she could walk normally, all the while buzzing with the aftershocks of her climax!
"Christ..." she thought. "That was three years ago!" Paige sighed. She knew that enjoying the not-so-subtle glances of her father and brother would make her feel better, but she would give anything to be fucked to near unconsciousness by Jorge. Or by anyone for that matter! Shit!
If Jorge promised to properly fuck her brains out, she'd even be ready to agree to that threesome with her friend Melissa. For a long while Jorge had given her subtle hints that he'd like to have that threesome, but they had never actually talked about it. Now, her pussy tingled at the thought and Paige realized that she was in a state of such lust and need that she really would be willing to invite Melissa to their bed! But only if Jorge agreed to pummel her hard enough before! "Shit! I need a release otherwise I'm going to do things even crazier than a threesome!" she thought.
Paige tried to think of something else, but before long her mind wandered back to sex. She smiled as she remembered her father's appreciative eyes as her breasts had developed, and then fully matured. They had grown to be just like her mother's, to everybody's delight! Paige's mom, Reagan, had legendary breasts and one of Paige's deepest wish throughout her teens had been to inherit her mother's breast genes. And she had.
Watching photos of her mom in her early twenties, it was obvious to see that she had gotten the same breasts. Other than that the two of them didn't look all that similar. Paige was taller, a bit rounder in the hips, with long blonde hair to her mother's darker, thicker mane. But as far as breasts were concerned, they were identical. Even down to the shape and color of her aureolas and nipples! The two women could and did share bras.
Michael, her father, was an inveterate breast-man who had spent his twenty odd years of marriage publicly complimenting his wife's perfect breasts. When Paige developed the same exact breasts, one didn't need to be a detective to figure out that her father loved her breasts as well. He couldn't not love them! And so she had become used to his glances to the point that she had begun to enjoy the attention.
When Paige became pregnant and those amazing breasts grew to even more stunning proportions, she had positively relished those long glances. Reagan had even teased Michael about it after catching him ogling them. At dinner, one evening when they were just the four of them, Reagan had said "Dear, could you pass me a breast please?" Michael had startled at that comment and had flushed bright red. He had, in fact, been staring at her deep cleavage. But the entire family had simply laughed about the joke. Yeah. A strange family.
As she neared the house, she suddenly remembered a funny incident. It was the first and only time her father had seen her breasts naked. One morning, very early with the sun barely peaking out, Paige had been topless in the bathroom, fumbling half asleep with the breast pumps. Her big breasts produced a lot of milk and she sometimes had to pump them.
Half asleep himself, her dad walked in the bathroom with his eyes mostly closed. He opened them wide as he saw his daughter's stunning breasts. His jaw dropped and he stared for a couple of seconds. Soon though his sleepy brain rang some alarm. He looked away and walked out of the bathroom mumbling some apology.
Seeing the appreciation in his eyes had dispelled her frustration with the pumps and fifteen minutes later Paige came out of the bathroom and walked to where her father was sitting. She only had her panties and loose tank top on, but she leaned close to his ear and whispered "Don't worry about it... I really, really don't mind." She finished by kissing his forehead, fully aware that he had been able to look down her tank top as she spoke.
She had left home early that Saturday morning and wanted to spend as much time as she could with her family. Once she finally reached the house, she joined her parents for a late breakfast. Afterwards, because she had happily babbled all the way, her daughter Elise was now sleepy and Paige put her in her crib.
As she waked back to the kitchen, she heard her mother swearing. Puzzled, Paige saw that she had dropped a drop of raspberry jam on her white bikini top. Michael playfully tried to remove it, taking the opportunity to caress his wife's breasts, but Reagan disappeared in the basement to clean it off. Two minutes later she came back up topless, making sure that Peter was still sleeping, and walked proudly through the kitchen. "Paige," she asked her daughter. "Do you have an extra swimsuit?"
"No."
"Crap... I left my regular t-shirt at my sister's place and now I can't use the bikini..."
"You can remain like this, my dear." Michael said with a half-smile on his lips.
"Yeah. I'm not sure Peter would like that though." Paige's mother replied.
"I'm sure he would, actually!" Paige and her father said at the same time.
Laughing, and probably agreeing, Reagan nevertheless went to her room to find something else. She came back a few minutes later with a white t-shirt. "Yeah... Right!" Paige said.
"What?" Reagan said, looking innocent. "I'll be covered, no?"
Paige shook her head and headed to her own room to change. In the pool, as she had foreseen, her mother's wet t-shirt became mostly transparent and if Peter woke up in time, he'd be pleasantly surprised. Very pleasantly. As she relaxed in the warm water, Paige was extremely pleased to see that her mother's breasts were still remarkably firm. Pleased because she was just bi-curious enough to find them exciting, but mostly because she hoped that her own breasts would remain so firm for so long.
When Peter came out, Paige had to restrain herself. Seeing Peter trying not to look at their mother's displayed breasts yet looking at them all the time was a comical spectacle. As much as she knew her blue bikini was a eye-catcher, Paige's mom was now stealing the show. After she left the pool, Paige decided to tease her little brother. She was even bold enough to graze his erect cock. As if she didn't already know that it would be rock hard!
And then later when he pointedly looked at her underwater, she pushed things even further. Nevertheless, even in her playful mood, Paige was stunned when he complimented her beauty. "Amazingly beautiful." He had said. It had been a fucking long time since Jorge had said anything remotely similar to that. And even though it was her own brother complimenting her like this, it had shaken her. Shaken her all the way between her legs. "What would he do if I came to his room tonight and simply mounted him?" Paige wondered.
After teasing him one last time, she walked out of the pool, glad to be a girl and that nobody could know that her pussy was fully lubricated. Her plan was simple: go to her room and masturbate until she flushed some of that lust out of her system. In the end that's exactly what she did, but there was one last incident that would add to her sexual bewilderment.
Her dad was still reading his paper next to the door and she stopped next to his chair. She placed her hand on his shoulder and waited for him to finish his sentence. Maybe he thought she was Reagan, but as he kept reading, he placed his hand on her thigh. Had she indeed been his wife, this would have been a simple wait-a-second action.
But she wasn't his wife. She was his daughter. And she remained there unmoving as he caressed her upper thigh. She still remained there when his fingertips grazed her ass. She could have pulled away, she could have said something. But her mind was still influenced by the fact that she had touched her brother's hard cock twice. Instead of letting her father know that he was caressing his daughter's ass, she simply remained there.
And as it happened, her dad decided to read not only the rest of his sentence but the rest of his paragraph. When he looked up, he startled in surprise, confirming that he had though she was Reagan. He said "I'm sorry darling, I thought..." but in those two short seconds, he also realized that she hadn't moved away. And he froze.
The two of them stared at each other for a long moment, each of them fully aware that she had let him caress her ass. Before she could stop herself she stood straighter, pushed out her breasts and even bit her lower lip. It was an unmistakable signal. "Christ!" she cried in her mind. "I was not even that forward when I was clubbing to find guys!"
Her father glanced at her breasts before looking back into her eyes. And once again to her breasts, longer this time. And then she saw his cock shifting under his shorts. "Fuck!" she thought. "This is insane! What's wrong with me?" When her father squeezed her ass again, Paige became aware that he had never removed his hand. She nearly gasped aloud. Instead, she managed to simply stop breathing. Feeling his strong fingers massaging the side of her ass, Paige felt herself beginning to boil. Never before had her father done anything remotely like this!
Suddenly her father glanced at Peter and dropped his hand. Breaking what was now becoming a very long silence, he cleared his throat and said "Did you want to ask me something?"
"Fuck me with your big cock until I faint, daddy." This was not, of course, what she actually said. But the fact that this was what her mind came up with scared her. Instead of what her sex-starved body wanted to say, she said "Er... I don't remember. If it comes back, I'll let you know."
Paige just about ran to her room, locked the door behind her, slid out of her bikini and jumped face down on the bed, her hands between her legs. She had never fantasized about her father before. Her brother, yes, a few times. But never her father. Now though, there wasn't anything in the world that could prevent her from imagining him taking her as roughly as her body could endure. She climaxed mere minutes later, biting hard into her pillow. She stretched her climax as long as her writhing body could endure it.
Sweat covered, she then turned on her back and fought to bring her breathing under control. "I'm going crazy!" she thought. "And it's all Jorge's fault! If he hadn't deserted our bed and given me the thorough fucking I deserve, I wouldn't have imagined... imagined all those... those deliciously naughty things with... fuck! With my dad!"
The rest of the day was strange. Her father was all smiles and acting as if everything was normal. But he had caressed her naked thigh and had squeezed her ass quite a few times. Being in a strange family was one thing, but this... Fuck! To her surprise, soon after that very powerful climax, Paige found her pussy getting wet. Very wet. If she slipped and fell upon a hard cock, it would simply slip in painlessly. "Yeah right!" she thought. "As if this happened anywhere else than in erotic stories..."
She teased Peter a few more times during the day, having decided to wear nothing but her bikini all day long. She even dared to tease her father again. Now that she was back into her room, late in the evening, she couldn't help thinking about what she had seen in her father's eyes right before dinner. The fire... The intensity... The raw desire. She had never seen anything so intense in any of her lovers' eyes.
Paige masturbated again before falling asleep. Part of her hoped that her uncontrolled lust would have dissipated come the morning, yet another part craved more off this taboo intimacy with her father. Little did she know that fate would intervene.
About five hours later, deep into the night in Elise's room, Paige was half-sleeping on the huge recliner, right next to her sleeping daughter. She had just fed Elise for what she hoped was the last time that night and was dozing contently. She could have gone back to her bed, but the recliner was mightily comfortable.
While breastfeeding her daughter wasn't exactly sexual, it was certainly pleasurable. And, of course, it had left her in an aimless sexual mindset. Sadly, Elise hadn't drunk all that much milk before falling asleep and Paige knew she would have to pump her breasts before going back to bed or risk waking up drenched in milk.
Her mind wandered to what Peter had said to her earlier today, and about what her dad and her shared. With a grin, she lazily caressed her pussy through her panties and whispered "Oh yes daddy, fuck me daddy!", laughing and gasping with pleasure at the same time, Paige bit her lower lip.
Elise was hard asleep next to her and Paige slowly brought her other hand to her pussy. She was wearing nothing but her panties and a tank top, not having bothered with more in the middle of the night. She began to gently caress her pussy through the tight panties and smiled, letting her head rest on the chair. With her other hand, she caressed her breasts through the top and felt her nipples coming back alive.
For the third time in her life, Paige allowed herself to think of her father. She first remembered seeing his thick cock in his swim trunks this morning, his powerful chest, his hand on her thigh and fingers on her ass, the look in his eyes at dinner... And then her mind fleshed out a deliciously naughty "what-if" scenario. She could have allowed herself to climax quickly, but instead let her mind have its way. In her mind she fucked her dad in every single room of the house, in his favorite car, in his own bed while mom slept next to them, even in the bathroom while Peter was taking a shower!
About ten minutes into that mind blowing masturbation, as fate would have it, she heard the door open and was startled to see her dad walk in. For a brief moment Paige wondered if she was hallucinating. But she wasn't, and he was really there. She pulled her hands away from her pussy and sat straighter in the recliner. "Hmmm..." she said quickly. "I must have fallen asleep."
He was wearing nothing but his boxers. Even in the darkness, she could see him well enough, and was impressed once more with his physical presence. So big and strong! When she talked she realized that he hadn't even seen her yet in the darkness.He startled as well and apologized before backing away. "I didn't hear anything... I thought you were sleeping... I just came to check on Elise because I thought I heard her screaming. I'm sorry my sweet..." he mumbled.
"It's OK dad... you can come in," she replied quickly before she could stop herself. This was a very bad idea. Fantasies were one thing, but having him here, in the middle of the night, either of them barely dressed and with her in such a state of sexual euphoria... Shit! Instead of asking him to leave, she simply added, whispering "I've just finished breastfeeding her"
Her heart was pounding as hard as it ever had before. Paige had never even had time to wonder if her father would be interested in exploring anything sexual with her. She watched him enter the darkened room, specifically not looking at her. He looked nervous and Paige smiled. Her dad looked over at Elise and whispered "You're a lucky girl, aren't you? A very lucky girl and you don't even know it!" He laughed and it confirmed Paige's suspicion; her father was nervous.
And then she saw his erection. Well, not directly, but she saw his cock tenting his boxers. He probably thought she couldn't see it, but her eyes were adapted. As for him, he had probably seen her outlined breasts in the thin fabric of her nighttime tank top, as well as her poking nipples when he had opened the door. Maybe he had even caught her hands moving away from her pussy? In any case, he couldn't have missed her red panties with her legs opened as they had been. And now he was getting hard.
Paige decided to take a chance and said "Why do you say that, dad?"
"What?" he said, clearing his throat.
"Why do you say that she's lucky?"
"Oh, no reason..." he said.
After a few seconds of silence, Paige took a deep breath and asked "Is it because she can feed on my breasts whenever she wants?" And then she closed her eyes, thinking "This is it! I'm going crazy!"
Her father gasped before looking at her, clearly uncomfortable. He mumbled something incomprehensible and walked towards the door.
"Dad, stop," she said. Paige reached for the tiny nightlight next to her and turned it on. It wasn't much light, but it was more than enough to let her father see her clearly. She was reclined lazily in the big chair, her thighs parted. If he hadn't before, now he couldn't miss her bright red panties.
As for her top, Paige knew that its fabric had been pulled upwards as she had slipped lower. It meant that her tummy was fully exposed and that the top was pulled tight under her breasts, highlighting them even more. Because of her arousal, her nipples were hard and poked huge tents through the fabric. Her father's jaw dropped as he stared at her. Staring back with heavy lidded eyes, both from sleepiness and lust, she reached for the neckline of her top and pulled it downwards until she completely revealed her right breast.
Paige's eyes were still locked onto her father, but he was not looking into her eyes anymore. Instead, his eyes were glued to her breast. Once freed, her breast surged out of the tight top and fell over it. When she released the top, it pulled upwards on her breasts, making it look even bigger than it already was. Paige grabbed her breast with two hands and slowly pulled it upwards towards her mouth.
She guided her large pointed nipple right to her lips and kissed it softly. She grinned when her father moaned and licked his own lips. After that, the naughty daughter teased her nipple with her tongue, making it twirl all around the aureola. Squeezing her flesh slightly harder, she felt a large drop of milk emerging from her nipple, slide down her aureola and spill all the way down her lower breast until it vanished in the fabric of her top.
Looking up at her father and seeing him still entranced, Paige opened her mouth and locked her lips around most of her aureola and pulled hard. Father and daughter moaned at the same time. Once she had a decent amount of milk in her mouth, she released her nipple and let her breast fall back down heavily on her chest.



Leaning her head back on the chair, she waited until her father looked up at her. When he did, Paige let that mouthful of milk leak indolently from her lips. It flowed over her chin, then quickly down her neck before slowing down to follow the curve of her full breast. Paige heard her father's gasp and saw his eyes grow big at the sight. Looking down, she gasped herself when she saw his cock poking out from one of the legs of his boxers. Shit it was big!
Her eyes fixed on the many visible inches of that fat cock, she repeated the process with her other breast. When she released that second squirt of milk on her breast, Paige saw her father's cock flexing, pulling the boxers upwards. Her heart skipped a beat; it was definitely bigger than what had previously been the biggest cock she had seen in her life.
After releasing her breast, she reached for her panties and pushed them down, accompanied by a few moans from her father. "Baby... please stop..." he whispered. Paige shook her head, knowing that if she stopped here, she would regret it for the rest of the life. Looking at her father's powerful upper body, she knew that if he agreed, he could fuck her like she wanted.
Once she was done with her panties, she placed two of her fingers inside her mouth. She then squeezed a few drops of her milk onto them. When she pushed those fingers inside her pussy her entire body arched upwards. When she opened her eyes after that first rush of pleasure, she could see her father standing right next to her between her legs. Looking up at him, fucking her pussy with her fingers, she drawled between two moans "What are you waiting for?" Her dad shook his head, then closed his eyes for a moment before kneeling down. He was startled when she stopped him, forcing him to remain standing.
Paige sat up and pulled her tank top off. After that, she pushed his boxers down and, even though she was expecting it, she was surprised by the size of his cock. She had deliberately placed her head very close to his cock, but gasped as she felt his erection bounce right up against her chin. When she looked at it and closed her fist around it, she confirmed that it was as long and thick as she had believed. Impossible!
Undeterred and more than a little excited at the prospect of fucking this monster cock, Paige took her time. Pulling that cock down and sitting straight up, she brought one of her breasts over it and squeezed hard. Her dad had one hand on the wall for balance and the other on her head and Paige felt him trembling.
As both of them were breathing hard, Paige slipped her squeezing hand all the way to her nipple and watched as a thick stream of milk landed on her dad's cock. His hand was still on her head, and could feel him shaking. She repeated the process a few times, coating his entire length with her milk, seeing rivulets flowing down on his balls before dripping down on the floor. She could see the giant cock twitching and surging as her father moaned.
After a while Paige released her breast, shifted lower on the floor and opened her mouth. Barely believing how far she actually was from his belly, she closed her eyes and took as much of him as she could. When she felt his cock hitting the back of her mouth, she wrapped her hand on what remained of his shaft and opened her eyes in wonder. There was still room on either side of her fist! When she pulled away to breathe she mumbled "Oh Gods!" before closing her mouth to suck on her father's cock again. Once, a while ago, she had seen a girl deepthroat her costar in a porn movie. For the first time she dearly wished she knew how to do that.
Pumping her father's cock with one hand and doing her best with her mouth, Paige was thrilled beyond words. His girth, his taste, the feeling of this forbidden cock in her mouth... She released him, squirted more milk on his cock before taking him back into her mouth. For a long time she treated her dad with this routine and she could feel him getting more and more excited. He hadn't touched her breasts yet, and she briefly wondered at that. Just after pulling away from his cock for the umpteenth time, she whispered: "Take my breasts..."
He didn't need to be told twice. Reaching down with his big hands, her father grabbed her two breasts rather forcefully. It was Paige's turn to gasp when he lowered himself and wrapped her breasts around his shaft. He was more than wet enough with her saliva to be able to push himself between her mammoth breasts. When Paige felt his glans rubbing against her lower neck, she also felt him squeezing her breasts. Hard. Very hard. At the same time, her nipples exploded in a deluge of milk, all of it hitting his lower belly, pubic hair and upper thighs.
In a flash she felt her father shifting stances. Gone was the hesitant man gawking at his nude daughter. Instead, she had now managed to unleash his lust. She would learn later that he had been tortured by that lust for years and now that he was free to follow it, he gave it all he had. Every time he pushed in to fuck her breasts he squeezed them, sending showers of milk all over him. His rhythm was increasing as he pounded her breasts. Paige head tilted up and down, fascinated by the huge cock between her breasts and the sight of her father staring down at her breasts encasing it.
"Fuck!" he cried at one point, immediately before releasing her breasts. "Why don't we go to your room?" Paige barely had time to nod before he reached down and grabbed her in his arms as if she was still a little girl. But she wasn't a little girl. One of her large, saliva and milk covered breasts was pressed against his chest, her pussy was dripping with her juices and she could feel his colossal cock pressed against her asscheeks.
They crossed the living room but as soon as they entered the kitchen, her father stopped, said "Fuck it, I can't wait!" and proceeded to twist her around in his arms. In a matter of seconds Paige's legs were wrapped around his waist and they were both fumbling to angle his cock against her pussy. She bit into his neck when he finally found her wet hole and pushed in. Bit hard! Fuck he was big! Her entire body went slack for a moment as she felt him push himself deeper and deeper. Her father was holding her tight though, and he used her weight to pull her down around his cock.
When she felt him hit her cervix, she threw her head back and only just managed not to cry and shout her pleasure. With this new angle to her body her father shifted his grip on her ass and began lifting her up and down upon his cock. She wasn't even helping him with her arms or legs. She just abandoned herself to his strong arms and the cock she had been fantasizing about all day long.
All she could do was ride that huge surge of pleasure. Looking down, her mouth opened in shock, she saw the two bright white fountains of milk spraying all over them. With her body arched backwards like this, her breasts danced all over the place under their weight and her father's intensity. And as if his strong hands had opened the floodgates, her nipples felt like milk geysers.
As he pumped in and out of her, she fell more and more into a daze of too much pleasure. She briefly wondered if this wasn't all a dream she was having back in the comfy chair. If that was the case, she wished never to waken. Instead, she wished for only one thing: that her father never stop taking her.
After a while she felt her body being moved again, as if she was falling. But she wasn't falling. Instead, her father was placing her in the piledriver position. Soon she felt the carpet against her nape and her legs were flipped over her. Her father's cock popped out of her pussy briefly, but before she could get her bearings she saw, right above her face, her father's thick cock angled downwards.
When his cock parted her pussy once more, Paige cried out. But when her father began pounding into her, her mouth opened as wide as it could in this position and her breath caught in her throat. She was being possessed. Her father wasn't making love to her, wasn't even fucking her. He was possessing her, taking her whole and doing whatever he wanted with her. Paige had never, ever felt this way during sex before. She had been with guys who liked to take control and had loved it, but this was something else.
She could barely breathe as he fucked her raw, driving his too long cock all the way in and then all the way out. She could feel his tip slipping out before parting her lips again for a full penetration. Soon, blown with too much pleasure and taboo and so fucking much overwhelming power, she felt her climax bursting. She was still ass over head, still had trouble breathing but the pleasure she was feeling was unique, a lone star in a sky already filled with bright stars.
Eventually she pushed back against him and took a deep breath, feeling a rush of blood and pleasure unlike anything she had thought possible before. All of a sudden her father pulled up until his cock slipped out. He grabbed her once again into his arms. Before she could react or suggest a position, she found herself facing the sliding patio doors. She felt her wet breasts sliding over the glass. She gasped when her father pushed his cock inside her again, then once more when he gathered her arms and pulled them behind her back. Hooking his own arms between her back and her arms, he locked her in his grip. His final touch? He used his feet to move her own feet away from the door.
And he fucked her hard again. In this position, more intricate once again than anything she had lived through before, Paige found herself arched and unable to move. But she wasn't about to complain. The small part of her mind that was still conscious realized that her parents probably had an incredible sex life. This wasn't a man working on pure instincts. Her father knew exactly what he was doing and what he wanted with her.
Holding her two arms with one of his own, he used his free hand to slip between her breasts and the glass. Mauling her breasts once more, Paige's father began groaning into her ear. She felt herself being pushed upwards with every stroke. When she felt the stirrings of a second climax, right on the heels of the first one, she couldn't believe it. She let her head fall on her father's shoulder and opened her mouth. "I don't care who hears me... I just wanna scream my pleasure!"
"If you only knew how naughty your mother's erotic mind was!" was his reply, surprising and mysterious at the same time.
"I've been dreaming about your cock all day long dad!" she whispered
"I've been dreaming about your breasts and pussy for a long while, my sweet." he replied, his mouth on her ear.
"Oh daddy! Fuck me daddy! Fuck me hard!" she whispered right into his ear. "Fuck me daddy with your big cock!" she cried one more time before having her breath taking out of her by both her climax and her father pushing harder.
Paige climaxed again, the rush of pleasure taking her entirely by surprise. She let out a sharp shout before all the muscles in her body clenched at the same time. Her eyes were closed very hard, her mouth was opened in a now silent scream, and Paige was having the time of her life. She only realized after a few moments that her father was filling her pussy with his cum. She drew a harsh, long-delayed breath when he did, and felt another rush of pleasure at the thought.
Her father kept on cumming and as his jets of cum slowed down, so did his intensity. He gradually released Paige and the very intense position turned into a hug from behind. Eventually he pulled away, the wet noise of his large cock emptying her without that cock inside her, and vowed that it would come back. Often. Very often.
Daughter and father crashed on the couch, with Paige being careful and putting a kitchen towel beneath her to catch her father's cum. Staring at her father's semi-hard cock on his thigh, she said "It's so fucking big!"
Her father grinned "And it was all inside you, my sweet. Finally!"
Paige grinned as well, shaking her head in disbelief. She scooted right next to him and hugged him. "I love you daddy."
"Me too."
"And I want to fuck you again soon!" she added, giggling.
"Me too!" he quipped, laughing.
The following morning, at breakfast with the entire family, Paige still couldn't believe that she had fucked her own dad. It was an utterly different breakfast than what she was used to. She had no idea what was going to happen next, except that she wanted her father's cock inside her again.
P.S. As of right now, I have no plans or ideas for a third part. I was only interested in exploring the flip-side with dad and daughter. If you really want a sequel, let me know in the comments and I'll try to come up whit something interesting.
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When Lily and Kimmy walked on the beach's hot sand, they drew a lot of attention. Most of it lustful, the rest envious. The sisters were well aware of those long gazes, but paid little heed to it. After all, they were used to it. The fact that they were holding hands, while not immediately looking simply like loving sisters, gave rise to questions about exactly what type of love they were sharing. Confronted with questions about this, the sisters would only smile and cuddle each other even closer.
Despite the fact that most sisters three years apart ended up hating each other, Lily and Kimmy had a remarkably close relationship. At eighteen Lily, the youngest of the two, cherished her older sister and the feeling was mutual. But what drew the gazes of all those strangers was not only the fact that those two girls held hands. Oh no.
While Lily was overall less remarkable than her older sister, she was nevertheless stunningly sexy. She had a perpetual smile on her lips, although now the stick of a lollipop was sticking out from between them. She was rather small with very long brown hair. Today she had chosen to wear it in a Princess Leia style with two small buns above her ears. But Lily's hair was so long that there were long braids hanging from those buns on either side.
Despite her very slim and small stature, she was nevertheless very nicely curved for such a slender body. She had begun wearing C cup bras a few months ago and had been forced to buy a new bikini. A very small bikini. The long dark brown hair that fell in lazy tumbles contrasted quite nicely with the blood red spandex. That, by itself would have caught most men's attention.
But even if she had chosen a very plain bikini, her breasts would have warranted notice anyway. While C cups were not really in the "big breasts" category, the way they rode on her very slight frame made them look much bigger than they were. And given that fact, they also bounced a lot more than most similarly-sized breasts. Bulging youthful flesh, white skin, blood red string bikini and long deep brown tresses combined to make her upper body unmissable.
Then again her hips could draw just as much attention. If she didn't have such a tiny waist, Lily would barely have any hips to speak of. But she did have that tiny waist. Couple that with her long coltish legs and you had a very sexy mix. From behind, if you were lucky enough to follow her as she wore that bikini, you got another sort of gift. Her wonderful ass.
The fact that Lily has been doing gymnastics for the last seven years had turned her ass into a remarkable bubble butt. The small bikini, although not a thong, didn't cover much. As she walked, the sexy lines that defined the bottom of her ass, the apple lines, appeared and disappeared with each step. That magic show would leave most men completely hypnotized, and sometimes it led to some funny situations. Lily had stopped counting the times that men, while following her as she wore a swimsuit or hot pants, would walk right into a lamppost.
On the front, the fact that her bikini bottom barely covered her pussy also raised some eyebrows. Most in wonder, others in disapproval. The thin spandex, the thinnest Lily had managed to find, hugged her obviously shaven pussy like second skin. Obviously for two reasons. First because it wouldn't cover an untrimmed bush to begin with, but second because any remaining hair would show under such thin fabric.
One size too small and with the usual padding removed, the small bottom left nothing to the imagination. The bikini clasped her big lips very tightly, creating a permanent camel toe that her older sister really liked. And it was clear that most men liked it as well. When viewed from the side as she walked, her thigh hid and revealed that brilliant red patch and well defined lips, turning the already sexy bikini bottom into a continuous tease.
Next to her, Kimmy was another matter altogether. While she wasn't as voluptuous as only much older women could be, she was a lot more generously endowed. Not chubby at all, Kimmy nevertheless knew that she would have to spend the rest of her life watching her weight. She was much taller than her sister at close to six feet tall, and her very bright blonde hair was a sharp contrast to her sister's dark locks. Today she had decided to wear it in a very high and loose ponytail, a ponytail that swished around with her every step.
Although such golden and long hair was remarkable in itself, few eyes lingered there for long. Below that glorious mane were two stunning breasts that would make just about every woman alive envious. Part of Kimmy knew that one day all that weight would come crashing down, transforming her breasts into pendulous mounds of flesh. But that hadn't happened yet. Oh no. Instead, her large breasts seemed to defy gravity. Although much bigger, Kimmy filled E and F cup bras, her breasts seemed just as perky as her sister's.
Again, most sisters would be mortally envious of such injustice, but Lily counted herself lucky to be able to enjoy her older sister's breasts. But more on that later. Kimmy's breasts rose up sharply from her lithe torso, bursting forth arrogantly, announcing themselves irrepressibly to the world. To top them, Kimmy's breasts had large aureolas and nipples that were never fully relaxed. When she was sexually aroused, her nipples rose up just as brazenly as her breasts. But even at their most relaxed, they were still noticeable.
Kimmy usually liked to wear black bikinis as it contrasted sharply with her pale skin and hair. Today though, she had chosen a less obvious look. She was wearing a pure white bikini, from which she had also removed any trace of padding. While it wasn't fully transparent when wet, it still made for a stunning sight. Kimmy didn't know if she was going to swim today, but smiled as she imagined the reaction she'd get from people around her if she did.
While Lily was extremely slender, Kimmy's more generous curves meant that seeing her walking was a gift in and of itself. Her breasts swung and bounced slowly, as if in molasses, as she walked on the sand. Having also chosen a bikini one size too small, her breasts bulged out of their flimsy cups every time they moved upwards and stretched the thin fabric every time they fell back down. Many hopeful men were selling their souls wishing for one of those large breasts to pop out. If her breasts did pop out, those men would see a large but very pink aureola surrounding the springy nipple.
In the end, her breasts didn't tumble out of the top. But as for her sisters, her breasts weren't Kimmy's only remarkable asset. Her bikini hugged her own pussy just as tightly, highlighting once again a shaven pussy and a clear camel toe. But Kimmy had visibly larger and fleshier lips, which made the effect even more remarkable.
Behind that lovely pussy, Kimmy's ass didn't have anything in common with her sister's. Instead of being a pair of very firm and small gymnast's buttocks, Kimmy's cheeks were a lot more generous. She had a prominent and very rounded ass. But mostly because of her young age, it was still as irrepressible as her breasts. Round both from behind as from the side, Kimmy's ass was a thing of fully bloomed sexiness.
A man following her wouldn't see a vanishing apple line. Oh no. Kimmy's ass was generous enough that this line was always there. What that man would see though is a rhythmic dance of those two cheeks as they bounced up and down. Because of the way her hips turned slightly as she walked, her buttocks were lifted high as they turned a bit before falling back down. But given that she was only 21, her breasts bounced but didn't jiggle. Simply firm flesh riding her every step like a well tuned suspension.
About the only thing the two sisters had in common were their bright, blue-green eyes. And not just any blue-green. Theirs verged on bright cyan and like the rest of their bodies, they caught most people's attention. Beyond their bodies the sisters had a lot in common, most importantly the deep love they felt for one another. But, as will become quite clear soon enough, the love they shared was not simply sisterly love. The vigor with which they held their hands together hinted at a more intense form of love.
On the hot sand they found a spot as far away from the others as possible and lay down their blankets. Immediately they settled on their sides facing one another. As they embraced, their breasts pressing against one another, most of the people who were watching them realized that they were lesbians. "If they only knew," Lily whispered into her sister's ear. "That we were incestuous lesbian sisters, they would have had a fit!" Kimmy giggled as she kissed her sister on the lips.
The sisters had chosen a beach very far away from their hometown, where nobody knew that they actually were sisters. It had taken them two hours to drive there and for the first time in their lives they allowed themselves to be amorous in public. They had rented a small room with a double bed and had planned their week-end as best they could. After that kiss, Kimmy whispered "If only they knew our other secret, I think they'd all forget about the fact that sisters were kissing like this!" It was now Lily's turn to giggle as Kimmy kissed her again.
"What do you think they'd do if I stood up with this..." Kimmy said as she opened her legs slightly. From behind that tight bikini and inside that utterly feminine pussy, Kimmy let her cock grow outwards slightly.
Lily, feeling her sister's futanari cock against her own pussy, gasped. "Not here, you fool!" Looking down, she saw what looked like a regular sized cock under the bikini bottom. "Oh Christ!" she exclaimed. "They'd shit bricks!"
"Yeah? What if I stood up with this, then?"
And with that, Lily felt her sister's futanari cock expand to its fullest length. Soft, Kimmy's cock was about 9 inches long and thicker than most guys that big. Like a big wet noodle too big to be contained it burst out from her bikini and Lily shivered with pleasure when she felt its warm, wet flesh against her belly. "Stop it! Put it back!" Lily said, her mouth opened in shock. "What if somebody sees it!" After her sister did retract it, Lily added "If you stood up like that, they'd probably throw rocks at us!" Kimmy grunted before kissing her sister again.
The two sisters had absolutely no idea why they had such cocks. They had discovered them pretty much at the same time and had instinctually known that they should keep it a secret. They also knew it was something magical. After having poured over anatomy manuals and diagrams online, they knew it wasn't just a case of having a retractable organ. Their cocks were just too big, especially Lily's monster one. Imagining it fitting inside her tiny body? Impossible.
Conversely, they didn't know how they could hilt themselves into each other's pussies. They knew that women could accommodate rather big cocks, but Lily's length was just too much. It was very clear to them that their cock penetrated much deeper than usual and could usually feel their cervix opening up. They could actually feel the tip of the other one's cock nestling against the back of their womb.
Since they had full voluntary control of it, both of its erection and its retractability, the girls never had to face insults or persecution for it. In fact, given that they were both remarkably beautiful and sexy, it was quite the opposite. They lived in a perpetual center of attention while carrying such a big secret.
They hadn't found anyone they felt at ease talking to about it. Even their mother. For a while they wondered if their mother had one. But after leaving very heavy hints about it one evening as they three of them were alone, they deduced that she had no idea what they were hinting at.
It had simply become one of the secrets they shared. And soon, perhaps because they had explored sex with those cock together, having nobody else to turn to, they fell in love in a romantic sense. Since then, both of them had lost interest in other boys or girls. The fact that they spent so much time together had raised some eyebrows back home, but not that much.
Here, incognito on this beach, they were enjoying a freedom they had never known before. For the last year or so they had begun planning to move far from their hometown. It would pain them not to be able to see their parents as often as they could, but they wanted to live their lives to the fullest together. San Francisco's gayest district looked like their best option. Nobody would know they were sisters, or futanari, and nobody would mind two gay girls living together. In the meantime, this week-end would have to do, and the sisters planned on making the most of it.
Simply kissing like two regular lovers, in full view of so many people was exhilarating in itself. And, cocks retracted or not, they were beginning to grind their bodies against one another in a very suggestive way. "Why don't we go in the water?" groaned Lily before things got out of hand. Kissing in public was one thing, but actually fucking was quite another! They stood up and ran into the water until they both fell.
When they found each other again Lily felt her sister's breasts pressing against her own. After wrapping her legs around her sister's waist, Lily used both her hands to pull the small spandex patches off of Kimmy's breasts. Although they were still underwater and didn't feel as heavy as usual, Lily was throughly enjoying the caresses. Letting herself slide underwater she found and grabbed one big nipple in her mouth and sucked hard. With her hands she squeezed that breast, making the aureola even more pointy and sucked even more of it into her mouth.
After a moment she resurfaced, spat the salty water, took a deep breath and repeated her little trick on Kimmy's other nipple. It was a far cry from the long breast-baths Kimmy would often give her out of the water, but for the moment it was all they could do in public. By the time she reemerged she was rubbing her clit against her sister's smooth belly.
And at the same time, she felt Kimmy's cock emerging between their two bodies. They moaned as they kissed and in a matter of seconds Lily felt her sister's cock slipping between her own lips. After a few moments of shifting around and angling her hips just right, she felt the huge head dropping in place just at the entrance. As they looked at each other, smiling, Kimmy arched her pelvis up and they both groaned as they felt her cock sliding all the way inside her pussy.
Distended beyond what any normal woman could accommodate, Lily bit Kimmy's neck hard. It was either that and shout her pleasure to the entire beach. As the last inch slipped inside, Lily felt her pussy stretching around the thicker base of Kimmy's cock. Her legs were wrapped around her sister's waist and Kimmy's 14 inches were stretching her pussy to its limit.
And it was not just the length. Lily's pussy was spasming as it clenched and released Kimmy's thick monster. At 8 inches in circumference, Kimmy's cock would challenge even pornstars. As she frantically clutched her sister's body, Lily felt her ploughing up into her. The sisters had quickly learned that their cocks produced a generous amount of precum and that it was an amazing lubricant. Probably just as supernatural as their cocks were. Both of them regularly enjoyed each other's assholes despite their huge size. After pushing a few drops of that precum up there, they could accept their huge cocks without pain.
Lily smiled as she felt her sister trembling as the first wave of pleasure was washing over her. Reaching for her sister's breasts again, Lily squeezed them in her hands. She realized that they were already bigger. This was another indubitable sign that something magical was happening in their bodies. The more aroused they became, the bigger their breasts. They could each gain two cup sizes when they were thoroughly aroused. And their hips and asses also swelled, but to a lesser extent.
After gasping when her own pleasure began to rise, Lily said "Slow down just for a minute." When Kimmy did, Lily relaxed her muscles and felt her own cock erupting from the top of her pussy. The emergence process was still mysterious to them. Even when they looked at it from close up and let their cock out slowly, the girls couldn't really understand was was happening. All they knew was that it came from behind their clits and that those clits became the cocks' crowns.
At the moment though, Lily didn't care about that magical mystery. As she felt her cock fully develop, she shook in anticipation. "Oh gods!" Kimmy moaned as she felt the huge cock between her breasts. When fully extended but still soft, Lily's cock measured at a barely comprehensible 12 inches. Fully erect, like it was now, it stood at a solid 16! Kimmy laughed as she felt it under her chin and she turned so that she had her back to the beach.
The sisters shuffled around a bit until they found the perfect position. Kimmy was still lodged deep inside Lily, but now Lily was holding on to her sisters back with one arm while the other hand held one of Kimmy's breasts. Kimmy held the other one and so Lily's cock was now securely trapped between the massive orbs of flesh. Despite the fact that they were underwater, soon enough the precum was doing its job and Lily began titfucking the most wonderful breasts she had ever seen. "How the fuck am I able to take that monster all the way up my pussy?" Kimmy asked, laughing, as they found their rhythm.
"And what about your sweet, sweet ass, sister?"
"I have no clue!" Kimmy breathed.
A minute later and they were moving in sync, driving each other crazy with pleasure. The fact that they were so close to other people only enhanced their pleasure. Despite their big secret, the two of them were fully aware that they were exhibitionists. Kimmy's first boyfriend, who'd had no idea that they were futanari, had told them both that they were too pretty and sexy to keep their bodies hidden. While that relationship hadn't lasted long, the advice did. Since then, they both almost always wore revealing clothes, much to the delight of everyone around them.
"Let me cum first..." cried Kimmy. "I wanna be fully focused on drinking your cum when you do. And if I can't handle it, you know what to do!"
Lily gasped as she nodded, biting her lips as she tried stopping the surge of pleasure that had begun to boil over. While she slowed down her mind boggling titfucking of her sister's breasts, Kimmy Instead shifted her grip on Lily's ass and ploughed her huge cock into her. It was all Lily could do not to scream. She was now holding her sister with both arms with her face buried in Kimmy's neck. Although the plan was for Kimmy to cum first, the feeling of her cock pistoning in and out of her was threatening to push her over the edge.
But before that could happen, Lily felt Kimmy spasming as she fucked her and soon her entire body arched against her. In a violent burst, Lily felt her sister's cum exploding into her womb. With preternatural senses, Lily felt the warm cum snaking down the length of her vagina until it was spurted out of her pussy with Kimmy's next push. Had they been in a pool, the clear water would have become troubled by the sheer amount of the creamy stuff. As it was, in the ocean, they didn't have to worry about that.



For a long moment Lily let Kimmy stretch her climax as long as she could. Despite the fact that they had cocks and usually climaxed that way, the girls knew they were blessed with the easily extendable climaxes only women had. And so Kimmy grunted at least a full minute under the heady power of her climax. Neither girl had ever managed to figure out from where all that cum came. They just accepted, jokingly, that they probably could quench a fire if they ever had to.
Panting hard, Kimmy eventually said "Your turn, my love...". With that, all the while keeping her sister's spent but still hard cock inside her, Lily resumed her position and began fucking her sister's breasts again. Stimulated as she was, and given the heavenly nature of Kimmy's breasts, it wasn't long until pleasure began boiling over again. Racked with pulses of pre-climactic thrill, she whispered "Ready for this?"
"I'll do my best!" Kimmy replied, giggling.
Feeling your sister's sperm overflowing from your pussy was one thing. But managing that torrent in your mouth was quite another. When Lily rose up slightly higher to allow Kimmy to take her cock into her mouth, Kimmy took a deep breath. While Kimmy wasn't surprised by the amount, it was still a challenge to drink it all. A challenge she liked to tackle despite the undeniable fact that she always failed. She drank a huge mouthful as soon as the flow hit the back of her mouth and had to swallow again immediately afterward.
She loved the taste of her sister's sperm, a taste that had nothing to do with men's sperm. It was really sweet, not just as a metaphor. Yet despite that sweetness, it was still Lily's sperm and as she drank mouthful after mouthful, she felt a tremor of pleasure. Eventually, laughing as she did, she pulled her head away. And a moment later she could see Lily sucking on her own cock. She only had to arch her back slightly before she could wrap her lips around the head of her cock.
Kimmy could do the same thing with her own cock, but it was a close thing. First because her cock was shorter and second because she was taller. But for Lily it came easy. Kimmy was now watching her sister as she fucked her own mouth with her cock, sliding many inches down that monster cock before pulling up. And she drank her own sperm with relish! Kimmy hoped that her head was enough cover to prevent anybody from seeing this. After a while Kimmy kissed that cock and Lily pulled away. After that initial surge, Kimmy knew she would be able to handle the rest and felt her belly filling up with the creamy white stuff.
Eventually the flow stopped and Kimmy released her sister's cock with a loud slurping sound. Lily then pulled off of her sister's cock and, as their cocks gently retracted inside, the two sisters hugged hard again. But with their breasts as large as they were because of their arousal, it took them a moment to align one of Lily's breasts between her sister's.
As time passed they both felt their breasts and hips coming back to their normal sizes and after a while they replaced their bikinis properly. When they walked back out of the water and onto the beach, they looked like perfectly normal women. Perfect women, but most importantly, no hints of any cock were visible at all. Instead, their bikini bottoms were still hugging their utterly feminine pussies, and if the increased blood flow meant that those two camel toes were any bigger, nobody would complain about it.
Holding hands, they stood above their blankets and looked at each other. "Is it already over?" Lily asked, looking up into her sister's loving blue-green eyes.
"Of course not," the tall blonde replied. "I want your cock inside me my love!"
"Good!" Lily grinned. "Let's go back to our room!"
And so they did. Less than fifteen minutes after climaxing what felt like gallons of sperm, the two sisters were already naked in their hotel room. Kimmy, sitting on the bed with the position highlighting the graceful curves of her hips, beckoned Lily to come closer. Lily gladly walked up to her sister and ended up standing over Kimmy's legs.
Kimmy leaned forward and left a long trail of kisses from Lily's sensitive neck down to her breasts. Kimmy knew that Lily was jealous of her own breasts, but as she had often said, it was quite possible for small breasts to be beautiful and sexy. And Lily did have such breasts. After kissing them, Kimmy turned her head and let the silky smooth skin of Lily's breasts slide across her cheeks. She could feel the small but hard nipples of her sister grazing against her skin.
Soon she wanted more and she turned her head, allowing herself to capture one of those small nipples into her mouth. Lily shivered and moaned. After teasing and licking that nipple, Kimmy opened her mouth wide and grabbed Lily's entire aureola into her mouth, sucking much harder now. While Lily's breasts were much firmer than her own, they nevertheless gave way as she played with them.
With both hands on her sister's head, Lily had closed her eyes, enjoying the wet pleasure of her sister's mouth. She opened her eyes suddenly when she felt Kimmy's cock directly against her pussy. She laughed, opened her legs a bit wider and let Kimmy caress her in yet another way. She had her lips and tongue on her nipples, her hands on her breasts and now that long cock caressing her pussy and clit. Under this coordinated assault, Lily wanted more.
Lily pushed her older sister on the bed, then grabbed her legs to force her to lie face down. Laughing, Kimmy stretched her arms above her head and crossed her ankles one over the other. Lily, seeing the glorious curves of her sister's body all seeming to converge on her ass, simply dove in. She climbed over her sister's long legs, leaving a trail of kisses all the way up those legs until she reached her ass.
On all fours above her sister, Lily stared at the incredibly beautiful ass beneath her. While she liked her own firm ass, this was something else! And, as was one of her favorite moments of their sexual life, Lily simply lowered her face until her nose was just above the cleft between Kimmy's very generous cheeks. Slowly, Lily buried her face in her sister's soft ass, feeling it give way very smoothly. Kimmy's body was burning hot and the contrast with the cooler cheeks on her face added to the pleasure. Soon though, it was more than her cheeks touching her sister's ass. Her nose and soon after that her chin was pressing in the spongy flesh.
Kimmy, under normal circumstances, already had a barely believable ass. So generous and rounded, merging into wide hips that only enhanced those curves. And with her equally generous thighs underneath, looking as if they were made of cookie dough, her ass was the definition of soft femininity. But this wasn't normal circumstances. Oh no.
Since she was highly aroused, her ass was now just supernaturally big and soft. A while back Lily, after doing something very similar to this, had commented that her buttocks looked like two pillows of flesh. After Kimmy had protested, Lily had added that they were like memory foam pillows: heavy, very firm but as soon as you placed your face upon them, you felt the amazing softness. Kimmy laughed when Lily said that she would like to sleep on them every night.
In their room Lily could feel Kimmy's large yet firm buttocks giving way as she pushed down. But she could also feel the creamy flesh of her thighs gently resisting her lower face as well. Lily placed her hands on Kimmy's cheeks and pulled them apart gently. She burrowed deeper still, feeling the flesh giving way before her desire. Deeply nestled in that deep cleft, she could finally taste her sister's sweet crack. When she decided to flick her tongue across Kimmy's asshole first, she heard her sister giggling. "I know what you like!" Kimmy laughed.
Hearing this, Lily pushed her tongue deeper and felt Kimmy's asshole opening. After a minute she had to pull out of those deep cheeks. As she did, she said "Fuck! I'd kill for a tongue as long as my cock!"
"You're crazy!" Kimmy replied.
Lily was smiling as she plunged back into that wonderful depth. She knew that while Kimmy wasn't opposed to fucking Lily's ass, she wasn't as much into anal as Lily was. They didn't mind that difference all that much, especially since Kimmy enjoyed letting her sister play with her asshole. As wonderful as burying her face in Kimmy's ass actually was, Lily wanted more. She pulled away from that warm nest and moved higher still. In seconds her cock was completely out and fully hard, dripping precum onto Kimmy's ass.
Feeling this, Kimmy began breathing deeper and whispered "Be gentle my love..."
"Am I not always gentle?" Lily asked.
"Well, no!"
"Ha! Only when you ask me not to be gentle!" Lily giggled. "And if the past is any indication, you'll ask me to ram your ass as hard as I can in less than a minute!"
"You know me too well!" Kimmy replied, laughing.
Lily used the tip of her cock to spread the precum between Kimmy's cheeks and very soon she was pushing the tip harder and harder and her sister's soft, pliable asshole. Kimmy took a long deep breath and held it for a long moment as the large head of Lily's cock slipped by her sphincter. From then on, the precum did its magic and they both felt the monstrous cock sliding deeper and deeper. Lily pulled back only once before pushing slowly all the way inside her sister's ass.
When Kimmy felt her sister's abdomen pressing hard on her ass and that 16 inch tool worming its way so impossibly deep in her body, she exhaled deeply. In the past, the girls had tried to figure out how such big cocks could fit inside their asses, and it shouldn't work. But it clearly did and they both enjoyed this mystery. She could distinctly feel it so damned deep inside her belly, along her spine, but couldn't understand how it wasn't killing her! She laughed at the thought as Lily was pulling back.
Lily was still being gentle but knew her sister would soon accommodate to her size. After all it wasn't, by a long shot, the first time she sodomized her sister. But even if this time happened to be the 20th time and even when it will be the 1000th, Lily knew she would forever cherish her sister's sweet and deep ass. The generous and pliable ass that she felt squishing beneath her with every deep penetration was already as delicious as could be. But the inner walls of Kimmy's ass were mind bogglingly intoxicating.
From what she could gather from internet forums, their cocks were a lot more sensitive than regular male cocks. Not only were their crowns as sensitive as guys's, but because the shaft wasn't covered in normal skin, Lily was flooded with sensations from all along that length.
As she pulled all the way back, she thought that it must be a lot easier for guys to fuck in this position. When all you had to work with was 5, 6 or 7 inches of erection, you could simply rotate your hips and fuck that ass. She, on the other hand, had to work with her knees and elbows to be able to fuck in and out with those 16 inches!
After a minute or so, she had found the perfect position and was beginning to increase her speed. As expected, Kimmy breathed "You were right little sister... Fuck me Lily, Fuck me harder!" Lily laughed as she complied, feeling her mind burning up with pleasure. Looking down at her sister's body as it shook with each thrust, the soft flesh bouncing, Lily felt heady with pleasure. Seeing her cock fully disappearing into her sister's asshole in less than a second was exhilarating!
As much as she wanted to fill her sister's ass with her sperm, she had a brief flash of her sister's upper body covered with her sperm. But as she prepared to increase her tempo, she heard a deep groan from Kimmy as a powerful spasm of pleasure shook her. "Oooh! Isn't this nice!" Lily said as she kept ploughing her sister's ass. "Think you can cum before I do, sweet sister who keeps telling me she's not into anal all that much?"
"I may not be as big a fan of anal as you are Lily, but Gods! Once you start fucking me, I want more!" Kimmy panted. "Harder still! Give me all you got!"
Less than a minute later, as Lily did indeed give her all she had, her entire body now covered with sweat as she worked hard, Kimmy froze, gasped and cried out her pleasure. By now she had both hands under her pussy and was mashing her pussy as hard as it would endure. The combination of those fingers and Lily's endless cock threw her over the edge and she climaxed. Hard. Biting on the pillow under her head, Kimmy grunted very loudly even though Lily knew she was trying to keep silent. But she was so loud that Lily was pretty sure that if there were people in the adjacent rooms, they would hear those orgasmic cries.
Given that they wouldn't see any of these strangers ever again in two days, Lily didn't mind. "Kimmy... As long as you don't scream that I have a cock, I don't mind if you tell the entire town that you're climaxing under me." Hearing this Kimmy gasped, took a deep breath and shouted her pleasure. Lily laughed as she did and had to slow down fucking her for fear of climaxing too soon.
"Oh fuck Lily! You're so damned good! Don't stop fucking me, don't ever stop!" Kimmy shouted, which only made Lily laugh even harder. "Oh shit Lily, I'm cumming again! Fuck!" she shouted even longer as a second orgasm rocked her curvy body.
By now Lily could feel drops of her sweat falling onto Kimmy's back but she never stopped. Her real challenge wasn't the lack of energy but the attempt of delaying her own climax until Kimmy was done. But Kimmy was enjoying this special permission immensely and stretched her climax a long while. She was screaming all sorts of vulgar stuff and was laughing as her climax faded. "My turn now, my delicious sister." Lily said in a whisper.
She had been edging herself for a while now as two climaxes raked Kimmy's body. When she pulled out, Kimmy gasped but understood. "You wanna cover me with sperm, you naughty wench!" Lily was too close to climaxing to react. As soon as Kimmy knelt in front of her sister, Lily let herself go and sprayed her sister's face with a first rope of cum. The second one went right into her opened mouth and as much as Lily liked to see her sister drinking her sperm, she had other ideas in mind. The next 5 or 6 spurts of cum ended up covering her sister from the neck down to her belly. Even though Kimmy's breasts were absolutely huge with pleasure by now, there wasn't a single square inch of those breasts that wasn't coated with the white, gooey liquid.
Stil trembling and glistening with sweat, Lily was blown away by the pleasure she was experiencing. Soon though she began to shake and she fell to her knees. When she opened her eyes she saw that Kimmy was now standing up, having reversed the position. Looking up, she saw the thick curtain of her sperm slowly dripping down. A nearly continuous flow of drops fell from her two engorged nipples.
But Lily's eyes were attracted to Kimmy's growing cock. Partly covered by her own sperm, Kimmy's cock grew bigger and bigger. When Kimmy grabbed her Leia-like buns and wrapped her fists around the base of the two tresses, Lily's eyes and mouth opened in surprise. "Oh yes little sister... It's my turn to have my fun." Kimmy said.
Mouth still opened, Lily saw and felt her sister's cock slip into her mouth. And then hit the back of her throat. When she felt the burst of precum coating her mouth and throat, she knew what was coming. "Look at me." Kimmy said, still breathing hard. When Lily did, she felt her sister pulling on those tresses. She took a deep breath and felt her heart quickening as she knew what was going to happen.
Inevitably as she pulled harder, Kimmy's cock slipped deeper into her mouth before soon progressing into her throat. This was such a unique experience! The first time she had ever felt her sister's cock down her throat, Lily had panicked for a moment, her gag reflex still uncontrolled. But now, even if that gag reflex was fully controlled, the experience of having such a long cock pushed down her throat was still marvellous.
As the few gagging sounds were the only thing breaking the silence in the room, the sisters stared deep into each other's blue-green eyes as Lily's head got closer and closer to Kimmy's belly. Looking down at her sister's wide opened mouth, between her massive breasts, Kimmy's heart was beating harder and harder. If anal was more her sister's thing, deepthroating was definitely hers.
When Kimmy saw and felt her sister's nose burying against her soft belly, she threw her head back and shouted "By all the Gods in the fucking universe Lily, your mouth is magical!" Had she been able to, Lily would have laughed. Instead, she simply abandoned her body to her sister's will. After a long pause, as Kimmy expertly gauged her limit, Kimmy pulled back all the way out, letting Lily breathe. Kimmy repeated that slow penetration a few times.
Lily knew what was coming and knew her sister would climax once again very soon. "Ready for this my love?" Kimmy asked in a whisper. "Ready for me to fuck your mouth, your throat, your entire fucking upper body?" Lily nodded, floored by the intensity she saw in her sister's eyes. "Open your mouth then..."
When she did, Kimmy repositioned her hands around Lily's tresses and guided her heavy cock back into her mouth. Looking at her sister, Kimmy nodded. When Lily nodded back, Kimmy pulled hard on her sister's hair and pulled her all the way in. Both sisters gasped at the same time, Kimmy with pleasure and Lily in a reflex as she was speared. Shifting her hands to fully grab the tight Leia buns, Kimmy pulled Lily's head back only to shove it back down her cock once again.
Kimmy's head began spinning again in mere seconds as she watched, amazed, as she fucked her sister's throat with wild abandon. She was just barely conscious of her sister's breathing, but everything else was raw pleasure as she fucked Lily's mouth as hard as she could. Lily's sperm was still flowing down her body and soon it had pretty much all dropped on the sheets.
Or on Lily's face. Because she'd had her face pressed against Kimmy's belly, Lily's face was now glistening with her own sperm. But it only made her look even more desirable to Kimmy. "Fuck Lily!" she shouted again, not giving a single damn about who would hear them. "I could do this for the rest of my life! You're so fucking good!"
Lily felt like a rag doll, like a sexual plaything for her sister. And she couldn't have been more pleased. She wouldn't let anybody else manhandle her like this, not even for a million dollars. But she would gladly do it for her sister any day of the week. Looking up when she heard Kimmy grunt, she knew she was about to cum.
Used to this by now, Kimmy willfully pulled out just before she would cum and Lily took a very deep breath. After she did, Kimmy pushed all the way back in and felt a surge of sperm rushing up her cock. She shouted as it filled Lily's belly and pleasure overwhelmed her. She pulled back out and fully in a few times, but kept her cock deep in her sister's throat for her entire climax.
Spent, giddy with so much pleasure and climaxes in such a short time, Kimmy fell back on the bed. Lily gasped as her sister's cock slipped out of her mouth and took a lot of deep breaths as she fell next to her sister. Looking at each other, the sisters panted and laughed. "I so nearly shouted 'Take my cock down your throat' a minute ago!" said Kimmy.
Lily laughed and said "Maybe you should have!"
"Bah... what for? We'd probably be chased down like satanic freaks if I had. I'm still not sure someone won't come knocking at our door..." Kimmy said.
Looking down and placing her hand on Lily's belly, she caressed the significant bulge that was now there. The first time this had happened, the girls had freaked. They realized that the amount of sperm that came out when they climaxed was just too much for a stomach. And so Lily turned on her back and smiled as she looked at her belly. Normally very taut and lean, it was now very clearly distended by the sheer amount of cum inside. "It's so fucking sexy, my sweet Lily."



"Thanks!" she replied before kissing her sister.
The two sisters didn't know if anybody had heard them and if so, if they would get in trouble for such public lesbian sex. But they didn't care. They would spend a first night here, and then one more before coming back home. The first day had been amazing, and they wondered what the next two days would bring.
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The morning after her night of wild sex with her sister, Kimmy found herself alone in their room. Lily usually woke up earlier than her and had left a note saying that she had gone to take a walk on the beach. Her hair was still wet from the long shower she had taken. Standing in front of the window, looking at the beach and ocean before her, she slipped on a pair of tight white panties. She then stuck her iPhone between the elastic band and her hip before putting on her earbuds. Listening to her favorite music, Lily began to do her hair into two pigtails.
Five minutes later she heard a noise behind her and turned around with a smile, certain that her sister was back from her walk. Instead it was the maid, who had probably knocked a few times before entering. But because of the earbuds, Kimmy hadn't heard. Kimmy's smile turned into a grin when she saw the girl's wide opened eyes and mouth. Staring at Kimmy's mammoth breasts, the girl the dropped the sheets she had been holding on the floor.
Stammering something she walked backwards, her eyes still glued to Kimmy's breasts. Nobody would scold her for it though. With a bare minimum of effort and a public webcam, Kimmy's breasts would become legendary worldwide. Indeed, the tall, curvy blonde had breasts that put E cup bras to shame. And so Kimmy wasn't angry at the gawking maid, nor did she turn around or try to hide her breasts. Instead, she pulled the earplugs from her ear and put her phone on the table.
She then walked slowly towards the poor girl and grabbed her hand. She began to babble incoherently and Kimmy simply placed a finger on her lips to quiet her down. "Wanna stare for a while?" The girl looked up, nodded nervously and looked back down to Kimmy's breasts. For the next few minutes, Kimmy moved around, finished her hair, tried a few bras, then her bikini and finally removed her panties as well.
The girl, now sitting on a chair, was flushed and breathing hard, but as Kimmy asked her what she thought about her different bras, she eventually relaxed. Standing in front of her, completely naked still, Kimmy whispered "Wanna touch?" The girl gasped again and reflexively shook her head. "Sure? How long do you think it will be before you get to touch breasts like these?"
The girl was staring into Kimmy's blue-green eyes with her mouth opened. Suddenly, awkwardly, she placed her hand on Kimmy's left breast. And moaned. "Don't be shy... You have two hands, don't you?" And so the girl reached up with both her hands and played with Kimmy's breasts for a long moment. "I always thought there were more non-straight people than we usually think... Is this your first lesbian experience?" The girl simply nodded.
Surprising Kimmy, the girl then leaned forward and sucked one of her nipples deep into her mouth. Laughing gently, Kimmy placed her hands on the girls' head, guiding her. By now her pussy was beginning to get hotter and hotter. And wetter. As the girl was moaning, switching from one nipple to the other, Kimmy whispered "Why don't you slide one of your hands between my legs and do whatever you most like to do when you masturbate?"
A second later Kimmy felt the girl's fingers sliding over her shaven pussy before pressing down gently between her lips. It was now Kimmy's turn to moan as the girl's fingers were surprisingly adept! Kimmy briefly wondered what the girl would do if she let her thick cock out. But she didn't want to risk a scream and a scene, so she resisted the urge and enjoyed this purely lesbian delight. "Gods you're good!" Kimmy breathed.
"Thanks!" the girl replied. "And you're incredibly gorgeous!"
After a while, with a thin sheen of sweat covering her body, Kimmy whispered "Are you just as good with your tongue as with your fingers?" The girl didn't reply and Kimmy guessed that this would be too much for her. To her surprise, she slipped down on the floor and buried her face between Kimmy's round thighs. It was clear that she was extremely nervous, and her tongue was all over the place. "Shhh... Breathe my little love. Do with your tongue what you were doing with your finger. Oh yes... That's it! Just like that!"
Pulling her head hard against her pussy, Kimmy used her other hand to reach the wall. She was beginning to buck and shake and the last thing she wanted was to fall down over the girl! Her climax burst from that girl's lovely mouth and reached every last little nook and cranny of her body. She bit her lower lip to prevent from screaming in pleasure, stunned that such a lesbian virgin was so damned good with her mouth!
After she quieted down, she puled away from the girl's mouth. "My turn now! I wanna taste you!" she said. But immediately she saw that this wouldn't happen. The girl was still too much in shock to let that happen. Kimmy grabbed her hand as she stood up and nodded. "No problem my dear." she said before leaning close to her ear. "But know this. If you change your mind, at any time, night or day before we leave this hotel, just let me know. Come to me and whisper the word 'now' in my ear. I promise you that five minutes later my mouth will be on your pussy."
Kimmy could see that the girl was extraordinarily aroused, and she wondered if she would ask for it right now. But she didn't. She wiped her mouth clean, thanked Kimmy at least ten times and walked out of the room. Smiling, Kimmy let herself fall on the bed. "Well, that's a hell of a way to start a day!" she thought, giggling. "Looks like I'll need another shower!
About an hour later, the two sisters walked in the hotel's dining room. Well maybe hotel was too grand a word. It was called the sunset hotel, but the two girls knew it was a glorified bed and breakfast. Then again, seeing the small dining room and warm atmosphere, it didn't matter much. As they walked in though, everybody turned around to look at them. Trying their best not to smile, the girls acted as if they didn't notice all the stares. But stares they got, and it wasn't accidental.
Lily had decided to wear nothing but her blood red bikini with a transparent veil as a wrap-around skirt. Her long brown hair was completely loose this morning, covering pretty much all of her back, but doing nothing to hide her perky breasts. Since the triangles on her breasts only amounted to a few squares inches of spandex, the sight from the front was stunning!
Then again, people following her would be just as stunned. Halfway between a thong and a tanga bikini, it didn't hide much of her gymnast's firm and effervescent and playful ass. While not nearly as wide as her sister's, Lily's hips were enhanced by her very small waist. And now, given that she walked like a gymnast again with her feet in line with every step, her ass swung left and right, making the skirt swish in sync.
Next to her Kimmy was wearing even less. She too was wearing her bikini bottom and every man in the room was staring at her plump lips and visible camel toe as she walked slowly. And like her sister she had also decided to wear a semi transparent veil. But it wasn't around her smooth waist. Instead, it was covering her breasts. Or, at best, partially covering her breasts. With nothing else underneath.
Lily had laughed when she had seen that her sister intended to go to the dining room like this. "If the sun ever hits your breasts directly, you'll be naked my love!" Kimmy had simply smirked and opened the door. And so now, even without the direct sunlight, everybody could see the outline of Kimmy's very generous breasts as well as a hazy look at her large pink aureolas. Thankfully her nipples, always on the verge of swelling, were quiescent right now. But there was no way to minimize the gentle sway of those mammoth breasts as Kimmy walked and sat down.
The two lovers sat at a table and acted like nothing was out of the ordinary. It was a beach hotel and there were a few people wearing swimsuits and bikinis. Then again, none of them were as powerfully sexy as them. The girls felt like they had properly judged the right limit of decency. Still, if the people gawking and frowning enviously at the pair only knew that they were also sisters, then pandemonium would break loose!
Even the most hardcore of free-love, pot addled hippies would frown upon that notion. Heck! Some people glared when they leaned towards each other and kissed! At one point, Lily looked at her sister and whispered "Give me your hand under the table." When she did, Kimmy felt her sister's firm thigh before feeling her sister's long, turgid cock.
"Are you crazy?" she asked, smiling, as she squeezed the hot cock.
"Damn right!" Lily said. "Crazy for you!"
After breakfast, the two of them went to the beach again (with Kimmy having put her top on) and spent a glorious day enjoying the sun, the warm water and each other's body. They made a point of constantly reapplying sunscreen on each other throughout the day, taking every opportunity to caress each other's thighs, asses, and breasts. They also spent an awful amount of time kissing. It was the first time they kissed as much as they did that day, and both of them were heady with lust by the time a stranger dared to come and talk to them.
Looking up, the girls quickly saw that the guy was drunk. Pretty drunk for the afternoon. Late afternoon, but still. They did their best to shoo him away politely. But he was insistent. "Are you two lesbians?" he asked, his voice slightly slurred before giggling at his own question.
Eventually he finally left and Kimmy saw her sister staring at him. Kimmy knew that Lily had always been more attracted to guys than she was. She knew that she'd had a few adventures with guys, pretty much like Kimmy had had with girls. Like the maid this morning for example. Looking back at the guy, Kimmy admitted that he wasn't bad looking. Not at all in fact, she thought as she stared at his firm ass and wide back.
Smiling, she looked back at her sister and said "Getting naughty ideas, sister?"
Without taking her eyes off the man, biting her lower lip, Lily nodded. "In fact  I do am." After looking around to make sure nobody was too close, Lily turned to stare into her lover's eyes. "Ever wondered what it would feel like to fuck a guy with our cocks?"
"What?" Kimmy cried. "You're crazy! He's going to freak out and tell everybody and then our lives will be finished!"
"Oh, sweet sister. Sometimes I find you're naiveté very sexy." Kimmy frowned, but Lily continued. "Would you believe such a story from a drunk man? Who in this hotel didn't get a good look at our camel toes in our tiny bikinis? And, in any case, would he even want to shout that and have people think he was too drunk to realize he was fucked up the ass by a guy?"
Kimmy looked away for a time, thinking about her sister's crazy plan. "There's just one thing." she said seriously. "He's not nearly drunk enough for this to work." By the time she was finished, both sisters were smiling, their simple plan very clear.
They walked up to him and began talking very sweetly. Even drunk it was clear that he was surprised by this surprising turn of events. The sisters bought him a glass of whisky, which he drained quite quickly. They bought a second and invited him to follow them to more secluded spot on the beach. The three of them sat down in the shade of a copse of trees. They were completely hidden from view, but it would be enough for their plan.
As the guy, whose name was Isaac, kept drinking, with Kimmy going back to the bar twice, the girls began to touch his arms and his thighs before complimenting on his pecs and abs. All the attention was clearly going to his head. With the booze! At one point, late in the afternoon, he asked his question again "So, are you two lesbians?" Instead of replying, Kimmy leaned forward towards her sister and kissed her. As she does, Lily reached for her sister's large breasts and began caressing it. Isaac was flabbergasted by the sight and the sisters thought that he was one of those straight guys who enjoyed lesbian porn. As the sisters' hands became more and more adventurous, he exclaimed "Whoa!" and "Damn!" or "Shit!", his eyes wide open.
When Kimmy's hand slid right over Lilly's pussy, squeezing her flesh through the bikini, Isaac's jaw dropped. After that minutes long kiss, Kimmy pulled away from her sister's sweet mouth and said "So, to answer your question, no. We're not lesbians. We like cocks too much." Isaac stared at them dumbly, looking from one to the other, clearly confused.
Grinning, Lily said "The term you're looking for is 'bisexual', Isaac."
"Oh. Right!" he said, dumb confusion replaced by a dumb smile.
Lily, after briefly looking at Kimmy, said "In fact, we're going to let you in on a little secret. We're bisexual lovers, but we're sisters as well."
It took him a few seconds to register the meaning and to be shocked, and quite a few more to decide that it was a joke. As he was laughing, the sisters looked at each other, wondering if he was now too drunk. But to their surprise, Isaac read their expressions and shook his head. "Never worry girls. I'm not too drunk at all. And I'm more than ready to fuck you both. That is what you want, no?"
It was now Lily and Kimmy's turns to stare dumbly. A second later they both laughed out loud with him. "You knew?" Lily asked.
"Well, I hoped. Two gorgeous girls turn me down and then return and contrive to get me even drunker. Either you two were thieves or it was a sex thing. Or both. But I'll tell you right now, there's nothing to steal in my room."
Smiling, barely able to believe this turn of events, Lily said "In any case, we'd much prefer going to our own room. Is that ok?"
With that, Isaac stood up and gave them his hands to help them up. Once they were up, he looked at them both from head to toe. "I'm not so drunk as to be hallucinating, so... What did I do in a previous life to be this lucky? Nobody's going to believe me when I'll try to describe how sexy you both are."
"That's right," Kimmy said. "Nobody's going to believe you," she added with a wink to her sister.
Lily's heart was pounding as they climbed the stairs to their room, for many reasons. First it had been a long while since her last male partner. Second, it would be her first threesome with her sister. At least with a man as the third partner. But third, perhaps most importantly of all, she was going to fuck a guy with her cock!
There was an awkward moment after Isaac closed the doors behind him and they found themselves looking at each other in silence. With a crooked grin, Isaac said "Well, let me do the honors." He grabbed his t-shirt and pulled it over his head, revealing a torso to match his ass. It was tight and well defined, but not because he was very lean. Instead, Isaac was powerfully built and the proportions of his pecs as well as the long abs beneath were remarkable.
With a look that made Lily think that this was not Isaac's first threesome with strangers, he had something of a wolfish gleam in his eyes, he hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his swim trunks. And just like that he was completely naked. Lily groaned when she saw the thick, already lengthening cock springing out of those trunks. That his thighs looked just as powerful as his torso did was a nice bonus.
Biting her lower lip, Lily glanced at her sister and then looked back at Isaac. Staring into his eyes, with a look that probably closely matched his own, Lily reach behind her and untied her bikini. The flimsy top fell away on its own and Isaac stared at Lily's breasts. Lazily, she then pulled on the strings on both her hips and let the bottom half of her bikini join the other one on the floor. "Gods!" Isaac whispered, eyes glued to the totally hairless pussy.
Next to Lily, her sister swished her hair behind her with a few tosses before gathering it with her two hands. Pulling her hair above her hair, she asked Lily to remove her bikini. With her arms above her head like this, her voluptuous breasts were enhanced beyond even their own natural beauty. When the loose bikini hung on her extended nipples, Kimmy giggled before making her breasts move from side to side until it fell. Isaac's jaw dropped at the same time as the bikini and his eyes darted from one of her magnificent breasts to the other.
Lily knelt next to her sister and grabbed one of the strings of Kimmy's bottom with her teeth. That grabbed Isaac's attention. Slowly, in short movements, she pulled the string until one side fell away. The spandex peeled off, almost revealing the bare pussy beneath. Moving on her knees, Lily kissed her way over the other side and repeated her little performance.
Kimmy's bottom fell as soon as Lily released the string. A glance backwards informed her of two things. First, Isaac's cock was rock hard by now. Second, his cock was very nice. She could already feel her pussy getting wet. But she wanted to tease him first. Kneeling right in front of Kimmy's pussy, she leaned forward and planted a kiss right above her sister's slit. Isaac groaned behind her.
Slowly, teasingly slowly, she moved lower, planting more kisses. As she felt the top of her sister's slit under her lips, her kisses turned wetter. Giggling and spasming above her, Kimmy placed her hand on her sister's head. Soon Lily's tongue was coated with Kimmy's juices. All of a sudden Lily saw Isaac's cock mere inches from her head. She turned to look at it and glanced up at him. "My, my, my... You don't waste much time, do you?"
"Well, darling, it was either that or taking your perfect little ass right there and then!" he growled.
To Isaac's surprise, Kimmy knelt before him, placing her mouth right next to his cock. "I'm not letting my sister have all the fun with this cock..."
"Christ!" Isaac exclaimed. "That sister roleplay thing is fucking hot!"
"Yeah, roleplay..." Lily drawled, her eyes glued to the beautiful cock in front of her. "So, what do you say, sweet sister, we each take a side?"
"Sure sis!" Kimmy replied, smiling and already flushed.
And so the two sisters, who actually were sisters unbeknownst to Isaac, each leaned towards his cock and kissed either side of its tip. With a hand on their head, Isaac pulled them closer and moaned as the two girls caressed his cock. In sync, they moved lower and lower on his shaft, coating the long cock with their saliva. After teasing his balls for a moment, they slid back up.
To their surprise, just as they were on his tip, Isaac pulled back and pressed their heads together, forcing them to kiss. The girls both laughed as they kissed and heard Isaac saying "Woah! That's so fucking hot!" Soon he pushed his cock right against their mouths and they let him slide back in. "Oh my gods this is so fucking good!"
"Enjoying seeing two sisters kissing like this? The taste of your cock still on their tongues?"
"Christ!" Isaac gasped.
Kimmy stood up and nodded to her sister. Lily shifted slightly and placed herself, still on her knees, directly in front of Isaac's cock. As she stood up, Kimmy said "Ready for the ride of your life Isaac?"
"Fuck ye—" he began, but stopped as he felt Lily's throat welcoming him until her nose was buried in his pubes.
Lily took his 6 or 7 inches easily, knowing that while he did have a big cock for a guy, she was used to so much more. She smiled, as much as she could, when he groaned. She then heard that groan being cut short. Looking up, she saw that Kimmy was now kissing him. While Isaac was clearly not a stranger to sexual trysts, Lily was convinced that they would top his list of most intense one-nighters. And it wasn't over. Not by a long shot.



Breaking from the kiss a while later, Kimmy looked down at her sister and said "Don't let him cum in your throat, greedy sister. I want his cock inside me!" With a wet, gurgling sound, Lily moved off of Isaac's cock one last time. Sitting on her feet, she watched as Kimmy guided him down on the floor. She could see in his eyes that he was flabbergasted by the two sexy sisters. "Wanna fight for him?" Kimmy asked her, still standing over Isaac.
"Oh, good idea!" Lily replied.
"There's enough of me to go around, girls." Isaac said.
"Oh yes, we know..." Kimmy finished.
Kimmy straddled Isaac in the cowgirl position, but when she pulled his cock up from his belly, she pushed it further than her pussy. After lowering herself completely against his belly, she released the thick cock into the warmth of her crack, between her buttocks. Lily, still sitting next to him, grinned as she saw the wonderfully beautiful sight of the spasming cock between her sister's round buttocks. It was still glistening with a thick coat of her saliva, which would be perfect for their fight.
Lily straddled Isaac as well, but in the reverse cowgirl, sitting on his thighs. Soon Isaac's cock was trapped between four amazing buttocks and Kimmy grinned as she said "3, 2, 1, Go!" At the same time the two girls began pushing each other. The objective of the game was simple; get the guy's cock in your pussy first! The first time they had done this with a lucky guy, they thought that the girl in the normal cowgirl position would have an advantage. Given the natural tendency of erect cocks to move upwards, it seemed obvious that one of the girls would have an advantage.
But then, as now, it was a trickier thing. Usually the one in reverse cowgirl could win by sliding her ass up very quickly. When she did that, the pressure the other one had placed against her suddenly pushed the cock much lower. Lily remembering winning that way one time. And she was trying to do that right now as well.
Although both girls really liked this game, it was clearly driving Isaac mad with pleasure! So much lube, so much smooth flesh, so much glancing against hot wet pussies and tight assholes as well... Kimmy smiled when she saw his eyes rolling into his head. For a moment Kimmy tried angling her hips so that she would get the right angle for an anal penetration. She almost got it a few times until, finally, she felt Isaac's thick cock splitting her sphincter and empaling itself all the way in her ass.
She cried aloud when she bottomed out, feeling the wider base of his cock spreading her asshole even wider than its tip had. Lily and Isaac both said "Fuck!" at the same time, but not for the same reasons. Lily stood up and playfully slapped her sister's shoulder while Isaac was now writhing beneath Kimmy, his two hands on his head. A few seconds later he froze and lifted his head. "Am I in your..."
"Christ yes!" Kimmy said.
"What? So fast?" he replied while letting his head fall back on the floor. "Show me!"
Kimmy stood straighter before lifting her legs and opening them wide. "Oh my Gods, this is fucking unbelievable! So damn beautiful!" And then he gasped when Kimmy lifted herself up before falling back down. After that gasp, Lily sat over his head and placed her pussy right above his opened mouth. Leaning forward, she also kissed her sister. While the anal penetration made the triangle slightly more awkward, Kimmy was sufficiently limber, and her asshole sufficiently indulgent for the position to work. Riding Isaac's cock as fast as if he had been in her pussy, Kimmy closed her eyes into her kiss.
With one hand on Isaac's firm abs and the other fondling her sister's breasts, Lily ground her pussy hard against his face. Despite that intensity, Isaac wasn't just laying there passively. Oh no. His tongue and lips were matching her dynamism and very soon Lily was moaning into her sister's mouth. After a while, she decided that she would test something. Isaac had only seemed pleased by his sudden anal penetration, so maybe he would be opened to... She quickly arched her pelvis, making her asshole slip from being against his nose to being right over his mouth. With a muffled moan, Isaac didn't even miss a beat and kept pleasuring her.
Suddenly, to her surprise, she felt Kimmy's cock against her breasts. Opening her eyes and looking down, she saw the monster cock, all glistening with precum, sliding between her breasts. While her breasts were not big enough to really let Kimmy fuck them, she would do her best. It was exhilarating to be doing this so close the the unsuspecting Isaac.
After shifting their positions slightly, each sister held one of Lily's breasts and soon enough, each of Kimmy's upward movements pushed her huge head between the firm flesh of her sister's breasts. Given that the girls didn't have any balls, despite their huge cocks and the huge amount of sperm they could ejaculate, Isaac couldn't feel a thing. Unless he suddenly pushed Lily off of him, he had no way of knowing what was going on.
Kimmy began moaning more and more and knew she had to pull out from between Lily's breasts. As much as she liked her sister's breasts, they were not really big enough for her cock. Even when they were bigger because of arousal, it still wasn't enough. Maybe they would have to do this whole drunk partner thing with a big tittied girl one day.
Knowing that Isaac was probably close to cumming, Kimmy pulled her cock back in and slowed down considerably. Seeing this, Lily moved away from Isaac and had another position in mind. "Wanna do the long chair my love?" Kimmy smiled and nodded. Isaac gasped as Kimmy pulled away from his rock hard cock, but he looked like a man who wasn't about to complain about anything.
Kimmy reclined on the floor and lifted her knees slightly. Lily straddled her sister's face and reclined in turn, resting her back against her sister's thighs. She then settled comfortably on Kimmy's soft body, placing her ass right over Kimmy's face. Looked up at Isaac, she said "So, what do you want first? My pussy or her mouth?" Lily giggled as she saw his expression.
"What? You don't want me to take a shower first, or..."
"Nah..." Kimmy as she playfully kissed and licked her sister's asshole. "We don't mind much..."
Lily saw that Isaac looked at his cock only to find it perfectly clean. So much futanari magic! Like a man enthralled and overwhelmed, Isaac knelt down over Kimmy's head and pushed his cock right up against Lily's pussy. "Don't tease me!" the lean girl said. "Just take me! Go all in, I need your cock inside me!" After finding a comfortable angle, holding himself on her opened thighs, Isaac began fucking her. He was moaning incoherently by now.
And so was Lily. As soon as he began fucking her, Kimmy resumed her expert work on her asshole. Lily was, by far, the one that loved anal the most. And so now, while her asshole was pleasured by a second tongue in as many minutes, she cried out in pure glee. Isaac's cock was wonderful as well, ploughing into her with the perfect angle that placed her clit right against his pelvis bone.
Soon she was shaking her head, feeling to much pleasure. When Isaac managed to position himself so that he could suck on her breasts, Lily froze and felt her first climax on the verge of exploding. "Don't stop what you're doing! Both of you! Just keep... just keep doing... doing just that... Oh Christ!" And so Lily became the first of their trio to climax. And what a climax! She shook all over, safely nestled against her sister's body and held by four hands.
After hearing her sister's last cry, Kimmy saw Isaac pulling away from her pussy. After a gush of Lily's juices fell all over her face, Kimmy tilted her head and opened her mouth to welcome Isaac's cock. And damn did it feel wonderful. Without even hesitating, showing just how much he was drunk or bewildered by too much naughty sex, Isaac pushed himself all the way down her throat. And fucked her. Hard. She could even hear his body slapping against Lily's inner thighs. It was very intense, borderline violent. And it was making Kimmy's pussy leak like mad!
After a while he pulled out and resumed fucking Lily's pussy. Lily, still sensitive because of her climax, shook roughly when he did, but laughed at the same time. This was so fucking good, and they hadn't even shown him their cocks! Isaac then pulled back out and found Kimmy's mouth once more. After hearing his lips smacking as they pulled away from her breasts, Lily saw Isaac looking at her. "Can I—"
"Yes!" she had no idea what he wanted to do, but it didn't matter to her anymore.
She gasped when she felt his cock against her anus. She reflexively lifted her legs higher to give him a better angle and cried when he forced himself all the way inside her. If she hadn't been a futanari, she would have cried in absolute pain. But she was a magical futanari, so instead of pain, she got a huge dose of pleasure. He fucked her ass five or six times before pulling out and sliding back down to Kimmy's mouth. Then up to her pussy, ass and Kimmy's mouth again.
It was clear from his groaning that he was about to climax. Or die. One or the other. Luckily, the former happened. "This is impossible!" he growled as his entire body spasmed. By that point he was in Lily's ass and she smiled as he poured his sperm deep into her. She flexed her muscles to tighten her grip as much as she could and grinned as he came and came. By now he was completely collapsed over her Lily knew that it must have been very heavy for Kimmy.
And so after few last spurts and convulsions, Isaac pulled away and rolled on the floor. He was on his back, his glistening cock still spasming, and he was breathing hard. When he opened his eyes, he saw the two girls lovingly entwined, looking at him. Kimmy, the only one who still hadn't climaxed, looked at her sister and said "Think he's ready?"
"Well..." she paused, glancing at him. "Ready or not, here we come!"
With that they both stood up. Even in his post-coital daze, the girls could see that he was still impressed by their beauty and sexiness. As they both caressed their pussies, they asked "So, did you enjoy yourself?" Isaac could only nod, a stupid grin splitting his face in two. "Now it's our turn."
Isaac frowned for a moment, but he was too dizzy to really try and understand what they had meant. When both girls pulled their hands away from their pussies and let their cocks grow, they saw his shock. He was clearly shocked through his daze and intoxication. He had been slumped on the floor, but he sat up when he saw what quickly became giant cocks. While Kimmy's cock would probably break records at a long 9 inch when soft, Lily's almost went down to her fucking knees! When soft!
Isaac's jaw dropped open as he stared, but for different reasons than earlier. If their breasts, pussies and asses had floored him, their cocks... well, it was difficult for the two sisters to know what he was feeling right now. "Ever sucked a cock before, Isaac?" He nodded dumbly. "Really?"
"Yeah..." he breathed. After clearing his throat but with his eyes still glued to the two cocks, he added. "When drunk, after losing a bet."
"Hmmm. Interesting." said Lily. "Isaac, you have a choice my friend. Either you say goodbye now and keep those memories of your time with the sexiest sisters in the world, or you stay here and make knew memories that you won't ever forget."
He was speechless. In sync, the two girls decided to harden their cocks. As Isaac's brown eyes grew wider, their cocks grew longer and longer. Lily's monster cock grew to 14 inches while Lily's reached16 inches. "But... but, but, but..." he stammered. "Even if I wanted to... Fuck! You're going to kill me with these things!"
"Great!" Kimmy said merrily. "Where there's a will, there's a way! And as you might have guessed," she added while walking towards him. "There's magic involved and among all the sensations you're about to experience, pain is not going to be one of them."
"Interested?" asked Lily with the most brilliant smile.
As the buxom blonde walked towards him, Isaac sat up. His eyes were still locked onto the tip of Kimmy's cock as it swayed preposterously with each of her steps. When fully hard, the two sisters' cocks would point upwards, but now Kimmy consciously relaxed it just enough so that the tip lowered until it was right in front of Isaac's face. "So, one more time," she whispered. "Interested?"
"You're... You're not going to tell anybody?" he asked, his voice shaky but his lust clearly overtaking him.
"That we had amazing sex with you all evening long?" Lily asked from behind her sister.
Isaac smiled and Kimmy added "Who would believe us if we told them the truth?"
Isaac nodded then looked at the massive cock right in front of him. After taking a deep breath he closed his eyes and opened his mouth. At first, Kimmy let him try to take her normally. And he failed. In fact, two minutes into it, having trouble just fitting the head of her cock into his mouth, he pulled back and swore. "Shhhhh..." Kimmy said. "Just lick the tip of my cock and drink my precum. Don't worry, you'll find it much sweeter than normal cum."
And so he did, moaning in appreciation of that sweetness. After a couple of minutes Kimmy could feel him relaxing and knew the precum had worked its magic. Just to be sure, because she didn't have as much experience with guys as she had with her sister, she shot him a big dose of real cum. Isaac startled and drank it reflexively, his eyes briefly darting up to meet her.
When she saw the dim but noticeable blue-green glow in his normally brown eyes, she knew he was ready. She whispered "Just relax and enjoy this..." She grabbed his head with both hands and pushed her cock inside him. All the way inside him. All 14 inches of it, feeling its girth widening his mouth and throat to inhuman proportions. Isaac panicked for a moment but she saw pleasure rising and overwhelming him.
When she pulled out a few delicious moments later, Isaac was looking at her, slack jawed. "Again..." he asked breathlessly. Kimmy obliged and enjoyed that masculine throat, so different than her sister's. Soon she was fucking his throat with an increasing tempo, leaving him just enough opportunity to breathe and moan his pleasure. Her own pleasure rose and rose and she was so glad they had decided to seduce him.
Lily, who until that point had been standing behind her sister, nonchalantly caressing her pussy from behind, now stood next to her and pointed her own cock at Isaac's face. As soon as Kimmy pulled out, Isaac took three big breaths, opened his mouth and let Lily sheathe herself all the way inside him. Lily couldn't really imagine how Isaac felt, but heady mix of shock, intoxication and unique sexual pleasure seemed to work for him. Looking down, she could see that his own cock was rock hard again.
Kimmy walked around Isaac and guided his body with her hands until he was on his hands and knees. All three of them were on their knees and while Lily kept fucking his throat, Kimmy sprayed his asshole with her cum. A minute later, she watched, amazed, as his muscled buttocks parted around her thick cock. As she pushed all the way inside, she was suddenly surprised to feel her sister's cock from inside! This was something new!
According to what she knew about human anatomy, this wasn't supposed to happen. At least not without killing Isaac in the process. But Isaac wasn't dead, he was writhing with too much pleasure between them. As they fucked him from either side, the sisters looked at each other and grinned, giggling whenever their cocks touched. After a while, Kimmy said "I want more leverage..."
They both pulled out of his body and Isaac immediately said, in a horse voice "More..."
"Don't worry my dear, there's a lot more coming." Lily replied, her cock glistening with his saliva.
Taking him in her arms, stronger than the arms of most human males, Kimmy pulled him up against her and felt his legs wrapping around her waist. Finding his asshole, she let him drop until she felt his ass on her thighs. After that, she let his upper body lean backwards until Lily caught him. Isaac's legs lifted up and, as Kimmy held his weight by his waist, he placed his ankles on her shoulders. Lily held his weight from beneath his shoulder and as soon as Isaac let his head fall downwards, Lily's cock made its way down his throat again.
Isaac was finally skewered on the two massive cocks and very soon the sisters found a rhythm. Their pleasure skyrocketed and they could see their blue-green eyes glowing more and more. Then again, even as helpless as he was, it was obvious that Isaac was also having the time of his life. His cock was turgid and twitching like crazy and eventually she shot what was a very substantial human male-sized amount of sperm onto his belly.
"I love you Lily..." Kimmy said, feeling her own climax consuming her.
"And I love you always," her sister replied, taken by this shared pleasure as well.
And then their own cocks emptied themselves into Isaac's rag doll body, overflowing from both his ass and mouth. As the firestorms of their climaxes took them completely, they saw that Isaac was cumming again, his cock spewing a few additional spurts of cum. Covered in sweat, biting their lowers lips to prevent from shouting out loud, staring into each other's eyes, the sisters shared a pair of very long climaxes.
Eventually, human or futanari, their pleasure waned and their bodies began buckling. They gently lowered themselves and Isaac before pulling away. As they embraced next to him, they saw that his cock was now a lot bigger than it had been as it twitched a few more times. "Will it remain like this?" Lily asked her sister.
"I don't know... Maybe some of it will remain."
"He'll probably be glad then!" the brown-haired girl said, giggling.
The three of them took a shower together and to the sister's surprise, Isaac still had enough in him to fuck them from behind one last time. They didn't know a lot about human male sexual biology, but they were pretty sure that this remaining sexual energy was fuelled by whatever remained of their own sperm inside him. In any case, they enjoyed his cock one last time.
Afterwards, when they told him that they would soon leave this lovely place, he dearly wanted to have their emails. When they hesitated, he scribbled down his and pleaded with them "Please contact me if you're ever interested in a repeat. Part of me knows that I'm in shock right now, but I've never experienced so much sexual pleasure before. If there's any chance that you'd let me experience that again... please let me know."
Standing completely nude and completely female in front of him, the two sisters looked at each other before turning to him. Lily grabbed the email address and placed it on the table before saying "What makes you think it's already over?" Lily said.
Isaac's eyes grew wide and then he grinned. "Well then... I think I'm going to need some of that magic potion, my dear." With that he kneeled on the floor and watched, transfixed, as Lily's cock snaked out of her flawlessly shaven pussy. "Here we go again..." he breathed as he closed his eyes and opened his mouth.
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As Leanna walked back to the common space near the lodge, after a brief walk in the forest, she was careful not to fall down. Not because she was drunk, not because the ground was littered with branches or anything else like that. She was careful because her knees were weak. Weak because of shock as well as lust.
Earlier that morning she had found the jacuzzi where Tessa had followed most of the girls. By the time she got there Tessa had already gone and Dustin had joined the girls. When she saw that the jacuzzi was already full, Leanna hesitated a bit before turning back towards the lodge. She hesitated because she briefly imagined herself sitting right next to Dustin and rubbing her long thighs against his. And maybe brush his cock or push a breast against his arm?
Standing among the trees while looking at them, Leanna smiled to herself. While she had always found Dustin very handsome and sexy, she simply hadn't been able to get him off her mind ever since Tessa had told her about their incident. "Christ! Falling upon that cock!" Leanna growled softly as she imagined it. As she was looking at them, seeing them get pretty drunk so early in the day, she saw her daughter Indiana walking up to the jacuzzi and slipping in.
And so it was that Leanna, not drunk and watching attentively, first saw Lily impaling herself on his cock rather than just teasing Dustin. She could see it in the young girl's face. A bit later, to her shock, Leanna saw her own daughter fucking and coming to a climax on her cousin's cock. "Damn it!" she thought. "Everybody's having the fucking time of their life and here I am, alone and in dire need of sex!" Leanna even followed her daughter and watched her having another round with Dustin. And so she saw his fully erect cock for the first time, vowing to see it again, from much closer.
Later that afternoon, after having found a comfortable chair a good distance away from anybody, Leanna wondered what she could do to convince her nephew to have sex with her. She had seen him looking at her body and knew that, like most men, he found her desirable. But even if he was ready to fuck his sister and his cousin, she wasn't sure he'd be willing to fuck his aunt. Then again, he had fucked his mom... So his aunt shouldn't be much of a moral quandary. Leanna spent the rest of the day and most of the following one trying to hatch a plan.
Around noon the following day, relaxing in a long chair all alone to work on her tan, Leanna was still trying to come up with a plan. And then fate intervened. At least for the first time. Leanna saw Dustin walking towards her general direction, even though he didn't seem to have seen her yet. She immediately turned on her stomach, crossed one ankle over the other and pushed her ass out. The trap was set!
Dustin noticed his aunt ahead of him, seeing the fire-red mane of hair. But immediately after that he noticed how nice her ass was. Fully bloomed, very different from the twins's or from his mother. And mouthwatering. Christ she had a nice ass! He walked by her, trying to play innocent. He had intended to say hello and walk on to his room. Instead, she said hello and asked for help. Asked for help with sunscreen.
Dustin bit his lower lip as he watched his aunt gather her mane into her hands. When she was done tying her hair into a tight bun, Dustin almost moaned as he ogled her figure. "Damn it!" he though. "Why does every female in my family have such an amazing body!" He then grinned, knowing that he had fucked most of them and so he shouldn't be complaining!
But still... Putting sunscreen on her back, while she was naked? And, more importantly, while he was also naked? Dustin took a deep breath. Even though he was used to seeing naked girls and women by now, even though he'd had more sex in a week than ever before, he knew that this task would challenge his ability to control his erection.
He knelt next to her and grabbed the bottle and began working on her shoulders. Her skin was really hot and when she began moaning lightly, Dustin knew he was in for a challenge. Unable to help himself, he stared at the side of her breast and wondered how it could be so firm at her age. Not that Leanna was all that old, but still! He saw his fingertips just grazing that delicious bulge and he kept moving downwards. "Damn, you're good with those hands, Dustin!"
"Thanks," was all he managed to say. A minute later, feeling his cock beginning to lengthen, he asked her "Want me to do your legs?"
"Of course Tiger..." she replied in a low voice.
Dustin moved lower and poured more sunscreen in his palm. When he knelt next to her feet, he stared at her ass for a few seconds. "I can't believe her ass can look that good! She has to be pushing it out!" Dustin thought. From his vantage point, his aunt looked like a goddess of fire. Of lust and fire, actually. Clearly his sister Erica took more from her aunt than her mother. But even though they looked alike, and even though Dustin thought that Erica was very sexy, he had to admit that Leanna's body was... more fully bloomed. Fully developed.
He began putting sunscreen on her calves, then moved upwards to do her thighs. And now that he was closer, his eyes never moved away from her ass. And more specifically, the darker cleft between those two delicious cheeks. While Dustin knew that Leanna had a barely trimmed red bush in the front, he could now see that she completely shaved the rest of it. From his position he couldn't see a single flaming red hair. "What if I dove into that cleft with my mouth? Would I find one?" he wondered.
Shaking his head and mentally cursing himself, Dustin felt a surge of blood between his legs. The fact that his fingertips were now almost reaching the soft apple line of her buttocks didn't help. Every time he made his fingers slide from the insides towards the outside of her thighs, he saw her buttocks parting slightly. If he couldn't see red hair, he definitely saw pink. The sweet pink flesh of his aunt's pussy. "Damn it!" he thought, still hoping to fight his erection. After taking a long and deep breath, with his eyes closed, he said "Well, there you go."
"Already done? Want me to have a sunburn on my buttocks?" she asked without looking at him.
"Er, no, but... Well... It's a bit..." Dustin couldn't have formed a sentence if his life depended on it.
"Look Dustin..." Leanna said in her low, sultry voice. "We've seen each other naked countless times by now and nobody is around. I certainly won't mind if you put sunscreen on my ass. Is it because you don't want to?"
"No, it's not that, but..."
His aunt laugh. "Am I too old for your tastes?"
Dustin sighed. "Of course not! You're not old! And you have a very sexy— Oh crap!" he swore, feeling that he was treading on thin ice despite the bright summer sun.
"Just do it, Tiger," she said, laughing again. "Just try not to enjoy it too much!"
"Fuck!" Dustin swore, making his aunt laugh again.
By this time, even though he felt uncomfortable, he could see that his aunt wasn't a prude. At all. And so, with her complete approval, he opened his hands on her ass and massaged it. It felt peculiar to touch an intimate part of a woman's body with her consent! The way his luck was going, he wouldn't have been surprised to trip and impale her pussy with his cock!
A few minutes later, if Dustin was barely aware that he had been massaging her ass for way too long, he was at least fully conscious of his erection. Watching the soft and pliable flesh of her sweet ass responding to his hands and fingers, watching her pussy and asshole being brazenly exposed to his hungry eyes and hearing her soft moans of pleasure as he worked on her, well... For a 20 year old guy blessed with a healthy sexual appetite, it was only natural. "Damn it!" he thought. "How am I going to get away?"
After spreading the rest of the sunscreen on her thighs, Dustin cleared his throat and looked around. "Nobody in sight, thankfully," he thought. Then again, it was impossible for his aunt to miss it. She had her head turned away from him and he hoped that she would remain like this. "There you go, aunty."
"Well, thank you very much my dear. That was delicious!" she purred.
With that, he stood up quickly and turned away from her, but he was not fast enough. She had time to turn her head and "hummed" her approval before saying "Thank you for that, Tiger." Nothing too explicit. She could have been talking about the sunscreen. But the hum and grin... Dustin felt himself flushing to the roots of his hair. Part of him wanted to turn around, show her his erection and cry that it was only natural! Then again, he had no idea how his aunt would react. She was his aunt, but he was now convinced that she was quite sexually awakened. And maybe, because he didn't know all the details of her life, a bit in need. Fuck! And after what had happened to him this week, Dustin decided to ignore her comment and walked away.
Leanna watched her nephew leave, that glorious erection now hidden from her sight. What would happen if she called him back? Would he dare? And what would she herself do? Would she be so bold as to fuck her sister's son? Grinning ear to ear, Leanna knew that she would. Her pussy was throbbing! He must have seen her leaking juices!
Later in the day, most of their gang decided to go camping like Dustin and Katee had done. Before dinner, everybody decided to leave except Tessa, Leanna, Erica, Milana and Dustin. Leanna looked at Tessa's husband as he walked away surrounded with so many sexy naked girls. On either side of him, snuggled close under his arms, were Emily and Katee.
She wondered who would share a tent with him and wether they would share more than a tent... She had focused her attention so much on Dustin that she didn't know if her brother in law was in on the fun. He had a very thick cock and Leanna was pretty sure that any of the girls would find it easy to climax upon it. Leanna giggled at the thought, realizing just how keyed up she was.
A bit later, Leanna and Tessa watched Erica leaving for a turn in the sauna. Soon after that, Dustin and her daughter Milana headed off to the lake together after dinner, leaving the two sisters together. As they sat sipping their wine, Leanna said "Look at them... Don't you think they look good together?"
"Leanna..." Tessa replied in a low voice, a small smile on her lips.
"What?" she said. "The way things are going here, I wouldn't be surprised if Dustin decided to sleep with her!"
"Oh come now, you're exaggerating!" Tessa said.
"Really? Can I tell you what happened yesterday afternoon?"
By the time Leanna was done, Tessa was shocked. "Damn it!" she said. "This really is Dustin's year!"
"I know! And I wouldn't be surprised to learn that he also fucked his two other sisters. And Katee."
"Wow!" Dustin's mother said. "He's a machine! And yes, he fucked Erica."
"I knew it!"
Tessa looked at her sister for a long moment and said "Thinking about having a happy accident yourself?"
"No..." Leanna replied weakly.
Tessa laughed and raised her glass. After touching Leanna's, she added "Don't hold back on my account!"
"Hold back from what?" Erica said, appearing out of nowhere.
"Oh, nothing dear... Just sisterly stuff." Tessa said.
"Ok. Well, just wanted to let you know that I'll join the group of campers after all. See you tomorrow!"
"See you sweetie, good night!"
As the sisters watched Erica leaving, with Tessa saying how much her daughter looked like her sister, nobody realized that fate was beginning to intervene. Leanna stole long glances at her sister's body. "I may have been wrong about Tessa's husband." she thought, staring for a few seconds at Tessa's huge breasts. "If my sister is sexually voracious enough to fuck her son, she must completely satisfy her husband!"
"How's your sex life, sis?" she asked suddenly. The two of them were quite alone by now.
"What?" Tessa asked, surprised by the question.
"Your ordinary sex life I mean, with your husband."
"Haha, very funny," Tessa replied, a droll smile on her face. "Well, since you ask, he usually leaves me dizzy and walking funny after climaxing."
"Christ!" Leanna cried.
"Been a while, sister?"
"Yeah. Way too long," Leanna said.
"Feel like taking a ride on his thick cock?" Tessa said, her cheeks flushed.
"You're drunk, sis!" Leanna said, laughing.
"And you're aroused!" Tessa said, looking at her sister's nipples.
"So what if I am?"
"Shameless whore!" Tessa said, giggling. "Aroused at the thought of my husband's cock!"
"Not just that..." Leanna said, glancing once more at her sister's breasts. Leanna loved her own breasts, but her sister's were in a league of their own! "Gods! Those breasts of yours could turn a gay man straight!"
Tessa smiled, looking straight into her sister's eyes.
"And what about straight women?"
"Damn it!" Leanna said, raising her glass. "You know me too well." She winked at her sister before taking a sip of the delicious wine.
A bit later, while Dustin was walking with Milana towards the lake, he heard his sister Erica calling his name. She was just out of the sauna and wanted to talk to him. After pulling him away from Milana for a second, she made it explicitly clear that she was ready for another night with him. With normal preliminaries this time. "Or maybe simply another tumble for the remote!" she whispered in his ear. She described how she liked to have her legs massaged and licked, and how she was terribly turned on when her lovers kissed her buttocks before going to her sensitive lower back.
By then Dustin asked her to stop for fear of having an erection. Milana was right there, waiting for him. As he watched his sister's nice backside walking away, he realized that he thoroughly enjoyed this time spent surrounded by so many beautiful, naked girls and women.
Earlier today he had seen Leanna and Erica standing face to face as they talked and Dustin had been stunned again by the resemblance. Give Erica her aunt's thick, long mane of red hair, and people would mistake them for twin sisters. Briefly, a fantasy of a threesome with them bloomed in his mind. He quickly dispelled it, knowing that it wasn't a good idea to have such fantasies in a nudist colony.
Nor was it good for his growing erection. Squeezing his muscles, he discovered that it wasn't too bad and he turned around to join Milana again. "Here was another gorgeous young woman!" he thought. And it didn't seem like she noticed his semi. Earlier, when she asked him to join her at the lake, he had been very pleased. She was very beautiful, very sexy and especially interesting to talk with. Not that he had done so very often for the past few years, but here was his chance.
After having a great time with Milana in and around the lake, Dustin came back to the lodge much later than he had anticipated. While he was sad that he didn't fuck Milana, accidentally or otherwise, he was still very eager to meet up with Erica. With the twins gone camping, his older sister should be all alone in her room.
Dustin sneaked silently in the lodge and walked to Erica's room. After closing the door all he heard was a low moan from her. He walked to the foot of the bed and, as his eyes began adjusting to the pitch darkness, he saw the outlines of her feet. He gently pulled the blanket off of them and began to massage her very gently. Erica moaned again, but was still clearly more than half asleep. She had probably drunk a bit too much with Tessa and Leanna.
Dustin took his time and gave Erica what she had unsubtly asked him to do. And it was working. Her moans, while still very weak, were now changing. What had at first been simply pleasing was now arousing. Soon he began kissing her feet, her calves and ten minutes later his mouth followed his hands up to her thighs. Her soft, creamy thighs.
He also kept pushing the blanket higher and higher until he felt her round ass through the thin fabric. While he was still kissing the back of her thighs, he squeezed that amazing ass with one hand. Erica groaned in pleasure and he kept massaging her, his hand moving from one cheek to the other. Soon his hand pushed under the blanket to feel her flesh directly against his own. When his left hand moved over her left buttock, his thumb plunged deep in her crack and he felt a warm wetness waiting for him there.
Unable to resist anymore, Dustin shifted position and moved until he was comfortable over her legs. Grabbing his sister's ass in both hands, he pulled her cheeks apart and dove in. During their first accidental tumble together, he hadn't gotten the chance to taste her and he wasn't going to miss this opportunity twice! She tasted wonderful, spicier than the other pussies he had tasted.
And Erica seemed to love getting eaten... a lot! He could surmise that she was doing her best to refrain from crying out loud, and Dustin was enjoying each of those very muffled moans. Her moans even sounded different than last time! "Maybe one day," Dustin thought, "we'll be able to fuck in the open and I'll be able to hear those moans explode out loud!"
But for now, feeling his own hard cock trapped between her calves, he focused on her pussy. He was stunned to feel her climaxing very quickly and he was half eating her, half laughing as she bucked under his mouth. "Christ she was on fire!" he thought. After a long stretched out climax, pretty much as long as the first one she'd had with him, Dustin pulled his head away from her perfect ass and climbed up. He pulled the blanket completely away from her body and briefly glanced at her silhouette. He couldn't see much, but what he could see drove him crazy with lust!
Balancing his body on his two knees and a hand, he used his other hand to guide his cock deep into that wet valley. Her overflowing juices and his saliva meant that his cock slid into his sister's pussy like a hot knife through butter. As he sheathed himself, he slipped his hands under his sister's body before wrapping them up around her shoulders.
As he began fucking Erica, Dustin thought that while it wasn't an accidental fuck, it was incredibly good nonetheless. But Dustin was about to realize that he was wrong. Not about it being good. Oh no. But about this not being an accidental penetration. After a long series of low and contained moans, the first real words his sister told him were "Hello Tiger..."
Was Erica teasing him? Playing at being his aunt Leanna? Did she know she looked like her and wanted to roleplay? His mind whirled with all those possibilities for a few seconds until... "Could it be?" he thought.
"Leanna?" he asked.
"Yes my love..." she moaned as she grabbed his hands firmly, not letting him go anywhere. "Just don't think and keep fucking me!"
Another fucking accidental penetration! Dustin had never wanted to fuck his aunt! Well, that wasn't true. He had fantasized about her plenty of times. But not like this, not tonight! Christ! But as the shock washed over him, his body clearly didn't mind and he kept fucking her. Fucking his aunt's delicious pussy.
The human mind was a strange creature! He had massaged every last square inch of her legs and ass earlier today, had ogled her from less than a foot away! Yet tonight, in the darkness and convinced that she was Erica, he hadn't noticed anything! Christ! He took a deep breath and repositioned his hands on her shoulders and pulled. Hard. Hard into her willing pussy.



Dustin felt that amazing ass yielding under his strength, felt her pussy opening to his cock. "Damn it you're so long!" she breathed. That comment only spurred him to push harder. With his knees he pushed hers open and felt himself lowering, felt his penetration angle deepen. Dustin then slipped his hands from her shoulders to her breasts and grabbed the generous flesh firmly. Finally he placed his feet angainst the slight footboard to push. This time Leanna cried, that husky voice of hers stretched into a long moan. And then "Harder!" she cried. And he happily complied.
Through her moans and cries of pleasure and encouragement, Dustin could also detect small spikes of pain as he felt his cock reaching the bottom of his aunt's pussy. But she kept urging him to keep going. Dustin wanted nothing more. Then again, he didn't want to climax too soon either. He didn't know if he was going to get another chance to fuck his fire-starter of an aunt. Her pussy tight around his cock, her moans in his ears, her magnificent breasts in his hands... that could drive any man to climax!
Leanna cried out in surprise when he suddenly pulled away. She cried out again when he roughly turned her on her back. She opened her legs, but Dustin had other ideas. Leanna grinned when she saw his face as he hovered above her, the raw lust shining like a torch! For a brief instant she thought he was going to kiss her, but instead he leaned lower down and grabbed her two breasts in his hands.
After having kissed and sucked on her two breasts for a while, the youngster surprised her with something nobody had ever done with her. He grabbed both her breasts from under them and pushed them both as high as they'd go. Holding them there with his hands, Dustin pushed one of her nipples towards her head. Almost in sync, each of them grabbed a nipple into their mouths and sucked.
Leanna trembled at this unique move, especially since their heads were mere inches apart and they were staring into each other's eyes as they enjoyed her breasts. After a few delicious minutes, Dustin broke away from her nipple and pressed his forehead directly against hers. Breathing hard, he whispered "Don't you sometimes wish your own sister would suck your breasts like this?"
Leanna didn't feel like answering that particular question so she didn't let go of her nipple. She was pretty sure he nevertheless saw the telltale signs of her smile on the corner of her lips. This boy was too perceptive by half! Wanting to distract him from his question, she began "Oh, you think you know—" But he interrupted her. Very quickly he released her breasts, moved above her, grabbed a fistful of her hair right above her nape and pulled her head up for a kiss. A fierce kiss.
Leanna melted in his arms. She could still taste a trace of her pussy in his mouth, but she didn't care. All she cared about was his passion and she matched him for their ferocious kiss. And then, the little bastard suddenly asked her "Tell me! Tell me and I'll kiss you again!" Leanna was floored by his intensity.
"Yes! I'd love to have your mother kiss my breasts. Shit, I'd fuck her silly if she'd let me!" she blurted out, staring into his eyes.
Dustin grinned wolfishly and kissed her once again. "Gods that kid could kiss!" Leanna thought, bewildered by his confidence. She had expected to take the lead with him, but that didn't work out at all. Instead, he was driving her hard! He surprised her again a few minutes later. By that time, the feeling of his cock against her belly but most of all that mind boggling kiss had made her drunk with pleasure. "Swear you'll tell me if you have sex with mom!"
"Yes, yes I'll tell you. Just don't stop!" she cried.
After their kiss kept going strong for a long while, Dustin eventually broke away, grunting in the process. "I want to take your mouth!" he growled.
Out of breath from that amazing kiss, Leanna said "If you take me in the 69, I'll let you take my throat!"
She could see that he was shaken. For a moment he even broke out of the primal lust that had inhabited him. And then he opened his eyes wider and pushed her back down on the bed. He then manhandled her on the bed to get her into a good position, which thrilled her beyond words. Leanna was a woman that liked her men to be, well, manly! She still hadn't reconciled the image she previously had of her nephew with this confident, sexually mature beast! Maybe his sexual crash course had helped him discover this raw masculine energy?
Seconds later Leanna forgot all about those questions. She was breathing hard, covered in sweat, her hair all a-tangle above her head after being pulled around on the bed by Dustin. And now she could see him above her, his thick and long cock dangling over her head. Her mouth. She kissed that cock a few times, played with it and licked it as she waited.
When she felt him closing his mouth over her pussy, she gasped aloud as he thrust his cock into her mouth. Leanna was glad to see that he was still restraining himself. Even just a bit. He didn't try to force himself down her throat, which was a good thing. But a few seconds later, after taking a few deep breaths and repositioning herself properly, she grabbed his ass and pulled him in. She didn't know anything as thrilling as allowing a man go go down your throat.
Dustin immediately came to a similar conclusion. While Leanna's mouth had already been remarkable, the feeling of his cock pushing down deeper was mind boggling. Right now it felt even more amazing than his one and only anal experience. It was also his own turn to cry out a moan. But soon he dove back to Leanna's pussy and did his best to please her.
Still, he was pretty sure that his cunnilingus performance was not his best. He was just too blown away by fucking his aunt's throat. Soon she tapped his ass twice and he instinctively understood. He pulled back and gave her a few moments to breathe. During these few moments he did his best to please her pussy and was glad to hear her moaning in pleasure as she caught her breath.
The next time she touched his ass, he didn't wait for her to pull him in. Thrusting his cock down her throat was even more pleasurable than letting her pull him in. The distinctive sounds of a nice deepthroat, with the guttural sounds of her throat, the slapping sounds of saliva in and around her mouth, and of course his own moans as he fucked her... Damn it! He had wanted to take a break to delay his climax! The next time she asked him to pull away, he told her "If we keep this up, I'm going to cum!"
"Let yourself go then! Fill my throat with your young sperm, dear nephew!" she replied between panting breaths.
When she tapped his ass one last time, he plunged right in and abandoned himself to his lust. "I'm fucking a throat! I'm fucking my aunt's throat!" he kept thinking as his climax overtook him. He felt like he flooded her with his sperm, trying his best to contain his cries of pleasure as he did. Face now resting on her soft thigh, he pounded her face, dizzy with pleasure. The feeling of her throat, tight and suddenly relaxing for him, was unimaginable.
Eventually he pulled away and heard Leanna gasping for air. By the time he regained enough composure to lift his head, she was already laughing. "Oh my! Oh my dear!" she said as she kissed his belly. "I think I've finally found someone to fulfill my desires!"
After rolling on his back, Dustin said "Anytime you want, aunty. Anytime."
"How about now?" she said as she moved closer to his face. "It's my turn to climax you know!" she purred into his ear.
Dustin felt his cock already deflating and after such an orgasm, he knew he was not going to be able to get it up so soon. But Leanna taught him that he had much more sexual energy than he had thought. Less than 5 minutes later she was riding him in the cowgirl position and, once again, he felt his cock reaching her depths. His rock hard cock. The fantasies and fetishes and other naughty things she had whispered into his ear, while gently caressing his cock, had been plenty. When Leanna climaxed on his cock a few minutes later and cried "Number Two!" Dustin knew he was in for a long night!
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As Lauren watched the last of the guests leave her house, she smiled. Part one of her plan was over, and now part two began. When she turned around she saw the last two special guests to her party, the twin sisters Katelyn and Katarina, sitting on her couch. They were both remarkably beautiful, and while they always wore very conservative and prudish clothing, Lauren could now guess that they had very nice bodies. Yet even with her, their closest friend, the twins remained shy and reserved.
That shyness was ironic though: the two girls were very tall, athletic, with long manes of bright red hair, peculiar blue-green eyes, just enough freckles to look sexy and what seemed like nice bodies under the heavy clothes they usually wore. Had they been even slightly less introverted, they would have had their picks of boys at school. If they had been extroverted, they would have been the reigning queens of the town! Yet the fact that they were extreme introverts had turned them into freaks. Few people were trying to get to know them.
Lauren had known them since they immigrated three years ago, and had been strangely intrigued. At first, the twins had remained glued to one another, barely speaking English and with an obviously shy disposition. Lauren had been the first to break through that wall and help the two girls to open up. Nevertheless, three years later, Katelyn and Katarina were still two of the shiest people in high school. And of course, very shy people don't have very prolific sexual lives.
Lauren hadn't been officially sexually active for very long, having had her first complete sexual experience a few months after her eighteenth birthday. Given that her nineteenth birthday was still four months away, she couldn't consider herself a very experienced girl. In fact, she had only gone all the way with one guy, and had broken up with him after a couple of months. Nevertheless, she had begun exploring her own body a long while before that. She considered herself rather normal in that regard.
On the other hand, Lauren knew for a fact that the twins were both virgins, and she was pretty sure that sex wasn't even on their minds. Well... As sure as one could be. Who knew what they did alone in their room? And given that they still slept in the same room, who knew what they shared during the night? A naughty smile appeared on her lips as the image of the twins having lesbian sex became more vivid in her mind. Lauren felt a tingle of pleasure between her legs at the thought.
She shook her head and walked towards her two friends. Lauren had thrown the party for them, wanting to give them as much opportunity to meet guys. Or girls for that matter; Lauren didn't know if they were straight or not. But even though she had secretly spiked the non-alcoholic punch, the twins had remained as shy and introverted as ever. Yet now, with everybody but them gone, they seemed to relax. They were all alone in Lauren's house, her parents gone for the week-end.
Lauren invited them to follow her to the kitchen and offered them a drink of "Le coureur des bois", a maple flavored whisky she had bought a while back. At first the twins refused, but Lauren cajoled them until Katelyn finally agreed. Lauren was much closer to Katelyn than to her sister, although they were all good friends. Even though they were twins, Lauren had felt a much deeper connection with Katelyn. She thought that Katelyn felt the same thing.
The twins weren't fans of alcohol, but both had a sweet tooth. so Katarina soon followed her sister's lead and drank with them. Two glasses later, Lauren judged that they were just woozy enough, most likely for the first time in their lives. She didn't press for a third, but invited them to her room for the night.
It was one o'clock and they were starting to be tired. "Even better!" thought Lauren, wondering if her plan would work. In her room, the twins would sleep in her own double bed and Lauren would sleep on a spare bed on the floor. They changed into their pjs, and Lauren sighed when the twins insisted on changing in the bathroom. Katelyn and Katarina were dressed in large, exceptionally prudish pjs like young boys wore: flannel pants and buttoned up shirts. Lauren herself was only wearing her panties and a thin tank top.
After changing the three girls sat on the bed to talk about boys. Lauren was glad to see them blush and giggle a few times. After a while, Lauren asked them "I know I've asked you this in the past, but I still want an answer. Why don't you two ever swim?"
"Oh, you know Lauren..." said Katelyn. "We don't like swimming and, big surprise, we're both shy!"
The girls all laughed at that: their shyness was legendary. "But still!" Lauren said. "You're both very beautiful and you clearly have nice bodies... Even though I can only see your ankles right now!"
The twins laughed again, and Lauren was pleased to see that they were drunk enough. "Oh stop it..." said Katarina. "You're the gorgeous one, Lauren! All the boys were around you tonight!"
"Not true!" she replied. "I'm sure either one of you could have wrapped Tommy around your little fingers easily!" They laughed again. "But stop deflecting the question! Nobody hates swimming! Are you afraid of water?"
"No." said Katarina. "We just don't like swimming..."
"Oh come on..." moaned Lauren. "Am I not your closest friend?"
"Of course!" said Katelyn. "Why would you doubt it?"
When Lauren saw the concern and alarm on their faces, she refrained from smiling. "Then why the secrets?" she asked, hoping that she would break through their shyness tonight.
"What secrets?" Katarina asked, clearly nervous.
"Look... You two are gorgeous even though you try your best to hide it, you seem to have stunning breasts even though you always keep them prisoners in sports bras, the curves of your hips and thighs will attract any pair of eyes... Yet you act like... like... " Lauren hesitated, then softly said "Have you two been abused?"
In sync, their eyes opened wide in surprise and they placed a hand on Lauren's thighs. "Oh no! No, no, no..." they said together. "Nothing like that. Is that what you've been thinking?" asked Katarina.
"Well, not seriously, no... But still, I know that you have a secret." And then she took a chance. "By now, with any of my other friends, we'd be naked, comparing each other's breasts, pussies and deciding who had shaven her bush in the sexiest shape."
It wasn't quite true, and certainly an exaggeration. She had done this only with one of her friends, but she wanted to shock the twins. And at least this part was working: they were both looking at her with wide opened eyes. In the ensuing silence, Katarina grabbed her sister's arm and they shared a long look. Then, it was Katelyn who turned to Lauren and said "If you promise to keep this an absolute secret, we could remove our shirts. But no more."
"What?" a surprised Lauren said, not expecting her plan to work so quickly. Maybe the sleepiness and the alcohol had had their effects? "Why now, and why not before? You have seen me topless a couple of times..."
"Why now?" Katarina said. "Because it's clear that it's important for you. And why not before? Because..."
Once again the twins shared a long look. Their smile was peculiar, and Lauren couldn't quite understand it. Katelyn took a deep breath and said "I know this is going to sound so extremely vain and narcissistic, but..." she paused, laughing. "Shit, it's strange to say it out loud! It's because we have extraordinary breasts, my dear friend."
Lauren laughed, but while it confirmed what she had believed, she quieted down quickly. She pulled her tank top over her head and sat there, letting the twins look at her breasts. Looking down herself, she was pretty confident: even hidden under their pjs, the twins seemed to have bigger breasts than hers, but Lauren was rather proud of her C cup breasts.
They were creamy white, her skin flawless without a single beauty mark or stray hair, and her aureolas were perfectly proportioned, a candy pink color with decently large nipples adorning the pink crowns. They were also nicely rounded, and her nipples pointed forward and upwards, as perky as could be.
The twins smiled and grinned as they looked at her breasts. Stared at them in fact. Their discussion, the late hour and the alcohol had eroded away the usual etiquette, and Lauren grinned. "You do have really nice breasts Lauren." said Katelyn. The twins looked at each other and shrugged. They then proceeded to slip their harms inside their pjs and to remove their sports bra. When they pulled it out of there and brought their arms back in their sleeves, Lauren's eyebrows rose slightly. Even under the thick flannel, the shape of their identical breasts was already remarkable.
But once they were done unbuttoning their shirt and pulled it off, revealing their four breasts at the same time, Lauren gasped. As strange as her narcissistic comment had been earlier, it had been spot on. The twins had breasts even larger than Lauren had thought, at least D cups but probably E cups. And they were, incredibly, even perkier than hers. It shouldn't even be possible!
Lauren closed her mouth when she realized that her jaw had dropped. She was still staring at those massive wonders though, trying to comprehend how such generous curves could thrust forward all that much... How, without a bra, could their nipples stand close to six inches in front of their chests? They both had very large aureolas and prominent nipples which, even when soft, were bigger than hers. Much bigger. They looked like perfect spheres of heavy flesh. "Now, what do you think people would talk about if we ever went outside wearing bikinis?" asked Katarina. "Our breasts would be talk of the damned town!"
Lauren felt a pulse of pleasure between her legs as she stared. "Dear gods in heaven..." she breathed. After a pause, she added "You two are going to make a lesbian out of me!" The twins laughed, but Lauren frowned. "I'm sorry, that wasn't a good joke..."
"Why not?" Katarina asked, still laughing.
"Well, honestly, I don't know if I'm all that straight."
In the silence that followed, Lauren looked at their friends, trying to gage their reactions. Once again, she had exaggerated to provoke them. She knew she was bi-curious, but also knew that she was mainly attracted to guys. The feeling of a cock in her pussy was just too sweet for her to turn full lesbian. But she wanted to test the twins. After another silence, Lauren asked "Does that make you uncomfortable?"
"No." Katarina said. "Not at all. I fact, Katelyn was asking herself the same questions."
"I wasn't!" Katelyn replied, hitting her sister on the arm.
The three girls laughed.
As they settled down, Lauren decided to push further still. She stood up on the bed and removed her panties. This time it was the twins' turns to gape at her shaven pussy. Playing it cool, as if she didn't see that the twins were nervous, Lauren said "Yeah, I know... I won't win a contest of who has the sexiest shape. I simply decided to try the fully shaven look a month ago. What do you think?"
Looking at her friends, Lauren could see that they were really taken aback. Soon though, soft smiles appeared on their lips and they sat quietly. "Your pussy is wonderfully beautiful, Lauren." Said Katelyn, who hadn't denied having lesbian thoughts. "Gods it's gorgeous!" she said with a hoarse voice, openly staring at it. Katarina laughed. "But I'm afraid we won't be joining you in this nudity."
"Why not? Don't tell me you have ugly pussies!" Lauren said lightly. "You two are the most incredibly beautiful girls I've ever seen!" she said, realizing that it was true as she was saying it.
She saw that they hesitated briefly, but decided to hold their ground. "Ok then..." Lauren said. "Let me get you a couple more drinks!" Ignoring their laughter and protests, she went down to the kitchen and served three large glasses of the maple whisky. To her surprise, the twins didn't seem all that uncomfortable when she came back up. Lauren still did a double take on their breasts, shocked once again at their shining beauty. But as she placed the tray with the glasses on the bed between them, she said "Truth or Drink!"
Katelyn and Katerina said yes as they laughed even though they were shaking their heads. Lauren went first and decided to go easy on them "Are you two virgins?" To her utter surprise, the twins each drank a shot. It wasn't an official confirmation that they weren't, but as close as could be.
She was still shocked when Katerina asked "Are you two really bi-curious?"
"Bitch!" replied Katelyn immediately. "Yes. Yes I am bi-curious... Maybe a bit more than just curious..."
Lauren said "I am, but not that much... Although your breasts... Shit!" she laughed with them.
The girls then asked questions about a few guys at school, and even a few girls for Katelyn. Lauren was fascinated by the answers and pleased to see that they were all drinking even more than she had hoped! Fifteen minutes into the game she'd had to go down to fetch the bottle. Then she tried a question she knew would make them drink "Why won't you remove your pants? I've been naked here for a while, all alone..." And as she had expected, the girls smiled but drank.
A few minutes later Lauren asked "Have you ever slept with a girl?" This time Katelyn replied with a clear "Yes!" and Katarina drank. "I haven't, by the way." added Lauren. "Not yet at least!" she said, looking at Katelyn. And she suddenly thought "Shit! I must be getting drunker than I thought! I gotta get myself under control!"
A while later they stopped, knowing that they were getting way too drunk. At one point Katarina was standing on her knees right in front of Lauren, trying to explain something about the last time they played basketball. Without really thinking about it, Lauren grabbed Katarina's pyjama bottoms and pulled it down to her knees. In a flash she saw her red bush and, the shock of her life, a long cock hanging there. Roughly five or six inches long.
Katarina coiled backwards, pulling her pants back up before sitting down. Katelyn came to wrap her arms protectively around her. If she had been sober and fully rested, Lauren would probably have been shocked senseless. But she was neither of these things. Add to this combo the fact that she was already aroused, and her immediate comment was "Oh my gods that's a nice cock!"
It took the twins by surprise. They were obviously distressed, and Katarina looked wounded by her rash action. But when they heard her comment, they froze, puzzled. "I'm sorry Katarina... I really am. But... Shit! You seem even more sexy right now than you already were!" Part of her mind knew that this wasn't the reaction that she would have had while clearheaded, but there it was...
Hesitating, Katelyn held her sister close and said "You're not... You're not just saying that?"
"No!" Lauren replied quickly, covering the distance between them and wrapping her own arms around Katarina as well. "I'm sorry that I did it without your consent... But please don't worry that I'm freaked out." Not fully realizing how big of a secret she had just uncovered, Lauren laughed and said "Damn! That must be a hell of a job to keep hidden! So big!"
Her laughter broke through the twins' stupor and they both relaxed. Sitting up and grabbing Lauren's hand, Katarina looked at her and said "You mean it? You're not horrified?"
"Well, no. Shocked, yes, mystified, of course. But not horrified... You're still the same Katarina that I've known for three years. It's just that you have the most beautiful cock I have ever seen between your legs! Is there any part of you two that isn't the most beautiful I have ever seen?" Lauren said, laughing.
Soon her laughter infected the twins and they relaxed completely. With the sleepiness and the alcohol, Katelyn said "OK then." before pulling her bottoms completely off. Lauren stared at another identical cock while Katarina sighed and did the same.
"Shit!" Lauren exclaimed, her eyes darting between the two nice cocks. "Have you been like this for a long time?"
The twins began to tell their tales, so to speak. They were born like this, taken for boys until they turned five years old and a vulva developed under their penises. During their early teens, they began to look more and more like girls, and after they moved here, they assumed feminine genders. They have been hiding their cocks ever since. "And so, yeah, we're both bi-curious, for obvious reasons..." Katarina said.
"And we're also curiously bi!" added Katelyn, drunkenly laughing.
"Damn!" Lauren sighed. "You're futanari and I never knew it!"
"Futa what?" they asked at the same time.
"Futanari! You don't know about futanari?" Lauren asked.
They didn't. Obviously they had done a lot of research about their condition, and all they could find was hermaphrodism. But they didn't fit all of the characteristics. First of all, they were born without a vulva, and second of all that had developed into fully formed females during their teens. Most hermaphrodites had mixed physical properties, and didn't look like the twins at all. They were something else, and didn't know what. They had stopped searching at one point, resolved to simply hiding it and living as fully as they could with such a secret.
But Lauren wasn't in the mood to simply accept that! She hopped on her computer and searched for futanari. The twins were fascinated by the mangas and animes of girls with cocks like them, but then again, it was all fantasy. All fiction. They were very real, very much flesh and blood, pussy and cock! Katelyn seemed a lot more interested in the comics and soon the two others teased her about it. She eventually closed Lauren's laptop and joined the two others on the bed.
Lauren couldn't stop glancing at their cocks, and in turn the twins teased her about it. They were so big! If they swelled even lightly when erect, they would get really big! They were roughly six inches long and decently thick already! Before she could censor herself, she said "Can you get hard?" The twins cried out and laughed when she asked that, but nodded enthusiastically. At that point, they all knew that if they'd had this discussion sober, it would have turned out very differently. But right now, they were in the perfect balance between sleepiness, drunkenness and arousal.
Lauren, remembering one of the futanari stories she had read a while back, asked "Can't you make them disappear?"
"What?" Katarina asked, frowning.
"Yeah! In the stories, some of them can make them disappear, make them pull back inside." she said.
"In our pussies? We've tried that, but for... well, for other reasons." Katelyn replied.
They all laughed at the unexpected extroverted comment. Lauren said "No no... Although it must be quite the experience! I'm talking about a full retraction... Do your cocks replace your clitorises?"
"Yeah... But they can't go back inside! It's way too big!" said Katarina.
"I know they're big!" Lauren sighed theatrically. "Stop mentioning it!"
Again the girls laughed with her at her comment. But soon they found a few of the stories where the futanaris could retract their cocks. They spoke of a meditation, of a focus on their female pussy, of purely feminine thoughts and feelings, etc... It was extremely fuzzy on the details. Katelyn said "But in any case, even if it was precise, it's just fiction, right?"



"Have you ever tried?" asked Lauren.
The twins looked at each other, then at Lauren, shaking their heads. And Lauren encouraged them to try it. Right now. They lowered the lights, keeping just a couple of candles lit. The twins lay down in her bed and she knelt besides them on the other mattress. They remained in silence as the two girls tried to think feminine thoughts. Lauren had no idea what that actually meant, but they seemed to really try.
Lauren, staring at the two cocks as they remained there motionless with their eyes closed, was still shocked. In the still silence, she had some time to think about all of this soberly. Or at least as soberly as she could manage right now. Staring at the two gorgeous girls in front of her, naked in her bed, with their magnificent breasts and long cocks... Shit! Slowly, silently, she pushed her hand down between her legs and began to caress herself.
As she did, she suddenly saw Katelyn's cock twitching. It was working! It was fucking working!! She leaned closer to look and was astonished to see it retracting. Less than a minute later it was all gone and in the dim light Lauren could see a perfectly female pussy. Maybe her clit was slightly more pronounced than her own, but only slightly.
Katelyn suddenly sat up and looked down. She must have felt it, but when she saw and touched her own pussy, she cried out. Katarina sat up when she heard her sister, her cock still resting heavily on her thigh. When she looked at her sister's pussy, she cried as well. Soon Katelyn asked Katarina to lay back down on the bed and she nestled close to her, whispering soft words that Lauren couldn't understand. It probably was what she herself had visualized. A few minutes later, Katarina was jumping up on the bed, her pussy flawlessly female!
As one the twins then jumped down on the other mattress and hugged Lauren passionately. For the first minute, Lauren only felt their brilliant joy. But eventually she became acutely aware of the magnificent breasts against hers, their red bushes against her thighs and even her own bald pussy, their long legs around hers... When she gasped her pleasure and hugged them both, Katelyn moaned against her ear.
Katarina pulled back slightly and was grinning. As she was about to say something, she noticed that Katelyn's cock was starting to grow back. "Is it already back?"
Katelyn, her face flushed and her eyes narrowed as she looked at Lauren, was grinning. "Oh yes it's back, but it's because I want to fuck someone."
She stopped talking as the other two girls saw that her cock was indeed back and it was rock hard. And big. When she looked at it, Lauren 's eyes widened. It was roughly eight inches long, proportionally thick and it was twitching in her direction. She looked up into Katelyn's eyes and the lust she saw there ignited her own. She leaned forward and kissed her friend, forever transforming their relationship. They were both kneeling on the bed, holding each other in their arms and kissing as if a floodgate had been opened.
Katarina was kneeling right next to them and was gently caressing their hair. "Can I join in?" she asked softly. Without breaking their kiss, the other two simply moved a bit and let her get closer in. Their threeway kiss lasted a long time, confirming that their friendship had hidden something deeper between them. At least between Katelyn and Lauren. Soon Lauren would learn that the two sisters had had sex together quite a few times before, but for now, only the moment mattered. Katelyn eventually broke the kiss and pushed Lauren onto her back. Looking at her sister, she said "Do you mind if I fuck her first?"
"Not at all, dear sister." Katarina replied. "In fact, let me lay next to her. I wanna watch you two. "
Lauren smiled as she watched the gorgeous Katarina laying down, not even a hint of a cock between her legs. Pure female beauty. Kneeling between their legs, Katelyn stared at each other in turn, grinning. When Katelyn lowered herself above Lauren, her long thick cock quivering, Lauren shivered in anticipation. She had always felt close with Katelyn, but had never, even in her wildest fantasies, imagined that this would happen.
She took a sharp intake of breath as she felt Katelyn's breasts touching hers, then covering them until Katelyn's mouth met hers once more. As Katelyn kept lowering against her friend through their kiss, Lauren felt her cock pressing down against her pubis. It wasn't in any danger of actually penetrating her, not with this angle, but the feeling of her very warm cock on her shaven pubis sent shivers up and down her spine.
Soon the intensity of their kiss increased and increased until Lauren opened her thighs. Katelyn dropped between them and her cock moved backwards just enough so that its tip was now touching Lauren's lips. Breaking the kiss, Lauren turned her head and gasped. "It can't be... This is crazy..." she rasped. Looking at Katarina right next to her, who was smiling peacefully, she grinned and laughed.
And suddenly Katelyn arched her pelvis forward and they both felt the tip of her cock penetrating her delicate folds. The two girls looked at each other and for a moment nothing else existed but themselves. Lauren opened her mouth wider and wider as she felt the big cock spreading her pussy wider than ever before, all the while stretching it deeper than ever before. Katelyn didn't have a monster cock, but it was much bigger than Lauren's only previous experience.
And it was mind-blowingly delicious. When Lauren felt Katelyn's smooth thighs pressing hard against her, the long cock hilted completely, she threw her head backwards and cried out. And as much as Katelyn loved the sensation of being so completely inside Lauren, she couldn't help herself and began to fuck her.
Very quickly Lauren was being shaken by Katelyn's every thrust. Next to them, Katarina was caressing her sister's back, grinning. She eventually said "Kat... It's so good to see you finally fucking Lauren! You've been dreaming about it for so long..." Lauren couldn't fully register what that comment implied, and while she knew she would have to one day, right now all she cared about was the glorious cock inside her... and the stunning breasts over her... and the delicious feminine mouth that was kissing her.
When she heard Katelyn whispering, in a broken voice "Don't worry, we don't carry sperm..." she didn't really understand. That is, she didn't understand until Katelyn began groaning and bucking above and inside her. Lauren smiled as she held tightly onto her friend, hugging her tight as Katelyn came and exploded inside her. Katelyn buried her face in Lauren's neck and spasmed her climax, twisting and pushing harder into Lauren's pussy.
As her pleasure crested, Katelyn pushed her upper body up and rammed into Lauren even harder. This allowed Lauren to watch, amazed, as her two large breasts bounced with every stroke. Lauren was flabbergasted by the impossible combination of those luscious heaving breasts, the wonderfully beautiful face of the redhead girl staring back at her and the fat cock splitting her apart.
Seeing Katelyn's face distorted by pleasure as she squirted her cum into her, Lauren felt her own climax triggering. She bucked under her new lover and wrapped her legs around her waist, pinning it deep inside her. She was raked by a powerful climax even as she felt Katelyn's cum leaking our of her pussy. She pulled Katelyn back against her, shivered as she felt their breasts mashing once more and bit into her neck as her pleasure peaked.
She was shouting by the time she was done, gasping for air, her entire body now fully relaxed. Turning her head, she saw that one of her arms had landed on Katarina, who was now kissing it slowly. Katelyn was looking into her eyes, a peculiar look in her eyes. Supporting her body on her elbows, Katelyn remained inside Lauren's pussy as the three girls looked at each other.
Slipping her hand over Katarina's thigh, Lauren closed her finger on her pussy and, once again, felt nothing but pussy. It the coming months it would become clear that Katarina would usually remain cock-free while Katelyn would leave hers hanging whenever she could. But for now, Katarina looked at them and said "What about me?" with a feigned sad expression on her face.
Lauren gasped as she felt Katelyn's cock pulling out of her pussy. It was still very hard, and Lauren wondered if the futanaris had shorter refractory periods. Or if they had them at all. Or maybe Katelyn was just so excited that she was simply remaining hard? On her side now, Lauren watched, fascinated, as the twins began making love.
She saw the look of sheer pleasure on Katarina's face as her sister's long cock penetrated her. They kissed for a long while, and Katarina mumbled something about how different it felt to be fucked without a cock in the way. Lauren, unsure of what Katarina would say, asked her "Can I kiss you?" Lauren felt a pang of pleasure in her belly when the gorgeous redhead who was clearly more interested in boys, grinned and nodded.
Kissing Katarina was immediately different than kissing Katelyn. They were identical twins, yet had distinct personalities, desires and needs. And while Lauren and Katarina were close, it wasn't like with Katelyn. As much as she was enjoying the kiss, Lauren knew that kissing Katelyn had touched her in a very different way. When Katarina broke the kiss and cried out, Lauren grinned as she watched her cumming.
When Katelyn eventually slowed down, her sister's climax spent, she looked at Lauren and said "Go on all fours, my dear..." The command and what she saw in her eyes made Lauren's heart skip a beat. Katelyn hadn't cum in her sister, and as she pulled out and got on her knees, her cock was rock hard, glistening with her sister's pussy juices.
When Lauren felt Katelyn's cock touching her from behind, she groaned, then cried as its entire length was sheathed inside her once again. "So damn long!" she thought again. Her eyes closed, her entire body being shaken by Katelyn's thrusts, Lauren abandoned herself to her new lover.
But soon she opened her eyes to see Katarina's pussy right in front of her. Katarina was now sitting right next to Lauren, her legs spread. She grabbed Lauren's head and pulled it down until, for the very first time, Lauren tasted a pussy. The girls would laugh about it later: Katarina hadn't even realized that it would be Lauren's first cunnilingus. She had just gone with the flow and Lauren had responded just as naturally.
Lauren felt her pleasure increase as she ate Katarina's lovely pussy. And delicious pussy. "Gods! I could eat that pussy for days and days!" she thought, her mind swimming in lust. And while the discovery of her first pussy was an amazing experience, she was still glad when she felt Katarina's cock growing slowly. Soon Lauren stopped licking her pussy or darting her tongue inside and instead focused on sucking the growing cock.
When it was fully out, Katarina carefully got up on her knees. As soon as the twins felt that Lauren was comfortable, they began to pound her in rhythm. Going backwards Lauren felt Katelyn's cock filling her, and going forward she took as much of Katarina's cock into her mouth. Lauren soon lost herself in this crazy position, experiencing too many and too much pleasure to fully comprehend it all.
When her second orgasm took her, Lauren felt like she was waking up from a trance. An incredibly delicious trance, but an altered state of consciousness nevertheless. She cried and screamed again as she came, not wanting to pull away from any cock. As her climax reached its zenith, she felt that the twins were both holding her up as her limbs were no longer able to support her.
Eventually the twins pulled out and lay down on the bed around Lauren. "Got more than you bargained for, sweet girl?" asked Katarina, a touch of laughter in her voice.
"Oh no..." Lauren gasped in reply, still out of breath. "You're both going to cum inside me again before this night is out!" The twins laughed, but kept caressing Lauren as she gathered her energy for one final round. "Here's how I want you two to position yourselves..." she began.
A minute later, Lauren was standing on the mattress on the floor, looking at the two sexiest girls she had ever seen in her life. Katelyn was on her bed, reclining on a bunch of pillows with her legs wide open. On her back, Katarina was laying down between Katelyn's legs, her head resting on her sister's inner thigh, right next to Katelyn's turgid cock.
Feeling like a panther, Lauren climbed on her bed, straddled Katarina's lap and impaled herself on her cock. As soon as she finished groaning in pleasure, she leaned forward, kissed Katarina before moving slightly to her left and took Katelyn's cock into her mouth. And so she rode Katarina's cock while sucking her lover's cock. Even in this crazy whirlwind of carnal pleasure, Lauren was already fully aware that the connection between her and Katelyn was different than her connection with her sister. She liked Katarina, was enjoying her tremendously right now, but what she felt for Katelyn...
In a matter of a few hours late night after a party, Lauren had gone from having vanilla sex a few times with a single guy to fucking two girls with cocks at the same time. And she was loving every single pounding moment of it. With whatever strength remained in her legs she rode Katarina's cock and focused the rest of her being giving Katelyn the best blowjob she could manage.
While Katarina's cock could completely fit inside her pussy, Lauren couldn't fit the identical other cock fully inside her mouth. But she gave her very best. With one hand on Katarina's sublime breast, feeling her hard nipple between her fingers, Lauren wrapped her other hand around the base of Katelyn's cock. She pumped it up and down in sync or counter-stroke to her mouth, or squeezed her fingers hard around her shaft while licking her entire length, or wrapping her fingers just below the crown while she sucked it hard...
From the corner of her eyes she could see Katarina's head turned towards her, watching her blowjob. And so she could see exactly when Katarina's climax hit her. Her eyes closed, and her mouth opened. And as she pushed up with every one of Lauren's downstroke, Katarina came hard beneath and inside her. Her cries and moans triggered her sister's climax as well, and Katelyn grabbed Lauren's head with her two hands as she climaxed.
Lauren was surprised by the amount of cum she felt inside her mouth, but swallowed the first jet without a trace of hesitation. She was drinking her new girl lover's cum! But when Katarina whispered "Keep some in your mouth and give me a taste..." Lauren was happy to oblige! But she almost opened her mouth, which would have let it all leak out, when she felt Katarina's hand between their bodies. So much fucking pleasure!
And so, when Katelyn was spent and Lauren moved her head above Katarina's, she knew she was ready to orgasm. When she kissed her friend and gently opened her mouth, feeling the cum slide into Katarina, Lauren also felt the explosion of pleasure in her pussy. And so she came again, sharing a cum-filled french kiss with her friend while her lover lay right next to them, panting in post-climax delight. Lauren knew that Katarina was spent, but she still rode her hard, using her thick fucktoy of a cock to push as much pleasure out of her orgasm as was physically possible.
When she finally moved away from Katarina's cock she felt a huge load of cum leaking from her pussy onto her thigh. Seeing that, Katelyn leaned down to kiss and suck it all up. "Greedy wench!" her sister said, laughing.
"Look who's talking, miss with my cum in her mouth!"
All three girls laughed as they comfortably settled in the bed. It would be a night spent rubbing against the two others in such a small bed, but none of them minded. "We'll be needing a shower tomorrow morning... We reek of sex!" said Katarina.
"There she goes again, suggesting new sexual ideas!" replied her sister. The girls laughed again and cuddled for a while before sleep took them over.
In the next few weeks and months, the twins outgrew their shy personality and shocked everybody when they came to the town's beach wearing very tiny bikinis. Since they were now able to retract their cocks, there were no reasons to keep hiding their bodies. The closeness between the three girls made a lot of people talk, but that soon stopped, or at least changed, when Katelyn and Lauren came out as a couple a few months after their first night together.
As for Katarina, despite making exceptions for her sister and Lauren, very rarely let her cock out of her body. While Katelyn was happy to live with it as often as possible, Katarina fully assumed her feminine gender. Then again, about a year later when her boyfriend accidentally saw her sister's cock, it opened up new possibilities for her. And for her sister and Lauren. But that it a tale for another time.
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As I saw my house through the trees, I sighed nervously. I then shook my head with a slightly nervous smile. I shouldn't be so nervous. Really not, damn it! After all, I was only expecting an old friend, someone I loved with whom I had no tensions or any issues whatsoever. I took a deep breath and sighed again as I climbed up the stairs and walked in. I was glad to be back before the rain came.
The house was clean and well maintained, not at all like the stereotypical bachelor house. I have been single for almost a year now, after having lived two years with my girlfriend in this very house. Because I had built the house by myself and the fact that we weren't married, I got to keep it. But when Jodie and I separated, it had suddenly begun feeling too big and empty for me. Still felt that way most of the time.
Looking through the patio doors at the back yard, I could see the hot tub, the pool, the shed, my two bikes and the forest's edge. I had been lucky when I bought the lot. There had been a lot of price inflation on it based on rumors of further development into the forest. But when those plans fell through, the value of all the lots on this street tanked. I bought three of them and built my house on the middle one. I was thus free from immediate neighbours and enjoyed relative peace and quiet. Especially with the high fences. Jodie and I had both enjoyed our privacy. In fact—
My train of thought was cut short when I heard the door bell ringing. Milla. She was here. I was suddenly breathing faster as I walked to the door, cursing my nervousness again. I saw her slim silhouette through the frosted glass and took one last breath as I opened the door. She looked up and smiled at me and I felt my heart thumping hard in my chest. Gods she was gorgeous!
I smiled at her as she walked in. She was wearing a white summer dress, quite thin and short and most of all breathtaking. Before I could take a good look at her though, she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me hard. In her peculiar French accent, she simply said "Hello old friend." As I closed my arms around her, the rain finally began pouring down behind her. Briefly I wondered what she would look like right now, in that delicate white dress, had she been drenched on the way from her car to my door.
I tried to clear my head. I hadn't seen her in a very long time and I knew that she wasn't doing so well. Nevertheless I was a man, I had been single for a year and she really was a very beautiful woman. She could still take my breath away even though neither of us were really young anymore. As this delicious hug lengthened, I though back at how our lives had brought us both here, right now, to this warm hug.
I first met her back in my first year of college, a sprightly French literature major, a stunningly beautiful and sexy girl who had already known exactly how beautiful and sexy she was. She had lots of men wrapped around her little finger, as she'd had all of her life since. As soon as I saw her I knew both that I wanted her and that I had no chance. For one thing she was already in a relationship and for another, she had what I teasingly called a gaggle of fawning guys around her.
I still remember how she had laughed the first time I had used that phrase while talking to her. One day, after having met her only a couple of times, I we accidentally found ourselves in the same cafe one afternoon. For some mysterious reason she was sitting alone. And for some even more mysterious reason she decided to invite me to sit with her. We ended up spending three hours there together. I still remember how pleased I felt when she laughed full throated at the "gaggle" analogy.
Even though we never hooked up, not even once in twenty years, I had the unique chance of developing a very deep friendship with her. How did our friendship manage to survive my hidden love and lust? It didn't. In the sense that it didn't have to. I think I told her that was madly in love with her the next time we met after that afternoon. Just to clear the air. She was briefly annoyed at my raw proclamation, used as she was to having men just blurt out that they wanna fuck her. But she became puzzled as I immediately told her that I didn't want to fuck her, or try anything, or even be in a relationship with her.
That took her by surprise and led, once more, to another hours long conversation. By the time we moved on to another subject, she had a half smile on her lips, still surprised but convinced that I was just being honest. Over the following years, most of the people that knew us both, that saw us talking to each other for hours during parties, at coffee shops, or saw us watching movies alone together, were convinced that we had secretly had sex, or at least kissed. But we hadn't.
At one point though I was sure that I things could happen. Ever since I've known her, she had been in what I thought was an awful relationship with an abusive boyfriend. Psychologically abusive, mainly. I never learned if he ever hit her. But the psychological persecution could get really bad for long periods of time. About a year into our friendship, she broke it off. Finally! But any hopes I might have had were dashed when she ended up in the arms and bed of one of my friends, Alec. Not a very close friend, but still. It lasted about three weeks. Three weeks before she went back to her abusive boyfriend.
I admit that I have been angry through those three weeks... and many more afterwards. My pride had been hurt, and I had then been sorely disappointed by her decision to go back to that monster. The worse part of that was that I knew we wouldn't make a long lasting couple. Great friends, yes, but not a great couple. Too different. That's why even though I loved her, I wasn't really pining for her. That made my frustration even more... well, infuriating!
After a few months though, our friendship grew again for many years. Later we both moved away from the town where we had studied and met and eventually lost touch with each other. Through those years, I've had my fair share of girlfriends, one with whom I spent 7 years of my life. I was with that remarkable woman when Milla finally broke it off with her boyfriend once and for all. When she called me, in tears, our friendship and intimacy bloomed back to life despite the few years of drought. I spent quite a lot of time on the phone, on the chat or in person with Milla to help her through the break-up and the painful realization that she had spent all those years with such an awful man. It had dramatically hurt her self-esteem.
Eventually, she chose another man from her gaggle. A much better man. The year after that it was my turn to become single again and I cursed the damn bad timing. Not that I thought that Milla was interested in me in a romantic way, but well, you never know! And even though I still believed that we wouldn't make a great couple, I was still in love with her... While she was with that man, I met Jodie, fell in love, lived two years with her before our relationship fell apart. Milla helped me through that separation all the while her own relationship waned.
A few months later it was over for her as well and it was my turn to be there for her as she cried through her breakup. Once again we spent hours on the phone together over the course of many months. I invited her to come and spend time at my house instead of camping on the couches of her many girl friends. She never agreed. I was puzzled about that. I was sure that she wasn't afraid that I would make a move. After twenty years, our relationship was firmly in the friendship category.
Even my damned mistake didn't have any negative consequences. I usually used the phrase "my dear" when I wrote to her. Either on emails of chats or even on plain old paper. She did as well. But one time, as her relationship with her last boyfriend was beginning to crack at the seams, I accidentally wrote "my love". I immediately apologized for the mistake, but she didn't seem to mind. She wrote back "Don't worry about it. I call one of my friends "my love" from time to time anyways..."
"A girl friend?" I wrote back.
"Yes."
"But that's not the same thing between a man and a woman..." I wrote.
"Yes. You're right. But I don't mind, really."
I remember relaxing after reading this, but I never called her "my love" anyway. It just felt strange. I did love her, and she knew I did, but still... I had told her that I loved her a few times by email during the darkest moments of this last breakup, but it wasn't something that I said often or lightly. And I had always said it in a non-romantic way. A quick and casual "My love" somehow felt completely different than selecting a truly appropriate moment for a real "I love you".
Also, at that time, she was still months away from a clean separation. I just remember thinking how bad it could have turned if she had taken it the wrong way, as if I was trying to take advantage of her vulnerable situation. But thankfully she knew I wasn't the sort of man to prey on broken-hearted women. Then again, the nonchalant way with which she had moved on to another subject had, somehow, stung. As if the possibility of the two of us hooking up was just negligible.
Today, on my porch, as our very long hug ended, I could see that she wasn't heartbroken anymore. Sure she was still saddened by the fact that her boyfriend had finally left her (a new experience for her), but her smile didn't seem forced. She looked around at my house as she walked to the kitchen and complimented me. She had seen it years ago, but back then it was nowhere near as nice as it was now. As she noticed the new additions, I, on the other hand, noticed that she wasn't wearing a bra under her summer dress. Sometimes the side of her breasts peaked out from the gap under her arm.
Again, I shook my head, trying to clear those naughty thoughts away. We sat in the living room, across from each other, and my eyes glanced at her thighs every time she crossed her legs. Damn it! All of my life I had been attracted to voluptuous women. Women with curves in the right places. But even though I had always found Milla beautiful, she wasn't voluptuous at all.
Instead, she was built on the frame of cat. Very delicate and average height, with smallish breasts and slight hips. She did have a nice ass though. Her bright blue eyes and equally bright blond hair were like sapphires and a crown on her slim body. Even now, on the edge of our 40th birthdays, she looked pretty much as she did when I met her. Gracile, lissome and completely at ease in her body.
Our conversation soon turned to our shared memories. Because it's been years since she split up from her abusive boyfriend, we could talk about him and the incredible house they had bought together in Carishdale. And old country house with a huge piece of land around it including a lake. A lake where I learned, the first time I had gone there, that she and her boyfriend were into nudism. I learned that fact as she carelessly undressed in front of me before jumping in their lake. Her boyfriend was right there next to us, undressing as well.
Before that moment, we had never spoken about nudism. But as my head was spinning from seeing Milla naked right next to me, I undressed as well and joined them in the lake. Her boyfriend had many faults, but jealousy wasn't one of them. It had shocked me to learn that fact, but it made sense when you realized how highly he regarded himself. Absolute narcissism. Well... I wasn't about to complain, especially since it allowed me to spend long summer afternoons naked with Milla. Even when he wasn't there! I still savored those memories of summers long gone, talking with her on the small dock while we were both perfectly nude.
Looking at her right now on my couch, fifteen years after our last such summer day, I smiled and said "So... What are your thoughts on nudism?" Milla laughed, that sweet, intoxicating laugh. For a very slight woman, she had a delightfully low and rich laughter. She was laughing because she knew I was teasing her. Contrary to her abusive boyfriend, her latest one had been horrified by the thought of nudism, and especially of other men seeing Milla naked. It wasn't the first time I had teased her about it. "Have your position shifted in any way recently?" I asked, knowing I was taking a risk by indirectly mentioning her break-up.
But Milla seemed perfectly at ease as she replied "Well, my dear, they have changed indeed!"
"You don't say!" I replied.
Milla threw the cushion that was next to her at my face as we laughed. Until hooking up with her last boyfriend, she had been an adamant proponent of nudism, insisting that our society was too prudish and stuck up. But then her tune changed while she had been with him. "Yes..." she now said. "I've come to see the error of my ways," she added in an exaggeratedly stately voice. She punctuated her sentence with a wink and a bright smile. We stared at each other for a while and, to my surprise, she was the one to look away first.
As the hours sped by and the rain came and went, we talked about many things. She opened up about her break-up and while she cried a little, it was obvious that she was now ready to move on. By the time the sun briefly appeared, we were sitting next to one another on the same couch, her knee casually pressed against my thigh. Clearly, even after years of not seeing each other in the flesh, we were still very comfortable with one another.
Milla suddenly got up and walked to the patio door and looked at the back yard. The light hitting her from this angle made her dress slightly transparent. I took a deep breath. "Gods!" she cried. "That's a little piece of paradise you have here! It kind'a reminds me of my first home, in Carishdale."
"Yeah, in much smaller!" I replied.
"It's not the size that counts, but what you—" Milla suddenly stopped as we laughed at her unintentional pun. With her hand on my arm, she said "You know what I mean, you naughty man!"
"Yes. And I do admit that I did think about that house of yours as I designed the backyard."
We walked outside, our bare feet on the warm wet ground. "Oooh... That hot tub seems really nice!" she said.
I looked at her for a moment and said "Wanna hop in?"
"Right now?" Milla looked at me. "But I don't have my bathing suit." She looked perfectly innocent.
I grinned "Aren't you once more a firm believer in nudism?"
"Right here, with you?" To my surprise, she genuinely seemed hesitant. "I was teasing you about nudism earlier... It's been years since I've..."
"Oh come, come, Milla. Don't go all prudish on me now!"
"It's not that..." she blushed slightly. "I'm older now... And I'm sure you still have the image of 20 year old me in your mind and well... I'm not like—"
I frowned, really surprised. I turned to face her, grabbed her shoulders in my hands and said "Stop right there, my dear friend. Those excuses just won't work. You're still as beautiful as you were... It's not as if that dress hid much of your body anyway." I paused and looked into her eyes for a moment. "If you don't want to, it's quite alright, I don't wanna force you. But please, don't give me that! Even had you become ugly over the years, it would still be a pleasure to share such an intimate moment with you."
"Really?" she asked.
"Of course! Do you think I enjoyed those nude afternoons with you only because I enjoyed looking at your body?" I asked.
"Well... I don't know..." she mumbled.
"Ok. Let me put it this way." I said. "I knew, back then, that you would have been at ease being nude in a big group of other nude people. Right?"
"Of course," she replied, unsure of where I was going with this.
"Now. Would you have been equally at ease all alone with a man your age that had previously confessed to having feelings for you?"
"No... Of course not," she replied quickly.
"But that was me, my dear."
"Oh. I see."
"It always was a privilege for me to be naked alone with you," I said. "And for more reasons than to just look at the prettiest girl in school."
After a brief pause, Milla placed her hands on my arms as I still held her bare shoulders. "Do you still..." she stopped, not finishing her question. After a long pause, she added "I don't think I've ever figured you out, my friend."
"Of course not!" I replied playfully. "I'm a wonder and a mystery, always have been!"
Milla giggled at an old joke.
Honestly though, I wasn't sure I understood what she meant by not figuring me out. Despite the joke, I had never kept a single secret from her in my whole life. She knew I loved her and desired her, she knew all of my worst mistakes in life and love. Instead of keeping my bewilderment to myself, I asked her "What do you mean, Milla, by not having figured me out."
As she stared back at me, taking a few seconds before answering, she slid her hands towards my hands and grabbed them. As they now hung between us, she squeezed them and said "I think you're the only man I can't really read, my friend."
"What? You're joking!" I said, taken by surprise.
"Not at all. Thankfully, you're very honest, brutally so from time to time," she said, a pensive look on her face. "It won't surprise you to hear that I can usually figure out men very quickly. I can figure out what they want and how to... well..." she blushed and looked away briefly. "And to manipulate them if I want to." After another pause, she added "But not you. If you hadn't told me that you loved me all those years ago, I probably would never have figured it out. I would have simply believed that all you wanted was my friendship."
For some reason my heart was beating faster suddenly, as I held her hands in mine and looked into her eyes. I was flabbergasted. I thought I had been as obvious as a flashing neon sign. "I'm having a hard time believing you." I whispered.
"I'm very serious," she said. "In fact... Oh gods... I'm not sure I should be telling you this." She took a deep breath and continued. "Do you remember when I took a three weeks break from the monster (a nickname she had adopted after her break-up)?"
I nodded, knowing exactly what she was talking about. "Yes, I do remember," I said, aware that this had been the most painful part of my friendship with her.
"And I went with Alec..." Judging by her voice, this was clearly difficult for her. But she still held my hands firmly in hers.
"Yes, I remember that as well," I croaked.
"Do you know why I didn't choose you?" she asked, her bright eyes locked onto mine.
All I could do was shake my head. My heart was now racing and I was pretty sure that I was shaking. "Well, it's because I wasn't sure that you'd be interested."
I was floored. I stopped breathing. "Me, not interested?"
Before I could think of something else to say, Milla continued. "Yes. Remeber, dear friend... You told me many times that even thought you... you had feelings for me, you didn't think we'd make a good couple." She took a deep breath before continuing. "In any case, I meant interested in what I needed at that time. Alec was just a rebound, nothing that could have become serious. And it was just what I needed at that point. I was pissed at the monster, I was in a bad spot with regards to guys, and I just wanted to vent this anger. I'm sure Alec still feels used..." She took a deep breath and added "I'm not proud of what I made him go through, emotionally." She blushed and swallowed before continuing "And I wasn't sure if our friendship would survive such a... such an angry and misguided turn into the sexual."



We stared at each other as the silence lengthened. I couldn't make sense of the storm of emotions that was raging in my head. I could see that it was a painful admission for her though. "Why am I telling you this, again?" A brief smile followed that comment. "Oh, right. Not figuring you out."
As she paused once more, I was shaken both by what she was telling me and by the evening sun hitting her face. Her eyes were just slightly wet, glistening in the golden hour light. She looked like a magical creature. "But after being with Alec, I could see... or at least guess, that you were angry with me. But even that wasn't clear."
We had never talked about this period. Ever. I took a breath and said "I didn't want you to see it."
"But I usually see such things regardless. And I would have liked to see it," she told me.
"Why?"
"Because I could have apologized." I was stunned. "I'm very sorry about that, my friend." Her eyes were brimming now and she held my hands very firmly. "It became clearer to me much later and I understood that I hurt you. And you were the only person I didn't want to hurt back then."
"But it was your life, you could have—"
She interrupted me. "I could have chosen someone who was not your friend!" She swore, her face completely red. "I was so messed up back then... I'm so sorry," as she apologized a tear slid down her cheek. "Some part of me knew the monster was a man I should have run from. I was looking for convoluted ways to rationalize staying with him and I ended up utterly confused, my feelings all jumbled up." Another tear.
I pulled her into my arms. Those few months had indeed been painful for me, but twenty years later, the warmth I felt as she apologized seemed to make up for it. I was glad to see that she wasn't really crying. Just a couple of tears that overflowed. Against my chest, she was now calm as she repeated that she was sorry. "Shhh," I said. "It's alright. I accept your apology. To make up for it, I want you to promise me one thing."
"What?" she asked as she pulled away from me to look into my eyes.
"Don't ever feel ashamed of what you are with me. That means what you did or think or feel, but also..." I then added, a half-smile on my lips "of your body when I invite you to a hot tub."
Milla giggled and nodded. And took the deep breath that she had clearly needed. "Alright,"she said. As she smiled, she added "Ok then..." She then pushed the two strings of her dress off of her shoulders. Her dress fell to the floor silently and in a second Milla was standing naked next to me. For the first time in years.
Unable to resist, I let my eyes scan her body from head to toe. She was pretty much as I remembered her. Slim, delicate and nevertheless oh so sexy. Right in front of me, shaking her head, Milla said "You know you're not supposed to look at women this way in nudist situations!"
A few seconds later, when my eyes met hers once more, I whispered "You're absolutely gorgeous, dear friend."
Now she was laughing again as she said "You know you're not supposed to say such things in nudist situations!"
"I know." She had, in fact, initiated me to the peculiar etiquette of nudism. Yet I placed my hands on her shoulders again, an even more intimate act, now that she was naked. I repeated "You're absolutely gorgeous." I was staring right into her eyes and saw that she was blushing. But the good kind of blushing this time. "I don't care about nudist etiquette with you," I added. "My best friend is still as amazingly beautiful and sexy as she was when I met her, and I'm confident enough to compliment her. Do you mind?"
"Certainly not!" she answered, suddenly giggling as she pushed me out of the way before entering the tub.
A few minutes later we were both in the hot water, the bubbly jets doing their magic on our bodies. Because the water wasn't too hot, we remained there for a couple of hours, taking brief dips in the pool to cool down. During every trip between the tub and the pool my eyes were devouring her body. Milla was perfectly aware that I was doing it and didn't seem to mind at all.
As the last light of the sun finally disappeared the few soft solar lights I had installed turned on. It changed the mood, especially with the heavy clouds coming back. Earlier that evening we had seen lightning at the horizon, but so far we had been lucky. There wasn't any thunder now, but it became clear that there would soon be rain.
After a few minutes in easy silence, I looked at Milla and asked "So how many men in your gaggle these days?"
"Shut up!" she cried, grinning as she splashed water at me. "I don't have a gaggle anymore!"
"Oh come on!" I felt mischievous and wanted to tease her. "I can now confirm that you're as beautiful as you were, sexy as you were—"
"Yes, I've noticed that you really made sure to check and confirm all evening long!" she interrupted me, putting a funny emphasis on the word confirm.
I cleared my throat before continuing "As I was saying, beautiful," I counted by touching my index finger. "Sexy, undeniably," I touched my middle finger. "A professor with loads of money!" Milla snorted as I touched my ringless ring-finger. "And finally the killer combo, blonde with blue eyes!" I finished, touching my pinky and thumb. "And so I ask again. How many men in your gaggle these days, my dear?"
Milla was frowning, but her slight smile gave her away. But suddenly her eyes opened wider as if she had figured something out. "Whew!" she said, theatrically wiping her brow with her hand. "For a moment there I thought that you would call me my love!"
My own eyes suddenly opened wider, in surprise. I laughed out loud before saying "Oh, you damned tease!"
"Tease?" she cried, laughing. "You were the tease!"
"Pffff!" I breathed, unsure of what she meant by that. "You're the one who's walking around like a damned water nymph, oozing beauty in my backyard."
Milla laughed and shoved water at my face. We splashed each other like little children for a while, before settling down into another comfortable silence. As I looked at her now, her head resting with her eyes closed and a small smile still on her lips, I almost told her how beautiful she was. Again. I don't know how many times I did since she arrived.
Milla opened her eyes and turned her head to look at me. As she did, the hot tub pumps stopped, their 20 minutes cycle over. In the deep silence, we stared at each other. With bright smiles at first, then, as they faded, just raw intensity. I became gradually more and more nervous as we just stared at each other. At one point Milla licked her lips and whispered "Would you be willing to call me "my love" now?"
I was surprised that she would be teasing me again, but I replied, lightly "It would be my pleasure."
But then I see her expression change and I understand that it meant more. A lot more. And she wasn't teasing. She was nervous. My mouth opened slightly but I couldn't talk. Once again my heart was racing even as my head wasn't able to fully understand what she had meant. I sat straighter, my eyes still locked onto hers. I was so nervous that I would only learn later that she was trembling as much as I was. "What..." I began, fumbling with words. "Are you... Do you mean..."
As I was just beginning to get some control over my speech, the rain began to fall. A few heavy drops dropping like bombs in the water. And then, a few seconds later, it turned into a torrent of rain. Despite the loaded moment, we both began laughing at this legitimate assault of water. Breathing fast, Milla looked at me and said "Come with me, let's dance in the rain!" And with that she climbed out and ran deeper in the backyard, close to a light.
As I walked to join her, my heart was racing. With the pouring rain falling on her, her drenched blond locks twisting and twirling as she danced, she now truly looked like a magical creature. Before reaching her I whispered, too low for her to hear, "You're gorgeous, my love." I was now standing next to her, but I was too nervous to want to dance. I grabbed her hands in mine and she stood still.
There were large drops of water constantly hitting her face as we looked at each other. "You were not teasing, were you?" I asked her. She simple shook her head. "You want me to..." this time she nodded, her hands gripping mine very tightly. "Milla..." I breathed softly. "My love." And then we kissed. For the first time. The contrast of her hot body and cool rain was heady, but soon all of that vanished as I abandoned myself in a kiss I've been wanting to have for twenty years.
I felt her entire body pressed against mine, as if we wanted nothing more than to just meld together. But we did want something more. Trying to make up for twenty years of waiting, the first hesitant steps of our kiss turned into a full run, into the deep connection that I had been yearning for. Her breasts were squashed against my chest as my cock came to life between our legs.
When I reached lower on her back and cupped her small ass in my opened hands, pulling her hard against me, we both moaned through our kiss. I flexed the muscles of my hardening cock and felt it burrow deeper against her pussy. We kept kissing through this intense hug, her breasts and my cock pressed against the other's body.
At one point Milla slipped her arms above my shoulders, opening her body to me even more. She then wrapped those arms around my neck and jumped up into my arms. When her legs wrapped around my waist, I felt her pussy opening up to me. The pussy I had dreamed about so often. A few seconds of twisting and finding the correct angle later and my cock finally slipped inside her. Easily. Without any sort of resistance at all. When her pussy stretched around the thick base of my cock, her clit pressed against the firm skin over my pubic bone, she squeezed her entire body tightly around me. "Finally..." I breathed.
"Yes!" she cried into my ear. "You were not the only one fantasizing about this..." she said, gasping as I flexed my cock inside her.
"What?" I asked, too daze to really understand.
"Bad timing, my love... Bad timing," she whispered before lifting herself up and slightly away from me.
When she let herself fall back down, we both cried out as I filled once again. Talking time was over. The last thing she whispered was "Take me..." Without even thinking about it, I walked us over to the fence and pushed her hard against it. I shifted my grip on her body, sliding my hands fully onto her round ass and began to fuck her. Years of daydreams, fantasies and hopes flooded through my mind as I slowly began to accept that I was, truly, finally, fucking Milla. And not just because of a drunken mistake on her part or a friends with benefits thing. Oh no. She had asked me to call her "my love".
And now she was wrapped around me, her head buried against my neck, kissing me as she moaned. I felt her heels pressing hard against my ass with each of my strokes, pulling me harder into her. "Gods!" she suddenly moaned, breathless. "I wish I had felt that way for you all those years ago... So many years wasted with—"
"Shhhh..." I interrupted her. I stopped moving inside her and just held her tight for a moment. "Later, my love. We'll have more than enough time to talk about all of this. Right now all I want to do is call you "my love", want to tell you that I love you, want to hold you in my arms and fuck you until you scream your climax!"
My voice had turned hoarse with lust as I finished and she squeezed herself even harder around me. "It won't take long, love..." she said. Grinning against the side of her head, I whispered "If you let me go just a bit, I'll make it worth your while..." She giggled and released her arms slightly. And, like a greyhound around a track I abandoned myself to my lust. And it seemed to do the trick. Some women liked it soft and slow, others only cared about a constant rhythm, other couldn't climax without having a tongue or fingers on their clit. And some women just wanted raw intensity. I was beginning to discover that Milla was one such woman.
Her body arched against mine as I began fucking her again. Her head tilted back, the heavy rain fell on her beautiful face as her mouth opened in a silent scream. Just below, her breasts bounced in sync with my thrusts, her drenched nipples tracing crazy circles. I walked back more and more, holding her weight with my arms as I watched, transfixed, as she climaxed.
By the time her first scream tore through the night, only her shoulders and head were touching the fence. She suddenly pulled one of her legs from around my waist and I quickly understood. Soon after that, the back of her thighs were pressed against my belly and her ankles were hooked over my shoulders. This low angle allowed me to pummel her as hard as I could. I was afraid of hurting her, but Milla kept moaning and screaming louder and louder. My eyes opened wide as I began to see traces of vapor coming from her body.
Eventually she froze, her back arched hard against me and the fence, and she slowly twisted sideways. Her body was contorted by all the pleasure as her climax rocked her from head to toe. She eventually cried one last time before jumping off of me in a great spasm. She was now standing in front of me. Her legs were trembling and she had to hold my arms to remain standing, but her eyes were bright with love and lust. We were both breathing hard as we stared into each other's eyes.
Soon she looked down and a half-smile appeared on her lips. "So that's the amazing cock that so quickly gave me this orgasm..." Looking up, she added "It's my turn now." And with that, she knelt in front of me and grabbed my cock in one of her fists. For a few minutes, her kisses, licks, teases and all her gentle rubbing was driving me crazy. But when she opened her mouth and took me into her mouth, I was just about ready to die. Looking down at the woman who had haunted me for so many years, my mind was still reeling. Her hair was plastered onto her head and the light was harsh on her wet body, but she looked like the most beautiful creature that has ever existed.
And she was a goddess around my cock. Oh my Gods! I have been with a few gifted girls and women in my life, but this... This was just impossible! I had already been on the verge of climaxing earlier, so I knew I was not going to last long. "Milla..." I grunted. She simply mumbled something I could understand and kept working on me just as hard as I worked on her a few minutes ago.
She was creating a symphony of suction, licking and kissing, she played with her lips as well as the back of her mouth, she even used her teeth a few times to bring me back from the brink, she often looked up into my eyes and she managed to smile as she did all that... When it came, I was briefly afraid of the intensity of my climax. I placed one of my hands on the fence and the other on her head, and soon it was my own legs that were shaking. I felt the boiling of my sperm, its rush through my cock until it sprayed deep inside her mouth. She never slowed down or hesitated. Instead, Milla kept working her magic as I came and came inside her magical mouth. I felt her swallowing a first load, then a second and a third.
When it became too much, I pulled out of her mouth and saw my cock twitching in the cool air. Milla was still kneeling in front of me, looking up with a grin. I saw her licking her lips and swallowing one last time as she stared into my eyes. She then slowly stood up again. I was breathing hard, shaken by my climax, and she pulled me into her arms again. Less than ten breaths later, she suddenly said "Race you to your pool!" before breaking into a run.
Stunned, I laughed and soon I was running after her. The last thing I wanted to do was to jump into the cold pool, but there was no way I was not about to follow her. I watched her vault over the side of the pool and splash in. Instead of doing the same, I ran up the steps to the deck. Without stopping, I jumped into the pool as high as I could before pulling my knees against my body to create a massive splash. By the time I emerged from the water, shaking my head and crying out because of the cold, Milla was laughing, making her way towards me.
When she felt my deflated cock against her belly, she said "Oh... already gone?"
"Well, yes... After such an amazing... er..." I began.
"Blowjob?" she asked me, her eyebrows raised high. "Don't worry about it..." she laughed again. "We'll have it back up soon enough."
With that, she kissed me again. We had gone from the cool rain, to a couple of hot climaxes, and we were now kissing in the very cold water. It was absolutely exhilarating. I had no idea where this was going to lead in the long term, but I was all in.
In the shot term, it had led us to my bed. I was now looking up through her thin blonde bush as I feasted on her pussy. I did my best to return the favor of her wonderful blowjob. So far it seemed to be working. Milla had already climaxed once all over my face. Grinning and panting, she had asked me if I was willing to continue. Laughing, I had kissed her pussy and went back to work.
Most of my face was now covered with her juices as I lapped it all up. For the first time in my life, I was now eating a pussy that actually tasted good to me. I had both my hands under her legs, right at the edge of her ass, and I guided her, forcing her to alternately close and open her thighs. When she clamped those soft thighs around my head for a second time, I knew she was about to climax.
This time, she arched even higher than the first time and my head followed her body far off the mattress. She cried my name ten times in a row as her voice got progressively hoarser. Eventually she opened her thighs and fell back down to the bed, her legs quivering. Kneeling on the bed I watched her, in awe of all that revealed beauty. The beauty of her body, of course, but also of that ultimate surrender, of that utter vulnerability. She had allowed herself to go far into that climax... I was profoundly grateful to see how at ease she seemed. She was shaking and moaning in a bed she had never been in, letting me see her even more naked than her mere lack of clothing.
I was now standing at the foot of the bed, watching Milla as she stared right back at me. Her smile took my breath away. But I could see in her eyes that she wasn't done with me. Thankfully, given my cock's painful hardness. Without a word she turned on her stomach. I watched, with a hunger that had yet to be sated, her pert little ass on my bed. I growled as I licked some of her juices off my face. "Like what you see?" she asked, not even turning to look at me. I did. She had an amazing ass. The way all the curves on her legs harmoniously fitted together... The small ones from her calves, those of her thighs and the two more pronounced ones from her buttocks... I just grunted. Milla said "Well then, come and fuck me, my love..."
It was already obvious that those two little words were going to stick. I climbed on the bed, walked on all fours above her, kissing and licking my way up her thin legs. When I paused for a long time over her ass, kissing closer and closer towards the deep cleft, I wondered how she'd react if I were to bury my face in there. From behind. Another time. Tomorrow maybe?
I reluctantly moved away from her ass and upwards again until my cock touched the sweet apple line of her left buttock. I shifted slightly to my right and the tip of my cock found the hot wetness of her pussy. Once again. I found her opening and slid all the way in, crushing her buttocks to go as deep as I could. "Gods!" she breathed as we both felt my cock reaching her cervix. I slid one of my hands under her body and cupped her breast. With my other hand I gathered her long blonde hair into my fist and pulled slightly.



"Are you ready?" I growled again.
"Fuck me! I'm all yours. Only yours from now on."
Despite the lust, despite the surprising intensity of our sexual hunger for one another, my eyes opened wide as I heard her saying those words. I pulled back slowly before pushing my cock all the way back in. As I bit her neck, tasted the sweat on her cheek or kissed her lips, I kept fucking her hard. Much slower than earlier on the fence, but with an unwavering tempo and unforgiving strength. Her breath was being forced out of her lungs every time I bottomed out and she gasped every time I pulled back off. Yet her moans kept growing and growing.
Soon I was just fucking her like an out of controlled machine, driving her into my bed with a passion I had never felt before. She was the first to scream her climax, but my own was not far behind. I probably didn't cum a huge load inside her that first night. I had already given her most of what I could during the blowjob. But feeling those spurts of my sperm rushing inside Milla's pussy? It was the cherry on top of that unbelievable evening.
As we hugged after this shared climax, neither of us talking but both grinning from ear to ear, I kept hearing her words "Only yours from now on." And my grin widened. I had been pretty sure that this wasn't just a one night stand. I knew her enough to know that she wouldn't come here just for quick sex. But those words... They blew me away. Was I really going to wake up next to her, in my bed, tomorrow morning? Yes I was. Yes I was.
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I sighed as I saw my sister sprawled on the couch. As usual. I was back from my morning half hour run, a run that always followed my daily swimming practice. Olivia barely replied to my hello, her eyes glued to the TV. She was wearing a baggy shirt and a pair of baggy pants. I thought that my sister looked like a fat potato right now. Yet after seeing her in a bathing suit, the few times she had dared to wear one this summer, I knew for a fact that my sister was not fat. Sure she wasn't as fit as I was, nor nearly as fit as my girlfriends had all been. Of course, I had to admit, most of my girlfriends had been swimmers on my team and were remarkably lean and tight. I grinned, thinking about my last girlfriend, Amy. Oh, the feeling of her hard ass in my hands... I still missed that ass!
Shaking my head, I looked at my sister again. She had rather large breasts and I knew she was embarrassed by them. So by trying to hide them under baggy clothes, she ended up looking fat most of the time. I was sure that if she dressed appropriately and went out, she'd find guys easily. She wasn't a beauty queen, and except for her large breasts, her body was ordinary. But she wasn't bad looking either.
As I went up to my room and logged on Facebook, I read a message from my friend Alex. I grinned. Although the message had nothing to do with my sister, I thought about how Alex really liked Olivia. Really liked her. Come to think of it, I suddenly realized that most of my friends had made at least one remark about how hot she was. "Horny males, all of them..." I thought. I just couldn't see it. At the beginning of summer, Alex had said to me that it was because she was my sister. "Nah..." I had replied. "She's just ordinary, and you find her hot just because you hadn't had any girlfriend in months!" Alex had hit me on the shoulder and dropped the subject.
Later, coming back down to fix myself a snack, I looked at my sister again. She was still sprawled on the couch, but had at least changed position. I wondered why she wasn't actually fat. With my shake in hand, I decided to sit down in the couch opposite to hers and really look at her. Olivia was surprised at first, but soon she was staring at the TV again, ignoring me. I smiled into my shake: I just couldn't see it. All I could see was an OK girl with a huge mop of long brown hair. And that's it.
Right now her body was cloaked by the baggy clothes despite the fact that it was a hot late summer morning. Thinking about those times when I had seen her in her one piece bathing suit, I had to admit that Olivia had a decent body. If you liked curves. I liked swimmers' bodies: tall, thin, lean and tight. Small breasts and rounded but firm asses. That wasn't, by any stretch of the imagination, a description of Olivia's body.
But thinking about the bodies of my lean swimmer friends had an impact on my cock. When I felt it beginning to stir, I looked at Olivia to see if I could get up and leave safely. She was still looking at the TV, but as I was about to get up, Olivia stirred, moved around on the couch and stretched her arms above her head. The thin material of her shirt ended up stuck between her thighs and was forced taut by her breasts as we were thrust forward. They really were quite big. Some blood already in my cock and my mind fired up by the memories of the girls on the swim team, I surprised myself by reacting to the sight of my sister's breasts.
When she was done, she looked at me and asked what I wanted. Shaking my head, I said nothing. A minute later I got up and went back to my room. I closed the door and locked it as well. Both our parents were gone for the day, and it wouldn't be the first time that I would masturbate with my sister in the house. I had laughed at my friend Alex's lack of girlfriend earlier this summer, but I realized that it has been six months since I broke up with Amy. Alex had in fact hooked up with a new girl last month, and I was the only one of my friends still single. An entire summer being single! Well, single except for that one night during a competition, with a glorious girl from another state. One night, amazing memories, and nothing more.
As I began searching a for a good porn clip online, I faced the fact that I was in a state of nearly constant arousal. It had even caused a few near misses at the pool. Speedos were perfect for fast swimming, but awful at hiding erections. Even semis. That constant arousal is probably why I had found myself staring at Olivia's stretch... Nothing more. I settled on a clip of one of my favourite pornstars, this time in a threesome. At first, I barely noticed the other girl in the scene, but when she pulled her shirt above her head, just about the same move that Olivia had just made, I clicked. She really looked like Olivia. Not her face, not at all, but the rest of her body... I grinned, still pumping my cock at the sight of the other girl being pumped by the large cock.
But as the scene unfolded, I couldn't help but stare at the other girl, with her generous curves and dancing breasts. When that girl enfolded the guy's cock between her breasts and tittyfucked him, it pushed me over the edge. I exploded and came all over my chest, pumping my own cock for a long time as I stretched my pleasure as much as possible. As I was cleaning myself up, I had to admit that I had never personally felt such a pleasure in my life. None of my girlfriends had had breasts remotely large enough to give me a proper tittyfuck. But that girl had. So did Olivia. Plenty. Shaking my head again, wondering at the intensity of my sexual need, I got up and headed to the shower.
I had hoped that my intense climax and warm shower would take my mind off sex. It didn't. Soon enough my cock was hardening again and as I washed it, it was fully hard mere minutes after my last climax. Being 21, it wasn't the first time such a rapid turnaround happened, but it usually happened while in bed with a girl. Now, just thinking about that other girl's massive breasts around a cock... Damn! I found myself masturbating again, imagining that girl kneeling in front of me, her huge breasts around my cock. To my surprise and horror, in my mind's eye I saw Olivia's face replacing the pornstar's. I could see her large breasts moulding themselves around my cock, her large pink aureolas and stiff nipples moving around and squashed between her guiding hands.
I let go of my cock. Despite my arousal, I was not about to jerk off to my sister's face! Focusing my mind on the pornstar, I grabbed my cock again and felt the surge of pleasure. But seconds later, it was my sister's tits that I was fucking and I let go of my cock again. "Fuck!" I swore out loud. I was laughing at myself despite my frustration when I heard Olivia's voice calling me from the other side of the door. I nearly jumped out of my skin in surprise. In a matter of a single second, I felt surprise, shock, fear, shame and guilt. "What?" I called, seeing my cock still turgid and twitching with every heartbeat.
"That's what I said!" was Olivia's reply. "I heard you swearing and wanted to make sure you were alright."
"Oh... Sorry about that. I'm alright. Never mind..." I replied.
"Did you pull a muscle?" she asked, a playful tone in her voice.
I grinned. Olivia was thinking about an incident that happened two weeks ago, when she herself pulled a muscle in her calf. I had helped her and had even massaged her leg to ease the pain, but all the while I had teased her about not being in shape.
"Never worry about that... I'm in very good shape!" I called back. And it was true. One could do an anatomy lecture using my body.
"Well ok... But remember that you can't work out every muscle at the gym..." was Olivia's intriguing answer.
Looking down at my cock, I grabbed it against and squeezed it hard, feeling it resist the pressure as well as my other muscles. Wait! Was she talking about that? Confused, I asked "What?"
"You know what I mean..." she said. "Every time you come back from your swimming practices, you head to your room and lock the door. It doesn't take a detective to know what you're up to..."
I was stunned. Olivia had never been a shy or prude girl, never afraid to speak up if she had something to say, but this was new. A high pitched "What?" was all I could manage.
"Hahaha! Didn't think I knew about that little pre-shower ritual, did you?" Olivia was laughing, but it was clear that she wasn't laughing at me. She just thought the situation was funny.
I, with my hard cock still in hand, took a chance and said "Oh... So you think I'm done?"
I grinned at the few seconds of silence as I now pumped my cock waiting for I answer. "Well... I did think so, yes. So you're... Right now? Oh Gods!" Olivia cried out before laughing loudly. Again, Olivia wasn't a prude. And while it was the first time such a peculiar exchange had happened between them, it wasn't out of character. "Pervert!" she said, still laughing. I was laughing as well, but my body demanded another form of release. So, for the first time in my life, I masturbated while fantasizing about my sister.
I came hard. Very hard. I imagined her standing right here, naked in her own shower, and looked around the shower trying to find something that she... The shower head! I grabbed it with one hand, thinking that she may have rubbed it against her breasts or even her pussy. Despite having just climaxed minutes ago, I still sent a few jets of sperm on the shower curtain, whispering Olivia's name.
Now spent, I didn't know exactly how I felt about all of this. A towel wrapped around my waist, I got out of the bathroom and saw Olivia in her room. She looked at me with a genial smile, which I returned. We were cool. But as I turned and walked to my room, I heard her say "Naughty boy...". I grinned again.
During the last few weeks of summer, before we both had to go back to college, nothing else happened, nor did we talk about that incident. Instead, we reverted to more classic arguments about health and about how Olivia was not taking care of herself properly. During the same week we left the family house, Olivia for her second year of college and I for my third. While at college, we didn't see each other all that often. We were no more than a three hours drive apart, but very rarely made special trips just to see each other. We met a couple of times when we both happened to come back home for a week-end, but no more.
That was why I was really surprised when Olivia called me in early October. She began by making small talk, which was weird in itself, but soon I heard her voice cracking. Something was up. And despite the fact that we weren't all that close, my big brother instincts kicked in. I asked if a guy was responsible for her troubles. I was wrong. In fact, it was the very opposite.
Olivia hadn't had a steady boyfriend for a long while now, but for some reason had let her college friends believe that she'd had one back home all summer long. I was shaking my head, smiling slightly, wondering why Olivia hadn't simply told the truth. But I knew, being in a similar situation, that it wasn't all that easy for college students to admit that we were single. Olivia didn't completely fall apart on the phone, nor did she begin crying in earnest. But it was clear that she was feeling bad. Really bad.
Soon though, it became evident that her loneliness wasn't the real problem. There was a big party coming up next week and everybody would be accompanied. This was a really big thing in her faculty, and it would be strange if her boyfriend didn't show up. Olivia finally asked me if one of my friends would accept to play the role of her boyfriend for the night. My immediate reply was "Yes, of course!"
But then, as I thought about it, most of my friends were in steady relationships this semester. Alex would probably jump at the chance to play Olivia's boyfriend, but his jealous girlfriend would probably have a fit. Five minutes later, I could hear Olivia cracking up again at the thought of not even being able to have a fake boyfriend.
But then I spontaneously said what neither of us had even considered "Well, I could do it!"
"What? Play my boyfriend?"
"I'm sure it will be very weird, but we're not talking about a week-end in a motel, or share a bed... Just an evening of dancing in public. And judging by what you said earlier, it's going to be a rather formal thing, so nothing to worry about, right?"
Olivia paused, then said "Are you sure?"
"Why not? Isn't that what big brothers are for?" I asked.
"Playing at being their little sister's boyfriends?" Olivia replied, laughing.
"No silly! Helping their little sisters, whatever the reason!" I laughed with her.
A few minutes later we hung up, and I was still smiling. I was glad that I had found a way to avert a crisis for my sister, and it would probably do me good to spend an evening dancing. Even if it was with my sister. We both enjoyed dancing and I knew she was a pretty good dancer. It had been a while since I had, so I looked forward to it. We were past the age where Olivia's friends would force us to kiss or worse, so nothing could go wrong. Right?
Well, nothing did go wrong until Olivia and me moved outside with a group of her friends. And got slightly drunk. The simple plan of a nice and rare evening of dancing with my sister changed. Everything had gone smoothly until that point and nobody suspected a thing. Olivia's facebook profile didn't have a single picture of me, and she had never gone around showing my picture for no reason. So we were pretty safe. Sure we spent more time holding each other's hands and dancing very close during that night than during the last few years combined, but so what?
In fact, as the evening turned into night, I had to admit that this night of dancing with my sister was one of the best nights I'd had in months. Not only was it fun, it was great. Before college separated us, Olivia and I had danced together quite a lot, practicing the steps we had learned at our respective schools. But once I moved away during the fall and winter, we didn't have that connection and our relationship withered. But tonight, it seemed like all the habits and patterns we had developed as brother and sister through the years had evaporated. I was having fun just talking with my sister-girlfriend, was having a blast dancing with her and, I had to admit as well, looking at her.
When I had picked her up at her apartment she had already been wearing her evening gown. Two things became immediately evident. First, it was a dancing gown. I knew that for most people there, the dancing part was not important. But I was really glad to see that my sister intended to dance. But second, Olivia was hot. Raging hot. I was actually shocked. After a few minutes of looking at her and stealing unbrotherly glances, I couldn't detect any physical changes. It didn't look like she had lost weight or started going to the gym. But damn! I definitely felt lucky.
Spending the entire night dancing with my sister in great dancing form and full feminine bloom was truly enjoyable. At one point I got lost in the moment and slapped her ass after she completed a great spin move. I froze immediately, but laughed as she shot me a brilliant grin. At the beginning of the evening, we wordlessly agreed to skip the slow dances, but by eleven, we actively sought each other out in the crowd if we weren't already side-by-side. For the past two weeks, I had thought about this evening as nothing but a generous, but boring, way to help my sister with her peculiar plan. By midnight, as I was leaving the great room with a bunch of Olivia's friends, I was extremely glad to have been wrong.
And that's when things changed. Sitting on the clean grass, well away from the hall, the group was finally finding some quiet to enjoy the night. Olivia and I had spent so much time dancing that we hadn't drunk too much. Not so for her friends. Most of them, Olivia's four friends and their dates, were already pretty drunk. Holding Olivia's hand in my own, I didn't think too much about it and joined the drinking. Following my lead, so did Olivia. The mere fact of being tipsy could have sparked some awkward situations for our fake couple, but probably nothing serious. A truth or dare game which began before either of us could even try to say no, well, that was an altogether different thing.
"Let's start easy. When was the first time you kissed?" asked Jenny to Christopher.
He replied "That's easy. Truth. Under the bridge right behind us, last year at Halloween. Now, Mark, are you and Ginger already having anal sex?"
At that question, six people burst into laughter, including Christopher, Mark and Ginger, two people froze with their mouths opened, and Olivia and I squeezed each other's hand hard. Clearly, this wasn't going to be a PG13 kind of game. And Mark made it pretty clear. "Fuck off! Dare!"
"Really?" asked Christopher. "Ok then. Kneel behind Ginger and grab both her breasts in front of us. I wanna see these puppies dance!" Most of the group laughed again, and I saw that even Olivia was laughing. Wasn't she aware that soon it would be our turn? Shit!
As Mark executed the dare, and Ginger didn't seem all that phased about it, I began to understand that Olivia's friends were quite open about sex. And maybe that was why her being single was an issue. In any case, it would not help us now. Then again, seeing Ginger's "puppies" dancing was quite a sight and it stirred my cock. High spirits, slightly drunk edge and great breasts dancing? More than enough for long-time abstinent guy.
The questions, answers and dares passed around and even though Olivia and I got a big share since nobody knew me, the siblings decided to play it safe and always give true answers. Well, false true answers, of course. We were making our stories up as we went along, and, of course, got teased about it. One of the girls had no top at this point and one of the guys had shown his erect cock to the group. Olivia and I, truth freaks, had been spared and the others had begun to notice. We probably could have endured the teasing and kept going though.
Sadly, at one point I forgot about one of our previous lies and told something that made it clear that I had been lying. Ginger and Jenny stood up and screamed "Liar!" pretty loudly. Olivia was laughing hard, probably a bit drunker than she had realized. Jenny, the pretty and small-boned blonde who had asked the question, said "It's now time for a dare!" Kneeling in front of me, she leaned in very close and said "Afraid of what aunty Jenny will ask you to do?"
"No, give it your best shot!" was my reply. It was what I would have said in any other truth or dare game, but I bit my tongue as I realized it may not have been the best option here and now.
"Oooh... Confident aren't we?" was Jenny's slightly slurred reply. "Well then, take that top off, I wanna see those pecks and abs of yours..."
I was glad. I was afraid she would have made Olivia and I kiss. Hopefully nobody had noticed that we hadn't. I got up and even made a little strip show out of it, and noticed that Olivia was clapping and laughing with the other girls.
"Damn Olivia!" still Jenny. "Lucky girl you! Wow! And look at that, em... hump there!" she said, looking at my crotch where my obvious erection was tenting my pants. While everybody laughed, Olivia got up and rubbed my chest and abs, even going slightly under my belt, which made everybody laugh even more. Jenny said "Wo there cowgirl, wait 'til you get him in bed!"
I was glad the focus of attention was shifted away from me again. But shit was I hard! Hard and excited. And with no prospect of relief tonight. A few minutes later, when asked about their first meeting, Olivia refused to reply. Later she would tell I that it was because she didn't want to say that it happened 20 years ago, not realizing that she could simply have lied. Christopher, whose busty girlfriend confirmed that he liked large breasts, began by asking Olivia to remove her top. But before she could, Ginger said "Hey! I haven't seen these two kiss all night long!" After everybody corroborated, Christopher reluctantly agreed to change my dare. "Kiss your boyfriend for God's sake!"



And so it came to that. It was all over, the game was up and Olivia would have to deal with the consequences of her decision and face her friends. But when I turned towards my sister, I had a fraction of a second to realize that Olivia was going to kiss me. Her lips were on mine, her tongue against mine and for a long moment we kissed as passionately as we could.
When we stopped, the group, who knew nothing of the strangeness of what just happened, simply waited for Olivia's question, which led to dare and ended up with Ginger dancing topless for thirty seconds. While everybody was watching her, Olivia leaned into me and whispered "I'm sorry I kissed you... Just hang on for a few more questions and we'll try to put an end to this game. I'll owe you a big one! Thanks again, lover!" she was laughing as she pulled away, very drunk.
I nodded and brought my attention back to Ginger. But my mind was still reeling from the kiss, and how good it had been. My sister was a great kisser. Shit! Damn her! Why had she gone all in with that kiss? I had already been hard, and now that kiss, and Ginger's dance... It had all sent me in a state of serious sexual need. A few more rounds later, Olivia leaned in and whispered "You're a good kisser! I didn't know that!" I grinned, but inside I was all torn up.
Olivia was also still thinking about that kiss. When my turn came up, I decided to risk it and go for a dare. This time it was another guy, whose name I hadn't properly registered yet, who asked me to remove Olivia's top and bra. I laughed, but turned to look at Olivia. We shared a quick look before she shrugged and turned around.
My fingers were shaking as I unzipped the dress down to Olivia's waist. I was nervous because she was my sister, because it was all kinds of wrong, because I didn't want to do this, but most of all because I really, deeply wanted to see my sister's breasts. The guys made fun of me as I fumbled with Olivia's bra clasp, but none could know that all my previous girlfriends had had small breasts and most wore elastic bras. I had scant experience with full sized bras and their three little hooks. Eventually though, the black bra popped free, and so did Olivia's breasts.
I tried to hide it, but when I looked at her breasts, the ones I was supposed to know very well by now, I was floored. Her one piece bathing suit hadn't prepared me for Olivia's breasts. Not porn, not erotica, not glamour models. Nothing. Fucking hell! I was as impressed as the rest of the guys, and it took me a long time before I could tear my eyes away from them. When I did, looking at Olivia, she was grinning, barely shy at all and clearly enjoying the attention.
Three girls and four guys were now topless, and the next dare turned the heat up another notch. Not only had partners been asked to perform sexually explicit acts, Ginger had even sucked her boyfriend for thirty seconds, but suddenly Jenny asked Olivia to suck on Christopher's cock. His own girlfriend only laughed with the rest of them. Most of the group were looking at me, but I had absolutely no idea how to react. I was supposed to play the slightly put off guy, a bit jealous but not too much given the general atmosphere, but I was also seeing my sister sucking a cock and most importantly, I was extremely turned on by the sight. I had no idea how I was reacting and thought myself lucky that most of them were too drunk to really care.
Ginger saw me touching my cock through my pants and said it out loud. "Oooh! He wants his fair share! Ok then! I want that the next dare on me be that I have to suck Ethan's cock!" Shouts of laughter burst out at this strange request, and one minute later I was being expertly sucked by this intense girl. I lasted the thirty seconds, which seemed to be the designated length for the dares, but fifteen seconds more I would have burst a nut in her mouth. Looking at Olivia as I was being sucked was, so far, the strangest experience of the night. Oh, that and the kiss. Shit, what a fucked up night!
And it was only going to get weirder. When she pulled away from my cock, Ginger pulled my pants all the way down, and so I became the second guy to be fully naked. A few minutes later, the first time I saw a cock enter a pussy, between boyfriend and girlfriend, of course, I began to be really nervous. Olivia looked at me and I saw that she was scared as well. She tried to tell them that it had gone far enough, that she didn't want me to think that they were all perverts. "Sush!" Christopher replied, his eyes still glued to the penetration. "You've seen and done much worse than this my dear! If he doesn't know that about you, it's high time he did!"
Olivia looked at me with eyes wide opened, both because her attempt had failed and because I was, in fact, learning a lot about my little sister. But knowing that she had likely participated in an orgy was one thing. Having sex with her, was quite another. I leaned closer to her and whispered "We can leave whenever you want... This is getting crazy, especially for us."
"I know! It rarely goes this far, you have to believe me!" was her reply, whispered in my ear as well.
But despite the words, we were leaning against each other and I could feel her naked breast against my equally naked torso. I was also extremely aware that her hand on her own thigh was only inches away from my hard cock. And despite the four other sexually attractive girls here, my mind was focused on my sister. We knew we had to get up and leave, even if it meant breaking up the little private party, but neither of us moved or said anything. The only thing I could do was to always tell the truth. But with the late hour and the alcohol, I made another mistake and had to take a dare. "Suck Olivia's tits!" was Jenny's order.
Last time I had turned towards Olivia after a crazy dare, she had leaned in and kissed me as if it was the most natural thing in the world. This time though, she seemed afraid. She was laughing, but I could see that she was nervous and really didn't want that. We looked at each other, grinning to keep the pretence up, but I waited for her signal. When she nodded very slightly, holding her two breasts in either hand, my stomach lurched. This was nearly as wrong as it got. But before I could fully form the intention of leaning in, I saw myself doing it, my mouth wide open until I sucked my sister's nipple deeply inside my mouth.
At first I managed to restrain myself and mainly made a show of it. But then I decided to enjoy it a bit more. Just as I closed my eyes to focus entirely on the direct physical sensations, I felt Olivia's hand on my cock, squeezing the base. One of the biggest shocks of the evening. So wrong, so terribly good. I wasn't expecting her to do that at all, but as I knew that thirty seconds was pretty short to enjoy such breasts, I abandoned any and every restraint and reserve I might have had.
I had never sucked on such a large breast before, and it had never felt like I was missing something. But now, dear Gods in heaven, I was overwhelmed. Smaller breasts truly are soft and pliable and smooth and gifts from nature. But these... Oh my Gods. These were beyond imagination. I had never thought that big breasts could feel so differently than smaller ones. Sure I had expected the size, but it seemed like it was so much more.
I was leaning sideways above Olivia's lap, with my hand on the other side of her thighs, and so had only one hand free. But I was making the most of it, guiding and pushing her breasts on, against and into my mouth, holding it up as my tongue twirled around the large aureola, squeezed its flesh hard and pulled it towards me... I had to discover everything about such breasts in thirty seconds. It wasn't enough, not nearly enough.
When I heard one of the guys shouting "30 seconds!", I reluctantly pulled away, but not before pulling Olivia's nipple as far as I could before letting it snap back. Looking up at her, still overwhelmed by the feelings and stunned by her hand, I suddenly saw that it was not her hand on my cock. It was Ginger's. As if I could still be shaken by this evening, I felt a pulse of anguish blooming deep inside my belly. Olivia was looking down at me, her cheeks flushed and with a smile I couldn't interpret. As I sat down next to her again, forcing myself to thank Ginger for the added bonus, I tried to focus. This was going way too far. It had to stop.
And thankfully it did. A few minutes later, we saw the bright flames of a huge bonfire and that was the signal for the last part of the night. About half of our little group were happy about that, and the other half wanted to keep playing. Probably until it turned into a full blown orgy. Luckily for us, the first half won and we all got up to walk towards the fire. Olivia found and grabbed my hand as we walked side by side, a habit we picked up extraordinarily fast. With the others far enough from us, I told her "Listen Olivia... I'm so sorry. I thought it was your hand on my... And then I took that for a signal that..., well that you..."
"That I was happy that my big brother was sucking my breasts?"
"Oh crap... I'm so sorry." I truly felt bad and stopped walking.
"It's alright Ethan..." she said, and laughed. "Don't take it too seriously. It was very strange, but it wasn't all that bad..." she finished with a small but brilliant smile. "Come on, we should catch up with the others. Before we did, she leaned in again and asked "Ethan, were mine your first big breasts?" I could only nod, not sure about how to react, and I had no idea how to interpret Olivia's small smile.
There was a strange dance... thing, for lack of a better word, around the bonfire. All of Olivia's friends were there and they were playing a game linked to some of their classes. I had no idea what was going on so I stood on the side, watching the show. Or, rather, watching Olivia. She was in a very, very good mood and my guess was that she was enjoying this evening as much as I was despite the utter awkwardness. I could only imagine our discomfort the next time we were going to meet at home. Shit, that was going to be strange...
As I laughed, enjoying the lust-filled and alcohol hazed moment as much as I could before clarity would make everything bad, I realized that I had forgotten something very, very important. On the phone, while planning this evening, we decided that I could not spend the night there for obvious reasons. So we invented a very early meeting for me tomorrow morning.
And the plan, damn it, had been for me to leave at around 11. It was now... shit; it was now almost 3 am and I was both too tired and too drunk to drive. Which meant that I would have to share a bed with Olivia. A bed in a room for four people. There's no way I was going to be able to sleep on the couch. Shit. And, watching Olivia's breasts move under her dress, I knew I was in trouble. Deep fucking trouble.
When the dance stopped, Olivia found me and I could see that she was completely exhausted. She grabbed me in a big hug, thanked me again for the evening and kissed me on the neck. "Olivia. I can't go back home now!"
"Oh. Oh! Shit!" and then, to my surprise, she laughed. "Don't worry big brother. I'm not going to be much fun anyway tonight. I'm completely drained... Let's go to bed."
She grabbed my hand again and guided me towards the room. When we got in, Mark and Ginger were already there. Shit. It was obvious that these two were going to have sex right there beside us. And so, as I was trying to adjust to the strange feeling of sharing a bed with my sister wearing nothing but our underwear, I heard them beginning to kiss. Wetly. I turned my back to them, but that meant that I ended up face to face with Olivia. I could see much in the darkness but could stil imagine her naked breasts from earlier and the stunning lingerie she had on.
I expected her to already be asleep; she had needed help to disrobe because she was falling asleep in my arms. Instead she was looking back at me, with her eyes half closed but with a lazy smile on her face. She moved a bit closer, her nose nearly touching mine, and whispered "I was pretty sure this would happen... Again, I'm sorry Ethan. Thanks again, and I'm going to make it up to you." I didn't know what to say, and suddenly we heard Ginger moaning.
She then laughed and said "Oh wow... I'm sorry guys but we couldn't control ourselves and Mark's tongue's really good!" Then, after a pause and another moan "Aren't you guys horny as fuck? I'm sure Ethan can't wait to put that cock of his inside you Olivia!"
And so we were trapped. I groaned, not able to think of anything to say. Olivia pulled the blankets above our heads and whispered "Wanna fake again? Think we can make them believe that we're fucking? No need to do it a long time... I'm sure you'd make me cum in no time anyway." Olivia stopped, then added "Sorry... I think I'm a lot drunker than I thought. Sorry."
"Stop apologizing and start moaning!" I said, and it made her laugh.
For the next five minutes or so, which felt like an eternity, Olivia and I faked having sex. And it was the most harrowing experience of the evening, by far. Maybe of my entire life. Mostly or entirely under the covers, wearing nothing but boxers and lingerie, we moved around, jumped, shook the bed and moaned, less than a foot apart. Each on our sides, face to face, we inevitably touched and grabbed each other.
First our legs touched, then our arms, then her hand touched my belly, mine her thigh, then one of her legs slipped between mine and I squeezed her there. When Olivia said "Fuck me, fuck me good..." I moaned as well, my cock now painfully hard. When Olivia's hand touched it, skin to skin as it had gotten out of my boxers in the ruckus, her breath caught in her throat. She transformed the sound of surprise into a long moan, and added "Shit that's good... Take me deeper Ethan."
My mind knew it was fake, but my body didn't care. It was overwhelming to hear my sister moaning my name, asking me to fuck her deeper. Part of me wanted nothing more than to rip her panties off and fuck her deeply, and another was flabbergasted and overwhelmed by this whole sordid night of feigned sex with my sister. when she moved a bit closer, I placed my arm around her body and pulled her against me.
My cock was pushing against her belly and my hand slid down to her ass, pulling her sex as close to me as possible. As she moaned, I relaxed my hold and held my breath. What the fuck was I doing. This was all fake! Seconds later I had found her ear and whispered, very softly, that I was sorry. She replied that it was ok, that I was a guy and that it was her fault. She was sorry.
But she was also breathing hard, hadn't moved away from me and was also holding me against her as we ground each other. When she swung her leg above mine and pressed her pussy against my cock, it was my turn to lose control of my breathing. I froze, or at least the top part of my body froze. My hips twisted and pushed hard against her. My freed cock was right against her panties. Her thin, very hot and very wet panties.
As my mind was trying to makes sense of this, was she simply responding to the physical roleplaying, or was she genuinely... our very close neighbours both pretty much climaxed at the same time. As they were enjoying their very real pleasure, Olivia decided to fake hers, and I joined in. Pushing my cock unequivocally against my sister's pussy, I began moaning and groaning, faking an orgasm I so dearly wanted for real. Shit! I wanted nothing more than to be balls deep in my sister's pussy, shooting my sperm inside her. Fuck!
We were both breathing very hard, our eyes locked into each other, as we disentangled ourselves slowly. It seemed to me that she didn't want to pull away. When I stopped my arm, preventing her slow movement away from me, she grinned. And kissed me on the lips. We stayed that way for avery long minutes, embraced and with my cock against her panties. Without moving. At all. We exchanged a few witty words with Ginger and Mark, then heard them fall asleep. "I'll make it up to you Ethan... I'm so sorry about all this." But she was grinning now, clearly not sorry.
"Don't worry about it sis..." I said, sneaking a peak down where her lace-wrapped breasts pressed against my chest. "It's really not that bad, and I'm learning new things about what feminine beauty is all about."
She grinned again, and kissed me a second time.
Eventually we fell apart, really exhausted and still drunk. Her more than me. As she began to snore lightly, her head on my chest, I knew I had to be very careful. I had no idea what tomorrow morning would bring, how Olivia would react in the light of day and without alcohol to cloud her judgment. I fell asleep with these worries in mind...
I woke hours later with a raging erection. Judging by the light coming from around the blinds, it must be very early. Maybe six o'clock. My bladder was just about as filled as my cock, and I knew I had to manage to make my erection go down before going to the bathroom. I had been sleeping on my back and Olivia was on her side, facing away from me. I knew that if I lifted the blankets I could see her sexy back and nice ass, barely covered. I didn't. I wanted my cock to go down, not get any harder.
It was hard, but thinking about politics, my cat, my dead grandmother all helped. A few minutes later I judged that I could make it to the bathroom and piss. And I did. I was still semi hard when I got back under the blankets, and Olivia hadn't moved. I was still very tired, but memories about what had happened in the last six hours were still fresh. And vivid. I had sucked her breasts! Shit! Her incredible breasts! Damn it that had been good. Imagining my cock wrapped between them... Fuck! Stop it!
I laughed softly, shaking my head. And then I thought about the very intimate moment after our faked sex, when she had kissed me for no reason. That had been remarkably good as well. Why? Why was it that this particular moment shone the brightest? Throwing caution to the wind, I turned on my side and spooned her. Shamelessly, I nestled my cock between her asscheeks and even slipped my hand under her arm to grab her breast. Her naked breast. I would learn later that sleeping with a 32B bra isn't a problem, but with a bigger underwired bra, it's really painful. Olivia must have taken it off while sleeping. I buried my face in her hair, taking a deep breath and enjoyed this exceptional closeness.
I really wanted nothing more than this. Truly! But my body had other ideas. Soon I was massaging her breast and pushing my cock against her very gently. Olivia didn't budge, moan or otherwise react to my actions. My cock, hard once more and letting me know that it had been frustrated many times in the past 12 hours, was now pushing out of my boxers. When I felt it touching Olivia's panties, I closed both my eyes and my hand around her breast. Still no movement from her. Not even a change in her breathing.
Part of me knew that I was now running down the slope I'd been afraid of slipping on all evening and night long. Pushing my cock against my sister's ass, I didn't care anymore. Sleepiness, lingering alcohol haze and dominating sexual need totally destroyed that part of me. Right now I was barely more than a male holding a damned sexy, near naked woman in my arms. How the fuck had I never seen it? How could I have missed how hot Olivia was, with those amazing curves? All my friends had told me, but taboo had masked it from me. Briefly thinking about my previous girlfriends, they all seemed like barely pubescent girls to me now. Olivia was young, but she was all woman, all lust, all sex.
I was going crazy for her, and the fact that she was my sister was both a turn off and a thrill at the same time. Had I met a girl like her at a party, would I have clicked? Would I have opened my eyes to voluptuous femininity? I didn't know, didn't care. Taking a deep breath I smelled her scent, squeezed her breasts and pushed my cock against her once more. Leaving her breast for a few moments, I pushed my boxers completely down and wiggled my legs until they disappeared deeper under the blankets.



Before pushing back against her flesh, I scooted lower a bit and bit my lips as I felt my cock pressed deep between her buttocks. Her lower back and top of her ass had been great before, but this was amazing. And hot. Physically hot I mean. The deep space between her thighs and buttocks was already hot.
With my face buried in her hair and pressed between her shoulder blades now, I delicately grabbed her breast again. I felt one last warning, one last alarm that this was my last chance to stop this. Fuck it. The only person that cold stop me now was Olivia. I was too far gone. For long intoxicating moments I pushed the underside of my cock as deep as it would go between the cheeks of my sister's round ass. Shit that was good! But I wanted more. We always want more.
Letting go of her breast again, I pulled back slightly and guided my cock down. When the head of my cock touched her burning hot thighs and pushed in slowly, I trembled. Very slowly because I didn't want to wake her and my precum wasn't yet enough to lubricated her skin, I pushed in.
For long and very delicious minutes I pushed deeper and deeper, my cock trapped between her smooth thighs and lodged against her panty covered pussy. At one point, my precum managed to make the movements dramatically more exquisite, and at last I went as deep as I could. I could now feel her ass pressed against the top of my thighs as I was fully sheathed. Sheathed between her thighs, yes, but that was more than enough for now.
My sister's skin was incredibly soft, her thighs really smooth. With more lube, they would be a perfect fuck toy in themselves. With my hand on her hip now, I guided her body and timed my own slow thrusts carefully. A bit faster and I would cum in minutes, but as it was I knew I could enjoy this for hours...
Of course, that relatively safe plan was not destined to work. As amazing as fucking my sister's thighs was, my entire being wanted more. All I needed was to be one inch higher. The upper side of my cock was pressed against her panties, and I could feel their soft cotton underside. And the shape of her lips. And the heat. Damn it Olivia's pussy was so hot! And yet I hadn't felt anything from her! Was she having an erotic dream? Or was she unconsciously responding to her brother's lewd actions? Or, was she simply feigning being asleep? When that possibility occurred to me, I froze. Was it possible? She had kissed me, had let me suck her breasts... Was Olivia willing? Was it possible that I had woken her and that she...
I had no idea, and tried to focus my attention on her, watching anything that would betray her. Nothing. Absolutely nothing. There was only one way to find out. I felt my hard cock twitch at the thought, and knew this was going to happen. I slid my hand from her hip to her ass and grabbed the side of her panties. Gently, slowly, I pulled them down. And down. And down until I felt my cock pressed against Olivia's naked pussy. Hot. And fucking wet. Either Olivia was having an erotic dream or she was awake. In any case, I was going to know very soon. Holding her panties down, I pulled back until I felt the head of my cock against her wet lips. A second later, I was inside my sister's pussy.
Burning hot and more than wet enough, I pushed in and didn't stop until I couldn't go any deeper. My mind was a raging fire, overwhelmed at the thought and realization that I was fucking my sister. Before I could even get all the way in, Olivia woke up, mumbling a "Ethan? Ethan is that you? Of shit... Ethan!" She turned her head towards me, grabbed my own with her hand and, delightfully, arched her ass against me. "Ethan is that you?" she asked again, moaning my name.
"Yes..." was my simple reply.
Olivia, my sweet sister, impaled on my cock, moaned out loud "Fuck! Fuck me... Take me!"
And so I did. I had pushed myself fully inside her once, but when I pulled back out and rammed inside her again, I nearly blacked out. Not from the raw physical pleasure, although that was amazing, but my mind couldn't fully reconcile this amount of pleasure and the fact that it was coming from my sister's pussy. Why hadn't I seen her before, despite comments from most of my friends? With my hand slipping up to her breast again, feeling their huge size and delicious weight and firmness, I couldn't understand why I hadn't gone into full sexual mode last summer, seeing her in a bikini. Olivia was a goddess of fertility, more a woman than any of my girlfriends.
And I was fucking her. As good as the sensations were, as stunning as her body was, as hot as her skin was, the core of my pleasure was still the fact that she was my sister. Not only had we shared a fake kiss, or that I had been thrilled when forced to awkwardly suck her breasts, but my cock was now pistoning in and out of her sweet, delicious and overflowing pussy.
My cock, inside her pussy. Barely even fantasized about, and now fully realized. But now her damned panties were in the way. I pulled them down as much as I could until I was forced to pull out. Two seconds later they were down to the middle of her thighs and I was back inside, shivering with pleasure as I felt each and every inch of my penetration.
As soon as I was all the way inside her, I rolled over her, giving me much better control and even more depth. I slipped my hands under her armpits and grabbed her shoulders firmly, ready to use this better control. When I pulled myself up and penetrated her as deep as was physically possible, I groaned and bit her neck. Staying there, arching myself against her, I felt her contracting under me. Feeling her smooth ass on my hard abs, I stayed there a long time, just relishing that first fuck, that first delightful incestual love between us.
Just as I realized that she wasn't breathing, she shook and took a very deep breath. After that, she arched her back against me even more and I could feel her blocking her breathing again, just as overwhelmed as I was. Her mouth was wide open in a silent scream.
Eventually I relaxed, pulled out and pushed back in. And then I didn't stop. I was going to take my sister's pussy as hard and long as I could, and even from the very first moments of that wild fucking, Olivia's breath exploded out in a long moan. Then a few cries. We would learn later that we were both actually very noisy and that our neighbours in the next bed had heard and seen the whole thing. Completely unawares that we were breaking taboos and laws, they simply smiled and had sex themselves. But right at that moment, I couldn't even register something other than the naked body of y sister.
More than any other time before, I was exquisitely aware of every small detail of the surge of sensations around my cock. I could feel her soft lips moving back and forth when I pulled out just a bit too much, I could feel her muscles contracting and relaxing, her smooth flesh hugging me, the soft irregular features of her vagina, the hotter, wetter depths that I barely reached and sometimes, her cervix touching the head of my cock when we both moved a certain way.
I was fucking my sister, and she was fucking me right back with a passion I had barely seen before. Not only had I never thought that Olivia could be so intense, so wild in bed, but only one of my previous girlfriends could have matched her intensity. She was face down on the bed and I had pretty much all the control I could wish for, but she was right there with me, joining and complementing me in another form of dance.
At one point Olivia opened her legs and rose her ass up slightly. I pulled back and we managed to keep my cock inside her as she got up on all fours. Now kneeling behind her, both my hands on her hips, I felt the blankets falling completely away from our bodies. Again, Olivia's friends would later say that they had been surprised by our full-disclosure move, but I still didn't even register them. At that moment I was only aware of my cock sliding in and out of my sister's pussy and I was staring at it, watching it appearing and disappearing between her asscheeks.
To my surprise, Olivia pushed hard against me and moved forward, effectively pushing me out. In a flash she was on her back, her legs spread on either side of me. "Fuck me, kiss me." Falling forward, feeling her arms wrap around me, I found her pussy once more and sheathed myself. When we kissed, a lot more intense and much deeper than earlier that evening, my mind blanked again. I was kissing my sister, feeling her huge breasts on my chest, feeling her pussy being pushed open and stretched by my cock and her legs on my back. In this position, I was touching her cervix with nearly every stroke and we were both overwhelmed by the sensations.
Olivia climaxed first, breaking our kiss with a cry and a shout of my name. By that time her hands were on my ass, pulling me even harder inside her. Hearing her moan my name and her entire body convulsing with pleasure was all it took for me. When I spasmed, Olivia's breath caught in her throat and she said: "Oh Gods yes... Cum inside me! Fill me with that cum!"
When I did orgasm, I was shaken to the core, still flabbergasted by the fact that I was filling my little sister's pussy with it. And she was fully aware of it as well. A minute later, as I was spending my last gush of sperm inside her, she was already coming down from her own orgasm and she whispered very softly in my ear "Gods dear brother... your cock is amazing. You're amazing. We're in so much trouble..." and then she laughed, laughed as I felt my sperm overflowing form her pussy with each of my small thrusts.
We were indeed in so much trouble! If any of her friends found out who I really was... If ever our parents did! Shit! Spent beside her, with her nestled in the crook of my arm, I stared at the ceiling and thought about how crazy this morning had become. And all the risks. But I also thought, with a twitch of my cock, about all the benefits. For instance, coming home for Christmas now looked at lot more fun than it did 24 hours ago... I was really looking forward to discovering more of Olivia's body and fantasies. And, of course, of resuming our dance lessons together. I couldn't think of a better excuse to see, touch and fuck Olivia than that!
The first time we saw each other at home, about 4 weeks later, I was a little nervous. A lot nervous to be honest. We had talked about it on the phone and through email a few times, but a face to face is something else. Neither of us wanted to be the one to broach the subject, and I became really worried. But then, when I walked behind her in the kitchen and stooped to look over her shoulder, she pushed herself back, arching her ass against my cock.
When I reflexively kissed her neck, she turned her head against mine and moaned. At around midnight, with our parents sound asleep, we fucked for the second time. This time we took things slower and spent the entire night fucking. When the sun became visible through the blinds, we only laughed and kept going, knowing that we would have to stop soon. But we exchanged one promise before I left her room: despite all of our boyfriends and girlfriends, we would never, ever stop fucking. I had no idea if that promise was going to last, but the mere fact that we had sworn it was more than enough for me.
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I've been drawn to Angela ever since meeting her years ago. We had become good friends but to my eternal chagrin, nothing more. I had tried to court and seduce her, but after a few weeks, she had sat me down and explicitly told me that it would not happen. I had been heartbroken for a few weeks until she called me and asked me out for a movie. As friends. Even though I had still been frustrated, I knew I would miss her too much if I moved away from her friendship. We had always had way too much fun together.
As the years went by, I was continually surprised to see that she was almost always single. And the few boyfriends she would have never lasted more than a month or so. Maybe two. When I asked her about it, all she would say was that she was very picky. Yet that didn't make much sense... I understood that some people were choosy, but she was so gorgeous and so sexy that she had a continuous stream of suitors coming to her. They couldn't all be uninteresting or jerks.
At one point I seriously wondered if she was a lesbian. For a few months a couple of years ago a girl, Amber, seemed to be closer than her other friends. They hugged more often than seemed necessary, hung out a lot, spent nights at each other's apartment, etc... Yet while Angela was rather a conventional girl, Amber was anything but. She was wild, with green hair and a few piercings on her face, dressed like a girl from the 80's and didn't seem to have anything in common with Angela.
After a while Amber drifted away and I never saw her again. One night while we were both very drunk, I asked Angela about her. She looked at me for a long while, then smiled and told me that she had been an experiment. And while fun, Angela had proven to herself that she wasn't a lesbian. I had been shocked to hear her say that out loud. While it explained Amber, it didn't explain why Angela was single for such long stretches.
About a year ago I began wondering if something was wrong with her. Mentally she was fine. More than fine actually; she was fun to be around, brilliant, had a good sense of humour and was a good listener. Physically, she looked even better. She was tall at 5 feet 10 inches, quite athletic despite remarkably feminine curves. Her large breasts were majestic, her belly was smooth, her hips screamed easy-childbirth and her long legs seemed to come from a very fit mare. Like the horses she loved so much, Angela was a beautiful coltish young woman.
In fact, I often teased her about her obsession with horses. Talking about them, being around them, raising them or riding them, Angela's life seemed to orbit around horses. She liked to be with them as often as she could. All through college, where she studied to be a vet of course, she found jobs at horse ranches and even volunteered for a few of them.
And so I had associated her beauty with that of horses. She was stunning. And yet... The more I thought about it, the more I realized a few things about her appearance. First, there was a pattern in her choice of clothing. I had never seen her wearing those lycra skin-tight pants that most young women wore these days. Nor very tight shorts. And it wasn't because she was prude. Oh no. She liked to wear form-fitting tank tops or low cut blouses that didn't hide her stunning cleavage, always wore bras that enhanced it and liked to wear short skirts to show off her legs. Yet while she had the legs and ass made for those lycra pants, she never wore them.
Second, I had never seen her in a bathing suit. Not even a one piece conservative one. Come to think of it, I had never seen her swimming in all the years that we've known each other. Mysterious. As the weeks went by, I was attentive to the clothes she would wear, and I realized that the pattern was real. I tried inviting her to the beach a few times and she never accepted, even on glorious summer days. Something was up! But what? I had no idea.
Despite that mystery, I was still profoundly attracted to her. I had made my peace about only being her friend a long while ago, but my body didn't care about that. Every time I saw her I felt a deep pulse of pleasure. She was so damned sexy and seemed to radiate a constant field of lust and desire! On the other hand I couldn't do much about it.
I don't consider myself a pervert, but one day an opportunity presented itself and I couldn't resist. The building where she rented her apartment was infested with bed bugs. For an entire weekend, while the landlord was trying to get of them, all the tenants had to leave. When Angela asked if she could spend the two nights at my place, I accepted happily. At this point in our relationship, I didn't even consider that this could open a door for a night together. Not even a little bit. She knew where I stood, knew what I felt for her. If she ever changed her mind or her heart, all she had to do was say the word.
When she came out of my guest room Saturday morning, dressed in flannel pants and a loose tank top, I did a double take. The tank top was pretty old and while it didn't hug her curves, it still left very little to the imagination. Her large breasts, free from any bra, swung around and it took me a few seconds before I could tear my eyes away from them. Angela seemed to realize how she was dressed and said "Oh, I'm sorry..."
"Don't be sorry." I replied. "You know I find you absolutely gorgeous. If you don't mind me stealing a few glances, don't change on my account." Angela looked at me with a soft smile for a few moments and eventually nodded before sitting down at the table.
When I realized that she had changed clothing last night and would change again before going out, an idea popped into my head. Could I hide my camcorder and... No. No, that would be quite inappropriate. Perverted even. I hook my head and tried to forget about it. But I couldn't. The thought of watching her undress in HD was intoxicating. I spent the day alone in the apartment until she came back for dinner, and I couldn't stop thinking about it.
If she ever found out she would be appropriately pissed. Then again, all I'd be doing was watching. What was the harm? In the back of my mind I knew that this wasn't a good argument, that privacy and consent were too important to ignore... But some of my blood was flowing down to my cock and apparently, it was enough to weaken my moral fibre.
Well before she came back, I installed and hid my camcorder. It was an easy thing to do, with a bookcase filled with boxes of discarded electronic stuff. Looking at it, I knew there was little chance of her finding it. If she did, though... Sighing, I knew it was a risk I was willing to take. I couldn't imagine her being very very angry with me anyways.
When I went to bed later that night, after spending an extremely pleasant evening with her, I had trouble falling asleep. An hour after turning out the lights, I knew that the camera had probably caught her stripping naked. I was hard as a damned rock, masturbating slowly. I imagined her stripping down, moving about for a few minutes, applying lotion all over her body, caressing her thighs, her breasts, her pussy... Could she even be masturbating right now in front of my camera? Shit! That thought pushed me over the edge and I climaxed really hard.
Early next morning, part of me felt bad for doing this. When she came out of her room, dressed like yesterday morning, I was nevertheless glad that to have done it. "Gods your beautiful Angela..." I whispered as she yawned. She giggled, reddened slightly and laughed as she sat down.
After spending a couple of hours together, she left to go shopping. Alone in my apartment I took a few breaths, enjoying the anticipation. Little did I know that I would get the shock of my life. A few minutes later the clip was uploaded to my computer and I sat down to watch it. I fast forwarded it until I saw her appear and close the door behind her. In a matter of seconds her shirt was off and I could see her bra.
And her breasts. Dear gods! Angela had on a magnificent blue bra with red highlights. Somehow that bra took her full and heavy breasts and lifted them upwards, pushed them forwards and made them seem like they defied gravity. They were way too big to stand out like this, as if they were nothing more than perky 18 year old 32B breasts. But they were not 32B. Shit they were big!
Before I could wrap my head around the fact that I was watching Angela's breasts covered with nothing more than her bra, I watched her reach behind her back. In a matter of seconds she had unsnapped her bra and let it slip down her arm to fall on the bed. Oh my goodness... Her two breasts did fall slightly when the bra disappeared, but not by much! So not by much.
My eyes opened wide and I gasped as I finally saw her breasts in their full glory, crystal clear on my display. My eyes locked onto her nipples, following them as Angela moved around the room. Her nipples were so damned big! Even bigger than her large breasts could account for. Not her aureolas, but her nipples. They stood out big and proud atop her breasts. When Angela slipped her hands under, then over and then on either sides of her breasts, I cried out. Seeing her flesh move and bugle and bounce back like this... It was way too intense! Her breasts seemed so damned full and firm!
I pulled my hard cock out of my pants and masturbated as I watched this incredible show. When she unzipped her jeans and began pushing them down, I felt my heart skip a beat. Here it was, fully nude! But she suddenly stopped before reaching into her back pocket for her phone. A text. She was reading it. Her fly was opened and I could see her pale skin through the gaping opening. Wow! Clearly shaven! I had no idea Angela shaved herself. And judging by what I could see, she was fully bald! Sexy!
Soon she threw her phone on the bed and leaned forward on the desk to open her laptop. When she did, her breasts became even more stunning. Hanging under her, they looked even more massive than they had earlier. As she clicked and typed, they danced and bounced and jiggled, making me masturbate faster and faster. After a minute or so she straightened back up and hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her jeans. And then she pushed down.
I was expecting to see her bald pussy, but I didn't. Instead I got the shock of my life. What I saw was a limp yet very fat cock. When I saw the darker color, I thought that I had been wrong about the shaving. But the blackness wasn't because of pubic hair. Instead, her strangely wide cock was very very dark, a stark contrast to her pale white skin.
Seeing a girl with a cock was shocking enough. Seeing a woman as beautiful and feminine as Angela with one was an even stronger shock. But I as stared, eyes wide opened and mouth agape, I couldn't ignore the fact that this wasn't a regular cock at all. My fascination holding my dismay and alarm at bay for the moment, I stared at that strange cock. It looked more like a sheath than a cock, like male horses and some dogs had.
Unconsciously attracted by her prancing nipples, I got a more general look at Angela. My mouth and eyes were still wide opened as I stared at this stunning creature. I realized that I was still masturbating despite my shock. I leaned back against my chair and watched, entranced, as Angela lay down on the bed. She had let the light on and I could still see her perfectly well.
Once she was on her back, her breasts moved sideways and down slightly, but nevertheless still bulged upwards despite their mass. If I hadn't been repeatedly shocked by her nudity and especially from that cock, I would have been in heaven right now. From my vantage point directly from her side, I couldn't see her cock or sheath right now, but my eyes were drawn to the dark skin between her legs.
She caressed her skin slowly, as if trying to relax before going to sleep. Then she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them together, arching her body upwards. It took me a few seconds to realize that this wasn't just a relaxing caress. As if my wish had been granted, I was now seeing her beginning what would be a long masturbation session. Right there naked on my guest bed, right there in front of my camera.
Angela moaned softly. I could hear her, see her arching her body, but my mind was still shocked. I gasped once more when she pushed one of her hands down her belly and deep between her legs. For a minute or so, she looked like a regular woman. Well, an extraordinarily beautiful and desirable regular woman. For that minute, I was granted what I had been yearning for: the version of Angela I had been fantasizing about. And it was powerfully erotic.
My cock was still very hard despite the shock, and that brief moment of my gorgeous friend masturbating stoked the fires of my desire incredibly high. I don't know how I would have reacted, earlier when I saw her cock, if I hadn't been so excited. Seeing her breasts had aroused me immensely. And now this minute of pure female masturbation had pushed me even deeper into this sexual mindset.
So when she grabbed her cock and pulled it back from between her legs, I felt a pulse of pleasure and barely any shock. I was so excited that my fascination about the weird and unexplained cock only enhanced my arousal. Staring at it wide eyed, I finally recognized that what I had been seeing was a sheath. Now, with her own arousal, a pinkish cock had emerged from it. I watched, overwhelmed, as it grew and grew under her ministrations.
I could now see a stream of pre-cum flowing down its length and Angela used both her hands to spread it around the long shaft. It looked like a damned horse's cock, with a sheath that wasn't all that sensitive and a long cock that seemed made of pure nerve endings. My jaw dropped slowly as it kept lengthening until the cock was fully out, stretching the sheath taut. Dear fucking equine gods! It must have been at least twelve inches long in all, and almost as thick as her wrist at the base!
I was furiously masturbating at that point and my eyes were glued to that cock even though Angela's perfect breasts were right there in front of me. Sometimes when I browsed the web for porn I ended up masturbating to very weird things. This was similar. The mix of the woman I had loved and desired for so long and this giant, impossible horse cock... Shit!
Later, after my climax, I would spend hours wondering at what I had seen. How the fuck was that even biologically possible? Was that why Angela loved horses so much? Had she been the subject of cross-breed genetic experiments? Was it just magic? Had my entire world-view completely wrong?
But for now, with my mind overwhelmed with lust, all I could manage was that this cock explained why Angela had always been single. Yet as soon as that clear headed thought passed, I wondered if she had fucked her friend Amber with it. Soon after, I wondered if she had had sex with actual horses. Shit! That was crazy!
I watched her pump her monstrous cock again and again for a long time, being very careful not to climax myself. Towards the end, as she spasmed and bucked harder on the bed, I had one last shock coming. As she froze in the throes of her climax, I heard her whisper my name. My eyes opened wide as she did and I watched, transfixed, as her sperm shot out of that cock.
My own climax exploded even though I had stopped moving my hand. I came and came and came, painfully so as an avalanche of pleasure raked my entire body. On the screen I saw Angela pulling her cock upwards towards her and place its tip almost between her breasts. If the first spurt had arced high above her belly, the next one shot right into her mouth. If I hadn't already been as highly aroused as I was, I would have lost it right there. Shit that was utterly bizarre yet it was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. Three or four spurts later, mouth, nose and chin covered in sperm, Angela finally relaxed and let her cock drop fully against her belly. A few more smaller spurts of sperm pooled between her breasts.
We were both breathing hard, trying to recover from our climaxes. As I felt my own sperm cooling down on my belly, I saw her scooping hers up with her fingers and drinking it. Soon after she stood up and I saw her magnificent cock hanging down between her legs, half hard. It was a glorious sight even if it was by far the strangest thing I had ever seen in my life. She cleaned herself up with a wet towel she had already brought from the bathroom, turned the light off and went back to bed.
When I stood up myself, my own cock was still hard and I briefly considered masturbating again. Instead, I turned the video off and cleaned up. I took a shower after that, then ate, then tried to read. But all I could really do was think about Angela's cock. I had heard of futanari, that weird Japanese fetish about girls with cocks. But this... This was insane!
Despite the utter strangeness of it all, I found myself constantly hard and aroused. It seemed that despite her cock, Angela still enflamed my mind just as much. And soon I found myself wondering what it would feel like to be fucked by that monster cock. I had never experienced anal sex, either as the giver or receiver, but like most guys I was intrigued by it. But even though I had fantasized about sodomizing my girlfriends, I had never considered being sodomized myself. Until now.
I knew that Angela wouldn't come back for a few hours yet and opened up my box of toys. In it were a rubber pussy, some condoms, a few cock rings, one of the bras I had stolen from Jody, the girlfriend I'd had with the best breasts, and one blue dildo. I don't know why I had kept that dildo. It had been left here by another girlfriend. She had been great in bed and very inventive, but when I discovered that she was just as great and inventive with other guys while she was supposed to have been faithful to me, I had broken it off. I had never played with it and now, for the first time, I looked at it with that possibility in mind.
In the end I didn't use it. I didn't even masturbate again before Angela came back. That last evening together before she could go back to her place was, once again, extremely pleasant. And that was despite the fact that I was constantly thinking about her cock. When she finally left, I sighed deeply, pained again that I was only a friend to her.
In my bed later that evening, I masturbated to the memories of that video. Strangely enough, even though I was highly aroused, I was hesitant to watch it again. It was just too strange. As I was on the plateau of my pleasure, not too far from my climax, I thought about the dildo once again. Before I could think it over, I went to my box and pulled it out. A few minutes later it was covered in lube and I was in my bed, trying to guide it against my asshole.
I was so excited that my cock was twitching on it own. I could see Angela's cock clearly in my mind and gasped as I pushed the dildo into my ass. Even if I could now picture Angela fucking me with her cock, I pushed the dildo very slowly. As I felt it pop past my sphincter and suddenly slip in deeper rather quickly, I imagined Angela sliding her cock into me and gasped with pleasure. So for the first time in my life I masturbated with a dildo up my ass while fantasizing about being sodomized.
When I came a minute later, I gasped and cried and groaned and even shouted my pleasure. Even though I wasn't experienced, I had quickly found an angle and speed and depth that blew my mind. I was grinning like a fool a while later in the bathroom as I cleaned the dildo. This had been insanely good! Then again when I looked at the dildo I realized that while it had felt big in my ass, it was nowhere near as big as Angela's cock. Now that I wasn't drowning in lust, my eyes opened wide at the thought of something as big as her cock inside my ass.



For the next few weeks, then couple of months, I played dumb with Angela and never let her see that I knew her big secret. We spent more and more time together and I knew it was because I kept thinking about her. I called her more often, invited her to various events more often and even asked her to come have dinner with me at my place. She was obviously puzzled by my invitation the first time, but we did have a great time.
I knew that if I invited her for dinner again, she would balk and probably remind me not to get any romantic ideas. Instead, I invited her to see a movie. After that movie, we took a walk together on the pier before getting back to our cars. Now that I knew why she was single so often, I had begun reconsidering why she had told me that she wasn't interested. Of course, the reason could simply be that she wasn't interested and that I only a good friend. Then again, she had whispered my name while masturbating... With that secret in mind, I began to wonder what she really felt for me.
And so on that pier, making sure that we were alone, I grabbed her hand and stopped walking. I turned to face her and looked into her eyes. I knew she was about to tell me that she wasn't interested in me like this. But I placed my finger on her lips, took a deep breath, and said, "Angela. I know what you were going to say." I held onto her hand as I talked and was glad to see that she didn't pull it away. "And I know I'm taking a risk right now. You know how I feel about you, how I've always felt about you. Maybe you're just not interested in me romantically. That's ok. But I wanna make sure that it's not because of something else." I paused, and could see that she was puzzled. I whispered, "I know you secret, my dear friend."
Angela frowned, even more puzzled. "What secret?"
"Your secret. You're biggest secret."
She frowned again, still not following me. And then her eyes opened wide briefly. I nodded. She opened her mouth yet remained silent. When she pulled away I grabbed her other hand and moved closer to her. "How?" she asked, breathless.
"It doesn't matter right now, Angela. I don't mind. Don't mind at all. In fact, I thought it was beautiful." I replied.
Angela looked at the ground and sat down, clearly overwhelmed. I was so pleased that she didn't run away. I sat down next to her and held her hands. Her eyes brimmed with tears and she looked at me. "Why don't you think that I'm a monster?" she asked, her voice shaking.
"Because you're not. As simple as that." I replied calmly. I was extremely nervous and knew that a lot rode on that discussion. "Angela. I love you. I have loved you ever since I began knowing you. As I said, maybe you're not interested in me romantically—"
"Of course I love you, you fool!" she burst out, laughing and crying at the same time. After I remained silent for a long minute, she said, "You really didn't know?"
"No..."
"I'm sorry. I really like being around you and didn't want to lead you on, knowing that I could never..." she paused, gathered herself and looked at me. "How? How did you figure it out? I've been so careful... Nobody knows!"
I took a deep breath, knowing that this would not be my brightest moment. "Well, you're going to think that I'm a pervert, but—"
"Look, if you don't think that I'm a monster, I promise you that I won't think that you're a pervert." Angela said.
"Ok then. I hid a camcorder in my guest room when you slept over a few months ago."
"What?" she looked at me, her eyes round. And suddenly she began laughing. "You did?" She gripped my hands harder and laughed, pulling me closer to her. But suddenly she stopped. "But that means that not only did you see me naked, but you saw me... doing all that?"
I nodded. We stared into each other's eyes for a long while. Angela then whispered "This is crazy..." I nodded again. She stood up and pulled me up. We walked side by side, hand in hand in silence. I was comfortable in that silence, even though I knew that Angela's quick mind must have been racing. When we reached our cars, she turned to face me and looked into my eyes once again. "Wanna come back to my place?" Instead of replying I stepped forwards and slowly leaned my head towards hers. "This is insane..." she repeated while shaking her head. Yet she also closed her eyes and kissed me.
We shared our first kiss on the side of the pier, under the stars, and it was wonderful. I was aware that I would become her first real boyfriend and as amazing as it was for me to kiss her, I knew that it was even more significant for her. She moaned into my mouth when I reached down and grabbed her strong buttocks into my hands. Soon, I felt my cock getting harder and pressing against her thigh. When I felt her own cock pressing against mine, we broke the kiss, laughing together.
Twenty minutes later we were at her place and she was obviously very nervous. I hugged her hard and whispered "Forget about your nervousness, forget about the fact that this is all new and that you're not very experienced. Just answer me this, no filters whatsoever. What do you want?"
I felt her gripping me harder and groaning into my ear. "No filters? Absolutely none? she asked, panting with desire.
"None." I said.
"I wanna throw you on my bed and fuck your brains out!" she said, gasping.
"Then do it!" I whispered into her ear.
"But it's not as easy... it will take some... Shit. It's quite big!" she said, laughing nervously.
"I know, but trust me it's going to be OK."
She looked at me, puzzled. I could see in her eyes the moment when her lust won over. She grabbed my hands and pulled me into her room to, as she had said, throw me onto her bed. As I watched her undress, I was profoundly glad to be ready for such a moment!
After that fateful week-end that would change everything, I had decided to buy a set of bigger dildos. As remote as the possibility of real sex with Angela had been back then, I had needed those dildos just to make my fantasies as powerful as I could. And while in the back of my mind I knew they were also preparing me for such a moment, I never really believed that it would actually happen.
Yet here I was, watching her free those magnificent breasts of hers. While she was looking at me desire burning bright in her eyes, she suddenly paused and said "Do you realize that this is my first time with a man?" I nodded. With her fingers resting on her jeans' button, she asked "Are you sure about this?" she asked.
"Yes I am. This is a first for me as well, you know. But I don't mind your cock. In fact I've been fantasizing about it ever since I saw it two months ago."
Hearing me say this reignited the passion in her and she pushed her pants down. As soon as they slipped down her rounded thighs, I stared at her cock. Her sheath was bigger and stiffer than I remembered it from the video, but in a matter of seconds her cock slid out very thick and very long. I gasped as I stared at it. I undressed on the bed and soon it was her turn to stare at my cock. I felt a little self conscious about it for the first time in my life. I had a pretty decent sized-cock, but nothing compared to hers.
She knelt on the bed and we hugged. When our cocks touched, we both moaned and giggled. We were both very nervous. "Can I suck your cock?" she asked in a whisper. As she began, I began to discover that while she was very nervous and very inexperienced, Angela had an inexhaustible sexual appetite. Tonight she wanted to do everything at the same time. I guided her as she licked and sucked my cock and enjoyed her passion. At one point she tried to take me deeper into her mouth and failed. She pulled away and said "Gods that so big!"
I laughed and said "Look who's talking!"
Angela looked up and laughed before moving upwards and kissing me. Once again our cocks touched and electricity sparked. After a while she said "Were you serious about me taking you? Amber, as wild as she was, wasn't a fan of my size..."
"Yes, I was. Be gentle, but I've been dreaming of this ever since I saw your cock." As I talked, I reached down and grabbed it. Angela moaned and I shook with pleasure. It was utterly weird and wonderful at the same time. "I think I'm ready for you."
Angela frowned, then smiled. "Been playing with dildos?"
I grinned, once again understanding that she was a wildly sexual woman despite her inexperience with actual sex. She growled and said "Turn around, lover..." When I did, I felt my heart pounding hard. Was this real? Was I really going to let he fuck my ass? Shit yeah! When I felt her cock slapping down between my buttocks, I gasped. Soon I understood that she was using her copious amounts of pre-cum to lubricate me.
Angela, tall as she was, was kissing and biting my neck as she took her time to lube me correctly. I felt one of her fingers slipping inside easily. That pre-cum of hers was a remarkable lube! When she slipped a second and soon after a third finger inside me, she moaned "Hmmm... You weren't kidding!" I was way too excited to reply. When I felt her pull her cock back until I felt it's strangely shaped tip against my anus, I arched my ass upwards and closed my eyes.
Because I had practiced with my big dildos, there wasn't much pain when she slipped her tip inside me. I was fully relaxed despite my excitement, and she slipped in easily. We both said "Oh gods!" at the same time and I gasped as she pushed deeper. "Oh you're so fucking sweet... Your ass is wonderful. Gods!" she said as she kept pushing in.
She felt so damned big inside me! If I hadn't been prepared, I think I would have shouted in unbelievable pain. But as things were, I was simply fulfilling a fantasy and it was an absolute rush of pleasure. Angela was deep inside me yet she was still pushing in and suddenly I felt her sheath slipping in. It was slightly larger than the rest of her cock and I felt myself being stretched even wider. My fists closed around the pillow and I closed my eyes very tightly. But as I was gasping in pain the pleasure I was getting at the same time overwhelmed the pain.
My cock was rock hard under me and crushed against the mattress. But the friction of my body against it was delicious. Finally I felt Angela's thighs pressing against my ass and she bottomed out. "Fuck!" she cried, her voice distorted by too much pleasure. "I'm really all the way in! That's unbelievable!" Then, after a pause "Ready to be taken?"
"Oh yes my love..." I replied.
I felt my insides spasming when she pulled out and cried out when she pushed back in. Very quickly, seeing that I wasn't in pain, she increased her rhythm and was, effectively, taking me like I had taken some of my previous girlfriends. I was rocked by her cock, her passion and her strength. She was so damn strong! Her cock was big, felt so enormous inside me yet it also, eventually, felt perfectly natural. Nothing about what was happening was natural, but it felt so damned good!
I don't know how long she pummelled my ass. I felt like I was beginning to understand some of the pleasure women felt when being taken intensely by a man they loved. For the first time in my life I was utterly passive during sex. I was also enjoying myself immensely and highly aware of the fact that my ass was giving her heaps of pleasure. It was a profoundly altering experience.
Breaking me out of my thoughts, Angela asked "Can you take me like this?" Before I could think of answering, she had grabbed my hips and pulled me up on all fours. When she pushed back all the way inside, I gasped in pain. This was even deeper than my biggest dildo had ever reached!
Angela paused, but I said "Again..." and she did. I knew she was as lost in pleasure as I was, and she was taking me as roughly as she wanted. I could feel her long cock pistoning in and out of me even better. I had never felt this way before in my life, having always been at the giving end of this position. Yet I soon discovered that I liked it a lot more than I would have thought. Angela was fucking me! The girl I'd been dreaming about for years was having sex with me, sodomizing me!
I was moaning and crying out, abandoning myself to this rush of pain and pleasure. Angela was also moaning and whispering a stream of "This is so good!", "To... the... fucking... hilt!", "Finally, I'm taking his ass..." My head hung low between my arms as I let her take me, I grinned as I heard her. I felt her cock ploughing me open and felt its tip curving inside my bowels when she pushed herself completely in.
Shaking me out of this trance, Angela pulled out completely without warning. I gasped as she did, feeling utterly empty. Staying on all fours, I looked back and saw her moving towards her closet. Glancing at me, she said "If you're up to my craziness, there's something else you need to see." Standing in front of the opened closet, Angel reached for something inside that I couldn't see.
With her arms up like this, I marvelled at her beauty again. I was seeing her from the side and my eyes roamed all over her stunning body. From the high ponytail she always wore, to the surge of her breasts and her large nipples, down to her slim yet powerful abs from which her thick, horse cock fell heavily, to her full, rounded ass and finally to her endless muscular legs, Angela was a vision of power and beauty. Even though she was utterly feminine when fully dressed, naked she exuded both feminine and masculine energy.
Hiding herself behind the door, she said "I'll be just a sec!" before moaning out loud. A few second later she walked out and I gasped out loud. I had been still on all fours, waiting for her, but now I sat on the bed to look at her. The first thing I noticed what that she had undone her ponytail. Her long, thick and straight mane hung down to the small of her back and whipped behind her as she took a few steps. It was a vision of glory, like a magnificent cape behind her beautiful face and breasts and waist.
But after walking those few steps, I also saw that she now had a tail. It seemed made of actual horse hair and was roughly the same color than her real hair. I figured out that she had a butt plug of horse hair made, and that was why she had moaned. With her long black and pink cock bouncing in front of her as she walked, her freed mane of hair and that wicked tail behind her, she looked like an equine goddess.
I sat on the bed looking at her walking towards me, my mouth wide open in one last shock. While I didn't like horses as much as she did, right now I would have knelt in front of her, my horse goddess. In a low, sultry voice, she said "Be careful with that opened mouth..." When I heard her, I looked at her cock and saw that it was just about the right height. With her long legs, her cock hung just in front of my opened mouth.
Keeping my mouth opened for a few more seconds, I smiled and said "Come here my goddess, let me worship you." I saw Angela's eyes widening as I offered her my mouth. She had no idea that I had watched her cock, on video, almost daily for the past two months. By now I was enthralled and infatuated with it and taking it in my mouth would probably be more exciting for me than it would for her.
I reached for her cock with one hand and her hip with the other. She gasped as I pulled her closer to me and without further ado I pulled her entire tip into my mouth. I knew I wouldn't be able to take all of it inside me. At least not now. During one of my most intense masturbation session a few weeks ago, I switched from watching her nude video and found a sword swallower clip on You Tube. I had come so violently! I had known then that if ever Angela and I had sex, I would learn to swallow swords and eventually swallow her entire cock. But not tonight.
Tonight I loved her cock as much as I could, sucking it to the back of my mouth, licking it's entire length until I tasted the rougher sheath close to her lower belly. Angela moaned and groaned and I guessed that Amber hadn't been willing to do that to her. As I loved her cock, I grabbed and squeezed one of her buttocks in my hand and moaned at the sensuous firm flesh. Damn! That was an ass you could bounce silver dollars off of! I could feel both her powerful muscles yet the smooth curve that bulged from her lower back to her thigh. Angel started to buckle in front of me, giggling with pleasure. "Are you sure this is your first time sucking a cock?" she asked. I laughed for a few seconds before swallowing her cock again.
That she could laugh and make jokes now only confirmed that Angela had a remarkable spirit. I briefly considered how stressful our earlier conversation must have been for her. Except for Amber, Angela had never been intimate with anybody because of her cock, and now I had opened that door. Instead of being as shy and fragile as a flower in Spring, Angela had opened up completely, making her as vulnerable as possible. Even with that horse tail butt plug, she had taken a risk. Now I was looking up at her and our eyes met, and was delighted to see both love and fire in them.
She'd had both of her hands on my head, guiding me lightly, but suddenly she pushed me away and I fell on my back. She knelt on the floor and pushed my legs up. Grabbing her glistening cock with one hand, she pushed it under my balls and found my asshole again. Staring at the magical sight in front of me, I was overwhelmed by the amount of pleasure I was feeling. She was gorgeous, her breasts legendary, her waist and hips deeply feminine yet her thick and long horse cock was fucking me deeply once more.
Soon after Angela closed her eyes and opened her mouth in a silent cry. "Damn your mouth was too good! I don't wanna cum too soon, but shit!" Then I saw her spasming and felt the first surge of her cum blasting into my ass. Then a second as she pushed herself deeper. My head was trashing on the bed, turning this way and that as I was reeling with pleasure. But once again she surprised me by pulling out. Before I could understand what was happening, she had straddled my cock and guided it deep between her legs.
I was briefly surprised, thinking that her ass was still plugged by her tail and that in any case, she was not at all prepared for anal sex. But I was shocked once again when I felt warm and drenched pussy lips opening around my shaft. She had a pussy! I had been convinced that all she had was a cock! I gasped and groaned as she empaled herself in one single stroke and without pause began bouncing upon me.
She was still climaxing and her cock was still spewing jets of cum all over the place as it bounced up and down with her. I got most of it on my chest, but also some on my face. Involuntarily I tasted her sperm and barked a crazy laughter as I found it very sweet.
But soon I forgot about her sperm and even her cock as it slowly slipped back into her sheath. Instead I was being ridden by the woman I had fantasizing about for years. I could see her unbelievable breasts swinging and dancing over me, her long hair being whipped around, could see the passion in her eyes as she stared at me, her long, powerful legs driving her up and down over my cock... I was living my fantasy and it was every bit as intense as I had imagined it.
I reached for her breasts and squeezed them hard, feeling their firm flesh resisting under the pressure. Her long nipples were poking between my fingers and I squeezed them as well. Angela moaned and cried as her orgasm stretched. Her intensity stoked mine as well and if her anal penetration had stimulated me, her riding was pushing me hard towards one of the most explosive climax I had ever had in my life.
When she felt me close to climaxing, she laughed and said "Do you realize that I've never had a cock in me before? I'm a virgin, my love. Your virgin. You're deflowering me." I gasped as I heard her because I hadn't known. Then again, I should have connected the dots. "Fill me!" she said. "Fill my pussy, give it its first taste of sperm..."



"Harder..." I moaned.
When she heard me, Angela grinned. She then pulled her body away from mine and placed her hands behind her on my thighs. In this new position, she had a much better angle and she attacked me with even more intensity. Never before had my cock felt such ferocity, such raw energy. It was more than enough to push me over the edge.
Keeping one of my hands on her breasts, I released the other and grasped her semi hard cock as I came. Angela cried out in pleasure and laughed. I couldn't match the sheer amount of cum that she had spurted, but it felt like I completely emptied my balls into her as I came. I twisted under her, bucking like a... like a damned horse that didn't want to take the bridle! But I did want to take Angela. I laughed as my climax waned.
A while later we were under the blankets in her bed, her head on my chest. I held onto her as she was lazily caressing my belly. We spent the rest of the night talking and fucking and exploring her wonderful body. I tasted her cock again and even her pussy and was thrilled to see the effect my mouth had on her. I was also very glad to learn that her pussy tasted distinctly feminine despite the thick cock growing right above it. Confirming what I had guessed, I also learned that Angela was really open minded about anal sex. In the wee hours of the morning I penetrated her ass and discovered that anal sex, both ways, was going to become a staple of our sex life.
I had no idea what life had in store for us, but when we both fell asleep exhausted as the sun rose, I knew I had entered a weird yet wonderful chapter of my life.
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I moaned as I felt the hot water on my back. Moaned for the sheer pleasure of a hot shower in late fall, but I couldn't deny the fact that my entire body was primed for any sort of pleasurable contact. Sensual was nice, but sexual would have been better. Much better. Now I felt the hot water rushing all over my back, drawing shivers of contentment as it coursed all the way to my toes. When I moved backwards and felt the water overflowing around my neck and down over my breasts, the shivers were of a slightly different nature.
I grinned as the water now rolled over my face as well and grabbed both my breasts. They felt so different, almost alien. I was now in the eighth month of this pregnancy and my body was blown almost beyond recognition. As I looked down, water dripping from my forehead, nose and lips, I squeezed my two very large mammaries, finishing with gentle pinches on my nipples. Soon I felt an answering buzz deep down in my lower belly.
During my first pregnancy, my breasts had never grown quite that big. When I became pregnant at eighteen, almost twenty years ago, I had watched, amazed and afraid, my slim body transform. I'd had a petite frame, with 30C breasts, a tiny waist and only hints of the hips I'd develop later on. At first I had welcomed the changes and new curves, but because my body had decided to swell and retain a lot of water, by the time I was about to give birth to my son Sam, I felt like a bloated and fat piñata barely able to move.
This time was very different. Throughout my twenties and thirties, I had managed to regain some of my slim, pre-pregnancy figure. Of course, my waist never became quite so small, and my hips retained some of their femininity. Thankfully, my breasts had kept some of the extra mass as well to match my hips.
When I became pregnant a second time, so many years later, I thought I knew what was about to happen to my body. I was wrong. Even though I was now only a few weeks away from giving birth to a daughter, I didn't feel bloated at all. I had gained a lot of weight, of course, but most of it seemed to be in my belly and breasts. I didn't know how big this daughter would be, but my belly was a lot bigger this time around, and so were my breasts.
At first my boyfriend, who wasn't Sam's father, enjoyed my changing body and fixated on my breasts. But for the last few months, his interested waned and I was left pretty much alone to deal with the relentless sexual urges I was feeling. I could have eaten him alive and promised him daily blowjobs if we fucked every night, but he was somehow turned off by the thought of having sex with a baby inside me. Yet for me sex was all I wanted to do!
And so now in the shower, all alone in the house with the music blasting, I enjoyed my body and prepared for a long masturbation session. I caressed my shoulders and neck, smiling as the sensations grew. Despite the hot water I felt goosebumps rising as my fingers kindled a cascade of sweet sensations. Looking down at my breasts again, I saw my long hair all over them, and even down to my belly.
I grabbed the wet tresses and pulled them away, almost giggling as I felt their tips tickle my skin. I played with the long locks, enjoying the way they hung and clung to my curves as if trying to highlight them even more! I caressed my belly and while I had a fleeting thought for my daughter to be, I pushed it aside and focused on my own pleasure.
I pushed my hands lower and reached my pussy, feeling the thickening patch of hair down there. I usually kept it cleanly shaven, but had let it grow during the pregnancy. I didn't know why. As I reached my clit and engorged lips, I forgot about that too. I took a sharp intake of breath as the first spike of pleasure hit me. Shit! I could already feel that this was going to be one powerful orgasm! My pussy also felt engorged and full; I could feel that my lips were significantly bigger. A few days ago I'd had to use a mirror to look at it, and felt like a teenager discovering her body for the first time! I had giggled on my bed, trying to angle the mirror in the best position to see my own pussy.
I turned around and let the shower hit my breasts and belly directly, enjoying the sensations. When I grabbed the soap and began to lather up, I had flashes of the last time my boyfriend fucked my breasts. I had been six months into my pregnancy at that time, and my breasts had already grown dramatically. After my first pregnancy and throughout my thirties, my breasts had never returned to my 30C. Before this second pregnancy, most of my bras now were 32C or 32D. I had felt blessed, as some of my friends' breasts had fallen after breastfeeding. Instead, my post-breastfeeding breasts had remained round and firm. And bigger!
Now though, so near to my term, I was wearing bras with 36E cups! It was insane! And I feared they had grown a bit more since buying those last two bras. Oh, how my boyfriend had loved those breasts during the first five or six months! They had become his altar, and he revered them daily! He had loved to touch, massage, grab, squeeze, lick and kiss them. Just as he had loved to fuck them. And I could have let him do that for hours of end, hungry for sex as I was.
But as my belly began to swell significantly, it all stopped. I was left panting every morning as I watched him get ready for work. At first I would pull the blankets off of me and masturbate openly in front of him. It had worked a few times: he would fuck me quickly before running to work. But after a while, I would only masturbate in silence, under the blankets, as I watched him dress. As soon as I would hear the house's door close, I would finish myself and scream my pleasure.
That is, unless Sam was in the house. But thinking of Sam as I caressed myself in the shower wasn't the best of ideas. About six weeks ago, during the last glorious day of Fall, Sam had spent about an hour splitting wood in the backyard. It had been a warm day with the sun out and soon he'd removed his shirt. I had stared at his powerful torso covered in sweat, glistening under the sun. Through the window I had begun watching him innocently, but without realizing it, my eyes had glazed over and I had spent a long while carelessly caressing my pussy under my yoga pants.
When I'd realized what I was doing I had stopped, shocked, and had moved away from the window. That same night, as my boyfriend was sleeping next to me, my fingers had found their way to my pussy again and images of my son's body had stormed my lust-filled mind. The following morning, alone with him in the house, I had decided to tease myself and had gotten out of my room wearing nothing but my very thin satin night robe. Being almost naked right next to him as we talked and ate our breakfast had been a naughty pleasure. A very intense pleasure, but very naughty, like smoking weed in the backyard when you're sixteen while your parents were sleeping.
As I had sat down in front of him at the table and felt the robe fall from my thighs. I had grinned then, knowing that if he dropped something and knelt under the table he would see my pussy. He hadn't. But even so, I knew that he couldn't miss my nipples as they poked under that thin satin. I had spent hours like this during that morning, naked except for the robe, and it had kept me on a very sharp sexual edge. When he had finally left, I almost ran to my bed to masturbate!
This morning in the shower, my entire body keyed up, I couldn't help but picture that scene again. I had felt bad about masturbating that first time, but now I had thoroughly lost the war against lust. I remembered how his muscles had been taut as he worked under the sun, how powerful he'd looked with the axe as the logs flew everywhere. I moaned out loud, feeling the hot water enter my mouth as I did. As hot as I felt, I nonetheless pulled my fingers away. This shower was only the preliminaries! Damn! I didn't want to cum too quickly and I was not going to jerk off while thinking of my son! I grinned though, as I shook my head and the images came back into my mind, knowing I had already done so a while ago...
The fire that was waiting for me in the living room was probably burning some of the wood he had split for me. I pictured the thick bear rug in front of it, where I was planning on spending at least twenty minutes caressing myself. Before taking my shower, I had closed all the blinds, locked all the doors. This would be a glorious release! Unable to wait anymore, I turned the water off and got out. I wrapped one towel around my hair, pinning it on my head. Instead of drying myself completely, I decided that I would just relax in front of the fire and let it dry me. Then again, there wasn't any fire that would have been able to dry my pussy right now.
When I opened the bathroom door, the music became louder and I decided to dance to it. I walked out slowly, taking my time, making my extremely curvy body turn and sway all over the place. I couldn't dance as fast as I would have liked, but the languorous jazz music fitted my mood perfectly. I felt my legs working hard as I lowered myself, my knees opening and twisting before coming back up. I made a wave from my head to my hips, making my breasts heave and my belly follow.
I reached the kitchen and grabbed the countertop, bending forward and feeling the weight of my belly under me. And my breasts. I smiled as I felt them dangling heavily beneath me, and enjoyed the feelings as they moved from side to side in sync with the rhythm. With one hand, I reached for one of them and grabbed it hard. There wasn't any milk yet, but they certainly felt like they were overfilled. I moaned again, eyes closed and lost in the sensations. I felt the huge aureolas under my fingertips, their dark pink skin covered with tiny bumps, and even felt them rise up to my touch. The nipples themselves were also much, much bigger than they usually were, and when the blood and maybe milk distended them, making them hard, I felt their stiffness against my fingers.
When I straightened up, I pulled my towel off and fluffed up my hair before making my mane swing left and right. The cool tresses on my skin, from my shoulders to my waist, was an added sensation. Still with my eyes closed, I moved slowly but made my upper body move like a flame from side to side. Once more I felt my hair plastered all over my body, hugging my every curve like my boyfriend didn't want to do. I felt my breasts move as I did, sliding over my upper belly. I then pushed my arms above my head, completing the wave and making my breasts thrust forward even more. Every time I arched my back, I felt them thrusting forward and to the side before swinging back down into place. I twisted a few times, adding to the sensual move, as my entire body burned with femininity and raw lust.
And it was then that I opened my eyes and saw Sam in the living room, his jaw opened and eyes wide. From his vantage point he had seen everything. Absolutely everything, including the moment when I had bent forward, grabbed my breast and moaned. Shocking me, the dark side of my mind briefly alighted with lust as I looked at him, shirtless in front of the fire. But that only lasted a fraction of a second. After that I screamed and fumbled to grab my towel and cover myself.
"Sam!" I shouted. "Damn it!" I nearly cursed as I tried to cover myself. But even though I wanted to move quickly, I felt like I was all thumbs. "Why didn't you say anything?" But my son was transfixed, his eyes darting all over my body, his mouth still opened. "Sam!" I shouted again.
"What? Oh! Damn! I'm sorry! Shit! I'm so sorry mom!"
Now halfway decent, I walked towards him, fuming. I could see that he knew I was angry. He was still sitting on the couch with his phone in hand. At least it hadn't been pointing in my direction! "Why didn't you say anything?"
"Hmm. I... I don't know. Mom, I sorry. I should have... I..." he was mumbling incoherently.
"Go to your room and let me dress. We'll talk about this." He hesitated for a moment despite having started to get up. "Well?" I asked, standing next to him with my fists on my hips.
"I... I can't... Oh damn it..."
When he got up I couldn't help but see his erection. It was making a huge tent in his pants, and he didn't have a shirt to hide it. I was left in shock at the sight, and once more my dirty mind tried to take over. But I shook my head and simply stood there waiting for him to disappear up the stairs. I took many deep breaths to calm myself as I looked at the bear rug and the glass of wine that had been waiting for me. I couldn't enjoy that, now. I decided to take a few sips regardless, and went to my own room to dress.
I then went upstairs and knocked on my son's room. I heard him jump on his chair and he said "Wait... Just a sec." Then "Ok." He was sitting at his desk, and kept his back to me. As I sat on his bed, I tried to figure out if he was simply ashamed or if... no, that wasn't possible. I had caught him masturbating a few times in the past. I had never seen him actually do it, but I was pretty sure that I had unwittingly interrupted him before. And it had looked exactly like this. Had he been, just now, because he had seen me? No no no... That was just my hormones talking!
I took a deep breath and tried to focus. "Sam... I sorry I screamed at you earlier. You surprised me. But I have to ask again. Why didn't you say something?"
He took a deep breath before replying "I don't know mom... I'm sorry." he was red faced, barely looking at me.
"Sam. Look at me. It's strange that you didn't say anything, but listen, it's no big deal... You only saw me naked, it's nothing to—" But I stopped, remembering that he had seen me bend forward, grab my breast and moan. Shit. I sighed. "Look. Why don't we just forget that this happened?"
"Sure," he said, weakly.
"Just promise that if this happens again, you'll let me know, OK?"
"Sure," he repeated, clearly uncomfortable.
I didn't know what else to say, and I was pretty sure the best thing was to simply forget about it. I squeezed his shoulder as I got up and closed the door behind me. After taking a first step, I stopped and stood right next to his door. I knew this wasn't a good idea, but I couldn't help myself. That dark side inside me was gaining some ground and I wanted to know if he had really been masturbating. A minute went by, then two. Nothing. Not a sound. I was about to leave when I heard it, a moan. Then another. I carefully leaned against his door and pressed my ear against it.
Damn! I felt a thrill between my legs as I not only heard him breathing hard, not only heard him moaning, but I even heard the rhythm of his fist on his cock. Reflexively, my hand went to my pussy and and gently caressed myself through my yoga pants. When I heard him whispering "Mom!" I froze. The rational part of my mind briefly thought that he had somehow heard me, but the other part just accepted the fact that my own son was masturbating while fantasizing about his pregnant mother, whom he'd just seen naked.
The surge of pleasure I felt almost made me lose my balance. My nipples grew and grew until they looked like two big spikes on my breasts. This time, in my mind's eye, I wasn't seeing him splitting wood. Oh no. I was on my back, my legs splayed opened and he was kneeling between them, splitting my pussy opened. I could see him holding my knees in the air as his long cock ploughed into me relentlessly. He was pounding into me as if trying to split a huge log, striking me hard with his cock. Bang! Bang! Bang...
Shit! This had to stop! I knew that if I let myself cum right here, I could never keep it silent. I pulled my fingers away and listened a few moments more until I heard him climax, heard his chair creaking as he arched outwards in pleasure and whispered my name again.
I walked back down shakily, carefully managing the stairs and went to my room. I closed and locked the door, fell on my bed and made myself climax in less than fifteen seconds. My entire body was burning, from my big breasts and belly to my quivering thighs and glistening fingers. I pictured Sam doing so many nasty things to me, pictured myself doing even worse things to him, some of those probably illegal in some states... If Sam were to enter my room right now, I'd let him do whatever he wished with me. Any fucking thing. Looking down, I could see my huge nipples protruding lewdly from my top even through my bra. I grabbed one of them with my free and and stretched my pleasure as long as I could.
As I stood up afterwards, I knew that even though this climax had been profoundly satisfying, I was still keenly aroused. After changing my panties to a dry pair, I stood in front of my mirror, staring into my own eyes. My own son was lusting after me. And that only made me even more aroused than I already was. This was wrong... This was wrong on so many levels. But as my pussy still tingled, images of him covering his belly with his sperm while thinking of me came to my mind.
I walked to my door and paused one last time before opening it. I had to make a decision. In a few weeks I was going to give birth to my daughter and won't be able to have sex for a couple of months. My boyfriend wasn't interested in sex with me, and even though his appetite would most likely return in a few months, it didn't help me right now. And finally, there was a delicious male in the house, a male who had been transfixed by the sight of my naked dance, had masturbated thinking about me and was probably still hard for me right now. Right this minute. He was hard, I was wet. Wasn't it as simple as that? No, but... I opened the door and exited my room with my decision made: I was going to seduce and fuck my own son.
I spent the next half hour alone in the living room, trying to read a novel but finding that one of my hands was always slipping towards my pussy. I built the fire to a roaring heat, hoping that Sam would remain shirtless today. I had no idea what he had planned, as he hadn't been supposed to be home. I was now wearing my black yoga pants, clean but probably damp panties, a bra and a white tank top. Nothing else. I let my hair loose, flowing all over myself, as I knew Sam liked it. Actually, everybody I knew loved it when I let my thick hair free, but today I was doing it for Sam.
He eventually came back down, driven by his stomach. Then again, as he saw me on the couch, with my breasts outlined by the tight top and my nipples poking out, I was pretty sure that something else was also driving him. He had put his shirt back on, but after complaining about the heat he removed it again. We ate together, reheating last night's dinner, and talked a bit. I was leading the conversation, and noticed that he was stealing glances at my cleavage every time I turned my head around.
My sports bra wasn't up for the challenge of making my breasts pop so I had to find another way. As we were nearly finished, I got up and leaned over the table to grab Sam's plate. As I did, he stared into my cleavage, his eyes growing round. The little devil was gawking at my breasts shamelessly, not even bothering to hide the fact. Or, rather, he didn't seem able to realize that he was doing it. I was grinning as I pulled away. Sam surprised me by bringing the rest of the plate to the kitchen. Wearing nothing but his blue jeans, he slipped behind me, squeezing himself between my ass and the kitchen island. In the process, he rubbed himself against me, and I felt a significant bulge scrape against my ass.
I couldn't know if it was his phone, wallet or cock, but my body didn't care and I felt pleasure flaring deep between my legs. He mumbled a "Sorry mom..." as he did, only to do it again a moment later as he went back to the table. He could have walked around the island, so I knew that he was doing it on purpose. As I felt my pussy heating up, I realized that I wasn't the only one who hadn't been entirely satisfied with my climax. As I had my back to him, I pulled the tank top slightly lower, revealing more of my cleavage.



When I turned around, we nearly bumped into each other. This time, he was forced to slip between the island and my belly. When I felt his bulge touching my lower belly, I momentarily closed my eyes. This was crazy! After I sat back in my chair I said "Sam, would you mind giving me a massage? My shoulders are killing me..."
"I'm sure they are!" he said lightly. Was he making a reference to the fact that my breasts were big?
He went to the bathroom to get the almond oil and came to stand behind me and gently grabbed my shoulders. I asked him not to use the oil and felt his disappointment, but he started to work my shoulders. He gradually increased the pressure until I was moaning under his touch. I didn't care if it sounded sexual, I was just in heaven. He was really good with his hands, and had given me many massages in the last few months.
I was now beginning to understand why he was so generous with his hands. Placed as he was, he could see directly down my top, and some of the moves he did made my breasts jiggle. Why hadn't I ever noticed that before? I grinned as I said "Oh my gods Sam... You're so good. Ooooh. This is so nice. Yes, like this, deeper. Harder, yes, just like that, don't stop. Oh gods!" I cried out, perfectly aware that I probably said very similar things to my boyfriend during sex. "Here, let me turn this chair sideways, so you can go lower."
As I sat back down on the chair, I leaned against him and felt his erection against my back. He stayed there and kept massaging my shoulders even though he must be in an awkward position to do it. He didn't seem to care as his fingers slipped lower in front until they closed around my collarbones. When he pushed lower to the stressed muscles above my breasts, I moaned again, encouraging him. I felt his cock surging as he pushed as low as he would dare, the flesh in the highest part of my breasts reacting under his fingertips.
When he moved back up to my trapezius, I felt once again my bra straps under his fingers. Given the weight it had to support, he couldn't simply slide under them. I reached up, without saying a word, and pushed them and the tank top's straps outwards until they fell on my arms. I had never done this before with him. He cleared his throat as he resumed working my muscles. This time he pushed me forward to get a better grip. And maybe to place me in a position where the bra might fall lower?
He kneaded my upper back and shoulder blades for a while, then went lower and lower until he reached the bra band. This time he was the one to make a move without talking or asking about it. Sam simply grabbed the band and pushed it lower a few inches. In the front, I felt the bra and top slipping down, revealing a lot more cleavage. "Could you also do my lower back?" I asked. He simply hummed is assent and guided his hands much lower. I reached back and pulled my top higher to let him work. As he did, I leaned forward all the way, resting my arms and head on the table. I knew he could see my ass thrust towards him, and soon his hands were all over my waist.
Despite my pregnancy, I still had a trace of a waist, especially from the back, and he worked it thoroughly. I said "Thank you for helping your old mother... My sore muscles really needed it."
"You're not old, mom."
"Thank you for saying it... But with this pregnancy I feel really old, old and out of shape. I feel like a bloated balloon."
"Pfff! You're not a bloated balloon! You look, er... you look beautiful."
"You really think so?" I asked, smiling.
"Of course..."
"Yeah, I kind'a noticed earlier..."
Sam froze, then took a deep breath. "Mom. I'm sorry OK?"
"Oh, I don't really mind, son." I said, giggling. "I reacted out of reflex, but... Oh. It's been so long since a man has looked at me like this..."
Sam didn't reply instantly. He kept massaging me for a while before saying "Why are you saying that? Isn't your boyfriend..."
"I don't think he really likes seeing me big like this."
"Then he's stupid!" Sam replied. They didn't have the best of relationship.
"Don't say that Sam... You know I hate it."
"Ok then. But he's... er, he's... blind then. You're gorgeous and the pregnancy only made you even—" and he stopped himself.
"What?" I asked.
"Never mind... I don't think we should be talking about that mom." he was obviously very nervous.
"Sam. Let me tell you something about pregnant women: we feel like cows at the end of the pregnancy, and few men enjoy such deformed bodies. My boyfriend just happens to be one of them. And it seems like most men are."
"Well, I'm not. I think you're beautiful, I think you're..." he took a deep breath. "Oh what the hell... I think you know it by now. I think you're incredibly sexy mom... Most of my friends think so too."
"Really?" I laughed softly.
"Yes, they do!" I could hear the smile in his voice.
"Oh, I wasn't talking about them. I don't care about them, Sam. You find me sexy?"
"Shit! Oh, sorry! I mean yes! I'm just sorry you had to see me gawking like a mindless fool earlier today..."
I took a few breaths, enjoying this immensely. "Sam. As I said I don't mind." I paused, hiding my grin in my arms, "So if I were to ask you to remove my bra and top so that you could give me a real massage, you wouldn't mind?"
"Er... No. Not at all." I could feel his voice shaking as he replied.
"Ok then... What are you waiting for?" I smiled as I felt him fumbling with the top, then the snap. "Now, don't peek!" I said, laughing as I did.
I knew he was looking at the side of my breast, and it was perfectly OK. Heck, if he grabbed them both I would only moan his name out loud and gush all over the chair! But that was insane, right? The part of my mind that rebelled against such incestuous thoughts was very small and dim right now. My blood was rushing in my vein, I knew my entire body was getting hotter and hotter and knew my panties were already wet. I would have given anything to have a real massage while lying on my stomach, but that wasn't really possible right now. So this would have to do.
I felt his powerful hands on my skin, from my neck to the small of my back. Every time he scraped my sore muscles all the way down I felt both more relaxed and more aroused. I knew my nipples were fully hardened, engorged and huge. My nipples and aureolas had grown faster than the rest of my breasts, making them seem very big on my even bigger breasts. I thought they were beautiful, but I was pretty sure my boyfriend didn't think so. I wondered if Sam did...
When Sam put more pressure moving upwards, pushing hard on my shoulders, I felt my breasts jerking at the same time. They rested against my huge belly and in this position were pushed slightly outwards: Sam just couldn't not see them. Sam spread his hands away from the muscles along my spine and massaged my sides and shoulder blades for a while. I don't know if he did it accidentally, just lost in the moment, or if he did it in purpose, but suddenly I felt his fingertips grazing the very sides of my breasts. I took a sharp intake of breath as he did, but transformed it into a moan before he could panic. "Oh yes... This is tense. Push harder under my armpits and go down..." I said, knowing what it would entail.
Sam moved his fingers up and gently began kneading these muscles. They were really tense, but as he moved lower and lower, I felt his fingers touching my breasts again. Probably emboldened by my request, Sam kept on massaging my breasts, even going a few inches directly onto the massive flesh. When I moaned, I wasn't too surprised to hear it sounding a lot more sexual than the previous ones. Moans of relief didn't sound so husky! Sam slipped his fingers under my breasts, but with his hands turned downwards, fingertips on my sides and not upwards against my breasts. Nevertheless, he pushed my breasts up just by slipping in, and I felt them bouncing back against him. In a whisper, Sam said "Mom, can I massage your belly?"
"Why of course Sam..."
I heard him sigh as he pushed his hands lower and caressed my enormous belly. After a while he reached for the oil. He hadn't asked permission, but as his lubed hands touched my belly I moaned so long that I heard him giggling behind me. His big, warm hands were incredible on my skin. Sam was doing the best he could in the position, bent forward over me and trying to reach all the way around my belly. He couldn't quite reach all of it though. "Sam, if I sit up and give you better access, do you promise you won't stare at my breasts?"
"Yes mom, of course..." he replied.
When I did sit up my top and bra fell away from my breasts. It took me a few seconds to pull them completely off, and I looked at him. I had to laugh. Sam was kneeling next to me, staring shamelessly at my distended breasts, his eyes seemingly locked on my monumental nipples. His mouth was slightly opened and while I could see him reddening, I knew that he wouldn't look away. As I got up and turned the chair back into normal position, I said "Oh my little liar!", laughing.
"I'm sorry mom... I think I just don't have enough willpower..." but he was smiling as he did, aware that I wasn't angry.
"Ok then... Would you mind massaging me while you ogle me like an uncouth hooligan?"
He laughed with me but started to caress me again. Despite the utterly bizarre situation, I leaned back in my chair and closed my eyes. I could imagine him staring at my nude breasts as he caressed me, his mouth open and erection throbbing in his pants. His hands were wonderful, and I didn't know if it was because he was good or because I was starving for any physical contact. I didn't care. Even when I felt the back of his hand accidentally touching my breast, I didn't open my eyes. He did it a few times, and the last time he tried he let his hand linger a long time under my breast before moving away.
Eventually I felt him slow down and I opened my eyes. He was completely flushed, his skin bright red as he pulled his hands away. He was also very nervous and he stood up to leave. I said thanks and heard him mumbling something in return before he disappeared into his room. I sat there, topless int he kitchen, smiling as I enjoyed the lingering sensations. Sam was obviously uncomfortable, and had probably been overwhelmed by conflicting emotions. Right now I didn't care as I grabbed my own breasts, twisting my nipples playfully. If Sam came back down from his room I don't think I'd be able to stop. I slipped my hands around my belly and masturbated right there in the kitchen, heedless of anything other than my own pleasure.
In my naughty mind I saw Sam coming to me fully naked, his huge erection throbbing in front of my face. He would grab my head and force me to suck his meat, treating me like the teasing slut I was. He would say that I was a bad mom, teasing him with my perfect breasts and huge pointy nipples. He'd say that I was now his to play with, his cum vessel, and that I would now let him fill my mouth, my pussy or my ass with his sperm. But most importantly, he'd pull out his saliva covered cock to fuck my breasts as if they were nothing more than sex pillows for his benefit. As I imagined him pushing my huge breasts together around his slick cock, I twitched on my chair, spasming in pleasure as my climax exploded. I was moaning out loud, not even caring if he heard at that point. In fact, I pushed my last long cry louder than it had to be so that maybe he would hear me.
As I quieted down, not hearing a peep from Sam, I slowly got up, shaking slightly, but with a grin on my face. I headed for the bathroom and took another shower to clean myself up. I thought about fetching my dildo as I caressed my pussy in the shower again, but decided to wait. My boyfriend would be home soon, but there was always tomorrow...
I sighed as my boyfriend left for work. The entire evening had been a disaster, and the night was very frigid. I had tried my best to make him fuck me. I even pulled out his cock and started a blowjob before he could stop me, but that didn't work. He tried to stop me gently, but I ended up even more frustrated. So now, I was still on fire and Sam was in his room, sleeping. He was a very late sleeper, which didn't usually bother me. Right now though, I wanted to jump him so bad that... And then I smiled.
I got up, took my nighty off and walked out of my room completely naked. If I was going to play, I better be sure I was fully committed! And boy was I committed! I walked up to his room and gently opened the door. Sam was snoring. He was a pretty heavy sleeper and I was pretty sure I could sneak in and have a little fun without him waking up. I tiptoed to his bed, and knelt down carefully. It was quite a bit harder to be silent with a huge belly adding so many pounds to your usual weight. And breasts too: I must have gained four or five pounds of weight just there!
I grabbed his blanket and pulled it off of him slowly. I marvelled at his tight abs as I revealed them, then opened my eyes wider as I saw that he was also nude. His nice cock was pointing towards me, soft and quiescent. I stared at it for long minutes, caressing my pussy as I did. The more I stared and caressed myself, the bolder and crazier my ideas became. Shit! I was already naked next to my sleeping son, but my mind had more ideas.
Very softly, I touched his cock. For the first time since he was a baby, I touched his cock. Once, twice and three times. I then let my fingertip slide from the tip to the base, feeling the warmth there. His cock was decently big, although I knew that flaccid size meant little. I pulled my hand away and switched. Now when the fingers from my other hand touched him again, they were wet with my juices. My son's cock had my juices on it! I grinned as I touched and caressed him, feeling naughtier than ever before.
When I saw it twitch, I startled in surprise. For long seconds it twitched and lengthened under my eyes. When it stopped, I touched it again, marvelling as it grew more and more. Four, five, six and probably seven inches before it stopped. And thick. Damn, this cock must be wonderful in a pussy! I wondered if Sam was having an erotic dream. Wetting my fingers again, I caressed the underside of his cock gently, teasing his glans a bit. I knew that was sensitive, so I didn't dare touch too much.
I smiled as his cock kept twitching, the skin looking painfully taut. When a big drop of precum appeared on the tip, I reached for it with my finger. Part of me wanted to taste it, but given how this whole mother son thing started, I placed it on one of my nipples. As I rubbed it in and squeezed, I felt a thrill in my pussy. I reached for a second one and placed it on my other nipple. Soon I managed to cover both my engorged aureolas and was caressing them, breathing faster and faster.
With both hands spread wide, I grabbed my right breast and pulled it up until I could reach the nipple with my mouth. When I tasted my son's precum for the first time, I felt heady, as if I'd just had three glasses of wine really quickly. But I wasn't drunk! At least not on alcohol. I was drunk on my son! I was burning up for my son's cock! Soon I was reaching for more precum, tracing a few lines on my distended belly. I was now caressing my breasts with one hand, my belly with the other and both of them dipped between my legs from time to time.
When I stood up, my knees making me know that I weighed a lot more than usual, I leaned above his bed and wondered if I could make my nipples touch his cock. Slowly, I placed my hands on the other side of his body and leaned forward as far as I could. And then I felt it, my left nippled touching his cock. It wasn't his saliva covered cock fucking my breasts, not by a long shot, but the thrill was delicious! I played with his cock for a while before getting up.
Standing up right next to him, looking at his face from between my two breasts, I decided to try one last thing. I leaned over him once more and lowered myself until I felt my nipple touch his lips. At first he didn't react or move, but then his head jerked slightly and he opened his mouth. For a brief moment my nipple was inside his mouth, and I realized that this nipple had been covered with my own saliva. He closed his lips very quickly on it before twisting away. I nearly cried out in surprise as his hand softly slapped my breast.
I straightened up, afraid that he was going to wake up. Then again, if he did, I wouldn't give him any time to react before impaling myself on his cock. I looked at his thick erection again, biting my lower lip, and wondering if I shouldn't just take him right then. He had been hot, bothered and erect yesterday, surely he wouldn't mind... Shit! My pussy was dripping! Then again incest was one thing, but non-consensual incest was another. I reluctantly moved away from him and withdrew from his room.
I headed for the shower and masturbated furiously there, not bothering to stifle my moans. When I turned the water off, I listened for a while but didn't hear anything. His room was far from the bathroom, and he probably heard nothing. I got out of the bathroom naked, not caring if he saw me again. Actually, I was hoping that he would, but he wasn't there. I spent most of the morning naked in the house, knowing that he could wake at any time. There were a few places where I knew I wouldn't have the time to reach my room before he would see me. I didn't care.
In fact, I decided to do something dangerous. Whenever I felt like masturbating, I did, but never until I climaxed. Instead I edged myself for over an hour. I knew it was dangerous because it would put me in a very peculiar mood when Sam would actually wake up. Once more though, I didn't care. I would rather face an outright rejection than never trying anything at all!
I was reading in the solarium when he finally woke up. The surge of pleasure I felt at the thought of him seeing me like this was intoxicating. The November sun was up and the place was wonderfully warm. While the solarium was next to the street, we had installed blinds on the three side walls, letting us enjoy the sun in privacy. And that's how Sam found me, sitting there with a book on my belly, topless under the sun. I had a pair of yoga pants on, and nothing else.
I imagine that I made a remarkable sight, the sun highlighting the three special curves: my two breasts, exceptionally big, and my belly, much larger still. All of those were covered with a thin layer of almond oil, so they really glistened. Sam froze in his tracks and simply stared at me without any definite expression on his face. If he didn't get the message now, he never would. We simply stared at each other for a while, me with a small smile on my lips.
I expected him to either cry "Mom!" in exasperation or just turn around and leave. I wished that he would simply come and fuck me, but that was impossible. What he did say surprised me though. He was standing there topless himself, wearing nothing but his pyjama bottoms, sexy as hell. After a while, he looked up from my breasts and I could see that he was still half asleep, groggy and dishevelled. Nevertheless, he said "Mom, you're the sexiest woman I've ever seen. And this pregnancy has made you even hotter and more desirable than ever before. You are a goddess and for the first time ever I'm sorry that I'm your son, because what I'd like to do to you..."
I sat there, stunned by his words. I could see his erection growing under his pjs. "Sam. Thank—" I stopped myself. I was about to play coy again, but this time I'd had enough. I could tease him until he snapped and jumped on me, or I could simply take this into my hands. I cleared my throat and said "Why don't you come here and finish your massage? You left quickly yesterday and seemed to be about to do something I dearly wanted you to..."



Sam started to say something, but he stopped. He looked down at the obvious tent, then back at me. I simply looked down, staring at his erection for a few seconds, before looking back up at him. I felt his cock twitching under the thin cotton when I did. I placed the book on the table and curled my index finger repeatedly, gesturing for my son to come to me. As he walked, I wondered "Was this it? Was this where I would commit incest? Was I going to let my son fuck me in our solarium?" I had already been wet waiting for him to wake up, but now I felt like my pussy was a bubbling fountain of hot juices. He combed his hair with one hand, adding to the disorder there and making him even sexier.
Still only half awake, he lurched into motion, grabbed the bottle of oil from the table next to me and knelt. When both of his large and hot hands caressed my belly, I let my head fall back against the chair and closed my eyes. I was expecting him to stay there for a while, then accidentally graze my breasts until maybe becoming bolder. Sam surprised me again by simply sliding his opened hands on both my breasts at the same time. "Shit!" he whispered, staring at the flesh of my breasts as it moulded around and between his fingers. I took a sharp intake of breath and looked at him, but he kept staring at my breasts.
He was squeezing me very hard, right up to the limit where it would hurt me, but I was so aroused that I didn't care. When he squeezed my nipples between his thumb and index fingers, I moaned out loud and reached for his head. As my fingers spread through his hair, Sam looked at me, a dazed smile on his face. "I can really do this mom?"
I nodded. "This, and much more I hope..."
"Shit!" he repeated again before leaning forward and sucking one of my big nipples into his mouth. I grabbed a fistful of his hair and pulled him hard against me.
Sam sucked and licked and even bit my distended nipple and when it slipped out of his mouth with a wet popping sound, he looked at me again and said "I've been wanting to do this for so long mom!"
"I'm glad you did, son! Now do the other one!" When he did, leaning over my belly to reach it, I released his head and let my hand slide slowly down his cheek, neck, pecks and abs. "You're a fucking stud, Sam! Juliette must be sore after you're finished with her, pumping your cock with those abs!"
Sam looked up, eyes wide at my comment, and was laughing as he bent down to suck my nipple again. This time he opened his mouth wide and tried to take all of my aureola into his mouth. It was slightly painful again, but once more I didn't care. I just wanted to be taken! After caressing his abs for a while, drunk on all this pleasure, I reached down and grabbed his thick shaft through his pjs. He moaned out loud, but his mouth never left my nipples and his hands kept mauling my milk-filled breasts.
When I pulled his pjs down, Sam simply shuffled on his knees, pushing them away as if it was the most natural thing in the world. He was now naked and gloriously erect in front of his pregnant mom as well as having his cock caressed by that very same mom. I was starting to go crazy with his cock in my hand and I pumped it slowly. Once more I saw a drop of precum on his tip and reached for it with a finger. When I brought it to my lips and tasted it, he saw me and grinned.
Sam then left my nipples to kiss and lick the two inner sides of my breasts, pushing them together to spread his saliva. Despite his young age and the incredibility of incest, Sam seemed perfectly at ease and in control. When he stood up and straddled my chair and belly, I found myself starting at his long cock from a couple of inches away. I reached for it and pulled it down, marvelling at the youthful firmness of it. Looking up right into his eyes, my son's eyes, I opened my mouth and let him push his cock into my mouth.
I don't think I'd ever felt so naughty and dirty as at this very moment, with my con's cock hitting the back of my mouth. I felt myself shaking and heard my moans as if from a long way away, feeling like this was all a dream. But it wasn't! Sam pushed his cock deep once more and I started to suck and lick and hum around his cock. This time it was he who grabbed my hair and pulled me near, at and beyond my limits. I felt overwhelmed by his intensity, convinced that I never had any cock as deep inside my mouth as he was right now. I moved on the chair to get into a better position and let him ravage my mouth. Soon I could feel my saliva and his precum on my lips, chin and dripping onto my breasts.
I was surprised and briefly felt empty when he pulled out without warning, and barely had time to understand what he was doing until he had pressed both my breasts around his cock and was now fucking them. "Oh my gods... Shit! Oh mom! I've been wanting to do that forever! You have the best breasts ever, even when you're not pregnant! But shit! These breasts are surreal! I think I could die right here and be happy!"
"Oh no you don't! If you die right here, how are you going to fuck them every single day until I give birth?"
"Every day?" He cried out in pleasure as he kept fucking me.
I could feel his girth spreading my flesh violently, feel the intense pressure despite the saliva, and I couldn't have been happier. Instead of a awkward mother, I now felt like a sexually awakened woman for the first time in months! And I wasn't going to tell him to go slower. I wanted him to take me, to ravish me, to make me his plaything. I was interrupted in this train of thought by his cock forcing itself into my mouth again. His hand was suddenly on my chin, forcing it wider until I felt his cock slipping significantly deeper. I had to check a gag reflex as I took a cock into my throat for the first time. As wild as that felt, I didn't want my first time with my son to finish with uncontrolled vomiting!
I pushed him away and he looked into my eyes with a different expression. Before he could say anything though, I said "Why don't you take my yoga pants off?"
He grinned "I thought you'd never ask!" His big erection bouncing as he knelt, I grabbed my pants and pulled them all the way off. He stared at my pussy for a long while. "Mom! You're pussy is wonderful! So big, so wet, so fucking nice! I really can..."
I just nodded as I couldn't say more as I saw him grab his cock. My belly prevented me from seeing anything, but when I felt his glans touching my dripping lips, then splitting them opened, I cried out in pure lust.
As I felt inch after inch of my son's cock penetrating me, I felt like I was crumbling inside. An hour of edging and deliciously long minutes of him caressing my breasts, fucking my mouth and my breasts... Overwhelmed by immoral pleasure, illegal acts and the deeply missed feeling of a cock spreading me open, I cried out and twitched as a first climax took me violently. I had my fucking son's cock inside of me! I thrashed on the chair, twisting and turning around his cock as I felt him holding on to my thighs, his cock firmly planted as deep as it could. I shook and jumped, biting my lip to prevent from shouting out my pleasure to the entire neighbourhood. When I opened my eyes, I could see that Sam was surprised by this lightening fast climax. Panting, I said "Sam... Promise me that this was... was only... only the first... first climax of many!"
"You have no idea!" he replied, a wolfish grin on his face.
I barely registered that fact that he still seemed supremely confident despite his young age. But as he pushed my heavy legs up in the air and began fucking me proper, I forgot everything except my pleasure. I felt as if the intensity had increased an order of magnitude, even though I had just climaxed. When his wet finger touched my clit, I spasmed and reached in to slap his hand away. "Fuck me!" I whispered, my voice slurred, as I began to finger myself. I was splayed opened and had all the space I could want.
In a matter of minutes, with his steady steel-hard cock pumping, slamming against my hand with every stroke, I felt another climax rising from the still glowing embers of the last one. "Shit!" I cried out. "Harder! Deeper!" and he happily obliged, his powerful abs more than enough to fill my need. I felt my pussy turning hotter and wetter, and I knew I was probably dripping on the floor right now. When I climaxed again, I cried out and squeezed my hand very hard on his forearm. I was afraid that the chair would break under the strain, but it didn't. Instead, I was being rocked outwardly by my intensely masculine son and inwardly by his ploughing cock, whose girth and angle caressed my clit from the inside.
As I began to swear as my pleasure waned, I relaxed and abandoned myself to the chair and Sam's powerful body. As I did though, Sam pulled out of my pussy. Before I could do or say anything, he had slipped all the way on the floor and had began to eat my pussy. Few men liked doing that immediately after a woman's orgasm, but it seemed that Sam loved it. I think I'll have to find a way to thank his girlfriend for that.
With both hands on his head, I kept whispering his name as he ate my pussy. He broke away from me just a few times, and only to tell me how delicious I was. I was in heaven, and I guided him as he worked, telling him what I liked and didn't like, what he could do harder or gentler, when to push his fingers inside me... I didn't know how long he remained there, pleasuring me selflessly, unable to touch himself or even see my breasts! All I knew is that my third climax was steadily growing inside me.
As I began to whisper, guiding him for the last few moments, it pushed me over the edge. "Oh my dear son... your lips are so good, your tongue is so good... Oh yeah, kiss me right— Argh! Shit, yes! Suck my clit harder, harder, again, more, more... ok, Stop. Push your tongue inside— oh gods yes! Now just mash your tongue against my clit, harder, yes, just like that... Don't move, don't stop for any damn reason!
I clamped my thighs around his face as I pulsed and spasmed against him. I knew I was probably hurting him, but with his deepthroat attempt earlier and the crazy amount of pleasure I was feeling, I wasn't going to stop for anything. Even for a third climax, I was rocked by it. I managed to restrain myself from shouting out again, yet felt destroyed by its intensity. When I released my son from my thighs, he was grinning like a fool, his entire face covered with my juices. "Lay down on your back!" I told him. "You're going to get ridden and rocked like never before!"
He moved down and on the floor and I slowly stood up, only to straddle him. He grabbed his cock and pushed it upwards and we both groaned as I impaled myself upon it. By now I was more than fully lubricated and my pussy had been stretched by countless deep plunges of his fuck tool, so I just let myself fall on him. My weight brought me down hard and he reached deeper than he had before. I leaned forward, placing my hands on his muscled chest as I rose up for the first time.
I couldn't match his speed, given my weight and awkwardness, but I would certainly match his passion. I stared right into his eyes as I rode him, seeing his entire body shake every time I let myself fall down. I squeezed his pecs hard and he groaned as I did. Looking into his eyes, I said "Cum for mamma... Cum for me Sam, cum for me my little big boy. You haven't been here in 18 years, and I've been dreaming about this for a long while now. Fuck me, let me fuck you... Fuck your mommy's pussy and fill it, fill it with your hot sperm. I wanna feel it swimming around in my hole, want it all over my insides, wanna feel it dripping from my twat down my thighs once you're done. I'm going to scoop it up with my fingers and eat it right in front of you... That's how depraved I am, that' how much I want you right now!
Sam's eyes were wide opened, and I'm pretty sure that his little Juliette had never given him that much intensity. Suddenly he reached for my breasts and squeezed them hard as he began to cry out his pleasure. Despite the power of my strokes, he was now matching me, thrusting upwards as I drove down. Soon I just held myself a few inches above him and he powered himself into a frenzy. Despite his strong hands, I could feel and see my breasts and belly jiggle with his lightning fast strikes.
And then it happened, Sam, my loving son, exploded inside of his mother's pussy. I couldn't honestly say that I actually felt his sperm, I never had in the past, but the fact that I knew it was there, my son's sperm filling my pussy, I went into a long plateau of pleasure. I was too burned out to have a fourth climax, but I stayed there a long time, moving up and down slowly long after he was done. At some point I felt and heard his limp cock plop out of my pussy and I looked down, smiling.
Still above him, I reach down between our bodies and scraped a bunch of his sperm on my hands. The look on his face as I brought it to my lips and ate it was wonderfully funny. We both laughed about it for a long while. After that, Sam slipped from under me and brought me to my bed. He went to the bathroom and returned to my room with a warm towel and proceeded to wash my entire body with it. He licked my pussy a few times, only teasingly, once he was done. Sitting on the bed, his cock already half-hard again, he paused and looked at me for a long time. After this silence, he said "Did you mean it mom? We can do that again?"
I smiled at him and said "Give me a few minutes, and we can try it doggy style if you want!
His eyes opened wide and we laughed again. Then again my expression changed as I saw his cock twitching back to life. My pussy was hungry beyond belief and that cock was now all mine!
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Having to come back home for a funeral wasn't what I'd had in mind for these glorious fall days. Especially since it meant a five hour drive for me. Granted the drive itself was magnificent, and I did like to enjoy the mountain and country roads on days like this. Yet as much as I had enjoyed the explosions of colors all around me, I had also thought about the plans I'd had to cancel with one particular girl.
"Well, I can't really blame my aunt for dying," I thought as I saw the peak of my hometown's church tower in the distance. "But damn that girl was nice!" I shook my head, trying to forget her. Looking at the clock, I saw that I had made good time: it was only 4pm, and the service didn't start until 6 o'clock. That meant that I would have time to spend with my immediate family before going there.
That, in fact, was the only real silver lining of this whole trip. I didn't get to see my parents and two sisters very often: they all lived in or very close to our hometown, while I was still in college, starting my Ph.D at 22 years old. Despite my frustration about the girl, I was still rather happy as I got out of the car and saw them coming out of the house to greet me. Mom and dad were there, looking the same as always, but my aunt's death had reminded me that they were not eternal either. I hugged them both hard, seeing that my mom had been struck hard by my aunt's departure.
I then greeted my two much older sisters, although I didn't tease them about it right now. Milla was 30 and Aria was 32, so five and seven years older than I was. Ever since I was a teenager we've been teasing each other about that, me telling them that they were old geezers them telling me that I was a snotty nosed kid. As I took a good look at them now, having last seen them in the flesh six months ago for Easter, they didn't look old to me. In fact, despite slightly reddened eyes, both of them looked really great.
Milla was a thin blonde with bright blue eyes and a smile that could melt hearts. In the chilly day she was now wearing a tight pair of jeans and an oversized woollen sweater, hiding most of her body, but her nice breasts were still apparent through the thick fabric. They weren't really big, but on her thin frame they still popped. In the already orange light of the late afternoon, her long blonde hair glowed magnificently. The slight wind wrapped them all around my own head when she greeted me with a hug. We laughed as she carefully untangled us.
Aria was just about as tall as her sister, but that was the only thing they had in common. Aria was a lot curvier than Milla, with large breasts, generous hips, rounded buttocks and yet with a small waist. Not chubby, certainly not fat, but just... fully bloomed. She had dominated my taboo masturbation sessions all throughout my teens, and honestly, she still sometimes did...
She was also the envy of half the girls in the town. The other half were too envious of her to admit it. Today she was wearing a long embroidered dark skirt and a poncho: she had always liked hippy styles of clothing. That poncho did nothing to hide her surging breasts, and as she hugged me, it did nothing to prevent me from feeling her breasts against my chest. I missed both my sisters, and I knew that the fact that they were both very beautiful had something to do with it.
The service went on the way it should have gone, no one talked too loud or cried too long, just as the lyrics to one of my favorite songs said. Still, services were not a happy affair and my sisters and I spent the last hour sitting together reminiscing about our aunt. And it was wonderfully pleasant. Despite the setting and subject, I realized that I liked my sisters very much. We were sitting very close to each other, our thighs touching, and our heads close together as we didn't want to disturb the others.
I hadn't felt as close to them in years. A few times our words and tears opened the doors to hugs and handholding, which we had never shared except in greeting. I was beginning to feel quite light headed, so close to two wonderful women. I wanted to hold them in my arms and keep them there.
Also, and maybe it was because I was aroused by the presence of this new girl in my life, I really appreciated that hour with my sisters. In a male sort of way. It was really nice to reconnect with them and share memories, but as time passed I couldn't help being distracted by them as females instead of sisters.
It wasn't the first time this had happened, but it had been a while now... Both of them had fuelled my fantasies from time to time, but even though they were getting older, they seemed to be getting more beautiful. A song I really liked and had heard on the road earlier said that women were at their most beautiful at around 30, and for the first time I began to believe it. Milla, while a bit thin for my tastes, seemed to glow in the dimly lit room, her blonde hair and blue eyes shining. And Aria, who was solely responsible for my taste in women, was still as stunning as ever. Maybe even more.
I went to bed that night in my old basement room unable to stop thinking about the two of them. It was a strange and arousing experience, and hadn't happened in a long time. Years, probably. I saw them four or five times a year, yet I couldn't remember when last I felt that way. Maybe it was because death was around and on our minds? Maybe I was drawn to them because they both burned brightly? Because deep, intimate sexual pleasure was our best answer to death? I didn't know, but I fell asleep with a small smile on my lips.
The next day proved to be even more glorious than the one we had just had. Some years Fall could give us such days. Around these parts, we called those days "Indian summers". We seized upon it and the five of us even had breakfast outside! It was already hot and the promise of a Summer day in Fall did wonders for our bruised hearts. I saw that the heated pool wasn't yet closed for the fall and winter. Hopefully I would get some time to enjoy it one last time. After lunch, mom and dad left for the will proceedings and my sisters and I were left alone.
Milla suggested that we could go hiking in the mountain. Aria and I heartily agreed. Half an hour later we parked the car in a deserted parking lot, which was strange. We soon found out why: the trails were closed. Looking around, Aria grinned and said "Who's gonna know?" before stepping over the little chain. Milla and I followed her.
In the sunlight, the forest was breathtaking. It was so beautiful that even though we had walked those paths countless times in our lives, we often stopped just to look around. Of course, I also find opportunities to steal glances at my two sisters. Despite the heat, they hadn't dressed particularly lightly or sexily, yet I was still enjoying myself.
We reached the lake by taking the longer path at around 3pm. Going back using the shorter one would take us an hour at most. If the mountain had looked wonderful from the path, this small lake in the afternoon light was beyond words. There was no wind, no clouds and if we stopped moving and talking, it felt like we were in a national geographic prize winning photograph.
We sat on the beach and enjoyed the strange silence. I say strange silence because normally this little beach is packed with people. But today we were completely alone, obviously. We built a very small fire in the sand even though it was forbidden, but there were no trees close by and no danger. For the next hours or so we talked about everything and nothing, from death and life to life in the village and sports. We had brought a couple of beers, some wine and I had half a bottle of whisky, which we all shared around.
At around 4pm, baking in the sun and beginning to sweat, I got up and suggested that we go swim. Both my sisters looked at the lake and smiled. But then Aria said "We can't go there, little brother..."
"And in any case," added Milla, "we don't have our swimsuits."
"Oh dear..." I sighed theatrically. "My sisters have become pampered old ladies... Have I been gone for so long?" I asked. Aria threw a fistful of sand at me while Milla laughed. "We're here already despite the fact that it's closed and we've also made a forbidden fire while drinking forbidden alcohol using forbidden glass containers." I paused, looking at them with a grin "We're already outlaws!"
They both laughed. As they did, I stripped to my boxers and ran to the lake. Up until that point, I hadn't even thought about the fact that they could strip to their underwear. I honestly only wanted to swim in the lake. But after I dove in the water and swam further from the shore, I turned around and saw them both stripping. Like me they ended up keeping their underwear, but it was still wonderful.
To my surprise it was Milla that had the sexiest underwear, lingerie really, even though it was a far cry from the fancy lingerie my ex girlfriend liked to wear. She had chosen something sexy but also comfortable in bright blue, an unusual color for blondes. Deep red or green, and of course black, worked really well on blondes, but the blue lace that Milla was wearing was stunning. Next to her, Aria was wearing a lot more practical sports bra and a plain old white pair of panties.
Aria looked at her sister, and saw her smile as Milla looked back. "What?" Aria asked. "We were going hiking, not doing a catwalk for Victoria's Secret!" we all laughed as she said that. But as she ran to the lake she was grinning, not at all bothered by her plain underwear. Both my sisters joined me and we played around in the forbidden water for a while. Soon though, we acknowledged that while the air had warmed up very quickly under the sun, the lake was much slower to react. It was getting pretty cold in the water and twenty minutes later we walked out.
We built the fire bigger until it roared and we stopped shivering. After stretching with her arms above her head, Aria caught me looking at her breasts and asked "Enjoying the view, little brother?"
"Er, yes, the fall colors are amazing..." I replied.
"No, I meant this view..." she said, indicating Milla and herself with her finger.
"What?" Milla asked. "Is he looking at our bodies like a pervert?"
"Of course he is... the snotty nosed kid!"
And with that they both started laughing. I was feeling uncomfortable as I could be, my face turning bright red. But Milla said "Don't worry about it little brother... We didn't mind when you looked at us in our swimsuits when we were younger, and we certainly don't mind now..."
I breathed a sigh of relief and smiled. "In any case, you're both more beautiful now than you were at 18."
Aria and Milla smiled, looking at each other. "Do you hear that Milla, he's trying to flatter us." they laughed gently, teasing me.
"No I'm not..." I said, seriously. "I don't think I've ever told you this, but you two are some of the most beautiful women I've ever seen in my life. And you have been ever since I can remember being interested in girls."
"Well, thank you, little brother," said Milla with a sweet smile.
"I'm pretty sure that neither of you think of yourself as remarkably beautiful and sexy, but you are," I said.
Aria was looking at me with a smile, and nodded. "I know, little brother. I do know, and I think Milla knows too. We were genetically lucky and our lives were a little simpler because of it."
"But, even if that is true, it doesn't matter anymore... These days I really do feel like the forest around us..." said Milla.
"Gloriously beautiful?" I asked, tongue in cheek.
Milla laughed and shook her head. "No, silly! I feel like I'm starting to fade. And with our aunt dying, it's like a wake up call."
Looking at her very serious expression, and Aria's similar one, I shook my head. For a moment they both looked at the fire, looking sorrowful. After taking a drink of my whisky, I startled them both by laughing and saying "Are you kidding me right now?" They both looked up, stunned by my outburst. Just yesterday, even at a fucking funeral, I realized that I couldn't help myself from looking at you two. And on the way here I heard "Les femmes de trente ans" from Ferland. Well, seeing you two yesterday made me realize that the old bastard was right after all. You two are remarkably beautiful, and are growing more beautiful every year."
They both stared at me in silence, but now their expressions were different. Finally, Aria began to smile and I could see her eyes sparkling. "Ok then, little brother... What do you think about me now, at 32?" she said, standing up. "You don't think I'm too fat, or flabby?"
"Oh now you're just just teasing me... You're not fat at all! Damn it.. Are you serious? You're gloriously feminine, with breasts most women would kill to have..." Next to Aria, Milla smiled and nodded. I continued "And your hips, your thighs, your soft belly... Damn, show me a man that won't be turned on by you and I'll know he's gay!"
We all laughed at my comment, even Aria. Then Milla stood up and said "What about me, brother? How can you say I'm beautiful after making it clear that you like curvy women?"
"You, Milla, you my dear sister, remind me of nymphs of the old myths. Nymphs that could live in forests like this one, hiding from men until they decide to be seen. You are very different than Aria, sure. But just like whisky and wine are very different, they can be just as sublime. Just look at yourself! You glow in front of this fire, and not because of your blonde hair and blue eyes. When you reached for the bottle of wine five minutes ago, do you remember that I coughed? Well, I had been looking at the small of your back, your hips and thighs as their curves came alive with sensuality."
When I stopped, there was another silence. Very different this time. We all stared into each other's eyes, we were all smiling and, what may have been the key to what would happen next, we were all rather drunk. I was still sitting down and both women were looking at me. They then looked at each other for a moment before Milla said "Well well... that was, unexpected. And, to be honest, it felt really good for your two old sisters, your two single sisters." Aria, next to her nodded.
"You're not old, damnit!" I said, smiling.
After a pause, Milla said "Tell you what. If you strip out of those boxers, we'll strip as well and spend the rest of this magical evening naked."
My eyes opened wide in surprise, but it was Aria who reacted first. "What? What are you talking about?"
"He was very honest, and very sweet, wasn't he?" Milla said. "And he has never seen us naked. Before we get too old, don't you think he should at least get one chance?"
Aria laughed, but as they were talking, I had stood up and had pushed my boxers on the ground.
Aria, looking at my cock, said "Hmmm, that's a nice cock, brother."
"Yeah." added Milla. "A nice, even slightly erect cock at that."
Looking down, I saw that I was in fact somewhat erect. "Well, what can a guy do when surrounded with two sexy women?" I said, smiling. "My body doesn't seem to mind that you're my sisters!"
"Oh?" said Aria. "And what about the rest of you?"
"Hmmm... doesn't mind either." Both of them smiled at my comment.
Soon I sat back down and grinned as my sisters shared a long look. "Well, sister, we have both seen each other naked a few times... so why not him?" said Milla. Aria smiled, rolled her eyes and nodded. They both stood up in the golden hour light and reached for their bras. Milla reached behind her back while Aria simply hooked her fingers under the thick elastic band. "Ready?" she asked her sister. And as one, they removed their bras and let me see their breasts for the very first time.
I sat there, took a deep breath and grinned. Both pairs of breasts were delightfully beautiful. Aria's breasts were much larger and grabbed my attention at first: I had never seen breasts so big and magnificent with my own eyes before. Aria's were larger, wider, rounder and thrust forward than Milla's and their pointed nipples and dark pink aureolas were mouthwatering. Yet Milla's perky ones didn't disappoint at all. Her bright, pale skin shone in the firelight, and her two breasts still looked like what they probably did when she was still 18: higher than Aria's, noticeably firmer, had very small aureolas with prominent nipples, all very pale pink.
"Oh my gods..." I whispered.
"My goddesses you mean." Aria said, giggling like a girl.
"This is crazy!" said Milla, laughing as well.
"So, brother... There you have it. Our naked breasts!" Aria said. "Happy now?"
"Oh yes... But I didn't simply remove my shirt..."
Milla laughed and was the first to pull her panties down. As I stared at her pussy, I saw that she barely trimmed it at all. Her mound and lips were covered with very pale, almost white pubic hair that, like the blonde hair on her head, shone with the light. I had never been with a girl that was this blonde and it was a pleasant and delicious surprise. Aria then sighed, pushed her own panties down and placed her hands on her hips. She trimmed her hair, but not completely. She had a thick bush above her pussy, but with my point of view, I could see her shaven lips below.
Looking up at them, I grinned and thanked them again. To my surprise, they sat down with me naked. It seemed that once the initial taboo was broken, they didn't much mind the nudity. My cock, of course, was silently calling for attention. Aria saw it first as it jutted straight up and rock hard from between my thighs. "Oooh... That's not a semi anymore..." she said.
"I know..." I sighed. "Do you see now that a guy can be more naked than a woman? Even though he doesn't have breasts to cover?"
"What?" Aria asked.
"Well if a woman finds herself naked and aroused with other people, her arousal won't show. Me? It's kind'a obvious."
"Is that because of us, little brother?" Milla asked, smiling impishly, fishing for compliments.
"See any other beautiful women around?" I replied.
They both grinned at the easy compliment. I was much younger than they were and didn't have much experience with girls, much less women. But this was one thing I had learned: girls and women, regardless of their age and marital status, loved being complimented on their beauty. My sisters weren't exceptions. We made small talk after this for a bit, until Milla smiled impishly again. "I wanna tell you a secret that only Aria knows. I was 18 at the time and Aria was 20, I think. We had just watched a lesbian themed movie and—"
"Milla no!" Aria exploded, laughing.
"Why not?" Milla replied, looking at her sister. "We were slightly drunk, just like we are now, and decided to try."
"What?" I asked. "Try what? Being lesbians?"
"Well, just the kissing part."
"You two kissed?" I asked, stunned.
"Yeah, a few times," Aria said, suddenly not shy anymore. "On one occasion, you almost caught us," she added, laughing again.
As I sat there, trying to let that sink in, Milla said "Oh wow... He's not saying anything, but his cock certainly isn't silent!" Looking down, I saw that she was right. While my erection had faded while we were talking about other things, thinking about them kissing was more than enough to bring it back up.
"Oh crap..." I said, shaking my head and smiling. "This is kind'a like a truth or dare game where I can't choose dare and can't lie at all... Shit!"



My two sisters laughed with me, but at least they agreed that I was at a disadvantage. I complimented them again, telling them that it was a price I was willing to pay. Soon the sun disappeared and the warm weather started to cool. Surprising me, Aria walked towards me, her heavy breasts swinging beneath her, and she kissed me on the lips. Before I could do or say anything, Milla did the exact same thing. "There you go, brother. Now you've seen us naked and we've kissed you. Were all equal!"
They were laughing as they got dressed while I remained sitting, still stunned and still fully erect. When I stood up a moment later, they both stared at my hard cock. If it had already been obvious when I was sitting, it was now unambiguously obvious now. Milla, on the verge of losing her balance, said "Shit... That's a very nice cock. What do you think, sis?"
Aria, less drunk than her sister, nevertheless said "Yep. Damn nice cock."
They both smiled at me as I dressed. "Well, thanks girls."
"And while we're trying to be equal," added Milla, "I have to let you know that if I were a guy, you'd see my erection right now." My eyes opened wide and Aria started laughing. Milla looked at her sister and said "Don't tell me you're not wet, Aria..."
"Pffff! I'm not wet!" she said, blushing and laughing. She was drunker than I had thought. And as I smiled, she suddenly added "I'm drenched!" We all laughed with her.
"Ok then..." I said. "Looks like I'm driving?"
They were still laughing as I said that: the answer to my question was self-evident.
We came back home at around seven. Milla and Aria both got to their bed early, the alcohol making them sleepier than otherwise. I fell on my bed with a huge grin and tried to permanently fix into memory the images I had seen. I had known all my life that my sisters were beautiful and sexy, and that together they could satisfy the tastes of any man: big or smaller breasts, lean or rounded hips and ass, long slim legs or more voluptuous, blonde or dark... The two of them were the perfect pair.
I fell asleep with a huge erection. I almost masturbated but decided against it. Knowing it was naughty, I nevertheless decided to keep my sexual energy as high as it was. My last thoughts before I drifted to sleep was about the following day. Would our relationships return to normal? Was it a one time fluke? Were the women simply affected by the sight of the glorious fall colors before they faded, just like they themselves would fade in a few years? I tried and failed to think of a plan to keep the embers of desire alive tomorrow. But little did I know that my sisters were way ahead of me.
I was awakened in the middle of the night and after a few moments of disorientation, I recognized Milla in my room. "Feel like swimming?" she asked in a whisper. Before I could even begin to formulate a coherent answer, she got up, opened the door and disappeared. Had she been nude? Sitting in my bed, I smiled and shook my head. I got up, wearing my boxers, and went to the kitchen. Through the window I could see the silhouettes of my two sisters on the deck. To my surprise, despite everything, they were naked.
I shook my head again, pushed my boxers to the floor and joined them on the deck. I laughed as I slipped between them and jumped in the warm water. While I was underwater, I heard them both jump in. I was grinning as my head came out of the water, but before I could even open my eyes, I felt one of them jumping on me. I grabbed her as we went under and felt my cock touching her thigh. Soon I recognized Aria as my hand slipped against her generous breast.
Maybe it was because I was tired, maybe it was because I had been dreaming about fucking, maybe it was because of the special moment this afternoon or maybe it was because I simply wanted to feel a big, beautiful breast in my hand. In any case, I didn't let go. Not at all. I squeezed my hand around the generous flesh, I trapped and pinched her nipple between my fingers, I felt her smooth skin bulging as I closed my hand again and again and again... I essentially mauled my sister's breast like a familiar lover would do. Not a brother. Not at all like a brother would, or should do.
And it was glorious. Aria's breasts, some of my very favorite fantasies ever since I could remember having fantasies, were everything I had hoped they would be. I already knew they were big and round, thrusting forward way too much, with nipples pointing upwards even at her age. But now, having felt one of them in my hands, even underwater, I had felt their firmness, their fullness and I wanted more!
Eventually though, we had to go back up for air. I was half expecting a slap, or at least a good tongue lashing. But to my surprise, Aria only laughed and didn't even mention what I had done underwater. Instead Milla jumped on me, forcing me underwater again. While we were there, she hugged me, face to face, and kissed me on the lips. Before she slipped free, she also pressed her pussy directly against the underside of my rock hard cock. The feeling of her hot and slippery pussy against my cock sent shivers down my spine.
Both women were laughing as I came back up. Throwing caution to the wind, I decided that it was my turn to pounce on them. I jumped on Milla because she was the closest and given that she tried to turn around and flee, I grabbed her from behind and ended up pressing my cock between her asscheeks. As we went under and we wrestled together as if we were still kids, my cock went deeper between her buttocks and grazed her much warmer cleft. Just as I reflexively thrust forward, Milla freed herself from my grasp. As we emerged, I wasn't sure if I hadn't actually touched her pussy again, or not.
Aria, seeing that I was now pursuing her, dove away quicker than her sister had. But underwater I grabbed her feet and pulled myself towards her. She tried to free herself and twisted around in the process. I ended up with my face against her thigh and decided to kiss it. Kissing a thigh underwater is a strange experience, and I was smiling as I did. But when Aria calmed down, I turned my head around and placed another kiss right on her pussy.
Of course, my kiss landed on her bush. But a second later I felt Aria's hand on my head, then her legs parted and soon I was eating my sister's pussy underwater. It was very dark, I couldn't have seen a thing even if I had opened my eyes, but I almost exploded with pleasure as I tasted her. But five or six seconds later, because I hadn't planned on staying underwater for very long, I was out of breath. My mind was reeling, and the blood and oxygen rush depleted my reserves very quickly.
I pulled up for air, took a few deep breaths and simply said "I think I dropped something down there..." I dove back down and found Aria's pussy again. And this time I could explore a lot more. Even though Aria clamped her thighs around my head, I was free to lick and taste and suck and penetrate her pussy. My lips, tongue and even nose finally touched one of the other big fantasies of my life: my sister's pussy. As I ate her, I could hear her moans and laughter. And despite the water, I could really taste her as my tongue pushed deep inside her.
Despite my deep breath, I had to come back up much sooner than I would have liked. Judging by the expression on Milla's face, she knew exactly what had happened. Her eyes were big and round, he mouth partly opened: teasing was one thing, eating your sister's pussy for thirty seconds was something else! I opened my arms, inviting them to a big hug. When they were both pressed against me, I lowered my hands to their asses and squeezed them. "Are you really doing this?" I said, slightly out of breath because of the excitement.
"Why not?" asked Aria, her lust obvious in her eyes.
"Because it's incest?" whispered Milla, a wicked smile on her lips.
"And so if I wanna kiss you right now, it would be bad?"
Milla opened her lips, but no words came out. Slowly, very slowly, I leaned down towards her and brought my lips directly onto hers. And so, as my hand cupped one of her sweet buttocks, I kissed my big sister. In seconds our tongues met each other for the first time and our kiss lengthened. It was nearly as wild as eating Aria's pussy, yet completely different from a psychological standpoint.
When I broke the kiss, we stared at each other for a long moment, smiling. I then turned my head towards Aria and leaned for a kiss with her as well. As we kissed, I felt one then a second hand wrapping around the shaft of my cock. I was moaning when I broke the kiss with my older sister. Aria said "Why don't you sit on the deck, brother?" As I did, I was frowning in puzzlement until I saw them both coming right up next to me. Milla was the bolder one and I gasped as she placed my cock into her mouth.
Oh dear gods she was good... In seconds I knew for a fact that my blonde sister was a very good cocksucker. I had one hand on her head, but I didn't try to guide her. I was just enjoying the sensations. When I felt Aria's tongue on the base of my cock as well as on my balls, I groaned out loud. For the next few minutes I was in a trance as they played with my cock, one of my sisters near the top and the other at the bottom. At one point they both kissed my glans at the same time, licking it and each other's tongues.
Suddenly, Milla threw her head backwards and moaned out. Seeing the look in Aria's eyes I understood that she was caressing Milla's pussy underwater. Soon it was Aria's turn and both women moaned as they kept caressing my cock. As if spurred by her own pleasure, Aria tried to take as much of my cock as she could in her mouth, and I was surprised by how deep she could actually take me. When she gagged a last time before pulling away, we shared a look of pure lust.
"Who goes first?" Aria asked. "I think we're both wet enough to fuck underwater..."
"You're the eldest..." Milla said, laughing as she did.
Ignoring the tease, Aria looked at me and said "Come here big boy... I want your cock inside me!"
I jumped down and almost immediately Aria wrapped herself around me. I could already feel her pussy against the underside of my cock. Her lips on my ear, she whispered "Normally I'd want to enjoy this first penetration, but I'm wet and you probably still have some of my saliva on your cock... Take me little brother. Take my pussy." Three seconds later I was fully sheathed in her pussy, and we were both hugging each other hard. We stopped breathing for a while, just locked into each other's embrace, my cock in the pussy I had so often dreamed about.
After biting my shoulder, Aria turned her head and said "Milla... He's inside me... Our brother's cock is inside my pussy..." She then turned to my ear again and asked "How does it feel to have your naughty sister's pussy around your cock?"
I groaned, then said "Like fulfilling a long held fantasy, like being back home after a long trip, like drinking a glass of cool water after being thirsty for too long..." She giggled as she heard my words, then gasped as I pushed even harder inside her.
Milla came right up behind me and wrapped her arms around us both. In my other ear, she whispered "Why don't you have two cocks?" she said, giggling.
"Soon, my little love..." I replied, not censoring my words.
"My little love?" she echoed my words. "I think I like that." Reaching down between my legs, she gently grabbed my balls and caressed me.
"What about me?" asked Aria. "Am I your little love?" her expression was playful.
"Of course..."
I paused and stopped moving inside my sister's pussy as well. I looked at them both, asking Milla to come around me. "Even if I didn't feel anything for you two, this night would be amazingly pleasurable. But I'm not just fucking two beautiful women, I'm fucking my two sisters, whom I love. I do love you both and I do miss you when I'm away too long. So..." I paused again, taking a deep breath. "I don't know if this is a glorious one time thing for you two or if it's something you'll want to share and enjoy again and again... All I know is that I feel extremely lucky that you decided to let me experience it at least this once. Thank you, both of you."
It clearly wasn't what they had been expecting. Milla was the first to react, leaning in for another kiss even if I was still sheathed inside Aria. But as soon as she pulled away Aria kissed me as well. I felt her pussy contracting when she did, and moaning into her mouth. When she pulled away, we all grinned at each other like stunned idiots. Milla broke the silence by saying "Can I have him now? It's my turn!" she piped in a high pitched voice. We laughed even as I gasped when Aria pulled away.
To my surprise, Milla turned to hug Aria and gently pushed her against the side of the pool. Briefly turning her head, she said "Coming?" to me before turning towards her sister again. Even in the darkness I could see that Aria hadn't been expecting a full kiss from Milla. Then again, she recovered very quickly and before I could even move behind Milla she was fully into their kiss, matching Milla's passion.
With a hand on Milla's small ass, I lowered myself and placed my cock against her pussy. I didn't know how easy it would be to fuck her underwater, but the heat emanating from her pussy reassured me. And so, a few minutes after penetrating one of my sister's pussy I was fucking the other. While my cock slipped deeper and deeper inside her, I was flooded with a deluge of pleasure, both physical and mental.
Milla was also moaning through their kiss, and gasped as I pressed the final two inches inside her. When I barely touched her cervix, she startled and placed her hand on my hip "Shit your long!" she said breathlessly.
"Oh yes he is..." Aria said, laughing.
"Gods!" she cried out too loudly. But as Aria shushed her, she was giggling. "So many years wasted... Aria! Could you imagine being fucked by such a nice guy with such a big cock between boyfriends?" Aria was still laughing. "Imagine how we could have avoided relationships with losers if we'd had such a cock waiting for us at home?"
By that time, we were all laughing. "Fuck this is good!" she said again, sighing with relief at having a cock inside her after too long. "Fuck me! I wanna feel your cock ploughing me and feel Aria's mammoth breasts bouncing against mine!"
"Mammoth?" Aria asked, giggling.
I was laughing as well as I began to fuck her. Underwater sex was fun and all, but it limited my speed quite a bit. And instead of trying to pound her, I used the longest stroked I could manage, keeping nothing but the very tip of my cock between her lips before plunging back in. In sync with my strokes, Milla said "So... Fucking... Big... So... Fucking... Long... So... Fucking... Good!"
I slipped my hands between their breasts, opening my palm against Aria's breasts. Damn I could cum fast this way! But I didn't want to. As much as I didn't want to stop fucking them, I finally whispered "Do you girls wanna come to my room?" They both agreed and we dried ourselves quickly before making our way down to the basement in silence.
By the time I closed the door and turned around, I saw my two sisters on my bed and I gasped aloud. They were both laying on their bellies, with their legs fully extended, one ankle over the other. The sight was breathtaking.
Milla's long, thin legs seemed at their curviest right now as I was seeing them from a steep angle. Her smooth calves widened into her hips in a smooth transition, and there was a very sexy widening of the space between them as they swelled into her buttocks. Through that gap I could see her pussy and a faint sprinkle of very fine whitish-blond hairs over it. With the thick mane of blonde hair over her back, it was exquisite.
While this position and my point of view enhanced Milla's slight curves, it did absolute wonders for Aria. I liked curvy women, and in this position my big sister was mind-blowing. From her ankles to her calves was a first blooming. Then another from her knees to the apple of her ass, the majestic swell of her thighs. On the outside they faded into her round hips and that line curved back towards her body to form her small waist. And on the inside, her thicker thighs formed a wider gap where her shaven pussy peeked out.
As they were both looking at me, their head nearly touching between them, I kneeled on the bed and placed my hands on their legs. I slowly caressed them and paused to kiss their calves, each in turn. I repeated the process on their thighs and licked the line between those and their buttocks. Milla giggled as I did while Aria just moaned.
After that I moved to Milla's small ass and kissed and licked her smooth flesh. She was giggling even more but I felt her hand on my face when I got too close to her asshole. As I was exploring Aria's soft buttocks, I got no such restriction. She moaned again as I dove down to kiss her pussy and trembled when I let my tongue caress her asshole before continuing my way up. Maybe, one day, I could get more...
But for tonight, I wanted to fuck them. Before I could decide what to do and who to do it with, Milla asked Aria to turn around on her back. As soon as she did, Milla climbed up o her sister, laying her entire body over her sisters and leaned down to kiss her. Pushing her ass outwards as she did, Milla made it sway from side to side. I didn't need a clearer invitation.
I straddled the fours legs, pushed my cock against my blonde sister's pussy and pushed in. Once again I was taking her from behind, and once again I marvelled as my lower body pressed against her sweet little ass. She was groaning through her kiss with Aria. Soon I saw Aria's legs opening wide beneath us and felt Milla and I moving slightly down. Aria cried out in pleasure as her sister's pussy was grinding her hers.
Milla then turned her head towards me and whispered "Move down with me." I was puzzled as we did, but grinned as I saw Milla kissing and sucking Aria's breasts for a long while. I had slowed down fucking that delicious pussy, enjoying the moment and the show. Soon Milla pushed down again and a minute later she had her head buried between the opened thighs of her sister. I hadn't stopped fucking her and still was, mesmerized, as she ate Aria's pussy. "Shit!" Milla suddenly cried out. "It's been way too long since I've eaten your pussy sister..."
Aria only groaned in reply as she writhed under her sister's tongue. While Aria was clearly enjoying this like a cat drinking raw cream, Milla's breathing soon became ragged. She pushed Aria's thighs around her face and held them there as she spasmed her climax. I could feel her pussy twitching around my cock, could feel her bucking under me and even hear her deeply muffled cries. Looking up, I met Aria's eyes and we shared a long look as our sister climaxed between us.
When she released Aria's thighs to breathe, Milla didn't take a single second to catch her breath. Instead, she attacked Aria's pussy with renewed passion. Very soon it was Aria's turn to climax and she grabbed a pillow to bite and scream into. I slowed down my thrusts quite a bit as I watched her arching her body, pushing her massive breasts up in the process. She was gloriously beautiful as she came.
I fucked Milla slowly as Aria came back down to earth, laughing. She and Milla shared a look that spoke volumes, and even though she wasn't saying a single word, it was clear that Aria had missed her sister's tongue. But after a while, Aria looked at me and said "I want that cock of yours inside me again, brother. Get on you back and prepare to be ridden!"
And boy was I ridden hard. As soon as she sheathed her drenched pussy on my cock she began to beat me into the bed. She was crouching above me, giving her more leverage than if she had been kneeling. And she was using all of that leverage. A minute into that intense pummelling as I watched her breasts bouncing wildly, I was almost surprised by Milla as she straddled my face. I barely had time to open my mouth to accept her pussy before she pushed down hard.



I could see her little ass as she was facing Aria, and soon heard them kissing. When I grabbed my sister's ass, I dearly wanted to tickle that tiny and enticing asshole of hers, but I controlled myself. Instead I pulled her down against my mouth and gave her as much pleasure as I could.
I was sure I would be the next to climax, but I was pleasantly surprised to hear Aria breaking the kiss and moaning out a second climax. But as she rode me, her climaxing pussy quickly pushed me over the edge as well. Although I couldn't see it, I could feel her pulling my cock back and guessed that she was leaning backwards, probably with her arms on the bed behind her. The new position added even more pressure on my cock and I exploded into her.
Just as I did, Milla repositioned herself over me and I felt her breasts on my belly. She was probably licking Aria's pussy again as I felt her tongue touching my cock before disappearing for a few moments. I spewed what felt like gallons of cum into my sister's pussy, my mind still blown by the fact that I was doing so. I grabbed Milla's ass hard and pushed my tongue as deep as I could inside her pussy as I came. I was enjoying this moment as much as I could, not knowing it would be the first and last time.
Aria came for a lot longer than I did and I was spasming in this unique mix of pleasure and pain that happened when a girl kept fucking me after my climax. Eventually though, she pulled away fro my cock and her sister's tongue and crashed on the bed. When she did, Milla move away from me and forced Aria's legs opened. Aria and I watched Milla licking her sister's pussy, driving deep to get at my sperm.
Aria was giggling and eventually pushed Milla away, too sensitive herself. We then crashed together in my bed and pulled the blankets over us three as our bodies cooled down. I heard the two of them whispering very quietly, right next to me. When I turned my head, Milla placed her hand on my ear and rubbed it. By the time I managed to push her hand away, she was grinning. At that point she was still laying on Aria's body. Milla looked at me with a grin and said "Wanna do this again sometimes, brother?" I nodded. "Well, so do we," added Aria. "You're a damned good lover, little brother..." I took a deep breath, grinned myself and hugged them both very hard. They both laughed when they felt my cock twitching between our bodies.
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When my son noisily came home at 2 am, I was on the edge of a mind-blowing climax. Maybe that fact could explain what would happen during the next few days and weeks between the two of us. Maybe. In any case, I had been stretching the plateau of my pleasure for hours, alternating between reading erotic stories and watching old sex movies I had made with my husband years ago. I had also been experimenting with different dildos, vibrating toys and nipple clamps. I had even been on the verge of opening the large chest hidden at the back of my walk-in closet for the first time in a while.
My son, Steph, wasn't supposed to come back home tonight. Two weeks after his actual 18th birthday, tonight had finally been the evening of his birthday party, which was supposed to end with a night spent with his girlfriend. And, judging by his veiled comments and his high-keyed nervousness, I knew that tonight would be his first time having sex with his girlfriend. His first time ever.
And so, all alone in the house we shared (only the both of us since his dad, my husband, died in combat five years ago), I had planned my own special evening. Even though I'd had a few inconsequential boyfriends since my husband died, nobody had ever kindled anything more than superficial feelings in me. Both in terms of romance or sex. Those short relationships did nothing to satisfy my very high libido.
Ever since I could remember I've had a very high libido and never in my life have I understood women who complain about boyfriends or husbands that want too much sex. Or those that were shocked by the crazy sexual ideas the men in their life had asked them to do. In fact, through the years I realized that I had more libido than most of my boyfriends.
But that was neither here nor there. Right now, I was gasping in bed, shocked out of my sexual plateau by my son's arrival. I was covered in sweat and my hair was plastered over my face by now, my entire body quivering with interrupted pleasure. I was breathing as hard as if I had run five miles. Normally, I would have sworn under my breath and simply let him go to his room. But it soon became obvious that something was wrong.
First of all, I knew he should have stayed the entire night at his girlfriend's. But secondly, whenever he came home late he was always very careful not to wake me up. Tonight, he was making a hell of a racket. I rolled onto my back, took a few deep breaths and got up. I slipped on my night gown and sighed as I saw my nipples poking through the thin fabric. Well, there wasn't anything I could do about that. It was a warm summer night and I was not about to put on a thicker gown.
I climbed down the stairs, swearing as I saw my heavy breasts bouncing all over the place. My breasts were simply too big for me to go braless. But I couldn't think of that now. I would only have to be careful not to make my breasts move too much. In the end, Steph was so worked-up that he didn't even glance at my breasts or the obvious nipples that crowned them. I found him in his room, muttering angrily under his breath as he paced from his bed to his window. "Hello sweetie," I said from the doorway to his room. He hadn't heard me coming and startled at my voice.
"Oh. Hello mom," he replied in a rough voice.
"What's wrong?"
"Everything!" he moaned as he sat on his bed.
I sat next to him and began asking question. I could see that he was drunk, but only slightly so. Much less than I had been afraid of. But as I kept on asking questions, I soon realized that he really didn't want to talk about it. I was surprised to learn that his girlfriend had broken up with him, but by reading between the lines, I gathered that it had been because of something he had done. Ten minutes later Steph's explanations were still cryptic and since he was clearly exhausted I let him sleep.
Back in my bed, surrounded by my toys and a delicious story of accidental penetrations between a mother and her son on my laptop, I took a deep breath. My pussy was still dripping wet, my blood was still hot, but my mind, a mother's mind, was too concerned about my son to let me sleep.
After my eyes were drawn to the erotic story again, I bit my lower lip. Although I hadn't mentally pictured my son while reading the story earlier, the combination of intense lust and motherly concern made everything merge together. In the incestuous story, the character of Dustin began to morph into my son and Tessa, his mom, began to look like me. Before I could stop it, my mind conjured images of Steph and me dancing together, alone in a room in a nudist colony.
When I felt a surge of heat and pleasure from my pussy, I closed the laptop. Fantasizing about a mother and her son was one thing. Fantasizing about your own son... Shit. Maybe it was because I was tired? Maybe it was because I was slightly drunk myself? Or maybe it was that my body had been so close to an orgasm for so long? In any case I found myself reclining on my bed and pushing my hands between my thighs.
As my fingers slipped into my willing pussy I closed my eyes and imagined myself dancing naked with Steph. I could almost feel his cock hardening against my blonde pussy and rubbing against my soft belly while my breasts rubbed against his own naked chest. And then after a few songs we would accidentally fall on the couch. In that fall I would, accidentally of course, straddle his lap and impale myself on his hard cock.
In my bed, my body arched with pleasure and I knew I was about to climax. I reached for my favorite dildo that I had made ready next to me. It was a big dildo that was very realistic to the point of having a small pump that I had filled with fake sperm. As soon as I slipped it's thick shaft inside me I climaxed, fantasizing that it was my son's cock. I almost screamed his name out loud!
In my mind's eyes he was now over me in the missionary position and I fantasized him shooting his sperm deep inside my pussy. My body arched on the bed as I squirted the first surge of fake sperm into my pussy, rocked by so much pleasure. I could distinctly feel the cool sperm inside me. My climax exploded like a fucking bat out of hell!
In my fantasy, for the second spurt, my son would pull out and shoot over my large breasts. I drew the big dildo out, aimed for my breasts and squeezed a second time. The actual feeling of a thick rope of sperm on my breasts made my fantasy so much more real! Using my upper arms I squeezed my large breasts together and felt them slide against each other, lubricated by my son's sperm. I let go of the pump and resumed caressing my clit with my hand for a long moment while I pushed the cock between my breasts.
I knew the dildo only had three such spurts of cum and for this final ejaculation, I imagined my son screaming "Oh fuck Mom, you're so hot!" as his sperm arched all the way to my face. And so I grabbed the little pump again and squeezed it as hard as I could. When I saw the last stream of sperm coming for and then landing all over my face, my climax exploded back to life. Had I just climaxed a second time while my first climax was still going on? Multiple climaxes were nothing new for me, but never so close together! Right now I didn't know and didn't care.
My eyes now closed, I could feel my son's sperm slowly running down my face as I kept climaxing. I brought the dildo right above my head and pumped a few more time, making the last few globs of sperm fall right into my mouth. By now I was covered in sweat and my son's sperm and I was ravaged by this climax like never before during masturbation. I threw the spent dildo on the floor and pushed my hands back to my pussy. Using the sperm that was leaking from my pussy I covered my lips and clit as I kept stoking this intense climax as hard as I could.
It was a miracle that I didn't scream out loud. I have no idea how I managed that, especially since I knew that I was a screamer. Eventually, my entire body began to ache with too mush sensations. By that point my body was bunched up, with both my upper body and legs off the bed. I soon collapsed fully on the bed, twitching and trembling, feeling my breasts moving around in slow circles. Taking a deep breath I stretched like a cat and felt myself almost blacking out.
Afterwards, I lay on the bed trying to recover a semblance of sanity and normal bodily functions. My fingers were idly playing with my son's fantasized sperm as I began to fully appreciate what I had just done. Despite my incredibly high libido, despite my ability to appreciate a good mother and son incest story and despite the fact that Steph was looking more and more like his father every day, I had never fantasized about him. Not because I hadn't allowed myself to do it; it had simply never occurred to me. But now I had done it. And my body had never felt as good after masturbation before. Almost as good as the best sex I had ever had with Steph's father. Christ!
The following day, because of Steph's reserved disposition and my own slight lingering guilt, we didn't talk about his ruined birthday night. But very late during the evening, my son came and sat next to me in the living room. I was reading a book next to a small fire and I was surprised by his presence. He had a book of his own and after smiling at him I remained silent, letting him start the conversation.
He soon did. I mostly listened for a long while as he worked through this difficult discussion. He was red-faced, was breathing quickly, he fumbled with words, hesitated a lot and tried to use euphemisms that he thought would be acceptable for his mom. Why was the discussion that hard for him? Quite simple actually: it was about sex. The actual party last night had gone pretty well, but the night with his girlfriend... not so much.
As I listened patiently, I managed to put together a clear enough picture of the problem. Although he and his girlfriend really loved each other and both had been looking forward for this first night together, they had each imagined two very different scenarios of how that night was going to unfold. His girlfriend seemed to have a very typical female fantasy: very romantic, very slow, very soft, etc... He was just as typical on the other side: very intense, very creative, nothing forbidden, etc...
I closed my eyes momentarily when he told me, totally innocently, that he had watched a lot of porn movies last week to get ideas of what to do. "Steph..." I said softly. "I thought you knew that.... Porn is not reality."
"I know, but still!" he replied, his face red again as he looked at the floor. "Sex is sex, right?"
"Yes, but..." I paused, taking a deep breath. "Remember when you first saw a real MMA fight? How you couldn't believe how different it was from fights in martial arts movies?"
"Yeah, so?"
I mentally swore, cursing the fact that his father hadn't been present during Steph's adolescence. I had tried to talk to him about sex, but coming from his mother, he hadn't been as receptive as he could have been with his father. He couldn't even make the connection with my combat analogy. "Look. Porn isn't bad in itself, but it's designed to be a show for an audience. Real sex with someone you love isn't done with an audience in mind."
"Hmmm. Ok?"
"Porn is to sex what kung-fu movies are to real MMA."
"Oh," he replied, frowning as he began to see the difference.
"Did you ask her to do something that she didn't--" I stopped, his reaction an obvious answer in itself. "Ok. And what did you do then?"
"Damn..." he groaned, standing up. "I shouldn't have talked to you about it. I'm so useless! Fuck!"
And with that he left and went to his room. My first instinct was to follow him, but I decided to let him calm down. I took a long bath but as I came out of the bathroom his door was still closed. His light was on, but even though I lingered in the kitchen for a while, making noise to let him know I was there, he didn't come out. It was the first time he had said fuck in front of me, but I didn't mind too much. I knew he was feeling really bad.
I closed all the lights and went up to my room. As I was replying to an email from an old friend, I heard him climb up the stairs. I had been naked, so I hurriedly grabbed my gown and tied it just as he knocked on my door. When I opened the door I saw him looking at the floor, probably as filled with shame as only teenagers can. He slowly lifted his head up and began to speak, but he paused as his eyes glanced at my breasts. When I looked down I saw that while my nipples were both hidden by the evening gown, most of my breasts were not. I had closed and tied it hastily and had been too concerned by him to check it. I took a moment to pull the outer side farther in to properly cover myself.
After clearing his throat, Steph said "I'm sorry mom. I shouldn't have said the f-word, and I shouldn't have left like that earlier."
I invited him in and we sat on my bed. "It's alright baby. I understand that you're feeling awful right now." Some deep part of my mind knew that having him on my bed so late, with me wearing nothing but a night gown, wasn't a good idea. Especially after what I had done on that very bed last night. "Do you feel like talking about it with me?"
"No..." he began. He then looked at me with a shy smile and added "But I think I need to talk about it with someone."
For the next thirty minutes he slowly opened up and I discovered that Steph's only real sex-ed had been porn. His school's sex-ed seemed to be a total disaster and now I dearly regretted my own reticence to talk to him about it after his father's death. I discovered that he seemed to have as big a libido as both his parents had. If he only knew about the large box of toys I kept under the bed, all the taboo erotic stories I read or even worse, the life-size female sex doll I still kept in the chest even though my husband was gone.
Shaking my head, I said "I'm sorry about that Steph... Being a single mom of an adolescent son isn't easy, especially that part."
"I know you did you best and that I wasn't receptive at all about that talk!" he replied, laughing softly. "But now... And I couldn't even learn what it's like to be a happy couple by watching you and dad."
We both paused for a moment. We had been a loving couple, but Steph was only thirteen when his father died, just as he became an adolescent. I then told him that I would try to help him. "How?" he asked, puzzled.
"Well, I may not be 18 anymore, but I'm still a woman and I still remember what it felt when I was discovering... all this."
"Ok," he replied, clearly dubious, yet hopeful.
"We'll start tomorrow, son." I kissed him on the forehead, only realizing later that it had given him a very good view of my cleavage.
As I found myself alone in my room, I wondered how I would manage to help him. And then it hit me: I could write an erotic story! I did that a lot for my husband and while it would be very different this time, I could try to make Steph see things from a young woman's point of view. And so I grabbed my laptop and began writing. Of course my son was one of the protagonist, an 18 year old virgin about to discover sex with his girlfriend. I began writing the story from the point of view of his real girlfriend, but then stopped, realizing that it wasn't a good choice given the current state of their relationship.
And so I created a girl character from scratch and I would tell the story from her perspective. As I filled page after page, I realized that while this girl wasn't me, she certainly looked like me. Even at 18, she had a full pair of breasts, a slim waist, womanly hips, long legs, long blonde hair... I laughed, covering my mouth with my hand as I discovered this. At least I had succeeded in creating a girl quite unlike Steph's girlfriend, who was thin and had very small breasts. I briefly wondered if I should make the character less like me. But by then, I was quite aroused and the thought that my son would maybe think of a young me as he read this... My nipples tingled!
A few hours later I had a decent first draft and my pussy was ready for release. I placed my laptop on the nightstand and removed my tank top and panties. Thinking about all the things I had tried to show my son, I masturbated until I climaxed while thinking of him losing his virginity inside my own pussy. What a naughty mother I was!
The next morning I re-read the story, made some small changes and fixed whatever minor problems remained. I went down to the kitchen and we ate breakfast together, talking about other things. I had to run a few errands and decided to send him the story in an email just before leaving. In the email, in addition to the story, I told him that it could give him a taste of what could go through a virgin girl's mind, as well as what she might want to do during her very first experience.
It took me a bit more than an hour to complete my errands and I found myself feeling very nervous when I came back home. Steph was in his room and he got out with a big smile. Clearly, he had enjoyed the story. And, judging my his flushed face, he had masturbated after reading it!
We sat down together at the kitchen table and talked about it. But despite our previous talks and the story, talking about that subject in the bright light of day was awkward. I learned that what I had described felt way too soft for him, too slow and too long, but he was too shy to go into more detail. After a third long silence, I suggested an alternative. I asked him to write a similar story, but from his point of view, fantasizing about what the ideal first time would be for him. He was surprised by the suggestion, but told me he'd try it.
Two days later, as I was ready to go to bed, I received an email from him and grinned when I saw that it was a story. In it, I met the two same characters I had created and the beginning of the story was quite similar to my own. But as soon as things got more physical, the story transformed into what I would call cheap porn. I felt raw masculine energy oozing out from the words, but it was clear that it was entirely shaped by typical porn scenes. There was nothing I liked more than raw masculine energy, but it did have to be channelled properly. In his story, it just exploded all over the place! There was no connection between the characters and the girl was just there to fulfill the guy's desires, with no trace of any wishes, desires, plans, personality.... In other words, she was a sex toy for him.
I sighed. Despite everything we talked about in the last few days, despite the story I wrote for him, it seemed that he was stuck in this simplistic and vulgar porn mindset. I could now understand his girlfriend pretty well. If Steph had tried to do all of this the first time they had sex together... Shit!
I took a deep breath and thought about it. Clearly, like most other things in his life, Steph was not going to learn about this through words and ideas. But what else could I do? I was not about to send him to a prostitute! I didn't think that any girl his age would be willing to indulge his porn fantasies either...
And then it hit me: Steph had pretty much described the girl in the story as a glorified sex toy, so why not use a real sex doll! I could ask him to show me what he'd like to do with a girl! And I could correct him or make suggestions! One more time, an alarm rang in the back of my mind. Was I really thinking about asking my son to simulate sex with a sex-doll in front of me? It certainly looked like it!
But by now, after fantasizing about fucking him, after writing a story about taking my son's virginity and reading his own story about ravishing a younger version of me, that alarm sounded very weakly and from far away. I shut it off easily and walked to my closet, where I knelt in front of the chest. The doll was still there, as ready as she always was. I pulled her out of there, cleaned her thoroughly and placed her on my bed. I grinned, put on my night gown over my nakedness and went down to my son's room. He had been waiting to get my reaction to his story, and boy would he get more than he had bargained for!



When he opened the door, he was visibly nervous. I smiled softly to him and told him that I had enjoyed the story. My pussy was, in fact, still pulsing with pleasure. After all, while his plans would have frightened a virgin, I wasn't a virgin... I had liked it enough that I thought about masturbating after reading it. But I hadn't. Maybe I should have? In any case, I invited him to join me in the kitchen. I took a couple of beers form the fridge, thinking that it could make things go smoother. I would learn later that, while I was reading his story, he had taken three beers already while waiting for me.
I talked with him for a while, explaining that few young girls would be ready for his intensity, his imagination and his willingness to explore every possible hole. Steph turned his head away, embarrassed by the fact that I had indirectly spoken about anal sex. After a while I knew it was time to tell him my idea. I took a deep breath. Here we go. "Steph, I'm well aware that I've learned a lot of intimate things about you and I'm sure you fell very uncomfortable about it. So here's one of my little secrets, maybe it will make it feel more equal for you." I paused again, then said "Your father and I own and have used a life sized sex doll."
His eyes opened in surprise. "What?"
"You heard me. Now... I'm only telling you this because I've had an idea." Steph was staring at me intently, very curious. "You know how you learn best by doing, right?" He nodded. "Well you can't really practice losing your virginity without actually losing it. But the next best thing could be that sex doll."
"You want me to fuck the sex doll?" he asked, dumbfounded.
"Yep. And I'll be there to guide you."
We stared at each other for a long while in silence. Maybe it was his intense frustration and despair, maybe it was the alcohol or maybe it was the way he kept glancing at my cleavage, but he agreed. We both said "OK" way too many times, neither of us quite ready to get up from our chairs and make this all too real. But eventually I got up and he followed me to my room.
Despite the fact that the lights were dimmed way down, the doll on my bed was a remarkable sight. It was one of the very expensive and very realistic dolls and my son seemed as surprised about her than I had been the first time I saw her. "Gods!" he breathed. "She looks like you!" I closed my eyes briefly. I knew she looked like me! We had chosen that model for that specific reason and had even roleplayed that she was the twin sister (I didn't really have) a few times!
"That's not important right now," I said quickly. "Are you confortable removing your clothes? The lights are very low and Ill try not to--" But before I could even finish Steph had removed his t-shit and boxers, his eyes glued to the naked doll on the bed, his mouth slightly opened.
My own jaw dropped as I saw his fully erect cock bouncing up when freed from his boxers. It was just as big as is father's or perhaps even bigger, covered with thick veins and a big head. I fought the urge to slide my hand to my pussy and shook my head. I was very surprised about how casual he looked, how unconcerned he seemed about having an erection so near to his mother. I still didn't know that he had taken five beers tonight, not just two!
I told him to show me what he'd do if the doll was his girlfriend. Steph jumped on the bed, knelt next to the doll's chest and grabbed her large breasts. He massaged them at first but was soon mauling them with too much force. Then, with one hand still on her breast, he grabbed his cock with his other hand and guided it to the doll's mouth. Fuck! I shook my head, took a breath and said "Wait a second Steph..."
I tried my best to explain that just about no girl would want to start sex like this. I tried to tell him gently, but he understood that his approach had been way too agressive. I'm pretty sure that he had tried that with his girlfriend, a young virgin... Christ! "You have to start with kissing, Steph. Always! Didn't your girlfriend like to kiss?"
"Yes," he began with a small little voice. "But she only likes small little kisses, not passionate ones!"
I was pretty convinced that she loved kissing, but that Steph was just a bad kisser. "Ok Steph. That happens sometimes with young girls." I knew that was not quite as true as I made it sound, but I kept going. "Now, imagine she's a new girlfriend and show me how you would kiss her. I let him do it for about a minute but I winced a few times. He was just as hard and agressive as he had been earlier with her body.
For the next few minutes, I tried to guide him, telling him to slow down, to be gentle with his tongue, etc... I also told him that once a young woman is really into it, things can get more intense. But try as he might, kissing the unresponsive doll wasn't quite working. Eventually he sat up and sighed. His posture screamed frustration, his cock was fully soft and I sensed that his earlier frustration with himself, the idea that he was useless, was emerging again. "Steph, get up."
He lifted his head and looked at me, but stood up. "Kiss me," I said, my willingness to help him overwhelming my reticence. And all those alarms that were still ringing somewhere, very far in the back of my head. "Just imagine that I'm your new girlfriend and it's the moment where you'll share your first kiss."
"But mom... I'm your--"
"Shush! Just stop thinking about me as mom and try to do everything I told you."
My son closed the distance between us, placed his hands on my hips and leaned in. To his credit, he began gently. And it felt good. Very good. I grabbed his arms and squeezed him as I pressed my body against him. I could feel my breasts pressed against his naked chest, could feel his hard muscles against my softness. With my eyes closed, it was almost as if he was his father. Soon he went too fast and I pulled away slightly. He began again, letting things grow slowly this time. After a few minutes I pulled away and said "So, how was it?"
"It was amazing mom! Nothing like with..." he stopped himself. Grinning he said "Can we do it again?"
I nodded and pulled him into my arms before my mind could wonder if it was a good idea or not. This time when I felt my son's tongue parting my lips I didn't stop him. Instead I let him in and made my own tongue dance with his. I stopped and guided him a few times and before long we were both breathing hard. And then something else became hard. Between my legs, right against my pussy, I felt his cock pressing against my gown. It was growing and making its presence known. "Oh, shit, I'm sorry mom," he said before pulling away.
"Don't mind that," I replied, breathless as we resumed kissing.
My heart was racing and my mind whirled as my fantasy was becoming reality. This time I took the lead, pushing my tongue inside his mouth, telling him to bite it gently, then to suck it with his lips. When he did that, I felt his cock surging up against my pussy. Instinctively he pushed his pelvis against me and we both moaned at the same time. With what little sanity I had left, I pulled away and said that he was ready for the doll.
Breathing hard, sweating despite the AC, Steph looked at me for a moment before turning his attention to the doll. "Now..." I said, my voice not completely steady. "Start with a cunni. If you become good at that, your girlfriends will melt in your hands." Steph laughed nervously at my comment and knelt on the floor. Awkwardly, we pulled and moved the doll until her legs were splayed open with her rubbery ass on the edge of the bed. My son and I looked at each other, both realizing how crazy this was. He was naked with a prodigious hard-on, I was naked under a very thin night gown, we had just kissed like lovers and I was about to watch him suck a sex doll.
Our eyes didn't remain locked for long, as if we both really thought about it, we'd stop immediately and never talk about it again. But, like mother like son, we were both extremely aroused and he knelt forward. Following my lead and the pattern of gentleness at first, it seemed to be going well. After a few minutes though, my son sat up and said "This is not working..."
"What? All of this? I don't see how else I could--"
"No no, mom," he interrupted me with a smile. "Just the cunni. I'm sure this rubber pussy's good for fucking, but it's just weird for this."
"Oh..." I tried to hide my long sigh of relief. I really didn't want this to stop. "I know. I didn't like it either when I had to do it myself..." I looked up at him quickly, realizing what I had just said. I cleared my throat and added "I'm pretty sure it won't be a good substitute for a blowjob either... Well, only one thing left."
As we moved the doll higher on the bed, I was on all four and suddenly felt one of my breasts slipping out of the gown. Steph saw it as well and he gasped, his eyes glued on my exposed flesh. I quickly covered it, but we both giggled nervously. I thought again that his past girlfriends all had had very small breasts. Apart from porn, this was the first time he had seen a full real breast. Oh well... Hopefully he was still inexperienced enough to miss the engorged aureola and nipple, clear signs of my own arousal.
After putting some lube on his cock, Steph began fucking the doll in missionary position as I sat crosslegged next to him. It was surreal. Just surreal. I guided my son as best as I could, but every time I touched him and felt his hot skin, I felt a buzz between my legs. I told him to grab her breasts, how to support his weight, how to caress her neck, how to kiss it and keep the rhythm.
In the dim light, with the wet sounds of his cock pummelling the rubber pussy and the very realistic doll, it really felt as if I was watching my son fucking his girlfriend. I became entranced and every time my son turned his head away from me, my fingers found a way under the folds of my gown to my pussy. As long as we're not fucking, it's not incest, right? I kept repeating myself that.
Soon he slowed down and asked about other positions. We couldn't do them all because as realistic as she was, she couldn't move with him. Steph tried the classic spoon, the prone bone and a few of its variations, doggy and we finished by attempting the cowgirl.
By that time we had touched quite a few times, I had felt his cock grazing my thighs, my arms and even my ass once. The belt of my night gown had come loose a few times and I'm sure that my son saw my breasts a few more times. Right now he was on his back and inside the doll's pussy and I was behind her, holding her up and making her move up and down. It was, once more, completely crazy. Through it all, I gradually realized that my son had remarkable stamina. He didn't fuck her for very long in each position, but still! I remember when my husband first began playing with her. He certainly hadn't been able to last that long!
As we moved from position to position, I had encouraged him to talk to the doll as if she were a real girl. He had begun to compliment her, to tell her what he wanted to do and even asked her to do a few things. So by now he was fully into that roleplay and, as I stood behind the doll in the cowgirl position, my son suddenly said "Can I fuck your breasts?" My head was right next to the doll and in the dim light it felt as if he had talked to me.
I quickly replied with an enthusiastic "Yes!" A second later I realized that he had been talking to the doll and covered my mistake. "Ok, stop moving for a bit and let me lay her next to you."
As I tried to manage her weight and stretch out her legs, noticed that my son was now staring directly at my breasts. At my fully exposed breasts. As I labored with the doll, the folds of the gown had come fully opened. This time though, instead of closing them back, I just kept working on the doll. When I was done I sat on the bed right above her head and, ignoring the fact that my breasts were fully uncovered, I invited him to mount the doll.
I then squeezed a healthy amount of lube on his cock and her breasts and he leaned in to grab her full breasts. His mouth opened as he began fucking those silicon breasts, his eyes now fixated on the soft motions of his cock. I soon saw that he wasn't all that comfortable, leaning in an awkward angle and I realized that in this position, it's usually the woman who holds her breasts around the man's cock. Without thinking I leaned forward and grabbed her breasts. "Here, it's normally the girl who does this when she's on her back." Our heads were pretty close by that point, face to face above the doll's head.
My son gasped as I replaced his hands and he resumed fucking those majestic mountains of silicon, as if father used to say. But as I looked up, I saw that he was staring at my own majestic mountains of flesh. In this position, I might as well have been nude. Because I was holding on to the doll tightly, his thrusts made my body move and my breasts followed suit, bouncing on his rhythm. "This is amazing!" my son whispered. "This is too good! My girlfriend never could have... Oh my gods. They're amazing, just amazing! I never thought they'd be this beautiful."
As I briefly looked up again, I saw that he was still staring at my own breasts while fucking the doll's. Was he talking about my breasts? No... It couldn't be! By now, my sont seemed to be in a trance. He was fucking the silicon breasts with long and slow strokes, but his eyes were glued on mine. He kept whispering very low. "Why did I never realize just how amazing... I never thought they'd be this firm without a bra... Shit! No wonder my friends always want to come swim at our house! So beautiful! So amazing!" he finished by sucking the saliva that had threatened to fall from his mouth!
He was talking about my breasts! But we were not fucking, so it was OK. Right? Steph seemed to have forgotten that I was there despite the fact that he was staring at me. I was more flattered than disturbed, the opposite of what a normal mother should have felt. I was on all fours, holding the full breasts of a sex doll, encouraging my son to fuck them while my own full breasts were hanging loose and swinging, his eyes were glued to them and as he kept complimenting them! "And to think that I was breastfed... Oh Gods to suck on them again. To be able-- Argh!"
Surprising us both at the same time, my son climaxed. I looked down and saw the first jet of his sperm shooting between the doll's breasts and pooling in the hollow of her neck. But when my son's body spasmed and stiffened with his pleasure, his long cock slipped from between those breasts and pointed right at me. I gasped in surprised as the second copious stream landed on my breasts.
Shaken by the surge of immoral pleasure I was feeling, I reflexively looked up at my son, my mouth still opened in shock. He was now pumping his cock as he stared at me and most of the third spurt landed right in my mouth. The rest of the thick gush of his sperm reached my breasts again. I could have pulled away after the first shot. Or the second. Or the third as well. I could have moved back right now, as I saw his entire body contract. I didn't. Instead I let him shoot whatever was left of his ejaculation on my breasts. As I watched him pump his thick and beautiful cock I made his sperm swirl around in my mouth a few times before swallowing it.
When she cried out one last time, his eyes seemed to focus and my son suddenly realized, fully realized I mean, that he had just covered his mom with his sperm. His eyebrows shot up, his eyes opened in shock and he stood up, walking back until his back hit the wall. "Mom! Oh my gods! I'm so sorry! I never should--"
"Shhhh..." I interrupted him, shaking my head slowly.
I stood up next to the bed as well and took my time to remove my gown. And so, in a dim but more than sufficient light, I stood fully naked in front of my son, my upper body glistening with his sperm. The war that was going on inside him was reflected on his face as shame, satisfaction, fear, desire, regret and lust for more all vied for domination. "Steph, my dear son... It's just a mater of fairness that I should be as naked as you are." His eyes were darting between my sperm-covered breasts to my blonde pussy (his very first, as all of his girlfriends had been brunettes), back to my face. "And as for this..." I looked down at my own breasts and their very engorged nipples. "Well you were here to learn and I wasn't expecting you to have perfect control over yourself."
My son remained stunned in silence as I talked, his eyes still devouring me. When I began to scoop his sperm from my breasts, he moaned. I took my time, pushing my breasts this way and that as I pressed my fingers against them. I almost brought my fingers to my mouth but I wasn't sure if he had noticed that I had already swallowed some of his sperm.
When I was done I went to the small bathroom adjacent to my room and drenched a washcloth in hot water. Back in the room, where my son was still staring at me, I cleaned my breasts with the washcloth thoroughly. I briefly cleaned my chin as well. By the time I was done, my son's cock was hard as a rock already. Ah... to be young! "Now..." I said in a low, soft voice. "I think I found a way to teach you about the two things you couldn't quite learn with the doll." By now I was very far gone and while he had climaxed, I hadn't. I pushed the doll to the floor and sat on the edge of my bed, my knees spread. "Come here."
Like an automaton, Steph moved closer to me, standing right in front of me. His cock was mere inches away from my mouth. "Now, for this..." I began, staring at the magnificent length of man flesh. "It's the same as everything else. You must start gently and let the girl's reaction guide your intensity afterwards." I looked up, staring in his eyes. "Can you keep a secret, son?" He just nodded. "Ok then. It's not fucking, so it's not incest, right?" He nodded again. "Just stay relaxed and let me do everything."
And with that, I closed my eyes, opened my mouth and took my son's cock into my mouth. I took him way faster and deeper than his girlfriend could have possibly managed on her first try. But I didn't care. I was overwhelmed by the feelings of this extremely illicit act. I was sucking and licking my son's hard cock, intent of giving him as much sexual pleasure as I could! What kind of loving mother would do all that to her son?
I thrust that question aside and focused on my son's cock. With my eyes closed like this, I'm not even sure I could have distinguished his cock from his father's. And since I knew precisely what his father liked, I gave my son one of the best blowjobs he would ever have in his entire life. I briefly wondered if I was not spoiling him for other girls, but I didn't care. By that point, I swore to myself that my mouth would be his whenever he wanted it. Gods his cock was amazing!
Steph was moaning and squirming in front of me, floored by the pleasure despite having climaxed mere minutes ago. I grabbed one of his hands and placed it on my head, letting him guide me. He was once again a bit rough and I should have stopped him. But when I felt him pull me hard against his cock, making its tip hit the back of my mouth, my pussy tingled so hard that I let him do it.
I grabbed the base of his cock in my fist and grinned when I saw that there was more than plenty of length left. I began a rhythm of pulling and pushing, all in sync with the mouvements of my mouth, that made his father go crazy! "Oh mom!" I heard him groan. "Fuck! Mom! You're... you're... you're fucking amazing! The best cock sucker on the planet!" I was inordinately pleased with his comment despite just how obscene it actually was. "Fuck mom... if you don't stop I'm going to..."
So quickly after climaxing? Damn! I only considered stopping for a brief moment. Instead, I pulled out, looked up into his eyes and whispered "Cum for me son... Fill mommy's mouth with your sperm." And then I took him back as far as I could, but kept staring into his eyes as he came again. By now both his hands were on my head and he pulled me hard. Very briefly I felt the tip of his cock slip into my throat as he exploded violently. I shifted my tongue to let him in deeper, but by then he was already spasming and didn't think of pushing deeper. Well, there's always next time!



I drank it all! While earlier I had only gotten a taste, now I had a mouthful! I swallowed the river of sperm that only young men could produce in such quantities on a second climax. "Oh mom!" he shouted as he trembled in front of me. When he fell on his knees between my legs, I was grinning ear to ear, swallowing the last of his sperm. "Time for the next lesson!" I panted. I grabbed his head and pulled him with me as I fell backwards, opening my legs. His face fell upon my pussy and a few seconds later my son began devouring my pussy.
I should have told him to slow down... This was a lesson on how to eat a virgin's pussy for the first time after all. I didn't fucking care anymore. I just wanted him to eat my pussy, I wanted to feel his tongue inside me, I wanted to feel my juices explode as I climaxed on my son's face. As long as it's not fucking, it's not incest, right? I keep telling myself that, being less and less convinced each time.
My son wasn't nearly as gifted at cunnilingus than his father had been. Then again, this was his very first. Once more I vowed to let him suck me as often as it would take to make him a cunnilingus god! I guided him as much as I could, telling him what to do, for how long, how hard... He surprised me by pulling up and, without me having encouraged him to do it, telling me the two most important compliments in this situation. "Mom! You taste so fucking delicious!" My moan as my only reply. As I looked at him, he looked down at the pussy that had brought him into this world. He added "And your pussy... Wow! I usually prefer them shaven, mom, but gods, it's so beautiful! I could feast on your pussy all night!"
His words had pushed me much closer to my own climax and I forced his head back down. "Push your tongue inside me baby... Yes. Fuck me with your tongue as hard as you can!" He did. And it pushed me over the edge in seconds. "Oh my dear! Oh my son... Yes, just like that, push hard on my clit... with your lip... Christ!" At that point I couldn't talk anymore. My entire body contracted for long delicious seconds, then one hard spasm followed. I knew what was coming next: my pleasure wold crest and I would squirt directly into my son's willing mouth.
When the tension was released I opened my mouth in a silent scream and my son moaned in surprise as I filled his mouth with my juices. He kept eating me, grinding his upper lip against my clit while his tongue was still pumping in and out of me. He was getting good fast! I pulled his head hard against my pussy for as long as my body allowed, but after this long and dizzying spell I had to release him. I gasped and twisted on the bed, trying to regain some control over my breathing.
I was barely conscious of what was going on for a minute. When I opened my eyes and looked at Steph... Fuck! He had been on all fours to eat my pussy, but now he was standing on his knees right against the edge of the bed, he was holding my legs splayed open and his thick cock was resting against my pussy. "Mom..." he asked as I was still pretty much out of it. "Mom... Sweet mother... I need to know what it feels like before losing my virginity." I was still too far gone to form any sort of reply. "Mom... If it's just the tip, does it count as losing my virginity? I think that if I know only that, only how the tip feels inside a real pussy, it'll be better for me when I do lose my virginity..."
As my gaze went from my eyes, between my breasts and between my opened legs to my son, I watched his strong body and the beautiful features I had always loved. I could feel his heavy cock against my dripping and twitching pussy. His arguments were insane. Yet I was convinced. "Just the tip..." I whispered in a small voice. The other small voice, in my head this one, said "It's not incest if it's just the tip, right?"
I was breathing quicker again, feeling him guiding his closer and closer to my slit. He was pulling it back slowly, making his tip slide against my blonde bush, then against my clit and finally between the slick lips until he found the spot where there wasn't any resistance. At all. And so he pushed the tip of his cock inside my pussy until my muscles clamped at the base of his glans.
My son threw his head back as he felt my muscles squeezing him in a slow rhythm. "Oh mom... You're amazing... The most beautiful woman in the world..." And with that he looked at me, straight into my eyes. We stared at each other like this for a long moment. And then I felt him move almost imperceptibly. Just a very small fraction of an inch deeper. With my eyes still locked into his, I moaned before whispering his name.
He took that as an invitation, which it was, and he pushed himself all the way into his mother's pussy. We moaned at the same time, in crescendo. As each inch of his length slipped into the most forbidden of all pussies, I squeezed him hard. I felt him opening me up until my flesh was taut around his girth. I gasped each time I released him and he slid another inch inside me. We repeated this until we felt his balls against my ass. And there he was, my son hilting his cock as deep as it could go in his mother's pussy.
Surprising me, instead of pummelling me as hard as he could, my son leaned forward and kissed me. We had kissed earlier, with a lot of passion. But this time... I wrapped my legs around his waist and held him hard as his tongue explored my mouth. I was kissing my son as he fucked me, biting his lips, sucking his tongue into my mouth, drinking his saliva as his impressive cock fucked me slowly but very thoroughly. His tongue was filling my mouth as his cock filled my pussy.
After a long moment he pulled away from my mouth and dove down on my breasts. I giggled as he licked, kissed and sucked my breasts, my nipples and even my entire aureolas into his mouth. He laughed himself as he motor-boated his face between them. He then pulled back slightly and looked at me again. His rhythm slowed considerably and his expression changed as well. He kissed me deeply again, with a different passion now. When he pulled back he stared into my eyes and said "Mom. I love you. This is the most amazing moment of my life, losing my virginity to you, the woman I love the most. And if that's it, if that's the only time you're going to agree to do it, then I'll be happy. But..." he mumbled, his confidence suddenly waning. "But is there any way that... do you know if, later, another time we could--
"Steph, my dear son," I interrupted him. "I love you as well, more than you'll be able to know until you have children of your own. Yes, yes, yes!" I cried, laughing. "Yes we'll be able to do it again. As many times as you want. Even when you'll find a girlfriend, even when I'll have a boyfriend. I swear that my body is yours whenever you want it. When we'll be all alone in here, we'll--"
And he stopped me by kissing me. I could feel him grinning against my lips. He pulled back until he was straight up and he shifted his grip on my legs. Instead of holding them down as he had in the beginning, he now hooked his hands around my thighs from the outside. It then forced me to place my ankles on his shoulders. And then he began to fuck me. Oh my gods. I felt like a rag doll right now as he used his full strength to pummel me.
His strokes went so far back that he almost pulled out, but them he pushed back in very hard, smacking the back of my thighs with his abdomen. His cock slid into me like a piston and I was floored by his intensity. My back arched, I turned my head completely to the side and grabbed a fistful of the sheets in each of my hands. I felt my breasts dancing to his rhythm now and bit my lower lip as I revelled in as good a fuck as I'd had in years!
In seconds I was covered in sweat again as my son ravished me. Right there and then I knew he would eventually become my second best lover, behind only his father. I placed my hand on my lower belly and could feel his cock pushing a very slight bulge upwards. Fuck! He was deep!
Without warning, my son stopped fucking me and pushed both my legs towards my right. Before I could understand what he wanted I was on my knees on the floor, my upper body resting on the bed. And before I could even take a single breath he was fucking me again. "Fuck mom! You have the most amazing ass! And one day I'll devour it. Would you like that mom?" Without giving me any time to answer he kept going. "But right now I just wanna fuck you!"
Once again the influence of porn was obvious in his behavior and in his words. But I wasn't a shy virgin. I was an experienced woman with a very high libido. I suddenly realized that I was the perfect woman for him to lose his virginity to. His hands slid from my round hips to my shoulders and he pulled me up against him. As he kept fucking me, he grabbed both my breasts in his hands and squeezed hard. Too hard. But I didn't care. I felt a brief spike of pain but it was overwhelmed by pleasure and just moaned and moaned.
Suddenly I felt his rhythm breaking up and his moans changed. He let me go and pushed me back on the bed, on my belly. He grabbed my hips again, squeezing my ass at the same time with his big hands. "Oh mom... "I'm going to cum mom. I'm going to fill your pussy with my sperm. Oh mom!" as he cried that last "mom", I felt one of his thumbs sliding directly against my anus as he climaxed. My son was as naughty as I was!
When I felt him ejaculate directly into my pussy, my own climax triggered as well and I abandoned myself to him, not resisting his thrusts anymore. I was bouncing around against the bed, savoring the best climax with a man I'd had in a fucking long time. The wet sounds of his cock in my pussy changed as his sperm overfilled and dripped along my thighs.
Eventually his pleasure turned to pain. It was, in fact, his third climax of the night!He pulled out of me with a big wet plopping sound and crashed on the bed. Trembling, I felt my pussy gaping before relaxing into a normal shape. He truly had a big cock like his father! I crawled next to him and lay my head against his neck. He wrapped me in a big hug as we relaxed and recuperated. "Thanks, mom..." he whispered after a moment.
We both fell asleep and woke up with the dawn. We looked at each other for a moment, neither sure of what the other thought of our night together. But Steph leaned in to kiss me and everything was alright. A few minutes later, as I was riding him in cowgirl, my son glanced at the doll who was resting against the wall, and asked "So, when will we include her?"
"You're insatiable!" I replied, laughing.
"Just like you mom, just like you!"
P.S. If you're interested in Dustin and Tessa's accidental penetration story, which the mother was reading in this story, I've actually written it in full. It's the fourth story of the "Accidental penetration" story series on this website. Enjoy!
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Aria was riding her boyfriend's cock in one of her favorite positions, the cowgirl. One of his thumbs was pressed against her clit with exactly the right pressure and she was on the verge of climaxing. So was he. They both wanted to cum, and dearly wanted to climax together, as this might be the last time they could fuck in a long while. Aria's long reddish hair was plastered all over her upper body, from her neck and shoulders down over her heavy, bouncing breasts and even her belly and lower back.
She usually tied her hair when having sex, as she hated getting tangled in it as she rolled around with her boyfriend. But she knew he loved seeing her hair unbound, and so when they assumed the cowgirl position, knowing it was the final stretch before their climax, she had removed the elastic. Ethan had moaned at the sight of her thick mane swishing left and right.
When Aria finally felt Ethan beginning to groan differently, she knew he was on the verge of climaxing. He stared at her massive breasts and his mouth was opening more and more. She grinned, closed her eyes and abandoned herself to his cock and thumb. And then, for no reason she could discern, she felt him reach around her hip, to her ass and finally to her asshole. While Ethan didn't try to penetrate her ass, he nevertheless pushed directly against it.
Aria was surprised, as they hadn't ever explored this, but it wouldn't have spelled the derailing of her climax. After all, even if she was still an anal virgin, she wasn't closed to the idea of anal sex. What did derail her climax was that a memory popped into her mind. The wrong memory. At the wrong time. Once again she wondered how strange an organ the brain actually was...
A few years ago, Aria had caught her younger brother watching porn when he was 18 years old. And not just any porn: it was an anal sex scene. Aria and Kenneth, although brother and sister, had lived mostly apart. They had been placed in a foster home when extremely young, and all they knew of their biological parents was that they were Scottish. Aria and Ken had lived together for about seven years and then the foster home system had separated them. Before they hit their teens, they saw each other rather often. But when Aria hit fifteen, they began drifting apart. Since then, the siblings only saw each other two or three times a year, especially since they didn't live in the same city anymore.
Two weeks after his actual birthday, Aria had come to his place for the party. She had, in fact, arrived much earlier than was expected in order to surprise him. She had sneaked into his home and had found him in his room. When she opened his door she saw, on his giant monitor, a huge black guy sodomizing a tiny blonde girl. She had been shocked by the sight of the monstrous cock assfucking the tiny white ass, and had gasped.
Immediately Ken had turned around, his own large cock in his fist, and had screamed bloody murder! Aria had moved away from the door and had stood frozen with her mouth wide open in double shock. The first shock was the fact that she had caught her brother masturbating and had seen his considerable cock. But the second shock wasn't exactly the anal sex scene. Rather, it was the fact that she had suddenly felt very warm and had been forced to admit to herself that it had turned her on. Quite a lot, actually. Thankfully, the two siblings had a very good relationship and they eventually laughed it off.
So now, when Ethan touched her asshole, Aria wasn't angry. Yet the fact that she was now thinking about her brother had thrown her rhythm completely off and knew that her climax was suddenly out of reach. All the while Ethan was climaxing beneath her, filling her with his sperm. Well, it wouldn't be the first time that he had climaxed before her, and Aria kept riding him hard.
She even faked a small orgasm so he would not feel bad. She then laughed when he pressed his finger a bit harder against her anus. She felt him pull his finger back as soon as he heard her laugh, misinterpreting it. She knew he'd be uncomfortable talking about it. Ethan wasn't the most adventurous of guys in bed, and her laughter had probably felt like a slap for him. Aria also knew that he wouldn't be opened to talking about it right now. "Later though," she thought, while images of that huge black cock pistoning in and out of that small blonde's ass flooded her mind.
Why has she always ended up with very tame guys in her life? Each and every boyfriend she'd had since losing her virginity had been pretty much vanilla. Strangely enough, none of them had been interested in her ass even though she knew they all loved her ass. Since that porn movie, Aria never actually tried anal sex. At least with guys. As for her dildos, well... That was another story altogether!
When she had met Ethan and had learned that his was a nudist family, her hopes had risen. But while they were a lot more open about nudity, Ethan was clearly another vanilla guy in bed. Until tonight. And she had laughed. Aria sighed. Well, maybe the next few weeks at the nudist colony would provide her with an opportunity to talk to him about it.
Then again, those three weeks of 100% nudism were the reason why Aria and Ethan had fucked so intensely in the last three days. Ethan's parents knew that they were sexually active, but had explicitly warned them that sex at a nudist colony was a delicate thing. It had to be done very very privately, even more than usual given the circumstances. Ethan's father had even commented that because Aria was a very pretty and sexy girl, she would have to be careful around other men. If there was even a rumor that she had been heard having sex, it would cause unwanted turmoil.
The first time Ethan's dad had commented about her sexiness, Aria had been uncomfortable. But only slightly. When confronted with their nudism, very early in her relationship with Ethan, Aria had had to make a decision. And while it was strange to be naked next to your boyfriend's equally naked father and hear him say that you're sexy, Aria had quickly recognized that there wasn't even a hint of inappropriate intentions behind his words. Given that Ethan's mother had also agreed, standing there naked and sexy herself, Aria had simply accepted this as part of their family.
And so, as Ethan now snored next to her, Aria wondered what those three weeks would be like. She had gotten used to being naked in front of Ethan and his parents in and around their house far outside the city, but how would she feel being naked around hundreds of people? "What if I see a tall black guy with a huge cock?" she thought, and laughed quietly. "Or a tiny blonde girl that walks funny, as if..." she stopped her train of thought and tried not to wake Ethan by laughing too loudly.
In truth, Aria wasn't worried too much about the nudist colony. Then again she knew that her confidence stemmed from the fact that she was, actually, very pretty and sexy. It was a fact that had become very obvious when she turned 18. The guys and men had begun to look at her differently, and she knew she had a beautiful face and luscious body. How would that work in a nudist colony, she had no idea. Would she be so confident if she was short, ugly and flat-chested? The thought made her feel rather uncomfortable, so she tried to think of other things until she fell asleep.
***
When Ken arrived at the nudist colony, he paused at the gate and took a deep breath. This was it! He was here! He took a deep breath and walked in. The young girl at the front desk, although very cute and with an amazing smile, was fully dressed. Ken realized he should have expected this: he wasn't yet in the colony. And if guys knew they could come and see this sexy girl naked whenever they wished, well, things would get ugly!
He confirmed his reservation, trying not to focus on her long blonde hair and pale blue eyes. Nor the smooth silhouette he could see under her clothes. Damn, this girl was sexy! And that sexy French accent! Ken managed to listen intently as she explained the rules. She sat with him and mentioned that usually first time visitors had to read about all that. But given that this was a slow day, she had the time to explain everything. "Damn!" he thought, sitting close to her. "She even smells nice!"
In the end, nothing she told him about the rules surprised him. After she was done, she asked him why he had chosen to come here. Ken startled and didn't speak for a moment.
"I'm sorry..." the girl, Milla, said.
"No, it's alright. I hadn't planned on telling anybody about this, but part of nudism is to present yourself as you are. I'm here because my first and only relationship with a girl ended very badly."
Milla looked very puzzled by his comment. She was about his age, and even though she was probably at ease with nudity, this was something else. Something a lot more intimate. Ken continued "I had to admit to myself that porn hasn't given me a very good idea of what girls really want." While Milla was surprised, Ken was completely flushed. Then again, it was the first time he had said it out loud. He realized that he had wanted, or rather, had needed to tell someone. Then again, maybe not the receptionist at the colony!
Ken looked up and saw that Milla's eyes were still wide opened. "I'm sorry Milla... I had no right to dump that on you."
"No, it's alright," she said, visibly uncomfortable. "In fact, you're not the only one that believes that nudism would be a good way to combat hyper sexualization in our culture."
Ken was stunned, not expecting that at all. Milla continued "I haven't read much about the philosophy of nudism, but I've been bored by my parents about this all my life!"
When she laughed, Ken joined her and immediately felt better. "So I'm not completely crazy?" he asked.
"No!" she replied, smiling now.
"It's possible that being surrounded by naked girls and women will make me realize that everything isn't sexualized, that nudity isn't sexual in itself?"
"Sure!" she said. "But, don't believe that it will happen in a day." Milla paused and took a deep breath. "I also have to tell you something. I didn't want to, because we're about the same age and I felt uncomfortable earlier, but since you revealed all that..." she laughed nervously. "If you do get an erection, you must hide it and find a place to be alone."
"I know, I know!" Ken replied, feeling suddenly awkward again. "Erections are not compliments!"
Milla said "Well, they're involuntary reflex responses!" she laughed before adding "Well, even if they were compliments, they're not appropriate here."
"Got it."
"After all," she added with a twinkle in her eyes. "We're not in a porn movie!"
"Ouch!" Ken said, placing his hand on his chest to acknowledge the point, but he was laughing.
"Also, don't go around telling your story to everybody!" she added.
"OK! Got it!" he replied, laughing with her. After a moment, he added "Thanks for making me feel welcomed."
"That's why I'm here!" she said with a wink.
"Well, that was certainly a strange way to enter the colony!" Ken thought as he headed for the changing rooms. He was given a key to a locker where he'll put all his clothes for his entire stay. All he had to do was remember to carry a towel around if he planned on sitting anywhere besides on the ground. Simple. When he finally entered the colony itself, he was greeted by a middle aged couple that had been waiting for him.
They showed him around the place and made sure he wasn't going crazy with all the naked people around him. Ken wasn't going crazy. It was extremely strange, but he didn't fear that he was going to have an erection even though there were some very beautiful and sexy women around. Not all of them, obviously. The couple guided him to his own little cabin and wished him a nice stay. The cabin was a very simple thing with two beds, a fireplace for Spring and Fall as well as a sink.
His first day went by without a hitch. Despite his fears, he only had to fight an erection once and learned that seeing six naked girls playing volleyball was still beyond him. As he walked away, his towel surreptitiously placed in front of him, Ken thought "I think I need to level up a few times before I can deal with that!"
In the evening, Ken met Milla and was impressed once more with how beautiful she was. The fact that she was facing the slowly setting sun, in the golden hour, only enhanced her beauty. He tried not to focus on her long hair, nice breasts and especially her completely shaven bush. Ken was usually more into curvier girls, but Milla's average sized breasts stood proudly, and the muted curves of her waist and hips nonetheless attracted his eyes. She walked up to him and asked him how his first day had been.
"Very well, actually. I managed to relax about it all after a few hours. I would have never thought that I would become comfortable around so many naked girls so quickly."
"Well, it's natural, isn't it?" Milla said with a bright smile.
"Yeah. But the volleyball court, that will definitely have to wait..." Ken felt himself flush as he said it.
But Milla was smiling. "Oh, that!" She leaned in closer and said "Unofficially, that place is known as the ultimate test for guys!"
"What?" Ken laughed. "Aren't nudists supposed not to think about sex?"
"What? Are you serious?" Milla seemed really surprised. "Such preconceptions, such biases!" she added in a falsely opinionated tone as she smiled. "We're nudists, not monks! Again, Ken, it's natural as well, right?"
"Yes, but..." he didn't know what to say.
"Listen. This isn't a sexless place. It's just a place where you have to be more mindful of the line between public and private. And it's also a place where nudity isn't automatically associated with sex."
"Oh." Ken said. "That does make sense... So there are people having sex in their cabins?"
"Of course!" Milla laughed, touching his arm in the process. "Like most people we don't do it in public and public displays of intimate affection are frowned upon."
"Hmmm. Interesting. Very public and biologically obvious compliments are also frowned upon?" he asked, his tone light.
Milla caught his meaning and grinned. "Yeah, especially those, as we talked earlier!"
"What about words?"
"What?" Milla was puzzled.
"Complimenting with words? Can I do that?" he said, looking directly into her eyes.
Once again, Milla understood what he was taking about. She lowered her eyes briefly and Ken noticed that her cheeks turned a bit redder. "Well, it's not exactly frowned upon, but it's touchy." She looked up at him and added "But thanks for the sentiment." Her smile brighter than a thousand candles.
Ken grinned and watched her walk away to rejoin her friends. He managed to tear his eyes from her small, sweet ass after a few seconds, knowing it would be inappropriate to stare. The last thing he had hoped for was to come out of here with a girlfriend! But Milla was... she was just... Ken sighed and walked back to the beach. He lay down on the sand and relaxed there for a long while. The sun was almost gone, but for now it was still warm, and Ken felt good simply reclining on the warm sand.
And then everything changed. His entire plan had to be completely discarded. It began innocently enough. Looking at the water, he couldn't miss the numerous beautiful or sexy girls and women around him. He was beginning to get used to it, and simply not focusing on their breasts, pussies or asses made things much easier. But then one woman walked out of the water towards him. With the sun behind her, he couldn't much more than her silhouette at first. Yet that was enough.
Milla had been really cute, and he knew he had spent most of his time on the beach thinking about her. But this woman... Shit! Once she was almost out of the water he could see most of her body and it was stunning. Strong legs, definite womanly hips, a small waist and two very large breasts swinging left and right as she walked towards him. She should have looked funny walking in the loose sand, like most everybody else, but her peculiar gait made her look even sexier.
As she walked closer to him, he could see that her long dark hair clung to her pale skin and the contrast seemed to enhance her curves even more. Soon, even with the contrast of the sun behind her, he could see her nipples on those impressive breasts and the dark patch of hair above her pussy. He tried his best to look away, but his eyes kept going back to all those wonderful attractions. He was feeling he beginnings of an erection and he knew he should stop. The woman suddenly stopped about ten feet away from him and Ken immediately turned his head away. "Hey, you! Don't you know it's rude to ogle here?"
"I know, I'm very sorry, this is my first--"
But then he stopped. He knew that voice. He frowned into the sun, but soon enough the woman was next to him and he could see her properly. "Aria..." he whispered. And then he looked at her body again, flabbergasted by her beauty.
"Ken! I'm serious!" she whispered, smiling. "It's bad form to ogle girls! And especially me, your sister!"
"Yeah, I know! I knew it was you!" he said, hoping he didn't sound as insecure as he felt.
"Sure you did..." she was laughing again as she sat down next to him.
It was all Ken could do to tear his eyes from her body. He had always thought that his sister was hot, if a little curvier than was necessary. And even though he saw her a few times a year, it had been a long time since he had seen her in a bikini. And never naked, of course. She had definitely lost some weight and looked stunning.
"I'm telling you, sis, I knew... oh fuck it!" he laughed. Leaning close to her, he said "You're fucking hot, sis!"
"You think?"
"Of course!" he added, hoping the compliment would smooth things over.
"I can see that!" she replied with a quick glance at his hardening cock.
"Shit!" Ken exclaimed. "I'm bad at this nudist thing!"
"Shush! It's your first day here, don't worry about it. Took me a while to get used to it as well. In any case, thank you for the compliment!" she added. "You're not so bad yourself!" They were both smiling by now.
"Thanks... But it didn't help me with Jennifer."
"Oh, broken up? I'm sorry." she said.
They spent the next twenty minutes talking about it, then about an hour catching up on other things in their lives. Ken then joined his sister, her boyfriend and his family for dinner. It was pretty nice, even if it was still strange for Ken to eat while watching four naked breasts in front of him. And his sister's were spectacular! Gods!
And that's how Ken's vacation began, by meeting Milla and Aria's breasts. Reclined in his bed, alone in his cabin, Ken laughed out loud thinking about this. Between the images of Milla's nude body and his sister's breasts, Ken finally allowed his cock to become hard. In his mind he was holding Milla in his arms. Strangely enough he didn't exactly feel like imagining fucking her. He just wanted to hold her, kiss her, caress her... Nothing purely sexual. It was rather all sweet and loving with loads of smiles and laughter. They were rolling on sand as they played and tickled each other, all alone on the beach.



As Ken felt his climax boiling up less than a minute later, he suddenly grabbed his imaginary Milla and penetrated her. Looking up at her face, Ken saw his sister in his arms instead of Milla. He imagined himself fucking her with passion while sucking on her breasts as he came all over his belly and pecs. His first load of sperm even reached his face! As he was cleaning himself up, Ken laughed about that sperm on his face. It wasn't the first time and knew it wasn't going to be the last. He just had to think about aiming... which he never did.
As he began to fall asleep, he briefly wondered if the appearance of his sister in his fantasy meant that he was depraved. Gods knew he had asked himself that question many time since Jennifer had broken up with him, calling him a pervert. But as much as Jennifer had made some good points, Ken wasn't too worried about fantasizing about his sister.
It wasn't his first time, after all. It had been a while, but those breasts! How big they were, how they moved, how they bounced, their nipples... Damn! He was now awake! He laughed when he felt his cock becoming hard again, which happened when he climaxed too quickly. This time spent the next ten minutes fantasizing about his sister. And this time he imagined himself fucking her sweet, round ass. He came extremely hard and fell asleep with a grin on his face, as well as a splotch of cum on his cheek!
***
Aria woke up first in their cabin. Despite having become used to nudism with Ethan's family, it was still strange to wake up naked next to her boyfriend and see his two parents, equally naked, sleeping across the small cabin. Ethan's mother was on her back and Aria could see her two breasts. Very nice breasts, if smaller than hers. And when Aria sat up she could see Ethan's dad, his fat cock resting on his thigh. With a naughty smile, she wished that Ethan had inherited that cock.
Ethan's cock was very normal, very average, but he knew what to do with it in bed. Usually. Still... She imagined what his dad's probably looked like when hard and Aria felt tingles deep in her belly. She had been very horny last night as they went to bed, but Ethan had refused to fuck her. And maybe he had been right: his parents had come back to the cabin sooner than expected and would have caught them red-handed.
Even so, Aria was still horny this morning. Looking outside, she saw that she sun was just about to come up and she decided to go for a walk. Walking around the colony at 5 in the morning was a very different experience. A pleasant one as far as she was concerned. The water would probably be too cold to swim in this early, but walking along the deserted beach was very relaxing.
She took the opportunity to stretch and do some tai chi, something she couldn't have done with people around. Sometimes she thought that there was some hypocrisy in nudism. Wasn't the point of nudism to be completely at ease with your own body, whatever it looked like? Then why couldn't she do tai chi and bend over and open her legs with people around? Or why couldn't she give long wet kisses to her boyfriend in public? Wasn't that an indication that something was askew?
Just yesterday morning, Ethan's mother asked Aria to put her sunscreen before leaving the cabin. Aria had been surprised by that request and Ethan's mom explained that if men saw her lathering up her large breasts, they would be aroused. She said it with a smile on her lips, in a sort of womanly conspiratorial way, but Aria had still been taken aback. Thinking about that sunscreen reminded her that the sun would soon clear the treetops and that she should put some on right now. Being a pale-skinned had its drawbacks.
When she silently sneaked back out of the cabin with the sunscreen in hand, Aria saw her brother walking towards her. They had both been early risers ever since their childhoods. She smiled and put her finger on her lips to indicate that the others were still sleeping. She noticed what looked like a patch of sugar on his cheek and, after wetting her thumb in her mouth, she cleaned it off. Ken tensed up when she did, but she frowned and shook her head, wondering what was wrong with him.
As they walked away in silence, Aria acknowledged that it was rather peculiar to see him naked. But she guessed that it was even more awkward for him, given the experience she now had with Ethan's family. She had tried to contain her laughter yesterday when he first saw her naked. His jaw hadn't exactly dropped to the ground, but Aria knew it had been a close thing. She was fully aware that in the last few years of her adolescence her body had matured in remarkable ways. Now that she had lost about twenty pounds since last year, her curves had been noticeably accentuated.
Once they were out of earshot from any cabin, they paused and began talking. As she squeezed sunscreen into her palm, she began telling him about what her boyfriend's mother had told her yesterday. As she covered her entire body with it, she told her brother how she thought that there was something suspicious with nudism. As she finished with her breasts, making sure to cover ever last inch of that very pale skin, Aria looked up to see why Ken wasn't replying.
And then she sighed. Ken's eye were locked onto her breasts as she kept working the lotion onto them. Laughing, she grabbed her breasts and squeezed them together towards him. When she slid her fingers all the way to her nipples and pinched them, Ken's eyes grew wider and he suddenly looked up at her. Aria laughed again and said "Well, I have my answer! I guess my mother in law was right after all!"
"Shit! I'm sorry Aria... It's just... you're just... Oh fuck... I'm sorry sis."
"Damn bro!" she said, smiling. "You really have to stop looking at me like this! Especially since people know your my brother."
"I know... I know Aria. I'm sorry. You're just so damn gorgeous!" he said, laughing nervously.
"Busty, you mean?" she replied, teasing him as she smiled.
"Yeah, that too!" he added.
"Don't worry about it brother... I don't mind. I'm getting used to men staring at my breasts."
"Not just your breasts Aria. You've alway been very beautiful, but losing those few pounds really made a difference!"
"Thanks... Now, I think you're going to need a towel, brother." Aria said, glancing at his cock.
"What? Oh fuck!"
Aria laughed as Ken, without a towel, didn't know quite what to do with a rapidly growing erection. "Don't look at it!" he said, red faced.
"What? I'm supposed to let you stare at my breasts but I can't look at your cock?"
"Not when it's like this!" he said while trying to look for a place to hide and finding none.
"No? But you can look at me when I lather and caress and massage my breasts?" she asked as she grabbed her breasts again.
"Oh for Christ's sake, Aria! Stop that!" he was laughing now, but still nervously.
"In any case, brother, it's not as if I had never seen it before!"
"Oh right! Damned little voyeur!" he said, abandoning his attempts at covering himself.
"And it was just as big as it is now!" Aria said, laughing harder now.
Although she was laughing, Aria was glad that her own arousal wasn't as obvious as her brother's. Hadn't she just thought about wanting a bigger cock an hour ago? Her brother's certainly fit the bill. Ken didn't see her biting her lower lip as she stole as many glances as she could. Or at least she thought so until he said "Go ahead, sis... Take a good look at it. I don't mind either."
After a long, delicious moment, Aria looked back up at her brother's face. "Damn, you really have a nice cock bro... No new ladies in your life?"
"Well, maybe. It's probably nothing, but Milla, the girl that works at the reception... Things kind'a clicked yesterday."
"Good for you!" she paused, then added "And for that guy!" she glanced at his cock again as they shared a laugh together. "Good thing you didn't catch me doing tai chi on the beach this morning!"
"What? Naked?" Ken said, his imagination clearly working overtime. "Damned tease!" he added.
And that's when a slight misunderstanding changed everything that would follow. Ken had meant that in a general sense, thinking about her all alone at the beach. Before she cut him off, Ken had been about to add "What if someone had caught you bent over?" He didn't have the chance to clarify his meaning because Aria, on the other hand, thought that he meant "damned tease" in the sense that she was teasing him with that image. Maybe it was because she had been horny since last night, or because she was more aroused by Ken's erect cock than she would have admitted, but in any case Aria along with it the idea and said "Oh? Like when I do this?" and she grabbed her breasts again, squeezing them in a clearly suggestive manner.
Aria could see that her brother had been surprised by her action. But she kept going, seeing his lust very clearly in his expression as he watched her breasts. As she stopped quite a few seconds of tense silence later, their eyes locked. After another long silence, Ken said "Aria... We may be in a nudist colony, you may have a boyfriend and you may be my sister... But if you keep doing that I don't know how long I'll be able to resist."
Aria's heart was now pounding very hard, the raw lust she could see in her brother's eyes triggering something inside her as well. The way his cock now twitched, the way his hands were closed into fists, the way he stood leaning towards her... Aria had never had a boyfriend that had wanted her so badly. She felt her face flushing, her pussy getting hotter and her nipples engorging as she stood there in front of him.
Unbeknownst to Ken, he wasn't the only one of the two to have fantasized about the other. Ever since seeing her brother watching that anal sex porn clip, beating his thick cock, Aria had wondered what it would felt like. Every time they were both single at the same time, she would wonder "Wouldn't it be simple, just good sex the two of us, no strings, no complications?" And every time she pushed her dildo up her ass she would, at least briefly, think about him and that image of his cock in his fist.
***
Ken saw that he sister was now breathing hard, and looked troubled. He missed her engorged nipples, couldn't see how wet her pussy was and misinterpreted her flushed cheeks as shame. So he looked away from that long stare and moved back away from her. He mumbled a "I'm sorry sis." as he turned around and walked quickly to his cabin. He was glad that nobody was around and hid until his erection disappeared. As horny as he was, somehow he didn't feel like masturbating. He hoped he hadn't insulted his sister to the point that she wouldn't want to talk to him anymore. In any case, he would keep the secret that she had cleaned a sperm spot on his cheek to his grave!
He spent the rest of the day walking in the forest paths away from the colony itself. He ended up spending most of the afternoon with a group of three guys and a girl around a small natural lake. Luckily, he didn't think the girl was particularly attractive. He felt a lot better when he walked back towards the colony, but he still tried to avoid his sister. When he found Milla talking with two of her friends, he grinned and joined them. Her two friends were very pretty as well, and even though they were curvier than Milla, Ken nevertheless thought that she had something special.
His heart skipped a beat when Milla decided to leave her friends and spend the rest of the afternoon with him. Despite having barely talked to her, he really was falling for this girl. They shared dinner and a fire in a somewhat secluded spot of the colony and Ken had a fantastic time. Seeing her laugh with him, Ken was beginning to think that the attraction was mutual.
Later in the evening, with Milla showing no signs of wanting to leave, Ken decided to take a small risk and shuffled closer to where she was sitting. He melted inside when he saw her smiling. It was strange for him to see that he found her stunningly beautiful, incredibly sexy and yet, his cock wasn't threatening to rear its head. Not that he didn't want to have sex with her, but that he had more important feelings to consider. All in all, it was shaping up to be a great evening.
Great, that is, until Ethan came up to them and told him Aria wasn't feeling well. Ken tried to explain to Ethan that it was now mostly his problem, and that he was having a good time here. But soon, seeing Ethan's bashful expression, he began to worry. He excused himself to Milla and leaned in to whisper in her ear "You have no idea how much it pains me to leave you like this..."
As he was standing up, she grabbed his arm and pulled him close "Don't worry." she said with her sexy French accent. "Go take care of your sister and I'll still be here tomorrow."
It wasn't an overt declaration of love or anything like that, but the fact that she had grabbed his arm and the look in her eyes told a lot more than her words did. Ken felt a strange mix of thrill and worry as he followed Ethan. He was shocked to see his sister, clearly drunk, dancing in front of the fire. It was not overtly erotic, but a busty young girl dancing nude, in the night, in front of a fire... well.
When she saw him, she cried his name aloud and ran to him. When she hugged him hard, he was flooded with emotions and sensations that he just didn't know how to handle. Instead of focusing on the feeling of her breasts on his chest, her belly against his or her warm pussy over his cock, Ken frowned and pushed her away at arms length. Looking into her eyes, he confirmed that she was indeed very drunk. Probably more than ever before in her life as far as he knew. Aria very rarely got drunk. Drunk and sad.
Looking at Ethan over Aria's shoulder, Ken also discovered that he was the one responsible for his sister's predicament. When Aria shouted "Here! My brother! The only man who truly loves me!" Ken saw Ethan, his parents and a few other people cringe. They were, apparently, well aware of the situation. Ken didn't really want to know more. At least not now. Without even bothering to talk to them, he turned his sister around and helped her to walk to his own cabin.
He sat her down on the extra bed, where she would probably spend the night. She stank of sweat and spilled beer, so he cleaned her off. Doing that, of course, required him to rub a warm towel all over her body. While he was well aware of his growing arousal, he was also very focused on her situation and pushed those feelings aside. Drunk as she was though, she was also aware of his handiwork.
"Enjoying yourself, brother?" she asked.
"Oh shut up about this. I just want to clean you up, and never before have I so wanted a pair of jeans." he grumbled.
"What, so that I wouldn't see your big cock? As it's getting bigger by the second?"
"Crap!" Ken said, trying to shift his position to hide it.
"Don't worry brother. As I said, I've seen it before. Gods! If you only knew how many times I've thought about seeing your fist pumping your big cock!" she giggled.
Ken stopped cleaning her legs as she said that. He closed his eyes, tried to clear his head and said "Why don't you tell me what happened instead?"
"There was this other girl..."
And Ken listened for about five minutes as Aria told him about this other girl, an ex-girlfriend of Ethan's that he had met and courted here. She was here again and Aria knew that the flame was still there. She hadn't seen anything untoward between them but Ethan's face, when she confronted him, apparently confirmed her suspicions. So, something was maybe happening between Ethan and this girl. Ken sighed. His own reading of his face had pretty much told him the same thing, even though he hadn't known the story. He had looked, simply put, guilty.
The combination of sadness, alcohol and sleepiness turn his normally very cogent sister into an incoherent mess. "You know what, Ken... I've never had anal sex in my life!" she was giggling now. She was also sitting on the bed very close to him, her breasts invitingly close. Before he could reply, she added "And you know what else, dear brother? After seeing that video I promised myself that if I hadn't had anal sex within two years, I'd ask you to fuck my ass!" By now she was laughing uncontrollably.
Ken's erection was also uncontrollable. While his head didn't believe a word she was saying about that promise, his cock didn't much care. Aria continued. "I haven't watched a lot of porn in my life... so I remember vividly that huge cock disappearing into that tight little asshole. Gods I fantasized about you fucking my ass so often! And you do have a big cock, so..."
"Please stop talking Aria... This is crazy." Ken said, trying to calm her down.
"Yeah, crazy that I haven't kept my promise. It's been more than two years, so.. Wadayasay?" she was drawling so badly at this point that, even aroused as he was, Ken laughed.
"Ok, lie down for a moment, just to catch your breath."
"Catfff my breath? I donwanna catfff my breath! I wand'you to fuck my azzzzz!" she was laughing again.
Ken breathed a sigh of relief when he saw her either fainting or falling asleep as soon as her head touched the pillow. He sat down on the floor next to her bed and closed his eyes for a moment. He realized that he was breathing very quickly, that he was hot all over and, of course, that he had a raging erection. He also realized that one of the sexiest and most desirable girl he had ever seen in his life was sleeping naked right in front of him.
Ken knew he was not going to fuck her ass while she was sleeping. Even though he dearly wanted to and that, like his sister, he had never realized his fantasy. Then again, would it be so bad if he just caressed her body? Hadn't he just done that with the towel? Of course, had he been calm and composed, had it been broad day light and if he hadn't been so damned horny, he would have realized how bad his arguments were. But he wasn't all that.
Kneeling next to her, Ken placed his hand on her belly and slowly caressed her skin until his little finger touched the underside of her breast. Mouth agape, breathing fast, he lifted his hand and followed the generous curve of his sister's breast. When he finally closed his fingers around her flesh, he closed his eyes and moaned. Oh dear Gods! Aria's breast felt like warm cookie dough beneath the smoothest of skin. As he felt it gently squeeze and release as he played with it, Ken felt a ridiculous amount of pleasure.
Soon he rose up on his knees and reached for her other breast. In the process, his cock touched his sister's arm, sending shocks of pleasure deep inside him. While rubbing his cock against that arm, Ken kept massaging her breasts, played with her nipples and his eyes darted between her breasts and her pussy. Even though it was pretty dark, his still could make out her trimmed red bush and the prominent lips below.
Part of him wanted to keep doing that until time ended, yet his cock wanted something else. And he was still vigilant enough, if barely, to know that if he waited too long, he'd end up fucking her. And that was a step too far. And so he released one of her breasts and wrapped his fist around his cock.
As soon as he did, he imagined his sister on all fours, making her ass sway from left to right in invitation. He saw himself kneeling behind her round ass and soon he was slapping his thick cock right in her crack. This wasn't the first time he imagined that, but it was still as good as the first time. Especially now after what she had said. "Had she been serious at all? Or was this just drunken nonsense?" he wondered. In his mind he pushed his cock against, and then into her ass. It slipped right in, a imaginary tight grip that sent very real pleasure coursing throughout his body. He almost felt his thighs slapping against her ass as he pummelled her ass with fury. Oh Gods what he wouldn't give to be able to sodomize his sister! If she invited him once again, drunk or not...



In the real world he still had one hand that was roaming from her breasts to her pussy. With his other hand he increased his pace on his cock and soon felt the surge of pleasure as sperm rushed up his length. He arched his body backwards as he climaxed and watched, amazed, as his sperm sprayed all over his sister's upper body. His eyes were wide open in awe as he looked at the numerous strands and pools of sperm on her belly and breasts. It was utterly erotic to see his own sperm on his sister's smooth skin.
Eventually he sat back down on his feet and calmed down. Smiling, with his deflating cock hanging heavily between his legs, Ken fetched the wet towel again and cleaned his sister's skin a second time. Remembering the fact that she had unknowingly cleaned a blotch of sperm from his face earlier, he was very careful to remove every last trace of sperm from her body. And he succeeded. Alas, what Ken didn't see was a few drops of sperm on the bed across from Aria's body. Given that she would turn on her side during the night, well...
***
When Aria woke up the following morning, she was disoriented for a moment. This wasn't her cabin? Why did she have a headache? And where was Ethan... When her mind was able to make sense of her jumbled memories, Aria groaned. "Shit... What a fucking day!" she thought. Aria took a few deep breaths and turned around on the bed. That's when she saw Ken, her brother, lying on his back with an amazing erection. "Well, well, well... I'm starting to like this nudism thing more and more..." she thought with a smile on her lips. "What's up with boys and morning erections?" she wondered.
Aria turned on her back and stopped looking at Ken for a moment. She took deep breaths to try and clear her headache. She still felt bad about Ethan's ex-girlfriend, but now that her initial frustration had passed, she knew she'd be able to have a reasonable discussion with him. "After all," she thought. "He was most likely telling the truth when he told me he had only talked to her to make it clear that things were over between them." Then again, why had he been standing so damned close to her? Aria sighed, hoping that they could smooth things out.
After a while she turned her head to look at that amazing cock again and she bit her lower lip. "Did I really ask him to fuck my ass?" she wondered shamefully. "Nah... that must have been a crazy dream. Impossible!" Aria carefully sat up on the bed, happy that her headache wasn't getting worse. She crawled to her brother's bed and stared at his cock for a moment. A long moment. "Christ! I'm going crazy with this forbidden lust!" But she remained there.
Sitting on her feet like her brother had last night, Aria stretched her arms above her head. Had Ken been awake, he would have been floored by her breasts as she did. But he wasn't, so Aria took her time to really stretch. When she leaned sideways to stretch her side, she felt something sticky on her skin. Reaching the spot with her fingers, she tried rubbing it off before wetting her finger in her mouth. "Just like the spot on Ken's face..." she thought. "What the..."
When she smelled her finger, her eyes opened wide in surprise. It was sperm! And while she had sometimes found such spots on her body after having sex with Ethan, it certainly wasn't his, so... Her eyes locked on Ken's cock again and she tried to puzzle it out. Yesterday, on his face... Was that what it was? His sperm? Had he masturbated and cum so hard that it landed on his face? Aria smiled, imagining the scene. "His cock's certainly long enough for this!" But what about the spots on her?
Eventually, while she got more and more aroused thinking about it, Aria figured out what had happened last night. All while staring at that amazing cock. Touching her belly and breasts, she could now feel some residual traces of cleaned sperm. "He masturbated over me?" she thought. "He really came all over my body?" Her eyes wide, she stared at his cock and licked her lips.
Aria didn't even stop to consider how wrong this entire thing between them was. Instead, she imagined him kneeling next to her, masturbating over her nude body. And probably touching her all over. Very gently, Aria touched his cock with her fingertips. Ken didn't move. What else could she do? "Of course, he's not passed out drunk like I was..." she thought. "I can't do much without waking him up, but maybe I could..." And with that she leaned forward and planted a light kiss on his cock.
Her head was spinning with lust when she sat back down, her pussy already hot and wet. She had kissed her brother's cock! "What would he do if I simply straddled him right now?" she thought, her mind diving deeper and deeper into lust. "What would he say if he woke up with his cock buried in his sister's pussy?" Aria knew he found her hot, knew he desired her. But that was pretty normal for a young guy with a sexy sister. Fucking though?
Looking at his bed, she saw there was enough space to put her foot between the bed and the cabin's canvas wall. Aria stood up, lifted one foot and carefully placed it on the other side of the narrow bed. She was right above his cock, her legs wide open. She placed her hands on the bed near his shoulder. In this position, bent over him, she saw that her breasts were only inches away from his face. And as she kept bending her knees, the inches between her pussy and his cock were quickly diminishing.
Very carefully, breathing hard and flushed with lust, Aria touched Ken's cock with her pussy. The electric shock of raw desire shook her and she had to control herself. She so dearly wanted to rub herself upon it! Then again, what she truly wanted was to impale herself on that large cock! Probably the largest she'd ever had. "After months of Ethan's normal sized cock, this would stretch me out just the right way!"
But given that even rubbing it would wake Ken up, she straightened her legs after a few moments. Staying there, almost on all fours above her naked brother, Aria looked at his sleeping face. Could she wake him up by fucking him? Could she? She lowered herself again, touched his cock and felt that she had left a wet spot on it. Moving up until she felt the tip nestling between her lips, Aria shivered. "Just one second..." she thought. "That's all I'd need to have his cock inside me. To have my brother's big cock inside me..."
And then she slipped higher still, the tip of his cock slipping from the bottom of her lips until it reached her asshole. "And there it was! My brother's hard cock on my ass!" Aria was breathing as hard as a fucking steam engine as she stayed there. She moaned in surprise as she felt his cock twitch. Frozen, Aria looked at his face and saw that he was still sleeping. "Fuck!" she thought, exasperated. "I can't do that!" Moving backwards, she felt her lips caressing his entire length, coating the underside of his cock with her juices until she felt his balls. She then stood up shakily and moved away from his bed.
She was still burning with lust as she reclined on her bed. She began masturbating, maybe six feet away from her naked brother. Staring at him and his glistening cock, she used both her hands to drive her pleasure to dizzying heights. She knew that if he woke up, and he was bound to do so soon, she wouldn't be able to stop. In the end he didn't wake up and she was panting and gasping as she stared at Ken when her climax took her. Her body arched upwards and she trembled as wave after wave of pleasure ravaged her.
She finally collapsed on the bed, covered with sweat. Looking at her brother, she stood up again and placed a wet finger upon his upper lip. Gently she traced both of his lips with her fingers, smiling as she saw them glistening like his cock had minutes before. Would he taste her? Would he, like she had herself, figure out what had happened while he slept? Aria wondered if Ken had left those sperm blobs on purpose. Maybe not. But she certainly was leaving her juices on purpose. It was, pretty much, an invitation. Aria had no idea what would happen today with Ethan, but one thing was sure; she intended on fucking her brother before the day was out!
***
Ken woke up thirty minutes later, alone in his cabin. Without an erection. As it turned out, it was a very good thing because Ken didn't wake up by himself. Milla called his name from outside and as he woke up he reflexively said "Yes?" He grinned when he saw her, but felt dizzy when he sat up too fast. Milla laughed and pushed him back on his bed. "Slow down Ken..." she said as she sat right where Aria had masturbated. "As I said yesterday I'm not going anywhere."
Ken looked at her and smiled. He licked his dry lips and was surprised at the taste. With Milla, this little mystery would have to wait. After a long pause, during which they stared at each other, Milla said "At this point other girls would say that they're not usually this forward, but I'm not going to say that. Because I am this forward. Ken, I really like you. I don't even know where you're from, and I don't know if you're going to stay here long enough to know if things could work between us. But I wanna find out. Interested?"
Was he interested? Ken's heart was doing cartwheels in his chest! "Milla, of course I'm interested! This is the best 'good morning' I've ever had in my life!" he said, having no idea how close he came to having a very different one thirty minutes ago. Milla smiled at his answer and came to sit right next to him. They shared another long stare until Ken broke it, flushing suddenly "Oh, I'm sorry Milla, but I think I'm going to need that towel over there..."
"Really?" she asked, surprised but not alarmed. And apparently in no hurry to reach for that towel. "You've seen me naked plenty of times."
"I know. It's not that. It's... I think it's what you said."
"Hmmm. That's pretty sweet!" she said. For the first time, Ken noticed the dimples on her cheeks as she smiled. "A sweet involuntary reflex response!"
They both laughed at her comment, a throwback to their very first conversation. Yet Ken's cock wasn't going down, quite the contrary. They both looked at it at the same time and laughed again. Milla said "Well, it would be premature to... well, do anything about it so soon, but as long as we're both alone, I don't really mind seeing it. Is that alright?"
"Sure!" Ken replied.
"Are you sure you had trouble with sex before? You seem as reasonable a young man as I've ever met."
"Yeah, well, I've done a lot of soul searching since I got dumped. And while I wasn't expecting to meet anyone romantically here, well, you've given me an extraordinarily good reason to behave."
Milla looked into his eyes and he saw her own eyes widen a bit. "You mean that if you were to stop... behaving... you'd..." she glanced at his fully erect cock, inches away from her.
Ken could see that she wasn't afraid of what he could do. Quite the contrary. Her mouth was slightly parted and her entire body seemed to flush slightly. "Well... I'm not sure it's a good idea to... er..."
"I'm sorry Ken. I shouldn't have asked you this." She stood up and cursed herself. "I'm sorry. I don't wanna mess this up."
"Milla! Stop it!" Ken said. "Sit here. Just sit here and look at me like you did a moment ago."
That seemed to be the perfect words to say as she looked at him and sat down. Ken saw that she was just as nervous as he was, which made him like her even more. He grabbed her hand and stared into her eyes. "I like you Milla. A lot. A damned lot!" he stressed, laughing nervously. "I've never fallen so quickly for a girl before, and I've never been in such an obvious position!" he glanced at his turgid cock and they both smiled. "I'm not going anywhere either, and I hope we have enough time here together so that we can continue whatever this is in the real world." he finished, making air quotes on the last words.
To his surprise, Milla leaned in and kissed him. On the lips. And while he did feel her tongue on his lips, she pulled back quickly. She then said "This is one of the drawbacks of being on a nudist colony..." she sighed. "If we were in the real world, like you said, I'd like to spend the entire day kissing you. But being naked, and with this thing between us, we just can't..." she laughed nervously. "And with this thing being so nice and big!" she laughed again.
She then stood up and walked to the cabin's door. Turning back, she looked very nervous again, but was smiling. She said "I can't believe I just said that! I'm sorry!"
Ken replied "Oh, don't worry about it... And by the way, your own, er, thing, looks absolutely delicious!"
"Argh!" Milla was laughing again. "You're crazy! See you later when my thing isn't so wet!"
Ken was laughing as she left his cabin, and laughed harder when he heard her say "I'm crazy too!" as she walked away. He let himself fall back down on his bed and allowed himself to think about crazy and improbably futures with her. After a while, he wondered if he really was going crazy. Was it normal for a guy to ejaculate all over his sleeping sister while he was imagining sodomizing her, and then dream about loving this wonderful new girl in his life? Probably not. Especially not the cumming all over her. Shit. He was going crazy. If Aria ever learned about this...
Then he licked his lips again and still detected a peculiar taste. What was that? What had he eaten last night? Nothing special... Before the taste could disappear, Ken realized that it tasted like pussy. What the hell? Had he fucked his sister while sleepwalking? Nah, impossible! What then? Damn, he was really going crazy in the literal sense of the word!
He washed himself with a wet towel and went out. He wanted to find Milla as soon as possible, but he ended up meeting up with her only hours later. Her behavior with him was suddenly very different, and it quickly became evident to everybody around them that they had hooked up. He spent the rest of the day with her and immensely enjoyed the day.
After dinner, he went around in search of his sister to make sure she was alright. When he found her, her first words saddened him "Ken, can I sleep in your cabin tonight?"
"Sure sis... things aren't any better?" he asked.
"A bit, yes... Just don't feel like hugging him all night long yet. The double beds feel more like one and a half beds." she suddenly smiled and said "Sure I'm not cramping your style?"
"Oh, Milla? You saw? Well... I'm really happy about it, but we're not there yet, so I'll be sleeping alone tonight. You're welcome to the extra bed."
"Thanks bro!" she said before kissing his cheek.
After an amazing evening with Milla, Ken walked back to his cabin very late and extremely horny. Part of him wanted him to make love with Milla, and another wanted him to keep taking things slow. When she entered his cabin, he saw his sister there, already sleeping. On her stomach. With her lovely round ass there for him to feast on. "Shit!" he cursed inwardly. "This is bad!" One of her legs was slightly opened and he could see the bottom part of her pussy and her little asshole.
He immediately turned the little LED light off. When he did, it woke her up and she whispered "Ken?"
"Yeah, sorry for waking you up."
"No problem. Had a good evening?" she asked.
"Great! Truly great, sis."
"Good for you..." after a pause, she asked "Still horny?"
"Like you wouldn't believe!" he whispered, laughing.
"Hmmm. Still hard?"
"Well, if you must know, yes."
After a longer silence, Aria whispered "I know what you did last night. After I fell asleep."
Ken froze. Everything froze, even his heart for a second or two. For a moment he imagined his entire world crashing around him. Aria would flow into a righteous and justified rage, she'd tell everybody, Milla would be disgusted, he'd be thrown out of the colony in disgrace, his family would... And then he stopped, realizing that she was still here, still naked in the bed next to him. As he was about to say something, Aria said "Did you figure out what I did this morning?"
"No..." was all he could manage to say, as his breathing was still on strike.
"While you were sleeping, with a morning erection, I placed my wet pussy over your cock. And then slid upwards until the tip of your cock touched my asshole."
There was another long silence in the cabin. Ken's heart was now arcing, imagining what he had missed. His cock was ready to burst. Eventually, she whispered, in a very small voice "Still into anal?"
"Yes." he replied in a shaky voice.
"Fuck my ass, brother."
"Are you sure?" he asked dumbly.
"Shit yes! I'm already lubed! I've been playing with my ass while waiting for you!"
Ken's eyes opened wide. In complete darkness he walked to her bed and felt her body. He found her back and slid his hand to her head, caressing her. "Are you really sure?" he asked again.
"Stop talking and fuck my ass... Just my ass. My pussy's for Ethan."
Ken was flabbergasted, but he complied and climbed over her. "This is crazy..." he muttered. "I'm crazy!" he whispered. He shivered when he touched her hot skin and moaned when his cock touched her full ass. Just like that, no foreplay, no waiting, no teasing... he was simply going to fuck his sister's ass! It felt more mechanical and impersonal than he had thought, but here it was. He felt like he was in another world as he pulled back until the tip of his cock slipped deeper into her crack, feeling her heat.
Pulling back a bit too far, he dropped lower and felt Aria gasping. She reached between then with her hand and pulled his cock higher. "A bit too low brother..." she whispered, her voice throaty. "Lift your ass a bit... There!" And indeed it was right there! He could feel her lubed ass already opening slightly. His instincts took over and he pushed slightly deeper. Aria groaned as he did. He whispered "Shit... Sis... I'm about to fuck your ass!"
"I know! You should have done it yesterday!" she replied, laughing.
"Little minx!" he said as he pushed deeper.
When her sphincter clamped itself around his glans, he trembled. He then pushed deeper inside, feeling the lube do its magic and his inches disappeared into her ass. Aria moaned louder, whispering "Shit! you're so damned big! So much bigger than my dildo! Fucking Christ this is crazy good!" Soon Ken felt his thighs squashing against her ass and, as quickly as that, he was fully inside her ass.
Aria was shaking beneath him, continuously moaning in a very low voice. "This is too good!" she said. Ken felt the same thing, but he was too overwhelmed to say anything. He pulled back and cried out under the rush of sensations. "Shhh!" Aria warned him. But it was just too good! He was fucking his damn sister in the ass! And he was going at it much faster now!
It was so different than fucking a pussy! It felt tighter, yet more delicate. Ken felt that most pussies he had encountered could have withstood an intense pummelling. But his sister's ass felt more fragile. Then again, when she began whispering "More..." and "Deeper!", he wondered whether he was wrong. When he placed his hands against the sides of her large breasts, she lifted herself up until he grabbed them both. Using them as leverage, he increased his tempo.
Suddenly he realized that he was missing one important thing: his sight. Reaching for the lamp, he switched it open, held himself up with his arms and looked down. "Oh Gods in heaven! You're amazing Aria! So fucking sexy!" he then slowed down but sat straighter above her. He could now see his cock disappearing into her asshole as he kept fucking her slower. He dropped a gob of saliva on the junction between their bodies and felt the added lube easing his penetrations.
"Fuck me!" Aria whispered. "I'll let you look at it carefully another time... Now I want you to fuck me!" He barely registered the fact that she had just told him that this could become a regular thing. He leaned forward, grabbed her shoulder and resumed fucking her hard. "I've never felt so stretched! Gods your big!" she said, which only enhanced his pleasure.



He pumped into her in longer and longer strokes as he was feeling his limit. As he pulled back almost until he slipped out, the longer strokes were having an obvious effect on his sister. She was now gasping as well as moaning, asking him to go even deeper. Ken slowed down to get his rhythm right. Every time he reached his maximum depth he grabbed her shoulders firmly and pulled her down against his cock. Back until he almost pulled out and forward until she was fully impaled.
Soon he was accelerating again, while maintaining this maximum penetration. "Faster... Fuck me brother! Fuck my ass!" she moaned. "Gods this is so damed good! Why did we wait all those years... What would you have done if I had jumped you, way back when, the day I caught you watching anal porn?"
"I would have fucked you so bad!"
"You would have? Oh Christ!" she said, groaning in pleasure. "Fuck me faster!"
And so he did, until, eventually, he pulled just slightly too far. His cock pulled out completely, gravity did its thing and they both gasped the next time he fully sheathed his cock as deep as it would go inside... her pussy. One single, relentless, powerful thrust. Ken was overwhelmed with pleasure as the sensations were distinctly different. Warmer, wetter, slippier and while not as naughty as a stretched asshole, definitely sweeter.
They both froze after that gasp. Before his sister could say anything, dizzy with pleasure, Ken pulled back, whispered sorry and slipped right back into her ass. "I'm sorry Aria, but this was dreamy good..." he added.
***
Ken didn't realize that instead of being angry, Aria was also overwhelmed with pleasure. She had genuinely wanted this to be an anal only thing, an old itch she had to scratch. That was why she hadn't wanted any foreplay, just straight up anal sex. In fact, she had believed that he would cum in minutes and that everything would be over. That she could go back to Ethan with her old fantasy satisfied.
Then, soon after he had begun fucking her, she had realized just how intensely pleasurable her brother's cock was. Fucking unbelievably good in her ass. So a second round would be in order. At least a second round. As she felt him plough into her ass, she eventually realized that she would want that cock up her ass regularly. And, most importantly of all, Ken didn't seem on the verge of climaxing all that soon...
And then he had slipped, filling her pussy with the biggest cock it had known in a long while. Aria had been utterly unprepared for the sudden explosion of pleasure that single penetration had generated. She felt empty when he suddenly pulled back and gasped agains as he filled her ass again. "Dreamy good?" he had said? Not even close to describing what she had felt! Not only did she want this incestuous anal sex thing to become regular, she now wanted him to pound her pussy as well.
She was gasping for breath as he began fucking her ass again. "Why did you go back up?" she asked.
"What? You said no pussy!" he replied hoarsely.
"Fuck that now! Get back in there! Ethan can get sloppy seconds for all I care! I want that mighty cock of yours ramming my pussy!"
She knew she wasn't supposed to mix and match like this, but right now she didn't care. Dirty or not, she wanted him to mess her up with that cock of his! She felt her asshole gaping momentarily before he pushed right back into her pussy. Even with her eyes closed hard, Aria saw bursts of color as he began pounding her pussy. She hadn't realized how much she had missed having a big cock really ram into her! Her fists were clenched around the edge of the bed as she pushed back against what felt like hammer strikes.
As deep as Ken was fucking her, she knew this position wasn't the best for what she now craved like a wanton anal sex addict. "Move with me brother..." she said as she rose up on her knees. She ended up on all fours, and groaned when he shifted his grip and resumed fucking her. The extra inch of depth made her eyes roll back into her head and Aria's upper body crashed down on the bed.
Fuck! How deluded had she been in Ethan's bed? How naive had she been to believe that vanilla sex with him could fulfill her lust? Ken's big cock and intensity was waking up a beast that had long been sleeping deep inside Aria. Instead of grabbing the bed again, Aria reached back and grabbed her own ass, with her fingertips near her pussy and asshole, and spread them open. "Christ!" her brother moaned when he saw that. He pulled his cock out, slapped her engorged and drenched lips a few times before slipping it back into her ass.
She felt so dirty and so fucking overwhelmed with pleasure. She couldn't have been more vulnerable, couldn't have been experiencing more pleasure. She knew her brother was staring at her lewdly opened asshole when he switched back to her pussy, and she grinned against the pillow at the thought. What should have been a quick scratching of an itch had turned into a firestorm of pent up lust.
Aria didn't think she had ever been so thoroughly fucked in her life. The fact that it was her brother doing that fucking, claiming her anal cherry in the process, only heightened her pleasure. Aria was far from being a virgin, far from being inexperienced with sex. But this... This was fucking paradise! She had to clamp her mouth shut to prevent her teeth from clattering with each of his trusts.
Every time her brother switched between her pussy and her ass, Aria felt herself diving deeper and deeper into a trance of indescribable pleasure. When her first orgasm exploded while he was fucking her ass, she experienced all these new sensations with delight. "Have I just climaxed from anal sex?" she wondered as the wave of pleasure hit her.
And then, as her pleasure waned, Ken switched back to her pussy while not even slowing down. He said "Here's your second climax, sweet sister." And, to her utter surprise, his cock and his words triggered another climax. Aria was covered in sweat, writhing in an overdose of sexual pleasure on the bed. Being pounded to senselessness by her brother's cock was a new experience, one she knew she'd repeat... As often as possible. She knew he'd had problems with porn and sex with his last girlfriend, but Aria was now sure that it was the girl's problem. Ken was a fucking God!
Aria bit hard into the pillow as the last crest of pleasure took her hard. She felt her entire body freezing in one last explosion of raw joy. She then collapsed on the bed and felt Ken's cock popping out of her pussy as she trembled like a dead leaf in the autumn wind. Ken then lay on top of her and whispered "Can I cum in your ass?"
"Christ!" she breathed. "You can do whatever you want with me!"
When she felt his cock slipping back effortlessly and painlessly into her stretched and well lubed ass, she groaned with pleasure again. A minute later Ken was climaxing, filling and overfilling her ass with his sperm as Aria felt another last surge of pleasure. Not a climax, exactly, but not so far either. Her fucking brother was filling her ass with his sperm, for Christ's sake!
***
Minutes later, having regained control of his breathing, Ken gently pulled out of his sister's ass. She had stopped trembling and moaning as she thanked him countless times and Ken realized that she was now sleeping. He was grinning ear to ear, reclined next to her. This was, by far, the most sexual pleasure he had ever had in his life. This was a fucking fantasy come true!
In the few minutes before he also fell asleep, Ken thought about Milla. He really was falling in love with her, yet couldn't imagine fucking her like he had just fucked his sister. And while he loved his sister, it was fraternal love. Was he sublimating something with Aria? Was he completely broken? Was his mind so fucked up from porn? Damn he should have paid more attention to his one psych class!
Could he have a normal relationship with Milla despite the fact that he was now addicted to his sister's ass and naughtiness? Or maybe that was why he had managed not to jump Milla? Because he was directing all his sexual energy towards his sister? Maybe he was going to be able to have a good relationship with Milla because of Aria? Where could he enroll for psych class again? In any case, looking at Aria's nice and freshly pummelled ass, Ken grinned knowing that at least this part of his life was now simple. Perverse, sure, but simple. He fell asleep with a grin.
P.S. About two months later, Ken was sitting next to Aria on his couch. They were both naked, but not to have sex. Instead, it was one of their nudist days. Since the colony, they had chosen to use every opportunity they had to be naked. With Milla as well. So when either of them had their house or apartment to themselves, they called a nudist day. Milla was in the shower as the siblings talked. Aria had just arrived at Ken's place and after undressing, she had sat next to her brother. "So, brother, how is it going with her?" asked Aria.
"Incredibly great! And you, everything all fixed up with Ethan?"
"Yeah. For the moment at least. I think that as long as I can get your fat cock up my ass a few times a month, I can accept the fact that he's pretty vanilla in bed."
Ken grinned. Aria and he were anything but vanilla. "I know what you mean."
"And how about Milla? She looks pretty vanilla as well."
"Well, yes. She's delicious though, and sex with her is awesome. And she likes to suck cock!" he added with a grin. "But, indeed, she's rather vanilla..."
Aria looked at him with a little sad smile before standing up. She then went outside to get a bit of sun on the patio. A minute later Milla walked in the living room, a strange expression on her face. As she was drying her hair, she stood in front of the bay window and looked at Aria suntanning naked. "So," she began. "You think I'm vanilla?"
"What?" Ken was surprised. "What did you hear?"
"Just that... Did I miss something else?" she asked, still looking at Aria.
"No... Listen, I'm sorry about that comment..." Ken began, but she interrupted him.
"Kenneth, my dear..." Oh, the way she said my full name with her accent! "Do you honestly believe that you know everything about me?" she asked, still looking outside.
Ken looked at her beautiful naked body, slim hips and waist with her nice firm ass. He said "No, of course..."
Milla turned around and looked at him with an expression that would have been appropriate on the face of a succubus. Ken had never seen such an expression on Milla before. "Your sister... She's really beautiful, wouldn't you agree?" she asked, before turning back to look at Aria.
"Er, yes, I guess."
"Oh, you can more than guess. She's gorgeous Kenneth. Do you know if she's strictly into guys?"
When Milla turned her head to look at him again, Ken's heart nearly stopped. She was biting her lower lip, raw lust pouring from her eyes. Ken felt a spark of pleasure in his cock at the thought of Milla and Aria having sex. Naturally, his cock began to harden, lifting from between his thighs. He had no idea if is sister would be opened to the idea, but just the thought... Just knowing that about Milla suddenly changed his entire outlook on their relationship. "I love you so much..." he said for the first time without even realizing it. "That it scares me."
The look in Milla's eyes changed as she now walked towards him. Raw lust was now mingled with love and a much deeper desire. Milla climbed over his lap and teased his hard cock against her wet pussy. "Aria's right there, Milla." Ken said. "If she walks in while--"
"Shhh..." Milla stopped him with a finger on his lips as she impaled herself on his cock. "What do you mean 'what if'? Of course she's going to come. What do you think we talked about last week when we were alone together at her place, completely naked?"
And with that comment, Aria opened the door and walked towards them. She was staring at Ken, her arousal obvious. "Started without me?" she said. Once again Ken silently thanked the Gods that he decided to go that nudist colony.
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"How the fuck could things get worse?" wondered Michael, on his bed on a Monday night in pitch darkness, listening to the pouring rain. And it was pouring, not just raining. In the cabin his family had rented, he was alone with his mother. He could hear her move around in the next room. They were alone and miserable. It wasn't supposed to be this way. Not at all. Instead, the entire family had devised a week of vacation that everybody could enjoy, even Michael's sister, Lauren, who was in the throes of a very bad, late adolescence crisis.
The plan was for Michael and his mom to get to the cabin first, making the long drive in mom's new convertible MG. Why his mom liked those very small and very old English cars so much, Michael couldn't understand. On the road though, he'd had to admit to his mom, he had really enjoyed the ride. She surprised him by placing her hand on his thigh, something she had never done before. Michael thought that she must be in a very good mood. They arrived at the cabin after the four hour drive late in the morning and ate the lunch they had brought. As they ate, the rain began falling, then soon it turned to a real downpour. That wasn't a surprise as the meteorologists had forecasted one or two days of rain. Lauren and dad were supposed to arrive for a late dinner, with the rest of the food and everything else they would need for the week. And that meant everything. The small car his mom had bought didn't have much, or any, really, room for luggage. They had placed everything in his dad's minivan.
After a long afternoon of really intense rain, at around 8 o'clock, they finally received a call from Lauren's cell phone. The torrential rain had caused a landslide on the only road that led to the cabin. His father said it didn't look too bad and that the bulldozers were already on the scene, but Michael, hearing his voice on the speakerphone, thought that he wasn't very convincing. So he would spend the first evening of their vacation alone with his mom. The living room was bright enough with the old oil lamp, but they only had one.
As they were preparing to go to bed, much earlier than they were used too, that fact created some awkwardness: they both needed some light in their room to change and get ready for bed. Well, change was probably the wrong word: they had no change of clothes. As he was handing his mom the lamp, Michael, inadvertently, saw a glimpse of her with nothing on but lingerie. After that, alone in his room in pitch darkness, he couldn't push her out of his mind. Probably because of the ride in her car where she had worn a decently sexy tank top, his mom had chosen an equally sexy pair of underwear. Damn!
He had seen parts of the straps of her lacy red bra during the ride, and it had tickled his curiosity. And his libido, the libido of an 18 year old! His one and only girlfriend so far had worn a few sexy bras, but Michael knew that with the small size of her breasts, she really didn't need them. His mom needed them though. Before falling asleep, he couldn't help picturing her very large breasts in his mind, the way they moved, the way her tank top hugged and highlighted them, and especially the way they had looked in her red lacy bra. Shit! He was pretty sure he had seen her nipples through the lace. And he had been convinced that she was sleeping in the nude. Michael masturbated himself to sleep, picturing his mother in all sorts of improbable circumstances, feeling both embarrassed and thoroughly aroused about fantasizing about his mother.
The night was riddled with lighting and thunder, and they woke up on Tuesday morning to an even greyer day, with the rain still falling down relentlessly. As they ate breakfast, they didn't feel absolutely bad: they had expected the rain, but maybe not that intensely. They were both very grateful that dad had forced them to take a small cooler with extra food, just in case. Boy were they glad of that small cooler today. He had packed it chock full of basic food. Usually they all made fun of his extremely prudent streak, but now Michael and his mom swore they would thank him profusely. They spent the morning trying to find ways to pass the time, locked as they were in the cabin because of the rain. Michael tried not to look at his mother's body too often, but the urge was definitely there.
Obviously, he had already noticed her body before, either when she was wearing night gowns, swimsuits or even when she came down from her bedroom with nothing on but one of his father's large t-shirt and panties. Fuck! Just thinking about those morning increased the blood flow to Michael's cock. Today, as she was dressed very lightly, Michael had trouble focusing on anything other than her nearly naked legs, her hip, her breasts, her long hair... So much skin showing! Michael's mother had never been shy about her body, but this enforced isolation was beginning to drive Michael into an obsession.
Early afternoon, they got a call from Lauren, who informed them that the road was still impractical and that they would be staying at a motel in town for a second night. She and her father were doing well, but very bored, she had said, laughing. Michael reassured them that they were doing fine as well and everybody laughed as they thanked his father for the extra cooler.
When Michael hung up, he looked at his phone and saw that he only had 15% battery life left. With no electricity. There was a battery pack in his father's minivan, which he had counted on to recharge it. Now though... He looked at his mother as she busied herself in the kitchen, and took a deep breath as he stared at her breasts for a few seconds. Again. He then closed his eyes, smiling and cursing in his mind.
The rest of the day went by uneventfully. Truly uneventfully. It was quite boring, except for the stolen glances Michael was throwing. That evening, he managed to see his mother in her lingerie again. And to his surprise, she was a lot less shy. She even came out of her room with nothing but her lingerie on to get the lamp from him. When Michael asked her if he could borrow an extra pillow, she even invited him to her room. Of course, given that she was holding the lamp in front of her, he couldn't see much of her backside, but in her room, he got a remarkable opportunity. His mom placed the lamp on a dresser and bent over the bed to reach a pillow. This time, Michael got an eye full. Given the size and liveliness of her breasts, Michael's imagination had focused on them, but now, seeing her bent forward over the bed, her ass brightly illuminated, he knew that tonight's masturbation fantasy would involve that full, ripened ass.
When they woke up on Wednesday morning, Michael heard the relentless rain on this, their third day here. His mood sank. The rain was supposed to be over by now. Before coming out of his room, he made sure to remove every last trace of his sperm from his belly and thighs. In the living room, he saw that his mom was still sleeping. He smiled as he looked at the time: it was already 9 o'clock. Well, that was one good thing about sleeping in a cabin during a storm with no electricity. The 11% battery life on their only phone wasn't good though. One hour later, he heard his mom moving around and finally emerging from her room. She was wearing her lingerie with only her tank top over them. It barely came down below her hips, and the effect was remarkably sexy. She noticed his glances and smiled ruefully. "I'm sorry my pants need a good wash and..."
"Don't worry mom. I don't mind." he interrupted her, trying not to smile and act cool.
If his mom spent the entire day like this, it would definitely brighten his mood. He himself was only wearing his shorts, knowing that his shirt was beginning to smell. Despite the rain it wasn't too cold, and in any case they could make a fire. When Michael told his mom about his phone's battery, she was visibly upset, but didn't make too much of it. Before the battery died completely, they called Lauren one last time to tell her that they were fine, but that the battery was dying. His father tried to be encouraging, but with the rain not letting up, the chances of the road being cleared up were slim.
Michael and his mom began rationing their food, and knew they could hold for a few more days. The water, though, that was another problem. They knew there was a well near the cabin. They had actually seen it when they arrived. Michael volunteered to go. His mom suggested that he wear just his boxers, so that he could remove them and wear his shorts as the boxers dried. Michael hesitated. On the one hand, he knew that going commando with his shorts would be painful after a while, yet wearing nothing but his boxers would leave him very vulnerable if he got an erection. It had been quite a while since he'd had sex with his ex-girlfriend, and seeing his mom wearing her tank top over sexy lingerie was all that he could handle safely.
In the end he decided to wear his shorts and keep his boxers dry. With a large jug in hand, he raced to the well and began pumping as fast as he could. Soon, maybe because he was working hard with a scarcely functioning pump, he realized that the rain wasn't all that cold. It was actually quite pleasant. Well, almost pleasant. When the jug was full, he walked back towards the cabin and smiled at his mother as she watched him through the window. He could see her white tank top through the door's window. And that's when he slipped. It wasn't a bad slip, and the grass was pretty soft. But he landed badly and got the wind knocked out of him. He remained on his back for a moment before starting to cough. Hard.
His mom ran out to help him up, and soon he was able to breathe properly. The jug forgotten on the grass, they both walked back to the cabin and he sat down on the floor. It took him a while to feel himself again, but when he did, he panicked again: his mother's white tank top was now totally transparent and hugged her breasts like a second skin. He could see the red lace through the fabric, but most importantly, he could see her skin through it as the material clung to her cleavage and highlighted the deep cleft between her breasts.
His mother saw his alarm but didn't understand why. Michael wanted to turn around and move away, to look anywhere except where his entire being wanted to stare: at her wet cleavage. Yet his mom remained close to him, kneeling and leaning forward in front of him, oblivious to the fact that she was giving him the best view possible, less than a foot from his eyes. As Michael felt his cock beginning to harden, he knew he had to do something. His instinct was to get up and tell his mom that he needed space to breathe. But as soon as he turned around and glanced at his shorts, he knew that it had been a mistake. Kneeling as she had been, her mother could not have missed his cock. Shit!
He didn't dare turn around, both because his cock was visible and because he didn't want to face his mother. Why the fuck had he bolted up like that! He went to his room and changed... into his boxers. Shit. That was even worse. He remained on his bed, trying to stifle the urges and fantasies that were popping up in his mind. Ten minutes later, he heard his mother knocking on his door. He rolled on his belly and said "Yeah?"
His mother opened the door and he only saw her head coming in. "Are you alright?"
"Yeah... Just wanted to rest. I'm fine."
"Ok." a brief pause. "Michael..." she only called him Michael when he had done something bad. Now though, she didn't look angry, just concerned. "I think I know why you rushed to your room... When I got out to get you, the water..."
"Mom! Please stop. Just let me rest a while."
"It's just that..." she tried again.
"Mom. No need to say anything. I'm fine."
She looked at him for a few moments before nodding and closing his door. Ten minutes later, Michael came out wearing his boxers, his erection completely gone. Then he saw his mother kneeling in front of the fireplace, wearing nothing but her red lingerie, and he swore. His mom turned around but instead of being angry because of his swearing, she looked apologetic. She also looked gloriously beautiful and sexy. Michael stopped dead in his tracks and turned around to go back in his room. But his mom stopped him. "Michael, please stop. We need to talk."
"No mom, I'm alright." he said, his back to her.
"No please honey, come here. Come sit with me. And don't worry about your... well, your problem."
Michael closed his eyes hard, took a deep breath and turned around. He walked towards the couch, staring at the floor the entire way. He tried to sit in a way that would hide his erection, but failed miserably. He could see it poking lewdly between his legs. His mom sat next to him, wearing her wet lingerie and looking like a goddess of fertility. As she called his name, Michael couldn't bring himself to look at her. "Michael!" she said again, this time with a hint of the voice and authority she used on him when he was younger. "Please look at me."
He did, and before she could talk, he blurted "I'm so sorry mom... Here we are trapped in this rainy hell, and all I can think of... all my body can... Shit. I feel so bad, so ashamed."
"Stop right there young man!" Once again, she used her authoritative voice. when he stopped, looking into her eyes, she took a deep breath. "Look, Mik... This is a very strange situation, but it's what we have to deal with. I would not willingly let you see me dressed like this, especially with this underwear. But we have no choice. I'm not dumb Mik... Wearing nothing but my tank top with underwear was already borderline, but with the water turning everything transparent... I don't blame you. Now..." she paused to take a deep breath. "As for your, well, your situation... Again, if we were at home and you had sneaked into my room to spy on me as I undressed--
"Mom! Please stop!" Michael began.
"Wait. I know Mik... That's not what you did. I'm just saying that this would have been bad, and we would have had to have a talk. Then again, it's... well, it's only natural. Even if you had spied on me, I wouldn't have been really angry. I think most boys will fantasize about their moms."
"Mom! Argh!" Michael was squirming, deeply uncomfortable.
"Mik, please stop and listen to what I'm saying. I'm not angry at all about your erection. You're not supposed to see me like this, and even though I'm your mother, your body reacts as... as it will. I think I can see why it bothers you so much, but please just relax." Michael's mom paused, then smiled softly. "Are you trying to tell me you've never wanted to see me like this?"
"What? What the fuck are you talking about?" Michael replied quickly, shocked by her question. But then he saw that his mother was smiling. He looked at her, smiled as well, but lowered his eyes once more.
"Look Mik... I wouldn't be comfortable if you ogled me all day long, but given the circumstances, I don't mind if you look at me from time to time. Just for today. OK? Is that a deal?"
Michael was taken aback, unsure of how to reply. "What? Are you serious? Is this a trick question?"
"Oh for Gods' sake!" Michael's mother sighed. "You young people are so much more prudish than we were at your age. Here..." she said before standing up and turning around slowly in front of her son. "Is that straightforward enough? All I'm asking is that you don't stare at me non-stop, with your mouth open and drool dripping on the floor."
Michael laughed at the thought. "Ok... Fuck that's weird, mom!"
"Well, this entire situation is weird. Oh, and you can stop swearing now." she added, smiling.
"And what about my, er..."
"You can say it Mik, your erection. Well, I can't really walk around in my sexiest lingerie and expect you not to notice, or your body not to react, can I?"
Michael believed that his mom was sincere, yet couldn't believe that it was really happening. He was going to spend the entire day with a visible erection in his boxers while his mom would parade around in her lacy underwear. A few hours later, they were both enjoying a light dinner. They knew they would probably be hungry afterwards, but not too much. What they had plenty of, because the cabin was stocked, was alcohol. Michael's mother knew that he'd begun drinking a couple of years ago and didn't mind as long as he behaved himself when drunk. As they cleared the table as the light was beginning to fade, they both realized that they were slightly woozy. Michael was used to beer and his mom to wine, but all they had was whiskey. Really good whiskey. They laughed it off.
In the living room, after Michael built a fire, his mom sat him down again. "Mik, there's something you may not have realized yet. We need to wash our clothes."
"Yeah, I know."
"All of our clothes." his mom added.
"Oh. Well, we could do it one after the other..."
"And wait for hours as it dries? Are you really that much of a prude? You've pretty much seen everything there is to see of my body, and what little you haven't seen is probably easy to imagine."
"You want to strip naked? Me as well? But you'll see my..." Michael paused, still unable to use the words cock or penis with his mother.
"Yes, I'll see your penis. It's not as if I had never sen it before!" she replied, smiling.
"Yes, but that was a long time ago, and I wasn't... I wasn't like I am right now."
"Precisely my point, dear son. Those boxers don't hide much, especially when you're excited by your old mother's body."
"Pfff! Old! you're not old! Half of my friends are in love with you!"
"What? Which ones?" she asked faster than she could censor the question.
"I'm not going to tell!" Michael replied, laughing.
"Look, you can do whatever you want, but I'm cleaning everything."
Michael's mom stood up and proceeded to unsnap her bra. He was sitting on the couch and was transfixed by the sight in front of him. If the afternoon watching his mother in lingerie had been amazing, this was something else. When his mom's breasts came into view, his eyes and erection grew bigger. His mom was definitely drunk, a lot more than he was, and he thought that she would never have done this otherwise.
When she pushed her panties down and stood straight up, he couldn't take his eyes away from her bush. It was nicely trimmed, but was still quite thicker than his ex-girlfriend. Michael's mom stood in front of her son for a while, letting him ogle her. Michael had seen his girlfriend naked many times, and of course was an avid consumer of internet porn. Yet, seeing his flesh and blood mother naked a few feet in front of him, lit by the lamp and fire, was a breathtaking experience.
After a while, she moved away and went to her room to gather all her clothes. When she came back out, she looked at Michael and paused. He was now fully naked, and just as fully hard. There was no denying his erection, as it twitched slightly in front of him, gorged with pulsating blood. His mother came to him and grabbed his boxers. After turning around, she said "Wanna come and help?" Staring at her generous ass and shapely hips, Michael nodded and followed her to the bathroom. They used the bath to clean their clothes as best they could in this situation. Kneeling side by side, they chatted and joked as they went about their business, almost as if nothing special was going on.
Of course, something special was going on. Michael couldn't help but look at her naked body from the side, watching her two large breasts swinging under her body as she worked on her clothes, or the curve of her ass as she stood on all fours. When he stood up to get more water, his rock hard cock swung mere inches away from her face as she had turned to look at it. When he came back with the water, he stopped and looked at her upturned ass and the dark patch between her cheeks. He couldn't see much detail in the dim light, but still he tried to pierce the darkness. He felt a deep urge to kneel behind her and mount her as if he was a stallion in heat. Instead, despite the alcohol, he knelt next to her and finished the work.



Once their clothes were hung over chairs around the fire, they each washed themselves in the bath with cool water and some soap. Afterwards, they sat in the deep sofa, side by side, enjoying one last glass. As they each stole glances at the other, Michael noticed that his mom's nipples were hard. He knew that it was usually caused by cold or sexual arousal. It definitely wasn't cold int he living room. Did that meant... When his mom got up to go to bed, he said "You're very beautiful mom."
"Why thanks, Mik. You're really handsome yourself... Goodnight hug?" she asked.
When they did hug, mostly out of habit, they both froze as they felt Michael's cock touching her belly. Then Michael grabbed his mom harder, ignoring the very awkward situation. When they let go of each other, they shared a long look, quite different than any other they had previously shared today. Or ever for that matter. Michael wasn't experienced enough to decipher what he was seeing in his mother's eyes, but as soon as he crashed on his bed, he began masturbating. In his mind, he saw his mother kneeling in front of him, taking his cock in her mouth and sucking him until he came all over her face. His mind had a lot more ideas in store, but that image was more than enough and he came all over his chest.
When he woke up on Thursday morning, he was alone. The door to his mother's room was opened and she wasn't in. Looking outside, he saw that it was still raining hard. "Fucking meteorologists!" he thought for the hundredth time. Around the fireplace, their clothes were gone, all folded carefully on the couch. He felt deflated. He was still naked, having had no other option as he got up given that their clothes were still not fully dry, and was hoping for some miracle that would force them to have another naked day. No such luck. Yet his mom was outside, so she would have to change, and maybe... His train of thought was interrupted by a noise coming from outside.
Standing close to the door, he saw his mother running towards the house completely naked. And completely drenched. He opened the door for her and she was briefly surprised to see him there. Once inside, she stood very close to him, dripping water all over the mat, and holding a basket of raspberries in her hand. "Here, take this..." she said, handing him the basket. "I remembered them from last year, and I was hoping to come back before you got up. I'm sorry for being naked again..."
"Please mom. Don't apologize for that... I mean, it's not a..."
He wanted to say more, but his body had other priorities. In large bounces, his cock was coming back to life extremely quickly. The basket in his hand, his mouth partially opened, Michael stared at his mother's body once again. The water made everything even sexier than last night. He began breathing harder without even noticing it, relishing every inch of her skin from the curves of her large breasts to her puckered aureolas and nipples where water was dripping from, to her lean waist and flaring hip, to the thick bush where pearls of water nestled... The way her wet hair clung to her shoulder and upper torso only added to the sheer lust she was exuding. Still standing on the same mat, less than a foot away, he couldn't move or talk. His mom eventually said, looking down at his cock prodigiously growing and growing. "Oh... Fuck! That's... wow..."
Looking down, waking up from his trance, Michael snapped his head up and mumbled an apology "Oh shit... I'm sorry mom."
His mother grabbed his arm and said "Mik. Could we stop apologizing to each other? This is a very strange situation and strange things will happen. We've already established that you're a hot blooded young man with fully functional, er.. well. Haha! Once we get back home, I'm pretty sure that things will go back to normal..." As she talked, she had moved to the couch and grabbed a towel to dry herself. She was now in the process of looking at her panties. "In the meantime, let's forget about the usual rules, and just do and say what we want. Deal?"
"Deal. Mom, could you stay naked?" he asked, his heart racing.
His mom looked up at him, a neutral expression on her face. They stared at each other for a long while. Michael was suddenly afraid he had gone too far. Then his mother dropped her panties on the couch and made the towel fall from her shoulders. "With pleasure." she said with a large smile. "As long as you do as well."
"Perfect. Gods you're gorgeous! I"
"Why thank you! Again!" she blushed.
"I think you're the sexiest woman in the world!" he added, unsure once again if he not gone too far. He hadn't.
"Yeah, I can see that!" his mother replied, looking and pointing at his cock. Shaking her head and grinning, she said "I have a crazy idea for breakfast."
"Crazier than this?" Michael replied, pointing to his hard cock and her naked body.
"Well, no, not really. But it does fit. Do you remember the drink called Crème? The thick creamy maple drink that you liked so much? Well, I brought a bottle, hidden in the car to surprise your father. What do you say we eat those berries in that Crème?"
"Now? For breakfast?" Michael asked, stunned.
"Is there a rule against it, here?" she asked, smiling wickedly.
"Nope!"
An hour later, they were already quite tipsy. And still naked. The berry and Crème mix turned out to be an extraordinary good way to start the day, as well as preserving what food they had left. They were not drunk enough not to care about the food. Afterwards, they stood side by side against the large bay window, looking at the relentless rain. Unbelievable. The sun was close to its zenith, but of course neither of them could see it. Or even discern its approximate location in the clouded sky.
His mom suggested that they go out again for more berries, while the rain wasn't too cold. And so they did, spending at least an hour together in the rain, enjoying themselves way more than they should have. After all, they were trapped with dwindling food in a very remote cabin with no electricity or means of communicating with the outside world. Yet, heady with alcohol and a generous amount of sexual arousal, the drenched foraging expedition turned out really fun. By the time they got back, they were closer than ever to each other, having given each other slaps on the asses, a few random hugs and kisses on the cheek as well as having fed berries to each other.
Neither of them realized that in this absolute isolation, as the days went by, they acted less like mother and son but more as two adults enjoying each other's company. When Michael carelessly slapped his mother's naked ass for the first time, he didn't even feel a tinge of fear before his mother turned around and grinned. When she fixed dinner, Michael simply sat down near her and watched her. She had to be fully aware that he was watching every inch of her body, but didn't seem to mind at all.
After dinner, they made a small fire to keep the worst of the humidity at bay, and lay on the couch. At one point, back from the bathroom, Michael saw his mother sprawled on the couch, halfway between lying on her back and her side. He sat next to her and lay down against her. He felt her breasts against his back and then her arm as it enfolded him. When his mother moved her hand around, she accidentally touched his cock. "Well, that thing doesn't go down often, does it..."
"Well, it does when you're not around completely naked, mom." Michael replied, smiling.
"Flatterer..." she snorted.
"Are you serious? You think I'm always hard like this?"
"Well, you're young and your mind is probably full of naughty ideas!" she said.
"Yes, but that's not enough to give me permanent erections. You do know that we can't control that, like at all?"
"Yeah, your father says the same thing... I'm not sure I believe you."
"Why would I lie?" Michael asked, puzzled.
"To flatter me?"
"You really think that? I swear mom, I'm not doing this on purpose! If anything I would have done my best to keep it down in front of you."
"So you mean to tell me that each and every time I've seen your erection, you were really sexually aroused?"
"Hahaha! Of course! I thought you knew!" Michael replied, slightly apprehensive now. During the past two days he had acted on the premise that his mother knew how he felt about her...
"Well I had an idea... But each and every time? Seriously? So if I were to ask you to put it down, what would happen?" she asked, her voice sounding sincerely intrigued.
"As long as you keep caressing my belly and grazing it, absolutely nothing I could do would make it go down." His mother didn't reply immediately, and Michael's uneasiness continued.
"So you're very aroused right now?" she asked, her tone neutral.
"Why yes, I was sure you--" Michael stopped talking and made to get up, too unsure of himself and his mother's reaction right now.
But she stopped him with her arm. "Don't go away Mik... I may not know everything there is to know about cocks and erections, but I'm not completely clueless... I've been aware of your feelings for me for a while now. A longer while than you might guess."
"What do you mean? Since when..."
"A couple of years at least."
"Oh." Michael replied, then stopped, at a complete loss. After a pause, he cleared his throat and added. "Anyways... If I were able to keep it down, I would have done it already!"
"Why would you do that?" his mother asked, her mouth now very close to his ear.
"Well, isn't it bad to be sexually attracted to your own mother?" he asked, all the while feeling her hand caressing his lower belly.
"Not really. As I said yesterday, it's normal for boys to feel desire for their mothers." After a brief pause, she said "I'm really surprised about your lack of control on your erections. Can't you masturbate to ease the tensions?"
"Ha! Do you think I haven't masturbated since arriving here? Mom! I do it at least once a day, more if I can while you take your naps."
"Really? And you still get hard looking at me? Wow... I really should be flattered. All this for me?" she said just as she pushed her hand lower until her fingers buried themselves in his pubes and touched the base of his cock for a few moments.
"Mom..." Michael gasped. "Please stop..."
"Why, you don't like that?"
Michael knew they were both pretty drunk and some part of him didn't want things to go too far. Yet another part... "Of course I... Shit. Mom. Please stop, otherwise I--
"You'll what? Turn around and mount me like an animal?"
Michael pulled himself up, stood and turned around, looking at his mother on the couch. Her eyes were half-closed, and she was clearly a lot drunker than he had realized. "You're drunk mom."
"I know... And I'm so fucking wet too!" she drawled.
"Fuck..." Michael swore out loud.
"Hmmm, it's so damned sexy when you swear at me..." his mother said, smiling lazily.
Gathering all of his self control, Michael picked his mother up and brought her to her bed. The feeling of her hot body against his, her breasts against his chest and her ass against his arm nearly overwhelmed his willpower. When he dropped her in her bed, she managed to grab his head and pulled him in for a kiss. A very wet kiss. "Stay with me tonight... I hate sleeping alone in this cabin." Michael was now standing above her, his cock turgid, twitching with lust and leaking precum.
He fought with himself, taking a few long breaths to calm down,and realized that his mother was sleeping. He even began hearing her very light snores. Going back out to the living room, he brought the lamp and set it on the nightstand. Staring at his mom in full naked glory, he grabbed his cock and masturbated above her. When he knelt next to her and touched her breast with his cock, it triggered a powerful orgasm. Unable to control himself anymore, he exploded all over her breasts.
It had been one of his most powerful climaxes ever, and as he shuddered through the last bursts of pleasure, he grinned then laughed at the situation. How perverted! he thought, still laughing. Going to the bathroom, he grabbed a hand towel and wet it in the warm water near the fire. As he washed his mother, incredibly, he felt his erection growing again. Soon the towel was discarded and he was using both his hands to caress her body. It was the first time he ever touched real live breasts. At least breasts that were big enough to count as such. He could feel their generous flesh between his fingers as he squeezed them, feel their warmth, see their large aureolas and hard nipples.
Michael, tired and drunk and aroused, even went low enough to touch her own pubes, feeling the remarkable heat under them. As he felt his fingers sliding lower, he felt her wet lips parting and he instantly pulled back. Now fully hard, Michael got up and went to his room, afraid that if he stayed he would lose what little control he had left. On his bed, in pitch darkness, he masturbated again, images of him fucking his mother flooding his mind.
A particularly powerful thunder startled him awake, and it took him a few minutes to orient himself in the total darkness. When a second flash of lightning briefly lit his room despite the drapes, Michael thought he saw his mother exiting his room. Groggy and barely able to stand up, he nevertheless did, realizing in the process that his sheets had been pulled off. Outside his room, another flash of lightning showed him that the door to his mother's room was already closed. Hmm. Had she really come? Was he dreaming? Fantasizing? Michael went back to his bed and tried to remain awake, hoping for a repeat visit. None came, and sleep took him back.
Friday morning, the storm was still raging. This was insanity! The bad weather was supposed to be over days ago! But as he saw his mother in the kitchen, standing on her toes with her arms stretched upwards trying to reach the last shelf, he grinned nonetheless. She was stunningly beautiful. Why hadn't he ever realized that? She had luscious legs, the perfect mix between curviness and length, being feminine without being overly round. Her ass was also hypnotizing, drawing his eyes like an endless drain.
The storm hid the sounds he had made coming out of his room, his mother was oblivious to his presence. Michael stood there, staring at his mother's backside, getting harder by the second. As she moved around a bit, he could see her breasts swinging from side to side, peeking from behind her sides. He couldn't believe how sexually aroused he was by his mother! Not even his ex-girlfriend could make him hard that quickly!
When she did finally turn around and notice him, he was grinning. She started, then laughed quickly before leaning her ass against the counter and propping her hands upon it. The position only enhanced the appearance of her breasts, making them look even perkier than they already were despite her age. Her head was tilted sideways and forward slightly, and she was looking at him with a coy look and a smile on her face. And a blush, especially when she looked at his hard cock. After a very long minute of shameless staring on both parts, she finally said: "If what you said yesterday is true, this is an involuntary compliment, right?"
"Oh yes. And here's a voluntary one: You're magnificent, stunningly gorgeous and making this whole hellishly rainy, disaster afflicted vacations the best vacations ever."
Michael heard her groan as he finished, and her expression changed slightly. She was still red faced, but it looked like she wasn't shy anymore.She took a deep breath and said, her voice very small "I could definitely get used to this barrage of compliments in the morning... Now, wanna come and help me reach these glass bowls?"
When he did come, she remained very close to the cupboard. Michael was rather surprised: why wasn't she moving away? He ended up giving her the two bowls and nothing special happened, she was just too close. Once again, they ate a breakfast consisting of leftover berries from yesterday and Crème in the bowl. It was delicious, somewhat filling, and it was already making Michael's head feel quite a bit lighter. Afterwards, his mom asked him to build a fire and put a large pail of water to heat up. Apparently, they had to wash themselves.
Half an hour later, his mom came to the living room with a couple of hand towels and they began washing themselves. Had this happened a week ago, they would have been scandalized. Now, though, they simply continued to talk and enjoy their time together. When Michael's mother asked him to wash her back, he didn't even hesitate. She turned her back to him and he began washing her back. After that, her lower back. When he kept going lower, he suddenly realized that he was washing his mom's ass. She didn't stop him, didn't say a word. Both of them knew that she could have done that on her own, but neither of them wanted to stop.
Soon Michael was feeling a lot bolder, and he was almost openly grabbing her ass through the towel. Obviously he became hard again, but didn't give his erection any thought. It was normal enough by now. That too, a week ago, would have caused a major scene... A mother seeing his adolescent son with an erection. At one point, Michael's had slipped from the towel and he touched her mom's ass directly. Seeing that she didn't react, he kept caressing her ass with his bare hand. Encouraged by her silence, he pressed the towel between her cheeks and deeper against her pussy. This time she gasps, and tells him that it was his turn.
Michael's mom barely spent any time on his back before moving to his ass. Looking around, he saw that she was even kneeling behind him. A few times, she reached between his legs and touched his balls. Michael refrained from gasping as she had, and enjoyed the caresses for a while. Sliding one of her hands around his hip, his mother moved around him as well, ending up kneeling in front of him. In a flash Michael looked down and the sight sent his heartbeat into a frenzy. It was just about what he had fantasized about, his naked mother kneeling in front of his hard cock. When she placed the soapy towel directly on his cock, he groaned. "Mom... Shit..."
"Shhh..." she replied softly.
The feelings were beyond belief, but when she used his own trick, moving her hand directly against his cock, he finally gasped. "Mom! What--" he was interrupted by her hand closing around his shaft. "Mom, please stop..."
Looking up, her face very close to his cock and now with both her hands directly on his cock, his mom said "Just relax Michael... It's the least I can do to thank you for all the compliments."
"Oh Gods..."
But soon, too soon, his mother got up and poured warm water all over his cock. Opening his eyes, Michael looked at his mother and felt a profound urge to take her right there on the wet floor. He resisted, and even when she bent forward in front of him, he remained motionless. Teasing and caressing were one thing, but fucking your own mother... Taking deep breaths, he pulled himself together and dried both his body and the stone floor in front of the fireplace.
After that, in an effort to clear his mind, he lay on the couch. But he didn't realize that he had taken the same position his mom had taken last night, and he opened his eyes in surprise when she sat and nestled against him. He felt her back against his chest, but more importantly, his hard cock against her ass. When she moved even closer, pressing herself against him, he felt his cock pressed in her cleft. Not knowing what to do with his hand, he placed it on her hip. Soon though, she grabbed it and pulled it all the way up until it too was nestled between two sexy mounds of flesh. When he felt his mother's breasts against his arm, Michael instinctively rotated his pelvis backwards, which pulled his cock lower between her cheeks. Closing his eyes, trusting his willpower less and less, Michael said "Mom... This isn't a good idea."



"What? Lying like this?"
"Yeah."
"Well, it's the same thing that we did yesterday..." she said.
"Not exactly... I have a cock, you know?"
"Yes, I know. And I feel it quite clearly. You mind having your cock between my asscheeks?" she asked in a pure and innocent motherly voice.
"Er, yes. I mean no... It's just that--" As he spoke, his mom pulled herself upwards just a bit, trying to hide that fact by pretending to reposition herself. His cock wasn't fooled though, feeling the increased heat from her body. "Shit, mom..."
"Look Mik... You know I love you, and I'm extremely comfortable here in your arms. I can move away if you want, but don't worry about me. Your cock doesn't bother me"
Michael closed his eyes and did his best not to move. Eventually he did relax and enjoyed this intense closeness with his mother. His face was buried against her nape, her hair all over him and he breathed in her clean scent. Every time she moved he felt a surge of blood in his cock. Eventually, his mom got up and looked at him with another unreadable expression on her face. She looked somewhat sadder despite her smile, but he couldn't understand. The thought that his mother was inviting him to her pussy never even crossed his mind.
Most of the day went by rather boringly despite the nudity and teasing. Michael knew that something had changed after the amazing closeness on the couch. He couldn't quite believe that his mother had actually wanted him to fuck her. That was impossible, right? Right? By the end of the afternoon, his mother told him that they had to get more berries. Neither of them wanted to, but their food reserves were running pretty low and they didn't have many alternatives.
Taking deep breaths, they ran out into the rain to discover that it was stil pretty warm. Soon the laughter and easy fun returned and Michael was enjoying himself again. He hugged his mother a few times as they passed near each other in the bushes. Michael was realizing that being naked all the time, especially with a highly visible erection, was making him feel as much a male as he ever had. Probably more than ever before. The fact that the female causing these erections was naked with him and acutely aware of his erections added to this wonderful feeling. He felt alive, driven by lust.
At one point, he saw his mother walking away from him, then kneeling down a few feet in front of him. Then, without even looking back towards him, she went down on all fours to reach raspberries that were deeper in the brush. Her ass was offered to him on a silver platter, her pussy opened and he could clearly see her pink lips through her bush. Letting his basket on the ground, he stood up and stared at her pussy. Was she doing that on purpose? Michael didn't know, but this time he didn't care. As he walked towards her, he spat a wad of spit onto the head of his cock and coated his shaft. Without warning at all, he simply knelt behind his mother, guided his cock against her pussy and pushed in. If she screamed, he would happily go to hell; he'd had enough teasing.
She didn't scream. She moaned out in sheer pleasure. As Michael felt his length penetrate her until he couldn't go deeper, his saliva and her juices lubrication enough, his mother cried out loudly as she pushed back against him. They were both drenched, both slightly cold and surrounded by thorny raspberry plants. Neither of them cared. Looking down, Michael saw his cock penetrating his mother's curvy ass, spreading her pussy open. She turned her head around, lust glowing in her eyes as she said "Fuck me son, take my fucking body. I'm your toy, use me, abuse me..."
Michael would learn many things in the following days after this incident, and one of them was that his parents had been sexually teasing and edging themselves for weeks. His mother had been on the brink of going mad with lust as they drove for the cabin. He would also learn that she had been ready to fuck him on the second night, and that while he had a constant hard-on, she had spent the last few days constantly dripping wet.
But he would learn all that later. Right now all that mattered was that his cock was pistoning in and out of his mother's burning hot and sopping wet pussy. Wet with this damned rain and with her juices as he plowed into her. Leaning forward, he placed his hand on her nape and pushed her down, forcing her ass upwards even more. He then grabbed a fistful of her long hair in his hand, lifted one knee up to get better leverage and began mauling her with his cock. Holding her hip with his free hand, he pushed and pulled in sync with his thrusts. He had never been rough with his ex girlfriend, but now he found that he had to restrain himself or risk injuring his mother. He could see the flesh of her ass quivering every time he pounded her.
He was fucking his own mother! And she was moaning in sincere ecstasy, her voice staccatoed by his every powerful thrusts. He was shocked to hear his mother's voice bellowing moans and cries that were punctuated by his cock driving into her. His two knees on the ground once more, he reached down and grabbed both her arms, just above the elbows. This time he was pulling her hard against him with each thrust, holding her in the air at just the right angle. He must have seen this in a porn movie once, as he'd never, ever done anything like this. Michael's eyes were wide open, his mouth grunting raw, low pitched moans. He was dominating his mother like he never done before, and he also felt better than he had ever before.
Given the pent-up lust in either of them, it's not surprising that this first coupling didn't last long. When Michael heard his mother's moans turning into cries of climax, his own orgasm triggered and shook him to his core. The thought of pulling out didn't even cross his mind, as instead he felt like his entire being was gushing out of his cock to fill his mother's pussy. Everything was already wet, but he was sure he could feel his sperm being driven out by his undiminished pounding. He was grunting and shouting, his head thrown back and his mouth wide open in the rain, experiencing the most intense climax of his life. He finally crumbled onto her, before rolling off and onto the wet grass.
Next to him, his mom rose up on her elbows, a wicked grin on her face. "That, my son, was one hell of a nice start. You have no idea how badly I needed to be taken. Shit! I can still feel my pussy rearranging itself, still pulsing with your fucking rhythm!" and then she leaned forward and bit his chest, hard. "How the fuck did you resist earlier, on the couch?" she asked, her breathing still very quick, her flashed flushed with the bright red of a satisfied woman.
Michael couldn't really formulate words right now, but it didn't matter, his mom just kept talking. "You have an amazing cock son, and I have to admit that I've been fascinated by it since I first saw it a few days ago. Gods did I need your cock into me! I almost mounted you last night as you were sleeping... Would you have liked that? That I would have taken the initiative? Shit that would have been wild, a mother raping her son during the night!"
Michael was reeling from the incestuous sex, and his mother's words only added to his shock. He had fucked his mother, something he had thought impossible mere minutes earlier, and here she was talking as if-- but she wasn't done. She interrupted her train of thought by saying "Come! Get up and let's get inside. That was amazing! I really needed to be ravished and abused like this." as she stood up next to him, she stretched her back, grimacing. "Shit! I'll be sore for days... Oh well... Now, we get to the main course. Let's get ourselves dry and get that wonderful cock back up. Ever wanted to plunge your cock into my mouth?"
Once more, Michael was too stunned to reply. He grabbed his mother's hand and stood up, his soft but still enlarged cock dangling between his legs as he followed her. The hours that followed would change his life and eventually shape much of what he would like and dislike in sex. Beginning with blowjobs. He had received a few blowjobs from his ex-girlfriend. Or at least, he thought he had until his mother placed his semi-hard cock into her mouth.
Sitting on the couch where he had been so close with his mother, he was now staring at her as she knelt between his opened legs, taking as much of his semi-hard cock into her mouth as she could. Michael's eyes opened wide as he saw her lips going all the way down to his pubes and her nose against his belly. He felt the pulses of blood rushing to his cock and saw his mom forced to back up as his cock lengthened, pushing against the back of her throat. Even when he was fully hard, he discovered that his mom was a master at the art of fellatio. She couldn't take all of him inside her mouth anymore, but the way she moved, sucked, licked, turned, twisted her head and her tongue, played with his foreskin, licked all around his crown, and pressed it against the back of her mouth... She was a cock sucking angel.
Just as he was thinking that, he saw her face beginning to glow a faded then bright orange. His fucking mother was glowing as she gave him the best blowjob ever. Looking through the window, he saw that the sun had burst through a sudden gap in the clouds. It was still raining outside, but very lightly now, and he could see that it was clearing up. Soon, after a few patches of light and dark had coloured her skin, Michael's mom was bathed in the orange glow of the sunset. It was otherworldly, yet it matched her blowjob perfectly.
Michael knew, as the glorious minutes went by, that if he hadn't just climaxed, he would never have lasted that long. But as it was, he was content to let her show him just how much pleasure a devoted and expert mouth could provide. After having sucked hard on him and pulled all the way out, she looked up and stared into his eyes and climbed over him. With her eyes still locked into his, she guided his cock against her pussy and impaled herself upon him. At the same time, she leaned in and kissed her son.
Michael was reeling from the blowjob, from the renewed penetration but most of all from the kiss. Wet as the week had been, more intimate than any of their hugs and caresses, that kiss blew him away. His tongue was dancing with his mother's, and once agains he was teaching him something knew. With very small moans and occasional pull backs, she was telling him what she liked. Very soon she was driving herself wild on his cock, moaning into his mouth. "Grab my breasts!" she half moaned, half whispered through the kiss.
When Michael seized her two large breasts and squeezed hard, his mom broke the kiss and cried out. Looking down, he could see that one of her hand was busy on her clit and he was transfixed when he saw his mother being raked by a much more powerful orgasm than earlier. It was absolutely glorious! Her body arched backwards, pushing her breasts up and out all the while she was still riding his cock. Cries and screams of pleasure filled the little cabin for much, much longer than Michael had thought possible.
His mother eventually crashed upon him, apparently exhausted by her pleasure. But while Michael tried to being to make sense of what was happening, letting his mother regain her breath, she surprised him again. "Shit that's a good cock!" she moaned as she pulled off and away from it. Grabbing his hand, she added "Come! I wanna fuck you in the sun. I want you to scream as you fill my pussy with more of your cum."
Definitely, Michael was not going to free himself from this unbelievable daze. Instead, he followed his mother outside, feeling his cock bounce up and down with his steps. Facing the sun, his mother threw both her arms high above her head and screamed. "Glorious sun! Where have you been!" and she grinned. "I'm going to fuck my son again, you hear that?" After that she laughed, grabbed his hands and pulled him down with her between her opened legs. "Take me, fuck me again Mik... Push another climax from my pussy before filling it with your sperm..."
Unable and unwilling to do anything else, Michael guided his cock into her mother's sopping wet pussy and pushed as deep as he could. They were both glowing under the sun, and soon they were covered with sweat and rainwater, adding to the magical effect. Arching his body as much as he could, he grabbed one if his mother's nipples in his mouth and sucked hard. He then felt her mother's hand pushing her breast into easier reach, and her other grabbed his head, holding him firmly there. "Oh shit! My son is sucking on my breasts... Oh my fucking Gods! This is insane!" Michael couldn't believe how much his mother could swear. "Oh shit! Not another one so-- FUCK! This is too good to be true! Your cock is so amazing!"
And she exploded again, wrapping her legs around his lower back, letting him pummel her into the ground. Michael began worrying about hurting his mother. He was a big guy and she kept on asking him to go harder. He could hear both his body slamming into hers and her back squishing into the wet grass. But she kept crying to hammer her harder, so he did. As her cries eventually faded out, she pulled his head away from her breast and looked into his eyes. "How do you want to take me for your climax?"
"Like the first time."
"Fuck yes! Take me!" she said before pushing him away.
As he knelt behind her again, he asked her to place her head against the grass and both her hands on her lower back. He was shocked to hear her mom moaning already, whispering a series of "Oh fuck... this is going to be good... shit I needed this so bad..." Grabbing both her arms, he pushed himself inside her and just let himself go wild. He closed his eyes despite the remarkable display and just abandoned himself to his body.
He didn't know how long he lasted for this final stretch of utter pleasure, but as he plowed into his mother, the worst of sins, he felt like a male in heat realizing himself as much as he could. He was mounting this female, fucking the pussy from where had had come, forcing it open with his cock all the while giving so much pleasure to his mother. It was impossible to understand, impossible to accept, yet here he was, fucking his mother as she cried for more and more and more.
When he exploded into her a second time, his groans changed and stopped as his body tensed. When his mother realized that she was going to get filled again, her third climax triggered and she writhed under her son's body, around his large cock. To Michael, it felt like he was pouring a river of cum into her again, and he kept fucking her for as long as he could, trying to prolong her own climax. Eventually though, his body gave way and he collapsed on the wet ground behind her. Soon though, she was lying against him, her face against his chest, the top of her head against his neck. They remained like this for a long while under the sun, hot and sweaty and exhausted. At one point, having regained most of his wits, Michael said "Mom..."
"Shhh... I know. Not now."
"But..."
"I said shhh!" she replied, but he could feel her cheeks move as she smiled. "I know what you were going to say. What's going to happen now? Well, I don't know and right now I don't care. All I know is that I'm still looking at your cock, and if I see a hint that it's coming back to life, I'm going to mount you in reverse cowgirl and you're going to watch my big ass produce a third climax from that thick cock of yours. Is that enough of an answer?"
Michael didn't reply. Instead, he focused inward and tried to detect if he could, indeed, get hard again. When he felt a faint tingling and a barely detectable flow of blood, he squeezed his muscles and felt his cock twitch. "Are you kidding me?" said his mother. "Oh Gods.. the wonders of a teenager's cock!" And with that, she knelt beside him, smiled at him briefly before mounting him in the reverse cowgirl and impaling herself once more.
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"Why is everything so different during the night?" Valeria asked herself as she was trying to sleep, hearing her father snoring right next to her. Why wasn't she able to sleep, wasn't able to close her eyes, wasn't even able to relax and, most importantly, why wasn't she able to quiet the deep pulse emanating from between her legs? She shuffled her long fine legs once again, feeling them sliding against the soft fabric. And so very close to her father's legs. She could feel his warmth against her skin.
Twenty minutes later she sighed deeply and got up from the bed. She was briefly afraid of waking her father up, but she knew he was a deep sleeper. Despite the pouring rain outside, the room was warm and decently dry, so she wasn't uncomfortable wearing only a tee-shirt and her panties. She sat on the couch and stared at her father's large form. Her dad wasn't really fat, but he wasn't thin either. He was just a beast of a man, barrel chested and as strong as an ox. Next to him, and her brother as well, Valeria looked like a frail nymph. Tall, leggy and small breasted, yet with bright blue eyes and long blonde hair around a beautiful face.
Valeria wasn't conceited: she had simply accepted that her long, angular face captivated the attention of most boys and men. All through her adolescence she had dreamed and wished and prayed and even tried voodoo to force her breasts to bloom and her hips to flare. Nothing happened. Nada. Yet her face slowly altered about two years ago, and she saw a clear change in how men looked at her. Valeria still envied her mother's large breasts and rounded hips, but not to the point of crying anymore, as she had done a long time ago. Now she had accepted the plain fact that she looked more like a model of the 2010's rather than the 1980's.
But none of that was her problem tonight. The problem was the distinct rise she could see in the blankets, right about where her father's cock would be. There was very little light in the motel room where they were staying, but every time there was lightening, she could see it clearly. And every time she did, she felt a definite tingle in her pussy. It wasn't the first time she had experienced sexual thoughts about her father, but this forced intimacy had intensified the problem.
This week was supposed to have been a perfect vacation for the family. Earlier this morning Valeria's brother left with their mom, many hours before her dad and her. A phone call earlier today had confirmed that they had made it to the rented cabin despite the pouring rain. Her dad and her, on the other hand, would not make it today: a landslide had destroyed part of the only road that connected to the mountain. So Valeria and her dad had rented this motel room, hoping that somehow the rain would stop and they could fix the road. She didn't think it very likely, despite her father's optimism.
The only remaining room only had a double bed in it, and on impulse, seeing the reaction of the spinster receptionist, Valeria had decided to feign being her father's girlfriend. She was legal, if barely, and knew her father looked good enough to catch a young girl had he been single. The old woman looked at them for a few moments, frowning, but grudgingly gave them the room. It was a very small town, and clearly this woman would not have approved of a father sleeping in the same bed as his daughter.
Valeria, now watching her dad's silhouette against the dark wall, remembered him laughing as they first got in the room. "Well, looks like I got myself a young vixen to keep me company... Am I your sugar daddy or did we find true love despite the age difference?" he asked, enjoying the roleplaying. Sitting on the couch as she was looking at him sleeping, her arms wrapped around her raised knees, Valeria didn't find the charade so funny. She could feel her skin's warmth, and knew her heart was beating faster than it usually did. She could also remember when her dad stripped to his boxer briefs before turning the light off to let her change.
Call it the Electra complex if you wished, Valeria didn't care. She just liked guys that looked like her father. And none of the boys in her circles looked anything as powerful as her dad did. Well maybe her brother, who was slowly getting more muscular, but he didn't really count. Letting one hand fall on the couch, she grabbed it hard. At first, she had suggested that she could sleep on the couch, given that her dad was just too big for it.
He had shrugged it off, inviting her to share the bed with him. He had even added that as her sugar daddy, he could decide what she did. Clearly, Valeria thought, the thought that something remotely sexual could happen between them was so far from his mind that he could even joke about it. "Is it normal that I feel bad about that?" Valeria thought, her chin on her knees and eyes closed. She sighed again. When she surprised herself by nodding suddenly, she smiled and walked back to the bed.
She grabbed her earplugs, which help to cover the snoring, and tried to sleep again. One of her hands just happened to end up on her belly. Her lower belly. Before she could stop herself, she slipped her fingers against her pussy and had to contain a moan. "Shit!" she thought. "This is bad! I can't masturbate right now! Fuck!" By sheer force of will she pulled her hand away. She could still feel her pussy's warmth against her fingertips, but she slipped her hands under her buttocks and took a long series of deep breaths until she finally drifted off to sleep.
Roughly 24 hours later, after closing the light, Valeria was faced with the same problem. In the same pitch darkness, with the same driving rain outside, she was lying on her back with her eyes wide open. Their first full day trapped in this quaint little town had been a very strange experience. When they finally faced the fact that the rain hadn't let up, they decided to make the most of it. A movie and the very tiny mall made most of the afternoon disappear, but everything hadn't been smooth between her dad and her.
Valeria was on the trailing end of a bad adolescent crisis. It was much better now, but the last couple of years hadn't been easy for anybody in their family. Mostly because of her. At around 5 o'clock, she had fallen into her old sullen and dark mood, a mood her father knew very well. They both decided to eat in silence instead of risking an argument over nothing. After dinner, her father told her that he was going to a country dance in the church's basement. Valeria nearly threw up at the thought and when she said that she would stay at the motel her father nodded. Yet they both suddenly remembered that they were supposed to be a couple.
In the end, the deal was that she would come for twenty minutes and feign a stomach ache before leaving. Simple plan to keep up appearances. Well, it didn't turn out that way. Just before they entered the church, her father told her that she would have to pretend to enjoy herself. He then grabbed her hand, which was still strange despite having done so many times today, and she took a deep breath. Well, in a matter of minutes, Valeria was horrified to realize that she actually liked dancing to this god awful music.
Rather, more precisely, she really liked dancing with her father. He didn't kiss her or touch her in unnatural places, like most of the other men did with their partners, but she quickly found herself feeling heady. She didn't know any of the steps and her father patiently taught her what she was supposed to do. He felt so damn strong! Valeria was pretty sure that he could have thrown her ten feet in the air if he wanted to. When her father leaned close to her neck, she leaned back and pushed her body against him reflexively. When he whispered "I think you've done enough my sweet. You can go now." she was shocked to realize that she wasn't feigning her pleasure at all.
"She turned her mouth against his ear and replied "Nah, I'm fine. It's not so bad to dance with my sugar daddy..." she pulled back for a moment, grinning at her dad. "In any case, I'd probably be bored to death alone in the room."
"What? You mean that? Ok, great then! you're a natural at this, and by the end of the evening you're probably going to be able to dance with anyone here without fear of looking like a fool."
But what Valeria wanted at the end of the evening was to mount her father and feel his huge cock in her small pussy. She said "Well, given that I'm your plaything, I think I'm going to stay right here with you. And by the way, if you keep touching me like a daughter, people are going to start to wonder if you really like me..."
Valeria's father laughed out loud, and grabbed her by the waist, a bit lower than he had before. They returned to the dance floor and spent the next four hours dancing like crazy. And touching each other. Her father, while leading her in dance, was clearly letting her lead the way on that front. Gradually they forgot about being father and daughter and began holding and touching each other like lovers. Nothing too explicit, but they followed the atmosphere. The first time her father grabbed her ass, probably by pure reflex, Valeria gasped. Her father pulled his hand back immediately, but Valeria leaned in and said "Put it back! I don't mind, I was just surprised." And so he did, squeezing her perfect little ass in his large hand.
Valeria felt wonderfully good. She had already been hot, sweaty and aroused, but this pushed her over the edge. She felt her pussy becoming fully wet at her father's touch and for a brief moment her knees felt weak. The rest of the evening went by lightning fast, and neither of them could believe what was happening. Her father was obviously stunned to see her enjoying herself at a country dance, and she was breathless at this new intimacy between her father and her.
Eventually they came back to the motel, wet from the rain and their sweat. She went to the shower first, and as soon as she touched her pussy with a soapy hand, she knew she was on the verge of a climax. As she caressed herself, she prayed that her father would come in and take her against she shower wall. He didn't, but the image drove her to a quick climax. Once she was done with her shower, she dried herself and put her long tee-shirt on, but decided against putting her panties on. "Such naughtiness..." she thought, smiling. Then "Such fucked-upness as well! Shit!"
Suddenly very nervous, she feigned being completely tired as soon as she got out and disappeared under the blankets. She heard the extremely loud lock close on the bathroom door, and then the shower running. Tiptoeing to the door, she put her ear against it and tried to find out if he was masturbating. Nothing. When her father came out of his shower, she was sleeping on her side, her back towards him. Despite her climax, she was still very aroused and didn't want to risk anything by looking at him with a nothing but a towel around his waist. He joined her in bed and turned the light off. After a few minutes, he whispered "Are you sleeping?"
"No." she replied. She turned over on her back, realizing that the hem of her t-shirt was around her waist.
"Are you sure you're OK about what happened tonight?" she could hear his nervousness in his voice.
"Yes Dad... Don't worry about it. Just don't tell Mom or Michael about the dance!" she said lightly.
"OK. I know. But I was not talking about that..."
"Oh." she took a deep breath, suddenly a bit more nervous herself. "Well, same thing? We keep this between ourselves?"
"Sure." he said. She though he might add something, but he didn't.
Soon after that, she heard his breathing changing and he began snoring. Turning on her side to look at him, she saw that he hadn't worn his t-shirt tonight. Very gently, she pulled the blankets off his chest and stared at him. "How sick can I be?" she thought, smiling in the dark. Her pussy was still very wet, very ready. After a while she put the blanket back and lay on her back. Burning hot and fully aroused, she couldn't sleep despite her tiredness. An hour of half-drowsing, half-fighting the urge to masturbate later, she felt her father stir and get up. She remained perfectly still. He went to the bathroom and left the door slightly opened, not wanting to wake her up with the loud catch.
On impulse, she jumped out of her bed and walked towards the door, silent on the carpeted floor. And there, for the first time in her life, she saw her father's cock. "Oh my fucking God!" It was a monster. Valeria wasn't a virgin, but she hadn't had a slutty adolescence either. Most of her knowledge about cocks came from porn movies. Right now she couldn't believe just how big he was, even fully soft like he was. Shit! She could probably close both her fists around it right now! What would it look fully hard! When his bladder was empty, Valeria ran back to the bed and feigned sleep again. She eventually fell asleep and dreamed of riding huge horses, huge elephants, huge cars, huge planes... all night long.
As soon as she said "Good morning." to her dad, she knew something was different. Wrong even. When she asked, he said that everything was fine, but it clearly wasn't. Her only guess was that he somehow regretted what had happened last night. She sure didn't. Fuck, she wanted to go there again! Their day together felt pretty much like the horrible weather. His mood darkened all day long, and it finally got to her. They began arguing and ribbing each other, the teases gradually becoming borderline insulting. The fact that they spent the entire day in the motel room didn't help. At all.
As they ate a cold dinner in silence, Valeria was really pissed. What was wrong with him? They'd had more fun together last night than in the past five or six years! And now this? What the fuck was going on? She had been looking forward to going dancing with him again, feel his strong arms and hands all over her... Now she only wanted to go back home and forget everything that had happened. As they were clearing the dishes, she teased him one time too many about his weight and he snapped. "Oh shut up about it!" she could see that he was genuinely angry. "I don't know why but tonight you're an impertinent hellcat like you were a couple of years ago. I had hoped you had outgrown this phase, but if not, I'm ready to spank that little ass of yours."
Valeria was more shocked than angry. She had deserved the insult, but the spanking had taken her by surprise. "You wouldn't dare to spank me at my age!"
"Pray you won't have to find out!"
The silence that filled the room was very thick. Valeria could see that he was red faced, but she herself wasn't angry. Just stunned. Suddenly he got up and walked to the door, but stopped as he saw the relentless rain. "Shit!" he said. Yet he grabbed the umbrella and headed out despite the rain. Valeria sat down on their bed, her long legs crossed beneath her. She didn't even know why she had indeed turned into such a hellcat. Thinking about it, she thought that it was probably the rejection she had felt this morning. She had really been looking forward to dancing with him again, and when he shut her out completely, she felt abandoned, which turned to frustration. And she was now pretty sure that her father felt bad for the nearly sexual contacts they'd shared last night. "Damn it..." she thought. Nevertheless, she felt happy to be old enough to be aware of all this.
Before her dad returned, she went to her bag and fished out the nicest shirt she had brought and a short skirt. She did put a pair of panties on, but no socks or bra. She didn't need much support in any case. When she heard someone walking outside, she knew it must be him: nobody else would be out in this rain. She stood up and waited for him. His eyes were still darkened by anger when he looked at her, but he couldn't help from looking at her from head to toe. Making the best of this off-balanced moment, she said "Dad, we need to talk." Before he could reply, she shushed him. "I'm sorry about my bad jokes and nasty comments. I don't know what got into me, and I apologize. I guess I was frustrated by the fact that you didn't want to be with me this morning and--
"That's not true!" he said quickly.
"Dad, please. I could almost see the word 'unease' on your forehead. And I think I know why." His eyes opened a bit wider as she said that. "Is it because of yesterday night?"
"What? No!" he blurted out.
But Valeria could see by his reaction that she had hit the nail on the head. "Dad. Please listen to me. I really didn't mind our dancing last night. In fact, I was even looking forward to going there again tonight. With you. And yes it's strange to dance as lovers, but I didn't mind that either. Maybe it's a very strange way of reconnecting with you." Valeria stopped and took a deep breath. She was highly conscious of how she was dressed, of the fact that he could see nearly all of her legs and probably could see that she wasn't wearing a bra. After a long pause, father and daughter staring at each other in the eyes, she whispered "So, do I still have a sugar daddy tonight?"
Her dad took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. He closed his eyes and asked "You... you didn't mind the fact that I... that I touched your... Fuck!" Valeria was startled because her father never swore.
"That you touched me? No, dad, I didn't mind. Of course it's strange, but so what. I've let a few creeps touch me in the past that I--"
"Don't tell me that!" her dad replied, cutting her off. "I'm going to go out and find them, the bastards!"
"What? No!" Valeria laughed, and was pleased to see a small smile on her father's face. "Forget them.. I meant that I don't mind if you touch me because I know you love me." Valeria was surprised to realize that the last part of her sentence had been hard to say. As she looked at her father's stunned face, she recognized that she hadn't said that to her father in years.
"Of course I love you baby!" her dad walked towards her and took her in a big hug. His wet pants were icy cold on her naked legs and cried out as she pulled back, laughing. "Oh! Sorry baby!"
"Well," she began, taking a deep breath, "I love you too dad. And I'm sorry I didn't say it for a long while."
Earlier that evening, as she'd been waiting for him to come back, Valeria hadn't planned to say at all. But now as she hugged him again, she was glad she did.
"I love you too baby." her dad said again.
"So!" she said, pulling away, "You just have to call me 'baby' all night long and we'll both have a lot of fun."
Her dad shook his head with a small smile. "You really mean that? You don't mind it when we play this silly sugar daddy game?"
"Not one bit!" she replied playfully.
That night at the dance, father and daughter went quite a bit farther than they had last night. Valeria thought that their discussion had definitely released him from his worries. He held her a lot tighter, let his hands wander a lot more on her body as he touched her waist, thighs and ass quite a lot more. Once his hands closed on her sides a bit higher than her waist and his thumbs were probably less than an inch away from her breasts.
That was all before alcohol happened. Valeria's dad already knew that she drank, but despite her issues, she had never gotten herself drunk and then acted irresponsibly. Tonight they were drinking wine instead of beer though, something that Valeria had little experience with. Soon her head was spinning faster than her legs, and she was hugging her dad even more than before.
Through the night they made friends with another couple and spent a lot of time with them. Between dances they asked many questions about them, about how they met and how long they'd been together. The fact that Valeria was much younger than her lover didn't seem to matter for them. After each dance, most couples kissed and so far, they had managed to fake it. Her dad would kiss her on the cheek close to her mouth and it worked. But now with their two new friends, they had to be more careful. Near the end of the night, as her dad was leaning in to kiss her she turned her head at the last minute and they shared a real kiss. At first her father pulled back, but when he saw his daughter grinning, he kissed her again. Longer. Much longer. When they pulled apart, they stare at each other, their eyes glowing.



The next and final dance was the most intense of the night and both had a lot of fun. Afterwards they wished their new friends a good night and left. They were silent in the car the entire drive, but it wasn't an uncomfortable silence. Valeria was pretty sure her father checked a reflex of placing his hand on her very nearly nude thigh. Sitting in a car, her short skirt didn't hide much. On the other hand, when they closed the door behind them in the room, they shared a different look. Valeria was more aroused than she had ever been in her life, and she guessed that her father hadn't been immune to their caresses and especially that kiss.
They didn't talk much before going to bed and closed the light with a simple "Good night". As soon as her dad began snoring, minutes later, Valeria slipped her hand under her panties. Drenched. Utterly drenched, she discovered unsurprised. As she let her middle finger slide deeper, she curled it around her soft flesh and felt it slip between her lips and into her pussy. She contained her moan, but knew that her dad probably wouldn't wake up for an earthquake.
Slipping her other hand up under her shirt to grasp and caress her breasts, she took a deep breath and felt her body burst into life. She could feel the soft blankets on her long legs as she moved slowly, felt the satisfying sensations of her body stretching as she arched her back, could smell her father's scent and his heat right next to her, and felt her pussy beginning to spasm in pleasure. The deep pulsating need she had felt all week long, which her quick climax in the shower hadn't dispelled, was now being fed and would be satisfied. When she turned onto her belly, she felt her hip touching her dad's and decided not to move away. As she writhed against her hand and the bed, she could feel his body touching hers.
She fantasized about suddenly feeling his hand on her ass, and while it didn't happen, it sparked a fantasy that would drive her to her orgasm. She imagined him moving his large, heavy body above hers, pushing the crotch of her panties aside and guiding his monster cock against her lips. In her mind, she saw herself crying out in pleasure and pain as his cock, the size of her own wrist, would plow her pussy open. Valeria pushed her ass upwards against his imaginary cock before pulling it back in hard on her fingers. She bit her pillow, filling her mouth as she could before she was ravaged by a real climax for the first time in days. When she quieted, she was glad that her dad was still snoring right next to her. Fantasy was one thing, but she was pretty sure he would be horrified to know that she was actually burning for him and his huge cock.
The following morning began in a completely different manner than the one before. As she sat up in bed, Valeria saw her father sitting at the table, drinking coffee. He had been staring at the rain outside, still falling, unbelievably, but turned to her with a smile when she woke. "Well, good morning my sweet date. Had a nice evening with your sugar daddy?"
Even though she was still groggy, she felt a renewed tingle of pleasure between her legs. "Hmm? Of course... You're the best partner." Sexual partner, she wished she could say.
She got up from the bed, kissed his cheek and gave him a big hug from behind. She then walked to the window and stared at the rain herself. A few minutes later, now fully awake, she turned around... and caught her dad staring at her ass. Looking down, she noticed that her shirt was all scrunched up around her waist, leaving a couple of inches of visible skin above her panties. And when she remembered that her panties covered no more than half of her ass, and that's when they were properly placed, she reddened. "Oh.. I'm sorry."
"Heck, don't be sorry. You're the only beautiful thing I can watch right now." His eyebrows rising in surprise, Valeria's dad reddened in turn. "Damn.. My turn to be sorry. I guess I was caught up in our evenings little roleplaying game. I'm sorry my sweet."
"Don't worry about it. I'm your new lover, remember?" she said, grinning as she walked towards him, her shirt untouched. "Who said we were only playing during the evening?"
Her dad smiled, staring into her eyes. He then took a deep breath and said "I certainly didn't. Why don't you remain dressed that way this morning, my sweet sugar baby? that way I won't have to see the rain al the time..."
"My pleasure."
Valeria was standing very close to her dad by then. She grabbed a few grapes and decided to turn around ostensibly to stare outside again. This time her dad had a first row seat to her ass and legs. She remained there for a long time, enjoying the attention immensely. And this moment set the tone for the rest of the day. Valeria and her dad spent the entire morning in the room, and she never even touched her clothes. She read, watched some tv, braided and unbraided her hair, stretched and improvised some yoga, all the while wearing nothing but her short t-shirt and small panties. She could see that her dad was increasingly aware of her and her movements, and she was pretty sure that he'd had to hide his erections a few times.
She finally dressed after lunch to go to the mall and movies again. She put her short skirt on again, without any panties, and found a sexy shirt to go with it. Had she had access to all her clothes at home, she would have been able to give him a much, much better show. Then again, she mused, none of this would have happened had they been at home. After dinner they went to the cinema and chose the less worse option. Twenty minutes into the movie though, she had to admit that it wasn't very good. Her father was engrossed though, and looked very surprised when she suggested that they leave.
Bored, she fidgeted on the seat, feeling her skirt rising as she slumped lower and lower. She considered teasing her father with more and more thighs, but the thought of putting her naked pussy on the cinema bench repulsed her. She tried talking to him, whispering into his ear, but soon he grew irked and asked her to stop. "Stop it Val! What's up with you?"
"Nothing, it's just really, really boring!"
"No it's not. And in any case, stop talking, I want to watch it."
As she sighed, an idea struck her. she leaned towards him again and whispered "What will you do to me if I'm a naughty girl and keep bothering you?"
When he turned to look at her, she saw that he hadn't ben expecting that. He swallowed, took a deep breath but didn't start talking. He stared at her for a long moment, then turned his head towards the screen and said "You know what happens to naughty girls." He looked serious, concentrated on the screen. But he was in on the game.
Valeria felt her heart skip a beat, and that beat dropped to her pussy like a ton of bricks. And so she spent the rest of the movie bothering him, pestering him with questions and asking him to leave. She tried to do it quietly as not to bother other people, but she heard a few "tsk" behind them. As soon as the credits began rolling, her father got up and grabbed her by the arm. He looked angry and for a brief moment Valeria wondered if he had understood that this was a game. Then he whispered "Damned naughty girl... You know what's coming!" under his breath. He wouldn't have called her 'naughty girl' if he had been serious. Indifferent to the few stares that they got as the walked out of the cinema, her dad guided her to the car. Inside, she tried to speak but he cut her off. "Not a word, damned hellcat. This time you're going to keep your mouth shut and get what you fucking deserve."
Five minutes later they were back at the hotel and Valeria's heart was beating extremely fast. When her father sat on a chair and called her, she almost jumped in excitement. "You know the position." her dad said. As she kneeled then lay on his lap, she briefly felt dizzy with lust. "You're gonna get twenty, and if that's not enough I'm going to continue until you learn proper manners. Is that clear?"
"Yes daddy." she said in a small voice.
When her father lifted her skirt, expecting to see her panties again, his breath caught in his throat. For the first time since she became an adult, Valeria knew that he could see her naked ass. From his point of view, he couldn't see much else, but if he just leaned sideways... After a pause, her dad cleared his throat and asked "Are you ready?"
She knew it really meant 'are you sure about this', but she was. "Yes, daddy."
And so she felt her first spanking in about ten years. And it felt wonderful. Her dad was striking her ass with his right hand, and was hitting her right buttock. The first five slaps were like this, and Valeria was taken by surprise by how good it felt. She had longed for any sort of sexual contact with her father for a long while now, and this fake spanking was better than she could have imagined. The pulse in her pussy was now a frantic rhythm, gradually bringing her entire body in the dance. "See what you're making me do, Val? See what you deserve?" her father said before slapping her other buttock. But in this position, with an adult ass, the tip of his fingers were suddenly very close to her pussy. He had big hands, but couldn't quite hit both of her cheeks at the same time.
When Valeria felt the next slap hitting her left buttock again, she clearly felt his fingertips touching her pussy. She was getting wetter by the second, and feeling him touch her this way only enhanced the thrill. "Yes, I've been a naughty girl daddy. Slap me again, slap my ass."
"I sure will!" he replied, and slapped her again, aiming his fingertips on her pussy again.
"Oh... Oh this hurts daddy!"
"It's supposed to, ungrateful daughter!"
"You're right... I'm so bad. Hit my ass. Hit it hard."
"That's just what you deserve, teasing me like this with your perfect little ass this morning."
Valeria was surprised, because the game was changing now. Without missing a beat, she replied "I know I'm a tease... But my ass... my ass is yours. Slap me daddy."
When he slapped her again, this time on her right cheek, he left his hand on her flesh for a few seconds. Another slap, another lingering caress. Valeria's pussy was drenched, and she was pretty sure that she would soon drip on his leg if he kept this up. His next slap led to a full on grope as his large hand grabbed the flesh of her compact, bubble butt. Valeria moaned out loud, which prompted her father "What was that? Are you enjoying yourself young lady? Then it means I'm not slapping you hard enough!" and so he did, increasing the strength of his slaps. Valeria felt very real pain now, but feeling her dad getting more angry only made her feel even more aroused.
When he switched to her other cheek again, she felt his big fingers hitting her pussy. With the next slap he let his hand remain on her perfect ass and she felt his fingers touching and even squeezing on her pussy. "Three more, you hellcat." With each of the following slaps he let his fingers linger longer and longer, squeezing her flesh harder. Suddenly, during a pause before the last slap, she felt his erection against her belly. Her eyes opened wide, but before she could do anything about it, he slapped her one last time. His last slap was his hardest, and Valeria felt real pain. But when she felt him guiding his fingertips deeper against her pussy, and sliding them down before releasing her, her entire body trembled. "There you go, I hope this will teach you a lesson!" her dad growled.
Valeria got up and kept her eyes lowered, as if in shame. From the corner of her eyes though she could see the huge tent his cock was making in his pants. She walked slowly to the couch and lay down on her belly. When she flipped her skirt over on her lower back, exposing her red cheeks to his eyes, she closed her eyes. She knew he was sitting right there, staring at her exposed ass. He remained there a long time in silence.
About an hour later, as they moved around close to each other in a peculiar silence, they went to bed. Valeria tried her best to wait for him to fall asleep, but he didn't! She must have waited thirty minutes, but he never began snoring. Perhaps it was because he was sleeping on his side? He had turned his away from her, and she didn't know what to make of it. But in any case, she couldn't resist anymore and slipped her hand under her panties. She tried her best to remain motionless on the off chance that he was not actually sleeping. She knew her orgasm would be intense and not moving would be a challenge, but she didn't care. She had to cum!
Two minutes into it, though, she froze when her father moved, and then sat up. He turned around to look at her, and she feigned sleep. He then got up and went to the bathroom silently. He closed the door, but not fully, afraid of waking her up. As soon as he did, Valeria slipped out the bed as well and silently crept to the bathroom. When she looked inside, her breath caught in her throat. Her father's cock was fully erect and he was pumping it. He even had both of his huge hands around it, with some room to spare. She had never seen such a huge cock, not even in porn. That thing was a monster!
Kneeling in front of the cracked-open door, Valeria pushed her hands down her panties again and masturbated herself, transfixed by the sight of her father. When she heard him whispering, her brain went into lust overload. "Oh you naughty girl... You want to be punished, don't you? You like this? You like feeling my hands on your perfect little ass? And how about this, how about when I let my fingers touch your pussy? Oh... you moaned? You little bitch. Horny little bitch!" Valeria couldn't believe what she was hearing! This was crazy! Her father was lusting after her as much as she was lusting after him! As she plunged two fingers deep inside her pussy, she felt the urge to get up and join him right there. But she resisted. She was afraid of what her father would do faced not only with a fantasy but with the real flesh of his daughter.
And then he began talking again "Shit if you weren't my daughter, I'd be pounding your brains out, splaying that tiny pussy of yours around my cock, teaching you what a real man can do. You wouldn't even be able to walk straight for days after I'd be done with you, damned naughty girl. I'd push you flat against the wall, open your ass and push my cock all the way up your pussy. I'd fuck you so hard that your skin would have the imprint of the cheap wallpaper. I'd push you up until your feet wouldn't even touch the ground and spear you hard, making your belly bulge with my cock."
Valeria was going crazy. She wanted all of this, she wanted to be taken, to be dominated. When she saw his sperm exploding from his cock, Valeria shuddered one last time. She felt her climax hitting her like a truck, like her father would like to take her: hard and relentless. She bit her palm as she watched the endless amounts of cum flowing from his big balls. Oh how she wanted to taste it, to drink it, to have it on her face, her breasts, her ass, her pussy... Fuck, she wanted to bathe in it! She was now on all fours except for one hand still on her pussy, stretching her climax.
Soon though, she realized that she had to move away from the door and she walked back to the bed. Then she heard the shower running, and knew she had a few minutes to clean up. She went to the kitchen sink and used a wet and hot towel to clean herself up. Back in the bed, she decided to remove her panties, keeping only her short shirt. She was already sleepy when he came back, smiling as she felt him moving very slowly. He was sure she was sleeping. She felt herself drifting to sleep, a huge grin on her face. "Tomorrow!" she thought. "Tomorrow I'm going to try to force his hand..."
In the end, she did it all herself. As she woke up at 5:30, still in darkness, still with the rain outside, Valeria decided that she wasn't about to wait anymore. If the rain stopped today, they would leave this isolated place where she was alone with him 24 hours a day. This was her chance. She carefully slipped out of bed and, with her father still snoring relentlessly, she walked around the bed to his side. Gently she lifted the blanket of of him and looked at the shape his cock made in his boxer briefs.
Even soft it was very large. As large as her last boyfriend's erect cock. She remembered seeing it in full glory last night and shivered. Slowly and gently, she grabbed the elastic waistband and pulled it up, then down. Her father's cock was placed pointing up towards his belly, and to the left side. Even in the darkness she could see it well enough, and she opened her mouth. Fuck this was wonderful. Never before had she seen such a big cock. When her father moved slightly, maybe because he unconsciously felt the tug on his boxers, Valeria decided to risk it and pulled them lower.
They weren't pulled very far, but her father's cock was now free and she could release them. Gingerly, even though she wanted to take this cock roughly, make it her own, she caressed it. And marvelled as it came to life. Slowly, a pulse of blood at a time, almost in sync with her father's snoring, his cock lengthened. And got thicker. A few times, as she caressed the underside, it surged forwards, the skin releasing from too much growing. Soon it was pulling a bit higher, and it slid upwards, the head settling close to his bellybutton.
Valeria's mouth was still open, she was still quite shocked by the size of her dad's cock. She wasn't sure it would fit all the way inside her. Not sure at all. Leaning forward, keeping an ear opened to the snoring, she moved her mouth much closer and planted a very soft kiss on his shaft, just below the crown. She felt electrified. It was complete and utter nonsense, a daughter kissing her father's cock! But she knew she wanted even more. Valeria knew herself very well. She was aware that she would most likely not be able to stop herself. She straightened up and thought about it for a minute.
Grinning, she leaned forward again, whispering a small "fuck" as she did. It was crazy, it was illegal and could ruin her family. Then again, she had let her father spank her nude ass and slip his fingers in her pussy. It was already too late to back out now. And so she moved closer, opened her mouth and took as much of the head of his cock in her mouth as she could. It was awkward, from the side while his cock was resting on his belly, but she tried her best. And was shocked at the girth. "Fuck this is too big." she thought.
She gently grabbed the base of that glorious cock in her hand and lifted it slightly. "So damned heavy!" But this time she could twist her head in a better angle and managed to get the head inside her mouth. "Well, whatever else happens from this point on, one this's clear: dad and I are not going to enjoy oral sex all that much!" His cock was just too big. Her other hand was now against her pussy, caressing her clit slowly. She was already drenched and thoroughly aroused, and knew that if she went too fast she was going to cum. She wanted too, but not too fast.
Valeria didn't usually push her fingers deep inside her pussy while she masturbated, but this time she felt like it was a good precaution. While still kissing and licking and sucking on her dad's massive cock, she quickly plunged one, then two fingers inside her. As she worked her way to three and finally four fingers, pushing them as deep as her anatomy allowed, she wondered if it would be enough...
Well, only one way to find out. Making sure that her father's cock was properly coated with her saliva, top and bottom, both sides and all around the majestic crown, Valeria climbed back up on the bed and straddled her father. His snoring faltered for a moment, but resumed. She removed her shirt and sat naked upon her father, his cock under her pussy. She pulled it up against herself and trembled at the feelings. But as wonderful as that caress was, she wanted more. Rising up quite a few inches, a lot more than she was used to, she finally felt the tip of his cock reaching her slit. She moaned when she felt it parting her lips, then her muscles and she groaned when she relaxed her thighs muscles and felt her dad's cock slipping inside her pussy.



Her dad's snoring suddenly stopped, and so did her heartbeat. What she was doing was inconceivably insane and irresponsible. Then again, when the snoring and her heartbeat resumed, Valeria accepted that there was nothing she wanted more than to just let herself drop upon that monster cock. And so she did, feeling the intertwined sensations of pure pleasure and definite pain. Shit! Even her first time hadn't felt that painful. But now she felt like being deflowered for the second time, feeling more full than ever before. Her dildo didn't come close to being this big!
Or this long! Wow! She was still going down, being stretched by his girth and feeling her pussy lengthening and lengthening. She winced when she felt his cock touching, then pushing against her cervix, something she had never felt before. Reflexively she stopped moving and flexed her pussy around the monstrous shaft. It it was then, while she was reeling with the barrage of sensations both in her pussy from his cock and in her mind from the sheer naughtiness of it all, that her dad woke up.
He grabbed her hips as he mumbled something she couldn't understand and pushed upwards. "Obviously," the thought flashed in Valeria's mind despite her panic, "mom's deeper than I am." As she moaned out in pain, and grabbed both his arms for leverage, her dad opened his eyes and realized that he wasn't fucking his wife. "What the fuck? Valeria? What's going on! What are you--"
And she interrupted him by saying "Oh dad... I've been such a naughty girl. You must punish me again..."
"What in hell..." he replied, his voice barely louder than a whisper.
"Please... Just fuck me, fuck me daddy. Make me your little bitch, make my pussy stretch long enou--"
Valeria didn't manage to finish her sentence as her father pulled her down and rolled over her. As soon as his massive body pushed her legs opened, she felt his cock burying itself even deeper. She cried out in pain again as it went too deep, and her dad pulled out. He pulled out only to ram himself back in. Valeria threw her head backwards, half crying and half moaning as she felt her body being taken like a small toy. S
She was minimally aware that her father wasn't going as deep as he could, but he still pummelled her cervix with each of his strokes. It felt strange, slightly painful, yet so amazingly wonderful that she didn't mind. "This is what you've been wanting for the past few days, isn't it?" her father asked, whispering in her ear.
"Yes, fuck yes, fuck yes... Fuck me daddy... Fuck me hard daddy! Shit that's so fucking good!" Valeria replied, raving.
She was now having trouble breathing, her entire body focused on one single thing: the huge cock between her legs. Between her legs? Fuck it was probably between her fucking lungs! She slipped her hand on her belly and opened her eyes in surprised as she felt a bump every time he bottomed out. She was being distended by her father's cock! "Oh fuck!" he said, "I can feel that! Press harder!" Valeria could barely understand how that was possible, but as she pressed harder she definitely could feel his cock head poking under her skin. "Shit you're perfect!" he groaned. "Now get ready I'm going to go all in..." and so he did.
Valeria grabbed her knees and pulled her legs opened even wider as she felt her dad relinquishing all restraint. She cried out in sheer pain for the first five or six thrusts until her body adapted to the giant cock. Some part of her mind mused that it was, after all, the role of her lower belly to accept such cocks. The last inch had another effect though: it allowed her father's mound, right above the base of his cock, to grind against her clitoris. And her pleasure's dial was suddenly turned up to ten in a second. She could feel her entire body being shaken by his thrust and his weight, feel herself being bounced back and forth between his belly and the bed. Releasing her legs, she wrapped her arms around his large back and hugged him hard, grinding her pussy against him.
And so Valeria experienced the most powerful climax of her young life. Never before, either with a cock in her or with her own fingers, had she felt anything so sudden, so powerful. She didn't feel as if she was having an orgasm, rather than being taken by one. Being ravaged by one. At first her entire body tensed up and she could feel her legs pushing uselessly against her father. Then as the tension reached its peak, she opened her mouth wide and failed to contain a powerful scream. The pleasure felt more like a firestorm that was both destroying and reshaping her body. She had never been taken this intensely and this thoroughly by a man before. Shit, compared to her father, none of her boyfriends were men. She was now being ploughed by a male, a force of freaking nature. She wondered how her mother managed to walk straight.
As soon as her cries and moans quieted down, Valeria felt herself being carried off the bed. She was still in her father's arms, still impaled on that colossal cock. He was now holding her up as if she weighed nothing, moving towards the wall. "I've been wanting to do this with you for so fucking long..." he dad said, now clearly onboard with the crazy idea of fucking his own daughter. Grabbing her by the armpits, he pulled her off him and turned her around. And then Valeria remembered what her dad had said in the bathroom... As soon as her feet touched the ground, Valeria felt her father shifting his grip but grabbing her once more by her armpits.
When he lifted her off the floor, she felt his cock sliding down her back, to the cleft between her asscheeks and upon her pussy once again. Making sure that he was in the right spot, he lowered her until his head slipped fully inside her. Instead of letting her fall upon him lower still, Valeria felt him pushing himself up. So at the same time that he was overwhelming her pussy again, he pressed her against the wall. Valeria felt like a doll, trussed up against the wall for her father's pleasure. And as much as the thought of being used this way offended her sensibilities, she couldn't deny the profound and thrilling pleasure that was burning up once more inside her.
Her clit was being mashed again, in a different and harsher way, and she felt the last traces of her climax beginning to glow again. Valeria was being mauled by a barrage of new experiences: the fact that she was being fucked by her father, the fact that his cock was so ridiculously big, the fact thats he was being pinned against the wall, her feet in the air, by his massive body, and the most surprising fact of all, that she enjoyed being handled like this. Eventually she would want to take control with her father, to fuck him instead of being fucked by him. Even in these crazy moments Valeria knew that this was not going to be a one time thing. Yet now, in this dark dawn, all she wanted was to be taken by her father's cock.
When she felt his grip shifting again against her armpit, as he switched from only holding her up to actually wrapping his fingers around her shoulder to pull her down upon his cock, Valeria closed her eyes and abandoned herself once again. She couldn't believe what her senses were telling her, how long and thick her dad's cock was as it pistoned in and out of her pussy. It was too long, too big, and it was stretching her to new levels of pleasure. He was pulling back too far to remain inside her, yet he did. He was pushing so deep, so long before she felt his body hitting her ass. As his flesh slapped hers, she remembered how good the spanking had felt, and how much fucking better this was.
When he pulled all the way out of her, she felt emptied, as if she was missing a big piece of her body. She was barely able to stand on her own, and grabbed hold of his arms as he turned her around. "I want to see you..." he growled, turning the table lamp on. She was naked in front of her father, her pussy distended and dripping juices, and she just stood there as his eyes devoured her. "Gods your gorgeous..." he whispered.
He then pulled her towards him, grabbed her ass and pulled her up. His hands were so big, cupping most of her cheeks as he guided her to his cock once more. This time he slid in more easily, and she grinned. Valeria actually grinned as she realized that her pussy was now used to his girth. Although her arms were wrapped around his neck, she was still being manhandled. He gripped her ass with both his hands and pulled her up and down upon his cock, making her entire body move instead of thrusting inside her.
In this position, his body was hitting her clit once again and the deeper strokes were quickly driving her to another climax. "That is so fucking good..." he said out loud. "Oh Val, baby, you're not going to be able to walk straight tomorrow..."
"I don't care daddy... Just take me, break me, do whatever you want, but just keep fucking me!"
Her dad hefted up, shifting his grip on her ass and she felt one of his fingertips on her asshole. "Are you sure about this? Whatever I want?" he asked.
"Shit... When my pussy will be too sore for your cock, we can start to stretch my ass..." she whispered back.
"Damn! I never knew you were such a nympho!"
Valeria wanted to reply that she wasn't, but stopped herself as she realized that the truth was that she hadn't been up to that point. As she felt his relentless machine-like thrusts, she knew she was on the verge of another climax, and that she wanted more. Much more. Her father suddenly gasped, and she knew he was climaxing, knew that she was going to be filled with his seed. When he gripped her ass harder, his fingertip popped her anus and slipped inside. She gasped as well, and as her dad climaxed, shooting jets of sperm inside her pussy, she clamped her arms around his neck and bit into his shoulder. Her second orgasm was just as strong as her first, and it stretched as long as her dad's cock was. They both fell on the bed as he kept pumping into her.
Later, when he finally pulled out, she felt his cum leaking out of her, a warm trail on her inner thigh. Reaching down with her fingers, she played with it a bit and brought it to her mouth. As she tasted her father's cum for the first time, he took a deep breath and whispered "Shit... This is crazy as all hell!"
"Oh yes... And this is only the first time." she replied.
"What?"
"Hear me, and listen to me." Valeria said, looking right into her father's eyes. "I don't want to hear anything about regret, about misgivings, about how stupid it was, or how it was all a big mistake. From now on, if you don't fuck me at least once a week, I'm going to suck your cock in front of mom and Michael."
"What the hell?" her dad mumbled.
"Promise me... Promise me it won't be the last time." she asked him.
Her dad didn't reply. He simply grinned and Valeria suddenly saw his cock twitching. After that he said "Well then... The first thing you need to learn is that I'm not done after one climax. So..." he paused, looking at his daughter. "Now you're going to sit on my face and let me ream your asshole. And once my cock will be hard again, you're going to lean down and start to learn the second thing: how to please a big cock with your mouth. Do you still need that promise?"
She didn't. Instead she rose up, straddled her dad's face and lowered it until she felt his tongue on her asshole. Another first for her tonight. As she smiled and moaned, discovering how much fun she was going to have exploring anal with her father, she watched, transfixed, as her father's cock lurched back to life, ever bigger life. It was so fucking big, and Valeria wondered if it was ever going to fit in her ass. "Yes it will... Fuck yes it will!" she thought. She was licking her lips in anticipation as she startled, feeling her father's tongue pushing inside her asshole, yet another first. Valeria laughed as she wrapped her fist around the base of her father's cock, ready to learn everything he had to teach her.
P.S. A few days later... Valeria found herself on the edge of loosing consciousness. Many times in the last five minutes in fact. She was riding her father's cock in cowgirl position, feeling it stretching her tiny little pussy to its utter limits. But what was making her head spin so damn much, until she began blacking out from too much pleasure, was that her brother's cock was just as deep inside her ass.
Who would have thought that the two men in her family would have such monstrous cocks? And that both of them had fantasized about fucking her? Mouth opened, jaw slack and head lolling, Valeria felt like a thing of pure pleasure as they pounded her body towards her fourth climax of the day. On the couch next to the threesome, Valeria's mom was sprawled on the couch, completely naked and sweaty. She looked dazed as she stared at them with a deeply satiated look on her face.
It's strange how a few rainy days could change your entire fucking life.
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John wasn't feeling good. Not at all. He was alone in his flat and had been like this pretty much since he lost his job a couple of months ago. Months before that he had begun fighting what he had thought was nothing more than tiredness. Then a few weeks of having a bad mood. Then exhaustion. A burn out? Him? Never! But his mood and energy levels had dropped so low that he couldn't function at his job. His stern refusal to see a shrink about what his boss said was a clear burn-out had been the final drop and John lost his job.
Months later he couldn't deny that he was burnt out. Pretty badly. He could only manage to get out to buy frozen food and see his shrink twice a week. Nothing more. His life was a living hell. A boring hell, but hell nonetheless. The fact that his shrink was a beautiful woman barely registered in John's mind.
In the months before he acknowledged his burn out he had hurt and even ruined some of his most important friendships. His phone hadn't rung or vibrated in two weeks now. The mere thought of picking it up to apologize to a lot of people made him moan in despair.
When his shrink suggested that he go to a bar to get wasted, John realized two things. First, his shrink was unorthodox. Second, the fact that he hadn't touched a drink in weeks could be the only silver lining of this whole burn-out thing. He hadn't been an alcoholic before, but he drank about one or two drink every day. Not often drunk, but still...
At first the idea of going to a bar was unacceptable. He would probably meet a few people he knew, and so a few people who now hated him. His shrink had told him that those people probably didn't hate him. His depression was twisting his perceptions. Nevertheless, confronting them was out of the question. When his shrink suggested going to a bar he had never been to, far across town, he hadn't said no outright.
Looking at his phone now, he knew it was the right time to leave for the bar. And to call a cab. It took him twenty minutes, but he did it. Every damn step (opening the door, telling the driver the address, paying him, getting out of the cab, opening the bar's door, etc...) required unbelievable amounts of effort. But he had been ready, had even rehearsed it with his beautiful shrink.
So now he was sitting at the bar, drinking whiskey at a steady pace. He wasn't there to meet people, wasn't there to mingle. He was there to get drunk and see what happens. Sitting there alone in the crowd, he wondered again if his shrink was crazy. After three whiskeys' worth of silently brooding at the bar, a young woman appeared at his side. Her bright blue-green dress caught his eye and he quickly looked her up and down. It took John a few seconds before he realized he was smiling, the first time in a long time.
The woman was stunning. She was rather tall even considering her high heels, with very decent breasts despite her slimness, a small waist and what seemed like solid hips and thighs. The dress didn't cover much of the woman's legs and his eyes widened as he looked down. The woman appeared to be around 25, and despite her breasts' perkiness, she wasn't wearing a bra; the opened back would have let him see any bra. It didn't look like she was wearing panties either for that matter: the dress's fabric was very thin and stretchy and would have made even the thinnest panties visible. Her very long hair hung loose and slightly wild over that exposed back.
When he looked back up, the woman was looking right at him. At first John was startled and looked away, realizing that he must be drunker than he had thought. He didn't usually get caught like a teenage boy when gawking at beautiful women. But then the woman's peculiar blue-green eyes, a close match to her bright dress, pulled his own eyes back.
Her expression was neutral, but she definitely had seen him ogling her. Flustered and more than a little dismayed by her amazing eyes, John said "I'm sorry... Let me pay for your drink and I'll let you go back to your life without rude men." The woman didn't immediately reply. After fishing his wallet out of his pocket and pulling out a twenty, John looked up at her again, puzzled by her silence.
When she finally spoke, John was surprised by her voice. It was really low pitch. Not like a man's, but extremely sensuous. "Do you think I'm beautiful?"
"What?" John replied, shocked. "Look, I'm really sorry, I didn't mean to--"
"Shhh" she interrupted him with a finger on his lips. "Do you think I'm beautiful?"
John was surprised by her behavior and questions, but replied in what he hoped was a calm voice. "Of course you are, that's--"
"So why are you apologizing?" she asked in that sultry voice.
"I... Well I..."
Suddenly defeated by his shame and the effort of trying to explain himself, John sagged on his bench. Before he could apologize one last time and excuse himself, she sat down on the bench next to his. Reflexively he looked down at the darkness between her thighs as she did. Realizing what he had just done, to a woman who had been looking at him the whole time, John covered his eyes with his hand and sighed. "I'm sorry. I'm really not good company tonight."
When he tried to get up, he felt her hand on his arm. Looking at her in surprise, John sat back down. She said "I'm Alexa. There's one thing I want you to consider before you leave. When you'll be back home, alone, thinking about me sitting here on the stool next to yours, will you regret leaving?"
John had never met a woman like this. Very direct and forward. And very beautiful. "Of course I will. I never get accosted by women as beautiful as you are. Especially not after ogling them like I did." John stopped himself and narrowed his eyes. Was she a...
The woman smiled, then said "You're wondering if I'm a prostitute looking for a vulnerable client? No, I'm not. You may also be wondering, because of my low voice, if I'm a gay crossdresser. I'm not either." she finished with a different sort of smile.
John hadn't even thought of that second possibility. He knew that such crossdressers existed and that a very small minority of them preyed on drunk men in bars. Now that he thought about it, he glanced at her cleavage, then at her face. She didn't look at all like a man wearing a dress and make up. And that cleavage... It looked too delicious to be fake. Then again... "Well," he started, with a nervous smile, intending to make a joke and compliment at the same time "if you're a gay man, your breasts are amazing!"
"Why thank you. I prefer you when you smile..." Alexa said. "But usually it's not the fake breasts that bother straight men, wouldn't you say?"
Again, reflexively, John glanced at her legs. The dress didn't cover much of her legs, especially when she was sitting like this, but he couldn't see deep enough to verify. What he could see though was rather remarkable. Her thighs looked both powerful and lean, but definitely feminine. When he looked back up, Alexa was still smiling. She placed her hand on his arm again and leaned closer to him "In 5 seconds, I'm going to open my thighs and you'll be able to confirm that I'm not a gay man..." she finished with a wink.
For the next 5 seconds, John babbled nervously, trying to tell her that it wasn't necessary, that he believed her and so on. During those 5 seconds, Alexa simply stared at him, smiling. And then she opened her legs. Not all that much and not for very long, but it was enough for John to see her pussy. His heart thumped hard in his chest as he looked her pale, hairless lips and even the pink gash between them. The angle wasn't perfect and he was pretty sure that she had a sprinkling of hair above.
After closing her legs, Alexa then took a sip of her drink, taking her time and waiting for him to talk. She then placed the glass on the bar and, seeing that he wasn't going to talk, asked "So? Satisfied?"
John took a deep breath and replied "100%. But that brings me to the next logical question: why are you flirting with me?"
"Am I flirting?" she asked, her eyelashes lowering as she squeezed his arm.
"Yes!" John replied, laughing. She laughed with him.
That laughter turned into thirty deliciously delicious minutes of pleasurable conversation. Alexa then stood up and invited him to follow her. John couldn't believe his luck. When she took his hand and guided him to the backdoor, John became briefly nervous again. Alone in the back alley, Alexa grabbed both his hands and pulled him against her. "You still think that I'm a prostitute, right?" John could only mumble as he looked around. "Looking for my pimp?" she asked, laughing.
"Well, yes. I've had more fun in the last thirty minutes than in the last few months combined. You're extraordinarily beautiful, deliciously sexy, made me believe that you desire me in turn and yet you're way, way out of my league. Any man in that bar would have paid to be with you right now. Heck, I would pay to be with you even though I've never had a prostitute before!"
Alexa laughed. "That's a strange mix of compliments and insults my friend. But no, I'm not a prostitute." They were still standing very close to one another, their fingers locked together. "Honestly, I saw you and thought you were pretty handsome even though you're in a depression right now. Am I right?" He nodded. "So, I told myself that if you weren't a moron, a creep, a lecher, or completely broken inside, I'd give you a chance. And you're none of those things. One night, maybe more if it's good for the both of us."
"Am I fucking dreaming?"
"Did you take a shower before coming here?" she asked unexpectedly.
"What? Sure, why?" John replied, puzzled.
"Want a blowjob?"
"That's it... I'm dreaming. This isn't possible!"
John laughed out loud, knowing he was either dreaming, hallucinating, way drunker than he thought or that she really was a prostitute. He pulled his wallet out and threw it on the ground. "Here, I'm sure you're worth every dollar I own!" He recognized that his laughter sounded completely nervous and crazy.
Alexa laughed and said "You're crazy! Maybe crazier than I am!" She grabbed his wallet and pushed it back in his pocket. "Now, about the other possibility. Still wonder if I'm a transgendered gay man?"
To John's surprise, he felt Alexa shifting her hold on his hand and pulling it between her legs under her dress. He found a warm and soft pussy waiting for him there. A drenched pussy. "Surgeons can work magic these days, but..." she paused, guiding then pushing one of his fingers inside her, "not that realistic yet."
John's knees trembled as he felt his finger plunging into a very wet but tight pussy. He wrapped his other arm around her back and pulled her close to him. When he flexed his fingers on her pussy, Alexa moaned. He quickly slipped a second finger in there and made sure to rub against her clit with the palm of his hand. He tilted his head and found her mouth, then her tongue. She still tasted like the cherry she had eaten before leaving the bar.
Alexa suddenly pulled away and pushed him against the wall. "Men think they want women with more sexual appetites... until they actually meet one." Why don't you taste your fingers? He did and was surprisingly pleased. Alexa's pussy tasted incredibly good. She looked at him wolfishly before getting down on her knees. A few seconds later his fly was opened, his boxers pulled down slightly and his cock free.
What little disbelief and reluctance John still harboured vanished when he felt her warm mouth around his cock. "I don't care who or what she is," he thought. "I'm just going to fucking enjoy this while it lasts." John hadn't been sucked in a long while. But even if he had, this blowjob would still have been memorable. Alexa was a fucking pro! He didn't care if it was because she was a prostitute or a gay man with intimate knowledge of cocks. He was floored with so much pleasure.
He grabbed her head but didn't have to guide her at all. John spasmed as she gave him the blowjob to end all blowjobs. Looking down, he could see his cock disappearing into her mouth until her damned nose was pressed against his belly. "Deepthroat?" he asked stupidly in a high pitched voice. Alexa didn't slow down and just kept taking him. John could hear her gag a few times and he was dizzy with pleasure. He reached up and grabbed the metal pipe that was right above his head and held on for dear life!
When he climaxed a minute later, it was physically painful. He hadn't had sex in months, and he hadn't even masturbated in about as long. His long denied pleasure and overfilled balls released a torrent of sperm down her throat and an explosion of pleasure like he had rarely felt before. Alexa pulled away, but only to take another breath before deepthroating him again, letting him spend his entire load down her throat. After drinking everything he had thrown at her, Alexa pulled back out and stood up. She moved against the wall and pulled her dress up to her waist. "Hurry, while you're still hard!"
John was barely aware of what was happening, still dazed by his climax. But instincts took over and her walked behind Alexa and grabbed her beautiful ass with his hands. With his other hand he pushed his cock between those lovely cheeks and found her dripping pussy. Adjusting his angle he pushed upwards and felt her lips parting before him. As he slipped deeper and deeper, her saliva and juices making his entrance wet enough, he closed his eyes and trembled. She was so hot! Even after being inside her mouth, his cock still felt a lot cooler than that woman's pussy.
With both his hands on her hips, he began to fuck her. He had never done anything this wild, this intense in his entire life! He was fucking a stunningly beautiful and sexy woman in the back alley of a bar, enjoying each and every single thrust of his cock inside her. Every time he pulled out, he felt her muscles holding on to him, only to relax a second later to let him push back in. Alexa was panting and soon moaning around his cock, whispering him to take her harder still.
When Alexa said "Shit, I'm cumming!" through clenched teeth, John's eyes grew wide and and couldn't believe how quickly she had reached orgasm. But that didn't matter right now, as John was surprised by his own climax. Much later, he would realize that he had never climaxed twice in such a rapid succession before. He would do so again later, many times in fact, but that had been his first.
Even in his daze of pleasure, John noticed two things. First, Alexa's body was very hot, in the literal sense. Way hot, both inside her pussy and the firm hips he was holding on to. Second, he could see a faint but noticeable green glow on the wall in front of her. But his mind wasn't interested in those two small puzzles, overwhelmed as it was with so much pleasure. Instead, he barely managed not to fall on his knees when his orgasm left him completely drained.
Alexa then turned around, grinning and breathing hard. "Definitely a nice cock, John! How about we head for a second round at my place?"
John, with his hands on his knees and his cock still out and glistening, looked up in surprise. "What?" he gasped. "I can't cum a third time!"
"Well, I sure can!" she replied as she pushed her skirt down. "And so can you. You have simply been led to believe that you can't."
"What? No, I'm pretty sure I can't." he said between breaths.
"Oh well, we're going to see about that. In any case, you still have a tongue right?"
Twenty minutes later there were both naked in Alexa's bathroom. To his surprise, his cock was half-way back up. John didn't know if it would get fully hard again tonight, but in any case, he was ready to do anything for the glorious woman standing in front of him. When she had slipped her dress over her head, John had gasped at seeing her breast fall and bounce from having been pulled way up by the tight dress. They were easily C cup breasts, maybe D, and looked as good as the breasts on young 18 year old models.
The small bathroom lit only by three candles, they both entered the shower. John cleaned every inch of Alexa's body, enjoying this moment immensely. He washed her long hair, losing himself in the process and throwing thick locks of that hair over him as they embraced. When he felt his cock pushing up against her pussy, Alexa broke the kiss and smiled. "There, you see? Now eat my pussy before I let you fuck me again..." John didn't need to be told twice.
He knelt on the floor of the bath and stared when Alexa opened one of her leg and placed her foot on the side of the bath. Gods she had a beautiful pussy! John had forgotten everything about his depression and was now filled with euphoria. Dream or not, this meeting with Alexa was pure magic! He leaned in to kiss that fine sprinkle of hairs above her lips before closing his eyes and diving lower.
Later, John would think back on this moment and realize that this was the turning point, the beginning of a new chapter in his life. In one sense he was just eating a delicious pussy, as he had done many times in the past. Yet in another sense his life was minutes away from changing completely.
As beautiful as her pussy was, with its full, fleshy lips and the long crest of bright pink peaking from between them, its taste was even more remarkable. He had tasted a few girls and women in his life, and knew that each woman's taste was unique. Some were saltier, some more acidic and some slightly sweeter. Alexa was in the latter category. If John hadn't been thunderstruck by this incredible meeting, he would have paused to wonder why Alexa was so sweet. She almost tasted like maple syrup!
But although John knew, somewhere in the back of his mind, that this was impossible, he forgot about that. Just like he had forgotten about how literally hot Alexa was. He gave her as much pleasure as he could and swallowed her juices as quickly as they poured into his mouth. And poured they did. John's last flicker of critical mind flare and faded when he briefly realized that he had drunk a mouthful of her juices. A damned mouthful. That too was impossible. But so, so not important right now.
When he felt Alexa's clit enlarging dramatically he smiled, convinced that she was so aroused that her clit was engorging with blood. It kept growing and growing until the small quarter of an inch nub swelled to at least an inch. Her clit now emerged from her lips, pushing them apart and John licked and sucked it as if it were a huge distended nipple. But it wasn't a nipple; Alexa was trashing with pleasure as John did his best.
In this wild rush of pleasure, John heard Alexa say "Are you ready for the ride of your life?"
He swallowed her juices and nodded, not even looking up at her.
She asked again "Are you ready for a life changing night?"
He replied "Gods yes, anything to change my life!"
"Here goes the first night of the rest of your life then!" she cried, grabbing his head with both her hands.
John looked up just in time to see her blue-green eyes starting to glow. Literally. They were fucking glowing. The entire bathroom was now bathed in that light. But John was too drunk to care. Not because of the alcohol, although that helped too. He was mostly drunk on her juices. He'd had a first taste on his fingers behind the bar, then a torrent down his throat as he sucked her. He was now in her thrall. The fact that her eyes were glowing only made her seem more beautiful.
"Take a deep breath..." she whispered. He did, staring into her glowing eyes. Before he could react, if he had wanted to, Alexa's clit turned into a full fledged cock. In a matter of seconds, what had been an inch long clit widened and lengthened until it snaked deep into his mouth. Five or six inches until it hit the back of his mouth, and proportionally thick. But it didn't stop there. With her juices knocking out his gag reflex, Alexa's cock grew even more until it was pushing way down her throat. Much, much deeper than John's cock had been in her own throat a while ago.



John was only aware of of his pleasure. And Alexa's. He grabbed her ass with both hands and pulled her in even deeper, pressing his nose against the fine patch of hair above her pussy. He had never touched another cock in his life yet he was now deepthroating a monster cock bigger than any human cock ever could be. When Alexa began to fuck his throat, John was shaken with the experience. He could feel the monster snake moving out so damned far before ramming all the way back in.
When Alexa pulled out completely to let him breathe, he was shocked at the size of the thing that had been inside him. Easily twelve inches, putting his six to shame. But we wasn't embarrassed. Oh no. Alexa was a sex goddess to him and he opened his mouth willingly to let her deepthroat him again.
Looking up, he could see that the light he had seen in her eyes was even brighter now. It was so bright that he couldn't see the white or irises. It was pure light. And that light was now spreading through tendrils of light that seemed to have autonomous will. Dozens surged from her eyes, some from her mouth as she smiled down beatifically at him. "Oh fuck John!" she cried in her low voice. "Your throat is amazing! You're so fucking great!"
He was too far gone to reply, but smiled as best he could with that thick cock in his mouth. Looking up again, he saw that her nipples were now glowing as well, with tendrils snaking out of them too. Her sweet breasts shook with each of her long thrusts and he wasn't even shocked when he saw them getting bigger. Much bigger. While her breasts had been very fine before, they grew many cup sizes in a matter of seconds as he stared.
What would have easily filled a C cup was now well past that and would probably overfill G cup bras. Staring at those magical breasts, John's pleasure level edged even higher. Reaching one hand up he grabbed one of them and was amazed to see his hand looking so small. When he squeezed it, he saw one very bright drop of milk being expressed on her nipple. As he watched that drop slide down, he could also see paler tendrils of light coursing all over her skin. The brightest spots were still around her eyes, and nipples, but he could see that she now had what looked like a bush of those tendrils.
Alexa's body became hotter again and John felt her accelerating inside his mouth. He knew that having such an impossible cock inside his throat should feel painful, but all he could feel was raw pleasure. When she rammed her cock as fast as she could, knowing that she was about to cum, John closed his eyes and abandoned himself.
He actually felt the torrent of cum being pushed down into his stomach. Alexa was crying out, her entire body trembling with pleasure as John felt wave after wave of her cum flowing right down his throat. When Alexa pulled back in an uncontrollable spasm of pleasure, he got a mouthful of her sperm and, unsurprisingly, discovered that it tasted wonderful.
He gasped when she pulled out of his throat and giggled like a schoolgirl when she picked him up into her arms. Nestled against her heaving breasts, feeling her thick cock pressed hard against his back, John looked at her and grinned. As she walked to her room, she leaned down and kissed him. He laughed again when he felt her tongue way too deep into his mouth. No surprise now. He was past surprise.
Alexa dropped him off right in front of her bed and John felt her pushing him forward. Bent at the waist, he felt like many of his girlfriends had felt in the past. He knew he was going to get fucked. He didn't know how it was going to be possible, but he was sure it was going to happen. He felt an explosion of her cum right on his ass. Looking back, he saw that she was coating her cock with her own sperm. When she looked at him, that bright smile on her glowing lips, John nodded and let his upper body fall on the bed.
There was absolutely no pain. Which was, of course, impossible. Yet, instead of pain, John felt nothing but pleasure as Alexa's huge knob slipped past his sphincter. He felt his own distended muscles clenching below that huge crown, but soon she was pushing deeper. Seven or eight inches in he felt her stiff but somehow flexible cock turning with his bowels. He had never felt what he was feeling now. It was utterly strange yet so incredibly pleasurable!
Alexa was fucking him rather gently, despite everything, and soon he felt her thighs pressed against his ass. She was all in, all twelve inches of her thick cock. He felt his insides being stretched and pushed and shuffled around, as if the magic was transforming his body to accommodate his new lover.
When Alexa pulled completely out after a while, his knees gave in and he found himself sprawling on the bed. Alexa jumped next to him and reclined fully. On all fours next to her, John took a good look at her and was flabbergasted. Alexa was transformed.
Where her skin had been pale before it was a darker green now and it was covered with bright green tendrils of pure magic. Her eyes lit the entire room, with hundreds of the tendrils surging from all around them. Her nipples were only slightly less bright, with as many tendrils around them. Her pussy, which he had only seen while deepthroating her cock, was glorious, with what seemed like thousands of tendrils flowing outward. Most were bunched up above her pussy to form a glowing bush, but many others shot up to her belly or down the length of her long legs.
As for her breasts and cock? Just unbelievable. In the past, John had used the adjective "unbelievable" to describe one of his girlfriend's breasts. But it had been metaphorically. Alexa's breasts... Damn! They had the same shape and perkiness as full B cup breasts on a teenager. But they weren't B cups anymore. At least G, yet they defied gravity as if they weighed nothing. And that cock of hers... It was just crazy, looking like monster cocks in some hentai comics he had see. So fucking long!
"Ride me..." she whispered, holding her cock upward for him. He knew it shouldn't work, but once again he knew it would. This time when he squatted over her and let himself drop around her shaft, it went in a lot easier. In a few seconds he was all the way down and soon had to hold on to Alexa's arms as she fucked him hard. Her hands were on his hips and she was pushing him up so damned high before pulling him back down.
John was in a trance of pleasure, eyes closed and raving incoherent words as pleasure mounted and mounted. Eventually he felt his cock slapping her belly with each of her strokes and he grinned. Looking down, he saw that his own cock was now lengthening as well. Probably all that magical sperm he had eaten. Grinning, he saw his hard cock growing past eight inches, then ten and finally it looked like it was just as big as Alexa's. And fat. Probably close to a soda can.
And now, with this added length, he saw that the tip of his cock was nestled between her breasts. Taking control for the first time since the shower, John moved her hands away from his hips and stopped moving up and down on her cock. When he pushed Alexa's hands onto her breasts, she quickly understood and wrapped those mammoth mammaries around his cock.
Although he was still securely wrapped around her cock, John leaned forward, placed his hands right over her shoulders and began fucking her breasts. The surge of pleasure took him by surprise. Tit fucking a woman with large breasts was always fantastic, but now... Damn! Fucking such large breasts with a huge cock while every backwards movement also impaled him on the cock inside him? It was beyond belief.
For a brief moment John believed that he was past being surprised. Just a brief moment. Looking down at his cock between her breasts, he was shocked to see that his normally flat chest was rapidly changing. Two breasts were starting to grown there, at an alarming rate. He kept fucking Alexa's breasts, and with each stroke he saw his own breasts shaking and bouncing back as well. He flew up the range of cup sizes until he felt two heavy breasts beneath him, big enough to prevent him from seeing his cock.
He sat back up, feeling Alexa's cock as deep as it would go, and reached for his own breasts. The thrill he felt when he squeezed them left him dizzy with pleasure. As he looked down at him breasts, he saw something new once again. From beneath her, Alexa's tail whipped out, a long thin tail covered with very fine dark green hair. Pulling his breasts apart, John saw that the prehensile tail had wrapped itself around his cock.
At the same time, he saw that his entire body was being transformed as well. His hips were widening, his waist got smaller and the curves between the two got smoother. He saw all the hair on his belly and legs melting away and he realized that his chest hair had vanished when his breasts grew. His legs and arms became leaner, thinner until they were distinctly feminine.
In a tumble, he felt his hair falling all over his face, then shoulders and back until he felt them tickle his ass. When he reached behind him with now delicate fingers, he felt his soft, curvy ass and the tip of his hair falling all the way down. Mouth frozen open in profound disbelief, John looked at Alexa and met her eyes and gentle smile. Looking down, he saw that his cock had shrunk back to his original size in the grip of her soft tail. Seconds later it was completely gone.
As soon as it disappeared, John was taken aback with a pulse of pain deep between his legs. He cried out as the pain exploded but was left panting three seconds later, shocked, when it vanished completely. Reaching down with one hand, he felt the soft lips of a new pussy where his cock had been. Before he could even try to make sense of what was happening, John saw Alexa smiling as she said "Want me to fuck your pussy my dear?" He could only manage a nod.
John moved upwards and upwards until he heard the wet plop of Alexa's giant cock slip out completely from his ass. He crashed down on the bed next to Alexa and watched her, as he turned on his back, kneel next to him. Even as she was, her ass pressed against her feet, he could see the monstrously big cock surging from between her legs. Even if he'd had it in his throat and ass, even if he'd felt his body adjusting to its size, it was still a shock to see it.
Then again, he now had the body of a woman. A very voluptuous woman. Shock had become a relative term tonight. He shivered in anticipation when Alexa moved between his legs and began to lie down over him. He had barely touched his new pussy, but gasped in surprise when he felt her cock touch it for the first time. "Will it hurt?" he heard himself say in a feminine voice.
"Not at all..." she replied, smiling, with her low pitch voice.
It didn't. It just felt insanely good. He had tried to imagine what it must feel for a woman to have her pussy filled with a cock. And in some ways his imagination had prepared him for what he was feeling: the pressure, the pleasure and the peculiar feeling of having someone else deep inside you. Yet in others, he had completely missed the mark. He couldn't know if other women felt like this, but right now John felt both vulnerable and grateful. Should be incompatible, but there you go!
John watched his own long and slender legs wrapping around Alexa's waist as her entire cock sheathed itself inside his new pussy. He was crying out, half conscious, half raving with so much new pleasures. He was losing his pussy's virginity to a sexy girl with a foot long cock! Their breasts, pressed one against the other, soon were slipping and sliding, adding to John's pleasure.
John felt two utterly new orgasms hitting him in full force before Alexa came again, filling his pussy with her sperm.They were now both covered in sweat, panting hard as they held on to each other. John was panting with emotions he could barely contain. When he briefly thought about seeing Alexa for the first time, only a few crazy hours ago, he already saw that version of himself as gone.
He had no idea if he would be able to shift back into his ordinary body, nor if he would even want to. Of course he would, right? All he knew, as he felt Alexa's cock softening in his pussy, was that he was in the arms of an amazing person who had, inexplicably, seen his sadness and had decided to see what could happen. The fact that she was a futanari, a term he would later learn, wasn't important.
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Everything was wrong. Absolutely everything. Jonathan was having trouble staying conscious on the shore, despite breathing as hard as he was. His entire left side was throbbing with pain. His dripping wet body was also rapidly cooling, yet he was more worried about his mother and twin sister. Finding the energy to sit up, he looked at them and despaired: they were both unconscious and his mother was bleeding from her forehead. Thankfully they were both breathing steadily. He got on his knees and tried to find a way to stop the bleeding or keep them from getting too cold or to wake them up.
With the adrenaline rush now fading, Jonathan was crying as he removed his wet shirt, wrung it out and placed it over his sister's body. The night was dark but he was sure her pale lips were a bad sign. He could hear a voice from his phone, but couldn't focus enough to pay attention to the 911 operator his phone had called by itself. He hoped the many times he had shouted "Help" had been picked up.
After what seemed like an eternity he heard the sirens and saw the flashing lights high above him, near the bridge. He grabbed his phone, turned its light on and waved his arms about, screaming as loudly as she could. When he saw all the flashlights shining directly towards him, he took one final breath and collapsed on the cold and wet ground.
Three days later they were all back home, having been discharged late in the afternoon. They were all lucky not to have been more seriously injured after such an accident. Jonathan couldn't help seeing the scene over and over again in his mind. His sister Jenna had been driving and one tire rolled over some random bit of metal on the road, hard to see in the darkness but big enough to make the tire explode. It wasn't her fault at all. She was a good driver.
It had, fatefully, happened during the last turn before the bridge. The tire that blew up was the front passenger side one and because the road turned towards the left, Jenna couldn't prevent the car from skidding off the road. If the puncture had happened 10 meters further, they would have crashed into the guardrail and would have been relatively safe. Sadly, the car slid off the road early enough to miss it and they plunged into the river at about 90km/h.
Jonathan barely remembered having been able to save his unconscious mother and sister. Everything was fuzzy. He knew he had worked completely blind underwater to get them out, fumbling his way to remove their safety belts and pull them out to the shore. The river wasn't deep, but high enough to cover the car completely. His mom got a nasty cut on the forehead, but besides that, none of them got serious injuries except for the concussions from their heads being whipped about. Jonathan got a couple of very bad bruises on his left thigh and shoulder, but nothing broken. Thank god for modern car safety. If their mother hadn't just bought a new car, they could well have died in such a crash.
It was so strange, he thought, now in their living room, that he could barely remember one of the most important moments of his life. The three of them were sitting in front of the tv but they were not actually watching it. They had only gotten back home an hour ago. In the stillness and silence of the house, after more than two days in the noisy and always restless hospital, they could finally absorb what had happened. Jonathan's mom finally turned the tv off and they all looked at each other. She kissed her children on the head before they all went to their respective rooms and quickly fell asleep.
The following morning Jonathan found his mother in the kitchen and she seemed in much better spirit. She bade him good morning with a beaming smile and thanked him once more for saving her life, tears glistening in her eyes. When she gave him a tight hug, Jonathan took a deep breath and felt happy to be alive. She made him his favorite breakfast and ordered him to sit at the table while she served him. "It's the least I can do!" she told him lightly, a bright smile on her face. But she said it a few too many times and eventually broke and cried.
Jonathan got up and gathered her in his arms. "It's OK mom..." he said, kissing her head.
"We could have died!" she cried.
"I know. But we didn't."
She pulled her head back slightly and looked at him. "You saved my life! If it weren't for you I'd be dead right now! I wouldn't be here!"
Jonathan remembered the doctor talking about lingering shock and saw that his mother's eyes were very wide. "Mom..." He took a deep breath and tried something "Mom, if it weren't for you, I wouldn't be here either!"
"What? I didn't save your life!"
"No, but... you gave birth to me? Right?" He wasn't sure if his attempt at a joke would work now. His crooked smile felt strained.
"Pfff! That's not the same thing!" His mom tilted her head with a sceptical expression he knew well.
"Still!" Jonathan forced a laugh.
For a moment his mom just stared at him and then, thankfully, she seemed to snap out of her distress. She smiled and shook her head and then they finished eating breakfast together. Later that morning, Jonathan knew that he was getting better for the strangest of reasons: he kept remembering how amazing his mom's breasts looked under her loose gown. Looking at and thinking about his mom's breasts was something he had been regularly doing since his 18th birthday a year ago, so he took it for a good sign. A peculiar sign, obviously, but a good sign nonetheless.
Near noon, when his twin sister came down from her room, he knew something was off just by the way she looked at him. Given that she usually ignored him, a habit she had picked up during adolescence, her open stare was strange in itself. They'd had a pretty rough period between the ages of fourteen and eighteen and even if they were no longer in a state of open war, they were far from close. She didn't say anything as she disappeared in the kitchen before coming back to the living room with a bunch of leftover pancakes. Jenna sat down on the couch opposite his and kept looking at him, even staring at him for minutes at a time while he pretended to watch TV.
They were alone in the house, their mom off to her sister's to give an update on their health. When Jenna finished eating her pancakes and just sat there, Jonathan turned the TV off and looked at her. Before he could say anything, she said "I'm not in shock. I spent an hour talking with Eleanor and everything's fine." She then paused, staring at him in silence.
"Jenna, what--"
"You saved my life," she said, her voice flat. "You saved my life," she repeated, her eyes still locked into his. "I don't know how to... deal with that."
"You don't have to deal with that. I just happened to be the one to stay conscious and I was able to save you both."
"I know," she replied, her voice still strangely flat. "Yet you dove back down to save me, risking your life!" Her voice rose as she spoke. "You risked your life for me!"
Jonathan got up and walked to kneel in front of her, taking her hands in his. "You would have done the same for me, Yen." He hadn't called her Yen in quite a few years, the pet name that had stuck because he hadn't been able to properly pronounce her name when he had been very young.
"I'm not sure!" She said, louder still, tears in her eyes. "I'm just not sure I would have had the courage... And I was such a bitch to you... All those years."
Surprising him deeply, Jenna leaned forward and grabbed him in a very strong hug, the first they had shared since they were children. "I owe you my life!" she whispered into his ear.
As much as he appreciated the hug, he pulled away, only grabbing her hands in his. "Jenna, you're in shock."
"No I'm not," she replied.
Her eyes seemed clear and she was pretty calm, but Jonathan hesitated. "Well I'm not sure you can make that--"
She interrupted him "Where would I be right now if you hadn't been in the car with us?"
There was a long silence after that question. They both knew the answer to that question: she'd be dead, drowned, just like their mom. Breaking the silence, Jenna said "Still think I'm in shock? Test me then. Go get the papers the doc gave us and test me." Sure enough, fifteen minute later, Jonathan was reasonably sure she wasn't in shock. She was still in this intense mood and said, looking deeply into his eyes "My life is yours, brother."
Jonathan sat next to her, stunned. A shock of another kind. Earlier she'd said that she didn't know how to deal with that. Well, in turn, he had no idea how to deal with her reaction either. In the awkward silence, she said "We see such situations in movies, yes? A member of the family saving the lives of another. And they just smile and thank them and everything returns easily to normal. Well... That's bullshit!" She paused, then added "Everything I do right now I do because you saved me..."
The weeks that followed were a whirlwind. Far from returning to normal, their lives were a flying circus of interviews with various journalists and the police, calls to the insurance and calls from the city that eventually led to Jonathan receiving a medal for his heroism. Jonathan's friends and girlfriend couldn't stop asking him questions about the incident whenever they were with him.
About a month later, when things were finally starting to get back to normal, Jonathan realized that both his mother and sister were still being extremely nice with him. He received little and big favors like cooking meals themselves and refusing his help in the kitchen, daily massages from his mom for his painful leg and chest, his sister being as nice as she'd ever been with him to the point of cleaning his room, making his laundry, cleaning the pool and he even spotted her mowing the lawn in her bikini, a chore that was normally his to do.
Such favors now abounded left and right, and despite his insistence that it wasn't necessary, they both ignored him and continued. In the last few weeks he'd had a few more conversations with them, usually separately, about their belief that they owed him their lives. It was becoming very uncomfortable for him, but they just stonily insisted.
The only person who didn't seem all that impressed was his girlfriend. At first he was happy about how "normal" things were when he was with her, because she didn't treat him like a hero. But soon enough he detected a distance between them. Very awkwardly, on the night Jonathan had thought would lead to him losing his virginity, she instead broke things off with him. She told him that while waiting for him on the night of the accident, she had been ready to end their relationship. She hadn't wanted to do it while he was recovering, but she couldn't wait anymore.
Jonathan walked back home dejectedly and crashed on the living room couch, alone in the dark while his mom and sister were asleep upstairs. He was tired but wasn't in any sort of mood to go to bed and instead he thought about his ex girlfriend, how she had flaunted her body at him in the last few months, promising that sex would come soon. She had let him fondle her breasts and ass and, just last week, the hypocritical bitch, she had let him slide his hand inside her panties! Last week! Knowing she'd break things off!
Jonathan shook his head on the couch, mumbling angrily at the memory while his cock grew despite his anger. His ex had an amazing body despite her bitchiness and if he wasn't going to lose his virginity with her, then he was certainly going to masturbate while thinking about her! He unzipped his jeans, pushed them down slightly and pulled his cock out. His body relaxed as he started pumping and his mind filled with images of his ex-girlfriend in various positions. In his mind, unlike the sweeter fantasies he'd had before, he was now taking her roughly, penetrating every orifice he wanted, taking her in front of her friends or shooting his sperm over her face.
Fully reclining on the sofa, he grinned as he imagined her breasts wrapped around his cock, fully lubed by her saliva. Suddenly, he realized that his imagination had transformed his ex into his mom. Jonathan felt a surge of pleasure as he imagined his mom kneeling in front of him, her massive breasts wrapped tightly around his cock. His mouth opened and his breath caught in his throat as he fantasized about how those breasts would feel, so much larger than his ex's.
Jonathan had never fantasized about his mom before. Well, not technically. During the last few weeks, his mom had given him countless massages. Usually this happened during the day and while Jonathan stripped down to his boxers to give her access to his bruised thigh, his mom was fully dressed. Then again, she sometimes wore tops that revealed a lot of cleavage, and because she had to lean over him to put her weight into her massage... Let's just say that Jonathan had been blessed with the sight of his mom's deep cleavage many times.
Other times, those massages happened very early in the morning or later at night before going to bed. Those times, his mother wore only her blue teddy with a dressing gown over it, but without a bra underneath. Those times were, honestly, the best times. Usually her gown was tightly cinched, but when he was lucky the front opened up and he could see her heavy breasts pushing hard against the silky and very thin fabric of the teddy. Sometimes he could see her hard nipples poking.
The best moments were the ones when he could detect her aureolas through the fabric. When the conditions were perfectly right, when her teddy was pulled just taut enough because of her position, he could see her distended aureolas. Her mother's breasts seemed different than most of the nude models he'd seen online and looked a bit more like some of the hyper busty hentai drawings and animations he liked so much. Obviously her breasts were not twice the size of her head like a hentai character, but she really seemed to have those slightly swollen aureolas and nipples. Seeing those large jewels bulging under think blue silk... damn! It made his blood boil!
Yet even when he could discern her mouth-watering aureolas, he wouldn't start to fantasize about her during their massages as that would give him an erection. But on a few occasions, alone in his bed afterwards, he let his mind wander a bit. Tonight, after the frustration and sadness with his ex, he decided to let his mind roam freely. In his mind, his mother had slipped her huge breasts free from that sexy blue teddy and wrapped them around his cock. She then looked up into his eyes and leaned down to take his cock into her mouth.
Right when she was about to slide her mouth over his cock, Jonathan startled back to reality when he heard his mom walking down to the living room. He hurriedly pushed his cock back into his pants. "What's wrong honey?" she asked drowsily, rubbing sleep from her eyes.
"Nothing..." he replied, hoping she hadn't seen anything. The angle of the couch and the stairs meant that his mother could very well have see him despite the darkness. Fuck! Too nervous to say anything else, he added. "Cathy's a bitch."
"Oh...You're just finding that out now?" Jonathan was surprised, but his mom sat down next to him on the edge of the couch. "Yeah..." she added. "I was hoping you'd finally see it. Well, she wasn't your first girlfriend and you'll find another one, right? You're a hero now?"
"Pffff!" Jonathan exclaimed. "I'm not a popular guy and I was just about to lose my virg--" He stopped abruptly, looking into his mother's eyes. "Er... I meant..."
His mom just smiled and shook her head. "Shhhh... Don't say you're not popular," she said, ignoring the obvious reference to his virginity. "A handsome young man like you!" "I'm not handsome!"
"Sure you are... Don't forget that I've been giving your massages for a few weeks now. I'm not blind. You have a very nice body, with strong pecs, firm abs, strong legs... You just need to find a girl that will really see you!"
Jonathan turned his head, slightly embarrassed. But when he did, he saw his mom in the mirror, backlit by the streetlight. He swallowed. He hadn't noticed because of his panic at almost being caught, but his mom was barely dressed. Her teddy, the one he had just been fantasizing about was now free from any demure dressing gown. Because of the way she was sitting on the couch next to him, he could see her long legs and most of her left hip, almost up to her ass. And with a fold of fabric trapped under her left breast, he could easily see the outline of that massive breast. His cock twitched, having already been fully hard ready a minute ago.
After a long moment of silence, his mom leaned forward, grabbed his shoulder and began squeezing it. "Poor thing... You're so tense. How about a little massage to help you relax?" Part of Jonathan's brain knew he should be saying no, but he heard himself agreeing instead. Soon enough his shirt was off and he reflexively began undoing his jeans. Because of his bruise, his mom had paid special attention to his thigh, but right now he really didn't want to strip down to his boxers in front of his barely dressed mom. Sure it was dark, but not that dark!
He paused and looked up and saw that his mom was now standing right next to him and that the damned streetlight made her look like an angel. An extraordinarily sexy angel, especially with her flowing wild hair. He bit his lower lip, frozen. He couldn't tell his mom why he was uncomfortable removing his pants, after having done so many times int he past weeks. But he didn't trust his cock not to get hard either... "Mom, you don't have to do it right now... You're probably tired and--"
"Nonsense. It's no bother... Remember, you're my hero!"
"Ok..." he said sheepishly, torn between lust and embarrassment.
As Jonathan removed his pants, he watched his mom gather her loose hair into a ponytail. With her arms up like this, her breasts danced as she moved. Fuck! They were so big and round! Jonathan quickly looked down and away, only to see that her raised arms had pulled the hem of her teddy quite a bit higher. Was that dark patch below the hem her pussy, or just deeper shadows between her upper thighs? It was too dark for him to be sure. He closed his eyes and prayed his cock would remain soft, or at least not get any harder than it already was.
Soon he realized that he was going to lose this battle. At first it was alright, but at one point his mom straddled his legs to work on his thigh. She had done that many times before, but now... Her cleavage was now pointing right towards him and it was perfectly lit from that streetlight. Jonathan's jaw dropped as he saw most of her breasts swinging slowly, free to move because she was leaning over him. She seemed to be completely focused on his thigh and hadn't noticed him staring. As sexy as his ex had been, Jonathan was sure she'd been envious of his mother's breasts. In fact, despite what his imagination had conjured before, he didn't think Cathy could have wrapped her breasts around his cock. His mother on the other hand, could easily do it... Fuck! They were perfect and looked so firm despite her age.
Jonathan gasped when his mom rubbed a sensitive spot and his cock twitched involuntarily. His mother didn't miss that. Jonathan was blessed with a pretty big cock and even at half mast, when it shifted heavily, his mom couldn't miss it, especially since her face was at most 18 inches away from it. Her eyes reflexively movedto look at it "Oh..." she breathed, surprised.
"Mom!" Jonathan gasped. "I'm so sorry." He tried to move, but since his mom was sitting on his lower legs, he only managed to sit up, bringing his face very close to his mother's.
They looked at each other for a moment, their noses mere inches apart, before he let himself fall back down. His mom looked at him, then at her cleavage, then at her naked thighs pressed against his lower legs and... smiled. She smiled! "Jonathan... Just relax. If I wasn't comfortable with you seeing me like this, I would have put a gown before coming down."


"But... but... my..." Jonathan looked down at his cock, nervous as he had ever been. His sexy mom's very warm hand was on his thigh, inches away from his hard cock.
"Well, you're a healthy young man looking down my cleavage and you were about to lose your virginity!" she finished, laughing.
"Mom!" He cried out, his voice breaking into a much higher pitch, flabbergasted. But eventually, as she kept laughing, he began laughing with her.
"Look," she said, still very calm and clearly unbothered by his erection or their discussion. "It's not the first time you've had an erection during our massages and I didn't mind. I admit that now, dressed as I am, this is probably wildly inappropriate for a mother and son. If you want me to go and change I'll--"
"No!" he replied too quickly, prompting another smile from his mom. A different kind of smile. "That's alright," he added. Taking advantage of this fey mood, he pushed his luck. "You don't mind if I... sneak a peek?"
His mom's laugh was also different from earlier, much breathier. Jonathan wasn't sure what it meant. "I don't mind," she whispered. "Just as long as you don't mind that I don't have panties right now..."
Jonathan's jaw dropped again but his mom just resumed massaging him as she laughed. Mere seconds later his cock was rock hard and his eyes were glued to her breasts. Jonathan knew his cock's outline was plain to see, right there so close to his mom's hands and even face. And now, every time she shifted on his leg, he felt the soft skin of her inner thighs knowing that she wasn't wearing anything under her teddy. When he looked back up to her breasts, he could see that her nipples were fully hard now, poking visibly. "Thank you mom... Thank you so much."
"My pleasure. It really is nothing." She took a deep breath, looking into his eyes. "You really saved my life. I would be dead if it weren't for you! I'd do anything for you. Anything."
Jonathan was shocked to see the expression on his mother's face as she repeated the word "anything". Was she talking about intimate things? Could he ask her to simply remove her teddy? His cock surged painfully against the taut fabric of his boxers. When it did, his mom leaned forward even more and moved on all fours above him. She sat back down, on his thighs this time, and began massaging his upper chest and right shoulder. "Mom..." he whispered, his mouth suddenly dry. Her pussy was at most 6 inches away from the base of his cock and she was pretty much in the cowgirl position above him. That, she had never done before. Because of the long movements she did, rubbing his abs, pecs and shoulders, her weight shifted back and forth, her thighs lifting and lowering on his own.
"What?" she whispered back.
"If things were wildly inappropriate a few minutes ago, they're now... er..."
"Do you want me to stop?" she asked him, her voice a hot whisper.
"No."
"Are you enjoying your massage?"
"Yes, but--"
"Shhh then. Just relax."
Soon after that, Jonathan reflexively placed his hands on his mother's hips and slid his fingers under the teddy before he could stop himself. He had done that with his girlfriend once, but both had been dressed, sort of dry humping each other. He pulled his hands away, but once again his mother only smiled at him and kept massaging him. "You're so tense..." she said, her voice deeper and hoarser than he had ever heard. "Why don't you resume what you had been doing when I came down..."
Jonathan froze, not even breathing. She had seen him! "What?" he asked, deeply confused. Had she really said that?
In the same sexy tone, she added "I'm sure it would help with all your tension... Let's just keep this between us, ok?"
In a daze, Jonathan pushed his hand under his boxers to free his aching cock. "Oh my god..." his mom said, her eyes opening wide as she saw her son's large cock. "Cathy's not only a bitch, she's a dummy as well!"
"Mom!" Jonathan cried as he began masturbating. Already breathing hard, he asked "You're really ok with this?"
"Anything you want..." she whispered while pulling her teddy even lower than it had been, revealing most of her breasts until her aureolas were threatening to slip out.
Jonathan placed his left hand back on her nude thigh and masturbated with the other. His cock was so close to her, so close to her pussy. He could feel the back of his right hand rubbing against her innermost thigh. To think that there was nothing between his cock and her pussy but the thin fabric of her teddy! He didn't know if she'd allow him to lift the teddy or even grab her breasts, but he didn't have enough time to work up the courage to try anything more. In less than a minute he whispered "Oh mom..." and exploded all over his belly and chest in many thick ropes. He repeated the word "mom" over and over as he came. His entire body spasmed and he felt his mom sliding slightly on his thighs. For a brief moment, he was sure he had felt her pussy, warm and dripping, directly touch his thigh.
Soon after, with a gentle smile and a kiss on his forehead, his mom got up and went back to her room. Was she now masturbating as well? Jonathan's head spun as he imagined his mother masturbating in her bed. He then grinned and laughed when found the wet spot her pussy had indeed left on his thigh. He scooped up as much as he could on his fingers and spread her juices on his cock, very naughty sensations filling his mind. After having calmed down and cleaned himself up, he followed her up the stairs and went to his own room where he promptly fell asleep, a huge grin on his face.
In the next room over, his mother was indeed masturbating furiously. It had been years since she'd had sex with a man and she couldn't stop picturing her son's fat cock as it shot so much sperm over his taut abs! It had taken all of her willpower not to grab his hulking cock and aim it straight at her breasts to feel his warm sperm on her skin! She couldn't believe just how far things had actually gone!
She also thanked the stars that she had heard him come in the house earlier. Of course, the only reason why she had was because she hadn't been asleep: she had been masturbating, already thinking very inappropriate thoughts about her son. About three weeks ago, she'd made peace with the fact that her gratefulness about him saving her life didn't have any bound whatsoever. It hadn't been the first time she'd masturbated while thinking of her son since the accident.
In her bed, she had taken a few deep breaths to calm herself, suspecting that something was wrong. Why was he back from what had been supposed to be a sleepover with his girlfriend? She had put her panties back on and had also grabbed her dressing gown, ready to be a normal mom. But then she had seen him masturbating from the top of the stairs, that glorious cock shining in the light from the streetlamp. Biting her lower lip, lust reigniting inside her like a damn nuclear bomb, she had thrown her gown on her bed, removed her panties, tousled her hair and walked downstairs silently. Now back in her bed after that amazing encounter on the couch, fully naked this time, she kept imagining her son's huge cock pistoning in and out of her dripping pussy until she climaxed silently.
The following morning when Jonathan walked into the kitchen, he stopped short and an unintentional "Wow!" slipped form his lips. His mom and sister both turned around, puzzled expressions on their faces. When they saw that he was now furiously blushing, they seemed to understand why he had said "Wow". His mother was wearing nothing but her blue teddy, something she never did in the bright light of day, and his sister was wearing her tiny bikini. Both of them looked extremely sexy. And, to Jonathan's surprise, they seemed to know it. They looked at each other, smiled briefly and Jenna said "Enjoying the view?" Jonathan was too stunned to formulate any sort of reply and they both laughed gently. "Thanks", they finally said at the same time before moving towards him to hug him.
His mom had greeted him with hugs every morning for his entire life, but his sister certainly never had! Especially not while wearing a tiny bikini and above all, never for such a tight hug! He could feel her body trying to mold itself against his! He wasn't even sure that Cathy had given him such an intimate hug! What the hell was going on with the sexy clothes and this hug? First yesterday night with his mother, which his brain still doubted had actually happened, and now this!
Jenna then gave him the brightest smile she had ever given him and told him she was going to mow the lawn for him later that day. When she turned around he saw that her bikini was almost a thong, something he thought was called a tonga. It showed most of her amazing ass! Low enough in his throat that neither of them heard, Jonathan growled as he stared at his sister's ass, his anal fantasies bursting to life. But standing in the kitchen with your mom and sis wasn't a good moment to contemplate anal sex, so he cleared his head.
A minute later, now sat at the table, Jonathan saw his mom bringing him another amazing breakfast, taking care to lean very deeply in front of him, showing him as much cleavage as she had last night, but this time in the brightness of the day! Alone in the dining room for a moment, he wondered about the fact that things seemed to be spiralling out of control. That their gratefulness just kept growing exponentially. Yes he had saved them, but he had only been at the right place at the right time. The only one not unconscious. Sure he'd had to dive once for his mom and once again for his sister, but what else was he going to do?
He took a deep breath. Through the large patio door he saw his sister dancing in her bikini with her headphones on, making her full bubble ass swing left and right in front of him. At the same time he could hear his mom humming happily in the kitchen. It was pretty much enough to make him forget about his disastrous evening last night with his ex. At least the first part of the evening had been disastrous. The massage with his mom though... Wow! Had that really happened? Had she really said that she'd do anything?
After swallowing a delicious, maple-syrup filled bite, he wondered what his mom would do if he simply asked her to remove her teddy. When she came back in the dining room and sat in front of him, he saw her breasts bouncing and had to be careful about not choking on his food! After safely washing down his bite with milk, he stared into his mother's eyes for a long moment. Dozens ideas about what to say to her about what was going on and what had happened last night rushed to his lips, but all that came out was "You are so beautiful, mom." It surprised him as much as it surprised her.
She clearly hadn't been expecting that and he saw that it was her turn to blush. "Thank you..." she replied calmly after a long pause. "It's been a long time since a man has told me that." As the blush faded, her nipples hardened and it took all of his willpower to not look at them. Then again his mom was staring into his eyes, still perfectly calm and whispered "You've never really looked like your father, but now that you're mostly grown, I can see something of the man I fell in love with 25 years ago." She turned slightly sideways on the chair and pulled one of her knees up, placing her heel on the chair. She then wrapped her arms around her leg and rested her head on her knee, her eyes still locked into his.
Jonathan swallowed under this intensely intimate look, but also because he realized that if she wasn't wearing panties, someone under the table would be able to see her pussy. Clearing his throat, he asked "Why didn't you try to find someone else?"
"Oh. I did. I did try. My heart just wasn't in it."
"But it's been years now, six or seven. Any man would be lucky to have you."
"Thank you. But I do have a man in the house, my dear. Especially since last night," she finished with a naughty smile.
Jonathan froze, his face torn between smiling with her or dismay at having that fact stated so plainly in the light of day. Once again they stared at each other for a long moment, his feeling quieting down when faced with his mom's gentle, smiling acceptance. Just as he was about to tell her that he had deeply enjoyed their moment, Jenna opened the patio door, looking like a sexy water nymph. She had taken a swim and was dripping with water, her long hair plastered all over her upper body. "You two should come and swim with me, the water is perfect!"
Their mom looked at Jenna and said "Sure, why not?" before turning to Jonathan to give him an enigmatic smile he wasn't able to decipher. He told them he'd shower first and join them in the pool. In the shower, his erection raging, he wondered if he should take a few minutes to masturbate. Spending the rest of the morning with his sister wearing that sexy bikini and now his mother with her own swimsuit... that seemed like a recipe for embarrassment. His cock was rock hard and he began to stroke himself, only to stop a minute later. An orgasm would indeed lower the risk of an indomitable erection, but it would also make this erotic tension vanish. Staring at his twitching cock, he decided to risk it and finished his shower without cumming.
Ten minutes later he crossed the kitchen and opened the patio door... and said another involuntarily "Wow!" His mother and sister were standing face to face and were applying sunscreen to each other. They were not touching each other's breasts or anything like that, but the sight was still breathtaking. His sister still looked like a nymph with her slim frame and amazing ass, and his mother was wearing a bikini that seemed to have been designed with the sole purpose of highlighting her breasts. It was a 20's style, balcony bikini top that pushed her prodigious breasts up and closer together. As they both looked at him, having once again heard his comment, Jonathan felt a twitch in his cock and wisely decided to run directly into the pool.
The rest of the morning turned out to be a couple of hours of pure bliss, the three of them seemingly in a supernaturally happy mood. Jonathan's eyes continuously fed on the bodies of the two extremely sexy women and neither of them minded. In fact, they both seemed to hold poses where they put their best assets on silver platters for him.
At one point Jenna lifted herself out of the water and reached for her glass of water. While doing so, her upper body was resting on the deck while her legs dangled in the water, making her ass stand out like a red flower in a black and white image. And she didn't do that while Jonathan was across the pool, no, no. He had been right next to her and found that he couldn't stop himself and just shamelessly stared at her ass. When she slid back down in the pool, she looked at him and winked. Had she done that on purpose just for him? He fought the urge to bury his face as deep as he could between her cheeks, to pull her bikini sideways and-- Once more Jonathan tried to clear his mind from that particular fetish!
Instead of trying to understand what was happening, Jonathan just relaxed and went with the flow, accepting whatever the two gorgeous women in his life were willing to give him. At one point they devised a game that involved them jumping on his back and racing around the pool. Maybe his mom would have been willing to do that in the past, but Jenna never would. Today she was doing that while laughing and holding onto him like a lover would. This game gave him ample opportunity to touch both of them, to feel their breasts, bellies and thighs all over him and somehow his hands even grazed his sister's ass a few times.
Needless to say that Jonathan was in a constant state of erection. The first time his sister fully, unambiguously touched his hard cock, more than just the quick brushes she'd done before, Jonathan's heart skipped a beat. Jenna now knew that he had an erection around her and their mother. He looked at her, wary of her reaction. Jenna only opened her eyes wide and laughed before diving away. Less than a minute later she had jumped on his back and this time he felt her calf grazing his cock. It felt deliberate. She simply squeezed him harder and he felt her hands closing on his pecs.
When his mom, for whatever reason, decided to jump in his arms face to face instead of on his back, that was something else entirely. He gasped in surprise because as she wrapped her legs around him, her pussy pressed itself right up against his cock. Instead of moving away, she decided to stay there. When Jenna swam by and jumped on the two of them, mother and son had begun to very gently grind against one another and Jonathan's head was spinning.
He remained in the pool a few minutes after they both left, letting his blood and cock cool down before getting out. His mom and sister had both touched his cock more than enough time to know he had an erection, but there's knowing and then there's seeing. Once his cock was soft enough he got out and joined them in the kitchen, but they shoo'd him away, insisting once again that they would cook for him. "Can I at least stay and look at the two most beautiful women in the world?" Jonathan asked, testing the limit of this peculiar atmosphere. The two of them simply turned around and gave him brilliant smiles.
Afterward Jenna asked "What about Cathy?"
"Oh, right, you don't know. We broke off yesterday."
"Finally!" she exclaimed, surprising him. Apparently his sister hadn't liked Cathy anymore than his mom had.
For the next twenty minutes they talked about Cathy and his love life in general. Jenna even suggested a few girls that could be interested in him. During that discussion, Jonathan enjoyed the view of two remarkable pairs of breasts (one being much bigger than the other) and two beautiful asses (one much bubblier than the other).
The rest of the day was much quieter than the morning, at least as quiet as a double-bikini day could be. Jenna left soon after dinner to spend the night at her friend's house, one of the beautiful and interested friend she had talked to Jonathan about earlier. He spent the evening with his mother, first watching a movie before reading side by side until late that night. While Jonathan was now shirtless with a pair of jeans, his mom had kept her bikini on all day. To Jonathan's alert mind, that made no sense at all. It made no sense unless she was doing it just to make him happy. Maybe even to keep him aroused?
His mother finally got up and said that she would take a shower and go to bed. She kissed him on the forehead, giving him a first-class view of her deep cleavage. When he heard the shower starting to run, Jonathan stealthily climbed the stairs and walked up to the bathroom. He saw that she had left the door was slightly ajar, something she never did. He couldn't see anything because of the opaque shower curtains, but still... Was it an invitation? They were all alone in the house now... Should he go in? A deep breath and a healthy dose of courage later he said "Mom? Can I come in and brush my teeth?"
His mom cleared her throat and said "Sure honey, why not?"
That, obviously, had never happened either. As he brushed his teeth, he heard her breathing and wondered if she hadn't been masturbating. Wasn't she breathing hard? Nah... That was just his imagination. Feeling a bit disappointed because nothing had happened, Jonathan walked back to his room. From his chair he saw her walking to her room, a towel wrapped around her body. He placed his ear against the wall separating their rooms hoping, in vain, to hear something.
The next ten minutes were a torture for Jonathan. About 24 hours ago he had masturbated while his mom was nearly in the cowgirl position over him and she had watched attentively as his sperm shot all over his pecs and abs. This morning in the pool she had ground her pussy against his hard cock and had spent the rest of the day wearing her ridiculously sexy and low cut bikini. He was hard as a rock, wondering what the next steps were.


He decided to take a chance and let the dice fall where they may. He walked up to his mom's closed door and said "Mom?"
"What?" She answered quickly, her voice strangely distorted. After a moment, she added "You can't come in."
"OK. But would you be willing to give me a massage before going to bed?"
After a somewhat long pause, she replied "Yes, of course honey. Give me a moment."
The two minutes before she walked out of her room felt like hours. They had felt so long because Jonathan had decided to compound the risk he was taking: he was now waiting for her stark naked on his bed, his big erection unmistakable in the dim light. Walking out of her room, his mom wore her blue teddy and nothing else, her long hair already tousled and wet. When she saw him already naked, her eyes attracted to his cock, she paused in his doorway. Biting her lower lip before actually licking her lips, she took a deep breath and walked in.
When she climbed over him and straddled his lower legs like she usually did, Jonathan felt just how hot her skin was. Her skin was either still wet from the shower or she'd felt hot enough to have a thin layer of sweat. When she began massaging his thigh, Jonathan said "Could you start with my pecs and shoulder tonight?"
"Sure," she replied before making her way sensuously higher over his legs. Seeing her crawling languidly above him only made his cock even harder. When she sat back down her ass was as high on his thighs as was possible without putting her pussy directly over his cock.
"Mom..." he said in a breathy voice.
"Yes honey?"
"Can I ask you a favor?"
"Anything my love. You know that." "Could you... Would you remove your teddy?"
His mom paused at the bold demand, her eyes locked into his. After a rather long moment in silence, she answered "Are you sure about this? Are you sure you want to cross this line?"
"What about you, mom?"
"I think these last 24 hours have been the wildest I have ever lived, my son. But I love you, you've literally saved my life and... I'm yours. My life is yours. All of me is yours, given with love if you want me."
Jonathan's mouth went dry as she spoke calmly and he was stunned when she crossed her arms in front of her and pulled her teddy over her head. His mouth opened and closed as he drank her in, from the majestic way her full breasts were thrust forward in defiance of gravity or time, to the large and very prominent and engorged nipples, to the thick but nicely trimmed patch of black hair between her legs. She was shiny with sweat, face flushed, breathing quickly. In a shaky voice, Jonathan said "You're the most amazingly beautiful woman I have ever seen, mom..."
Unable to resist any longer, his hands reached up to her breasts and he closed his large hands on her even large breasts. He had felt a few pairs of breasts during his young life, some even skin to skin, but none of his girlfriends had had breasts as magnificent as his mother's. Full, at the zenith of their beauty, their warm and heavy flesh pliable under his fingers. He gasped as he gently squeezed them, making her aureolas surge and nipples rise up even harder. He couldn't believe how amazingly sexy her breasts were, especially crowned as they were with those fat nipples. She leaned forward slightly, making her breasts even more spectacularly reality-defying.
Watching her son with half-closed eyes because of the soft pleasure of his hands, Jonathan's mom said "What do you want me to do?"
"Everything!" he growled.
She laughed softly when she said "How far have you gone with your girlfriends?"
"Not any farther than this..."
"Okay then... This will be a night of firsts for you... How do you want to start?"
Jonathan was on the verge of hyperventilating as he looked at the glory over him, his eyes twitching between her breasts and her pussy. Like most boys was fascinated by pussies, obviously, but above just seeing them or fucking them, Jonathan had something about cunnilingus. "I want to eat you, I want to taste you!"
Grinning for reasons Jonathan couldn't understand, his mom lifted up from his thighs, but instead of reclining on his bed as he had imagined she would, she kept moving higher and higher until she was straddling his face. "Are you really really sure you wanna do this with me and not with a future girlfriend?"
"As sure as I have ever been in my life..." Jonathan replied breathlessly, staring in awe at the pussy that had given life to him.
He had never been this aroused or excited in his life, not even when Cathy had let him finger her pussy. This was deeply forbidden and he had never felt better in his entire life. Despite the dim light he could see the glistening folds of his mother's pussy, the even darker entrance to her depths, the small clit partially hidden in it's delicate nest... Despite having been single for years now, his mom clearly kept her bikini line perfectly clean, but also her entire outer lips. She had a thick patch of hair but only above her lips. He could see everything, could finally see with his own eyes a real live pussy, a pussy he was about to feast on... his mother's pussy his for the taking. Jonathan took a deep breath: his mom smelled amazing, a heady mix of clean skin, the extremely familiar scent of her body and that new and intoxicating smell of female... spice?
With a hand on his head, his mom gently lowered herself until his mouth could reach her and Jonathan dove in. Hers was his very first pussy, the pussy which would forever remain burned into his mind until he died of old age. As soon as his tongue and lips touched her hot flesh, his mouth was filled with her juices. She was already dripping because, as he would learn later, she had already been masturbating in her room when he knocked. Just like she had in the shower while he brushed his teeth...
His tongue opened the floodgates. He swallowed that initial shot and growled as he immediately fell in love with his mother's pussy. Later in life he would come to realize that no other pussy would ever taste as good as his mother's, but for now he was just floored by the impossible and forbidden act they were sharing. He was eating his mother's pussy, for god's sake!
He was barely aware of her few words and instead responded reflexively to any tip, suggestion and request she made. His cock was twitching and hard to the point of being painful every time he reflexively flexed it. His mom's moans became a song, a song that crescendo'd continually as he did his best to do exactly what she told him to.
At one point, an fuzzy eternity of delight later, she let her weight press her down a bit more intensely and her fingers closed in a tight fist in his hair. "It's not possible..." she whispered. "You shouldn't be this good on your first time!" She was groaning more and more, her voice rising as she tensed up. "Christ! You're amazing!" After saying that through what sounded like clenched teeth, his mom spasmed and trashed over and against him for a long while. Her soft moans turned into staccato'd gasps and loud cries as she climaxed, flooding his face with her pleasure. After this she rode his face pretty hard until, with a last gasp, she asked "Could you keep going?"
"All night long!" Was his eager reply despite the fact that he was thoroughly overwhelmed.
Before he knew what was happening, she ended up in a 69 above him and as she lowered her pussy for a second round, she said, as if talking to herself "I never expected that I'd enjoy it so much..." Jonathan would think often about that sentence in the days to come. But for now, the realization that she had been ready to have sex with him with no pleasure for herself... just as a thank you... made him even more aroused for some reason. He wasn't in any state to be thinking about that properly and when he felt her mouth slipping around his cock, his mind just blanked out, snuffed out by a deep onslaught of pleasure. The last coherent thought he had for a while was "I'm doing a 69!"
Part of him would have liked to be fully focused on the pleasures of his first blowjob. Then again, he couldn't stop himself from devouring his mom's pussy and he simply abandoned himself to the pleasure. His moms mouth seemed to be an infinite cave of raw pleasure, her lips, tongue and the back of her mouth (maybe even hints of her throat?) turning him into a a sex zombie. Time lost meaning again until, finally, his own orgasm bloomed at an extraordinary pace. He didn't have time to say anything or warn his mother, as he had learned that some girls didn't like to swallow. It didn't seem to matter as his body arched under his mother and he shot one of the most powerful stream of sperm of his entire young life. Right into his mother's throat. "I'm cumming in my mother's mouth!" his hazy mind realized. "Fuck!"
He writhed and trashed under her body, not realizing just how deeply he was thrusting his large cock. As his climax began to fade, his mother's second one blossomed and she released his cock to shout out and press her pussy harder against his face. Eventually she moved away and lay back on his bed next to him, panting. "God! I needed that so bad!" she cried out very loudly. When she turned her head their eyes locked and she grinned. "How can you be so good at eating pussy?"
Jonathan couldn't even begin to formulate a reply when she sat up on her knees. "Oh dear..." she said, a growing smile on her lip as she looked at his glistening and still very hard cock. "What do you want to do now?"
Jonathan, staring at her glistening breasts, knew exactly what he wanted. In a coarse voice, smelling her pussy on his mouth as he spoke, he said "I wanna fuck your tits!"
"With pleasure!" she replied before getting on all four above his cock.
With her breasts wet and his cock slathered with her saliva, his cock was easily swallowed by her breasts. He held her breasts around his cock cried out when he first thrust himself between them. His eyes darted between the deeply taboo sight of his cock plowing between his mother's breasts and then up to see her watching him intently. He was hypnotized by the way the thick flesh of her breasts swallowed his cock when he pulled back before gracefully parting again like a smooth wave of flesh. Then again, the unveiled lust he could see in her eyes... it made his heart turn and his cock twitch!
After a while, his mom moved and climbed back up to sit right over his cock. This time she really was fully in cowgirl, her wet pussy directly against the underside of his cock. "Are you ready for this, baby?" she asked, looking like a goddess in heat. "Are you ready to take your first pussy? Your mom's pussy?"
"Mom... Mom... Yes! I..." Jonathan took a deep breath, held it for a moment and blew it all out. "Are you... Are you doing this out of an excessive sense of gratitude or duty because I saved you life?"
That made her pause. She looked down at him and took a deep breath of her own. "Oh baby... Of course that's why. If the accident hadn't happened, we'd never be doing this... This is insane! I'm fucking my own son!" When she saw his face falling she quickly added "But that was just at first. My urge to take care of you, the physical intimacy that had been building between us, your reaction at seeing my breasts last night, the fact that I had my hands on your hot body every day... Christ. And then you whispered "Mom" when you climaxed... Fuck!"
She was still grinding herself slowly upon his cock, keeping it both hard and slick. "For some unexplained reason my gratitude... somehow, triggered my libido, turned it back on. I'd been feeling more and more aroused every time I massaged you, saw you looking at my body, guessed your erections under your boxers..." His mom paused and wiped her lips with the back of her hand, maybe because she still had some of his sperm there? Jonathan's eyes widened as he suddenly realized that she had swallowed his sperm! She didn't noticed his reaction and continued "You saved my life in the river, but your brought me back to life yesterday night!" She grinned and looked into his eyes for a moment. "If you can't see that, my dear son... Well you may be miraculously good with that mouth of yours, but you're still a long way from being able to read a woman..."
She laughed, a low pitched and extremely sexy sound. As she did, she began sliding her pussy up and down against the underside of his cock, coating its length with her juices. "Ohhhh..." she drawled. "I'm not doing this out of duty... I'm on fucking fire my baby boy, I'm ready to let you do anything you want but only if you promise to keep fucking me all night long!" As she talked, she had lifted herself above his cock, had grabbed it and pulled it up before rubbing its tip against her pussy.
Jonathan, somehow, was even more blown away than he already was. He was feeling his mother's pussy with his cock, feeling her wetness easily coating his flesh. "Ok then..." he said weakly, before adding, more eagerly "What are you waiting for? Take my virginity mom!"
"I thought you'd never ask!" she said as she impaled herself on her son's cock, a wolfish grin on her face.
Initially, Jonathan's mom simply let her weight drive her completely down and sat with his cock buried to the hilt inside her. He felt her soft thighs modling themselves around his body as she fully sat, taking his entire length. As amazing as his silicon masturbator had been, Jonathan realized that a real pussy was something else, and not only because of the amazing texture: her mom's pussy was burning hot, the pressure was both extremely tight yet not painful like when he used his masturbator in its plastic shell (he did have a big cock), he could feel her muscles twitching around his girth, spasming at the base of his shaft, and the sheer weight of a real woman above him...
His mom gasped as she lifted her knees from the bed slightly to take him even deeper: Jonathan felt the tip of his cock reach the uttermost depth of her pussy. She placed one of her hands on her belly "Fuck! That's deep! So damned perfect..." she whispered, her eyes closed. "You're on the verge of opening my womb... Fuck!" She suddenly opened her eyes and looked at him, surprising her son with the the intensity of her lust. She leaned forward and placed her hands on his belly, squeezing her breasts between her arms in the process "All night long, right? Like you promised? I'm not going to commit a crime and the ultimate deadly sin just for a quick romp!"
Jonathan eagerly nodded, because he was too stunned to talk. His mom lifted herself up from him until only his tip remained inside her and slowly lowered herself back down fully. "All night long and every damn night for the rest of my life!" She said, her voice wobbly with lust. Then, while never taking her eyes away of his, she rose again and began riding him for all she was worth. Slowly at first, long, unhurried penetrations from the tip until the entire length of his cock was inside her. Soon she increased her pace, rocking her son's world. Jonathan had just climaxed, was in pretty good shape and had the energy of youth and he matched his mother's energy and passion.
They fucked in cowgirl, reverse cowgirl, doggy and prone bone until, after more than an hour, he took her while she was leaning over his desk. Because she enjoyed deep thrusts from a big cock instead of delicate pressure on her clit, the sound of their flesh slapping together filled the house. His mom climaxed again while sprawled over his keyboard, crying his name out loud. Unable to control his pleasure any longer, Jonathan stared at his mom's writhing body and filled her pussy with as much sperm as he still had inside him.
Soon after that they both shared a shower during which Jonathan knelt in front of her and finally feasted on her breasts, pulling as much of her aureolas into his hungry mouth as he could. He couldn't believe just how soft and sensitive her swollen nipples were, how amazing they felt in his mouth. His cock rose easily back to life and they then went to her room for another round. When she knelt in front of him to take his cock into her mouth again, Jonathan grabbed her arms and pulled her up. Puzzled, she looked at him and was visibly stunned when Jonathan pulled her close for a kiss. They had kissed thousands of times before, but never like this. Not even close. His mom froze in his arms for a moment, then melted when she allowed his tongue inside her mouth. As mother and son kissed, she once again guided him, giving him his first lessons in how to kiss a girl. Or in this case a woman, a woman burning with pent up lust.
After that dizzying kiss, she grinned and knelt down in front of him to service his cock like a master. For the rest of his life, Jonathan would never be able to find a woman who would know just how to suck his cock quite like his mother. After that, Jonathan buried his face in his mother's pussy once again and then they both dredged their imagination to find new and creative ways to fuck. They did indeed spend the rest of the night fucking until they both climaxed one last time with the rising sun.
With the bedsheets of his mom's bed drenched in sweat, juices form her pussy and his sperm, they were both on their backs, breathing heavily and dripping with even more sweat. "Every night like this?" Jonathan asked.
"Well! Maybe not every night!" His mother replied breathlessly. "But at least once a week. If you can keep making me climax like that I'll be the happiest woman on the planet!" She swore a few times, making him laugh, before adding "It's like I created the perfect sex stud for myself when I made you... I've never felt so in sync with a man in my entire life. And it's only going to get better as you learn! Fuck!"
"I still have to learn?" Jonathan asked. "Didn't I make you climax like 5 times?"
"Haha! Yes you have. But trust me, it's going to get even better..."
Jonathan was staring at his mother, unable to believe what she was saying. They looked at each other for a long while before he said "Can I kiss you again?"
"Yes... And from now on, you should kiss me any time we're alone, baby."
P.S. They were both too sore for an extra round of sex, but they kissed for a long time in the missionary position. The morning sun was shining on their nude bodies as they fell asleep with the door to her room wide open. It didn't matter because Jenna was at her friend's house. Or at least she was supposed to be. Instead, she had been back home since around midnight, having had a suspicion that something like that was going to happen. How could she have guessed that a mother and her son would actually have sex?
Well... Last night, while Jonathan had masturbated while his mother was sitting on his lap after the massage, Jenna had been at the top of the stairs, watching them. It's not that they had made that much noise, but sleep had been elusive for her since the accident and she had overheard them taking and laughing. After he initial shock of seeing Jonathan slip his huge cock from his boxers while their mom was so close... And then masturbate in front of her... Jenna had begun masturbating right there, hidden in the second story hallway.
Like her mom, she had also felt a deep surge of gratitude for her brother's heroism and she'd had no idea how to repay that gratitude. Doing his chores was fine and all, but much too small a favor compared to him actually saving her life. When she learned that their mom was willing to let him masturbate while straddling his lap, Jenna suddenly felt free to do much more...
Now, after having heard and watched them fuck like rutting beasts, Jenna knew that her little bikini show was just the first chapter of a much wilder gift she wanted to give her brother. Much wilder.
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Jonathan woke up and was severely disoriented for a moment. The sun was coming from the wrong side of his room, seemed to be very high and bright already and... this wasn't even his room! He sat up straight too quickly and felt dizzy for a moment as he realized that he was still in his mother's room and that it reeked of sex. His eyes opened wide as the entire night came back to him: he really had sex with his very own mother. And not just one quick passion or alcohol fuelled accident. No, no, they had had sex for hours and hours.
What time was it? His mom's phone, next to the bed, said that it was half past noon. His eyes opened wide again: was his sister back? He was in his mom's bed and sticky with his sperm and her juices: if his sister saw him like that... Fuck! After putting his ear against the wall between his mom and his sister's room, he couldn't hear anything. He sneaked out as silently as he could and saw that her door was opened and that, thankfully, she wasn't there. From downstairs, Jonathan then heard his mom saying "Jenna's out for the day, you can come down."
Grinning, he put his boxers on and joined his mother in the kitchen. She was there, cooking up a meal, stark naked. When she turned towards him, unveiling her massive breasts and extremely sexy pussy, he grinned and removed his boxers. When he walked towards her, she placed her finger in front of his face and said "Taste this!"
Jonathan expected to taste the tomato sauce he had smelled, but instead found out that his mom's finger tasted just like her pussy. They laughed until she gave him a kiss. A real kiss on the lips with more tongue than he had ever gotten from Cathy, his recently ex-girlfriend. "Go take a shower: you stink of sex!" his mother said.
When he came back ten minutes later, his cock as hard as a damned telephone pole, his mother smiled and said "I was hoping that was going to happen..." She then promptly turned around and leaned over the sink. "I've been masturbating since I woke, hoping you'd be up for an encore..." she added with that sultry voice he'd discovered last night. Jonathan slapped her ass with his cock a few times before letting a big drop of saliva fall onto his shaft.
"That's perfect, as I was hoping you'd be willing to have sex in every single room in the house!"
His mom laughed then gasped as he slid inside her in one smooth penetration, crushing her hard against the counter when he hilted himself. "Fuck!" he cried. "I can't believe you're letting me do that again!"
"Ah! Letting you?" she replied, her voice shuddering as he plowed into her. "I think I'd tie you to my bed if you stopped wanting me... I'm an addict to your big fat cock! I can't believe we didn't start this sooner!"
They did end up having sex in every corner of the house, even Jenna's room, exploring different positions each time they switched room. While they were fucking in his sister's room, his mom sitting on her dresser, her legs splayed open, Jonathan saw his sister's bikini on the floor. Despite his mom's utter sexiness, he couldn't help remembering how sexy Jenna had looked when she danced with it yesterday. Was it only yesterday? Fuck! He hoped his mom didn't notice him staring at that bikini.
They finished in the shower, with Jonathan shooting his sperm on his kneeling mother's face. "You couldn't have known, but I've never let a man cum on my face before..." The thought that he was his mom's "first" for something made him shoot an extra dose of sperm as he was overloaded with pleasure.
His twin sister Jenna came back home for dinner and they had a very pleasant moment. Ever since the accident, everything seemed easy, light and fun. Jonathan wasn't going to complain especially with the mind-boggling and unspeakably immoral sex he'd had in the last day. After dinner, but before the sun began to set, Jenna and Jonathan were in the kitchen, looking for dessert. Jenna said she was going to clean the pool. "I'll come with," Jonathan said. "It really is a boring job."
"No need, I wanna do it for you!" his sister replied.
"I know, I just wanna help."
From the living room, they heard their mom saying "He wants to see you with your bikini!"
The siblings both replied at the same time, with the same indignant voice "Mom!"
As they heard her laughing, the two of them stared at each other, both blushing. Jenna began laughing and before Jonathan could even attempt to deny that it was true, she said "Oh, don't worry about it... I think it's pretty normal, right? You should hear what Candice's brother does to try and see her in her underwear!" Jonathan's eyes shot opening surprise, especially because Candace wasn't, by a long shot, a sexy girl.
Still nervous and feeling hot, he laughed and said something to break his awkward silence "Imagine if you were his sister! He'd risk death with such a sexy girl!" Realizing what he had just implied, Jonathan froze and sucked in his lips. He wasn't talking with his mom after a round of sex! This was his sister! And even if she had been very nice and sweet, this was... Fuck...
"Well, well, well..." she began, walking towards him, a special smile on her face. "Do you want me to put my bikini on?"
While he was mumbling incoherently, their mom piped in from the living room again "Yes he does!"
While Jonathan was dying inside, Jenna only laughed and said "Ok then. I wasn't going to put it on, but if you insist... Sheesh!" she exclaimed theatrically. "The lengths one must go to show some gratitude! Ok, ok, ok... Stop asking for my bikini, brother! I said I'll put it on!"
Jonathan stood in the kitchen, shaking his head at his sister's frivolous little monologue. When Jenna ran up the stairs to her room, laughing all the way, Jonathan walked to the living room and looked at his mother, aghast. She was laughing as well, sitting on the couch. He spread his arms wide in disbelief. Had his mom made such a preposterous comment before the accident, it would have caused mountain-sized conflict and tension between his sister and him. Now, as she was putting her sexy bikini, his sister was laughing about it! Laughing!
Still grinning as she watched him, Jonathan's mom whispered "Oh stop it with that exasperated expression. Could you swear to me that you're not happy she's going to change?" Jonathan cleared his throat, opened his mouth, coughed a few times... but didn't say anything. His mom added "You can thank me now!" Instead, Jonathan leaned down and kissed her. On the lips again. "Naughty boy..." she said as he stood back up.
On the patio outside, with Jenna wearing her tiny bikini, Jonathan couldn't stop from looking at her body. She had nicely sized breasts, probably a couple of cup sizes smaller than their mom, very perky and beautiful. Given that she was younger and slimmer than their mom and because they had just barely reached the apex of their perfection, her breasts moved differently, were more lively. They didn't seem to sag at all under a bikini top that offered no support whatsoever and just danced every time she moved.
Then again it was very clear that her ass was his sister's best asset. Jenna had an amazing bubble butt, seeming out of place on her cat-like frame. Jonathan fantasized about having her naked on his bed to gawk, caress, massage, kiss and lick her ass for hours on end. As a finale he would, of course, bury his face between her cheeks and spend the rest of his life there! Just a bit below that legendary ass, his sister had decently rounded thighs, but other than that she was pretty thin. She had never been shy about her body, even during the darkest years of adolescence, but since the accident she was positively confident and bold. And Jonathan was willing to drink it all in.
At one point while she was guiding the vacuum they were both standing next to each other, looking at the bottom of the pool. Out of nowhere, Jenna asked him "How did it feel to give me mouth-to-mouth?"
Jonathan turned to her in surprised and saw that she was licking her lips. "What?"
"Well, I was unconscious during that time and I'm wondering what it felt for you to kiss me..." Jenna stopped and looked at him shyly. "Not exactly kiss, but still... How did it feel to kiss your sister?"
"I didn't do it, sis..." Jonathan replied nervously.
"You didn't?" she looked honestly puzzled. "Didn't you have to?"
"No." Jonathan was suddenly very glad he'd had to take a CPR class at work. "You were unconscious, but you were still breathing. You started breathing the moment I pulled you out of the water, just like mom. We only have to do mouth-to-mouth when someone stops breathing."
"Oh..." Jenna blushed and looked back down at the pool for a moment. "I thought you'd had to... Oh... OK. Sorry I asked."
Jonathan saw that she really looked uncomfortable. "No worries, Yen. Just know that I would have done it if you'd needed it."
"You would?" she looked back up at him, smiling.
"Of course..."
"Wouldn't it have felt weird, to kiss your own sister?"
Jonathan cleared his throat, unsure where this conversation was going. "Er... Maybe, but I still would have done it. And, of course..." he smiled and tried a joke to lighten the mood. "As I awkwardly said earlier: you're very beautiful, so it wouldn't really be bad to..." He stopped, realizing that instead of being light and funny, his joke had turned even more awkward than his earlier comment. But Jenna just laughed and squeezed his arm. God she had a gorgeous smile! Trying to move on, he asked "Would you hesitate to do it to me?"
"No!" She replied quickly, glancing at his mouth. "No, of course not." She licked her lips again "I just thought we'd already kissed, while I was unconscious..."
To his surprise, Jonathan saw her nipples becoming hard through her bikini, but Jenna didn't seem aware of it. She added "It's just that I've been single for a while now and your lips would have been the last ones to touch mine and..." she stopped, blushing. After a nervous laugh, she said "Well, look like it's my turn to put my foot in my mouth!" The two of them laughed together. Her eyes bright with laughter, Jenna said "Would you have liked to kiss me?"
Jonathan's jaw dropped. After a moment Jenna laughed again and pushed him into the pool. Jonathan cried out in shock at the unexpected dunking but quickly climbed out of the pool. At the top of his voice, he cried "Why you little minx!" Jenna, seeing that he was rushing towards her, dropped the pole and ran away laughing. But she was far too slow and soon he had grabbed her arms. After a short while Jonathan simply lifted his sister bodily into his arms. Laughing uncontrollably, Jenna cried a long "No!", to no avail. A few seconds later Jonathan jumped in the pool with her.
The twins spent a few minutes horsing around in the pool like they did yesterday, but the sun was setting and the cool evening air forced them back into the house. Later that evening, his sister asked him if he could drive her to the mall tomorrow. She still hadn't found the courage to drive again since the accident. Seeing his discontentment, she walked close to him. Jenna was now wearing the loose tank top she often wore to sleep and if Jonathan wasn't sure she had panties on tonight, she certainly wasn't wearing any bra. He felt his blood quickening when she placed her hand on his shoulder and leaned in very close to his ear to whisper "I'll make it worth your while!"
She then kissed his cheek and laughed as she climbed up the stairs. Looking at the dancing hem of her top, Jonathan was 50% sure that she hadn't been wearing any panties. He bit his lower lip, feeling a brief surge of blood in his cock. He turned to his mother with a wolfish grin, now that they were alone. He could see the lust in her eyes, but also a touch of frustration. She whispered "As much as I'd like a repeat of this morning tour around the house, I'm really not comfortable doing anything so dangerously crazy as fucking my own son while my daughter could overhear."
Jonathan was disappointed, but not too much: he had guessed as much and knew it was a good idea to be extremely careful. An idea popped into his mind and he knelt next to hear, whispering very softly "Mom, can I get just a quick lick so that I can fall asleep with your pussy on my tongue?"
His mom smiled and opened her thighs. Jonathan saw that she hadn't been wearing panties under her skirt and he leaned down to lick her already wet pussy for a few seconds. As he masturbated in his room a few minutes later, he thought about everything he had done with his mom in the past 24 hours, yet his mind kept wondering what Jenna had meant about making it worth his while tomorrow...
Just before entering the clothing store where Jenna had wanted to go, she grabbed his hand. Puzzled, Jonathan turned towards her. She winked at him and said "It would be weird if people decided that we looked similar and thought that we were brother and sister."
"Well, we are..." he replied in a low pitched voice, trying not to be distracted by the rousing sensation of walking hand in hand with his sister. "What's the problem? I'll just wait around while you shop."
"No, no, no... I'll need your opinion on the clothes I'm going to try and, like I said, it would look weird if they don't think you're my boyfriend."
For the next hour Jenna tried on countless items of clothing and Jonathan had to give his honest impression as a guy. And as her boyfriend, of course. Had this been a regular shopping experience, Jonathan would have been bored to tears waiting for her. Thankfully it was anything but regular. Jenna kept asking if one top showed too much of her boobs, or if these pants made her ass look too big, or if this skirt was too short or if this dress was too transparent.
Jenna seemed to be selecting sexier and sexier clothing as she kept going back to get more. Her reactions grew more intense every time he said that one item was very nice or looked great on her. She hugged him a few times and when he answered that she looked gorgeous with a particular summer dress, she kissed him as close to his lips as was possible without actually kissing his lips. When she walked back in the booth after that, she turned around and whispered "That was almost a mouth to mouth!" She then giggled as she closed the door, leaving Jonathan standing there, his head spinning.
At one point she came out with another pair of yoga pants, blue ones this time, and for some reason Jonathan couldn't understand, these fit her like a glove. A magical glove that made her already amazing ass into something even more unbelievable. She only had a short crop top above, which let the curve of her slim waist highlight her hips and ass even more. When she saw his face changing, Jenna grinned excitedly. "You like this one, baby?" she asked, emphasizing baby for the benefit of the few other people around.
"Wow! You look amazing... Your ass is--" Jonathan stopped, unsure if that would have been too far.
But his sister didn't have any qualm "My ass is slap worthy?"
"Christ!" He decided to go with the flow. "More than slap worthy!"
Jenna laughed and pushed her ass towards him and for a moment Jonathan was tempted to slap it. Jenna went back to the booth and before closing the door, she looked at him for a moment. A moment too long. Instead of closing the door, Jenna came back out and this time gave him a quick kiss on the lips. "Thank you baby!" she said before disappearing into the sea of racks and stalls. Jonathan felt suddenly hot, any doubt in his mind that this was purely innocent having vanished. Had his sister's gratefulness towards him for saving her life ignited her lust like it had with their mom?
When she came back, blushing and grinning like a thief, she leaned close and said "How was our first mouth to mouth?" Instead of giving him time to reply, she turned around and walked towards the booth again. This time though, Jonathan decided to slap her ass. She was still wearing those devilishly sexy pants and he didn't pull back. Everybody in the changing room area heard the slap and then Jenna's immediate giggles.
"Yep!" he said. "Definitely slap worthy!"
Some of the people looked away embarrassed, some smiled at him and two dudes looked positively jealous. Jonathan managed to control his urge to laugh and just sat down waiting for Jenna to come out again. But instead of coming out, she cracked the door open and asked him to join him. When he slipped inside, he understood why. Jenna was wearing nothing but lingerie. And they were forced to stand very close to each other in the confined space. His delicate sister and his big frame pretty much filled the little space made for one person.
Jonathan backed up against the door after closing it, his eyes almost popping out of his head. "It's from Aubade, called l'allée des plaisirs. 32D cup size. Do you like it?" His sister asked, looking at herself in the mirror.
Jonathan picked up his jaw, closed his eyes for a moment and whispered "Yen! I'm not really your boyfriend! I'm not supposed to look at you wearing lingerie..."
"Just play along! It's less revealing than my bikini!" She whispered, before saying, louder "So, do you like me in this, baby?"
Still overwhelmed, his mouth dry, Jonathan said "Yes... Sure. You look really hot."
Jenna beamed at him when he said that while he devoured her body. On the one hand, she was right that her bikini covered less of her skin. Then again, the combination of thick opaque lace, panties, garter belt and stockings hit Jonathan much harder than her bikini already had. The bra itself was black with pink flowers in bold pink and while the front of her panties were basic black lace, the belt had the same bold pink patterns.
When she turned around, he audibly gasped before his breath caught in his throat: the back of the panties were fully transparent, the pink flowers muted. That meant that Jonathan was basically seeing his sister's perfect ass nude. Jenna grinned when she heard him gasp and pushed her ass towards him. "Ohhh... That's what you like, isn't it?" she giggled. Jonathan barely heard her as his blood started to boil and rush to his cock. "Still think my ass is slap worthy?"
"Fuck Yen!" he whispered urgently. "Stop messing around, and stop teasing me!"
For a brief moment Jenna, who didn't really look like their mom, nevertheless gave him the same lust-filled look that their mom had given him yesterday. "Who said anything about teasing? Look all you want, baby!"
Jonathan swore under his breath and allowed himself to look at her like he would any other girl he desired. Jenna seemed to come alive under his stare, moving about, turning around, bending over, putting her arms above her head... At one point she looked at his pants and saw his erection through his clothing and purred as she kept glancing at it. "What are you doing?" Jonathan asked.
"Making it worth your while..."
"Fuck!" he swore, his eyes glued to her nearly fully exposed body.
She was now staring openly at the thick bulge of his cock under his pants and even caressed it lightly with a finger. Jonathan jumped as she did. His sister said "I've been teased by that cock a few times now... In the pool and right now..." she bit her lower lip. She stared at it for a moment longer as Jonathan's breathing became louder. Suddenly looking back at herself in the mirror, she said "I think I'm going to buy this one..." Jenna said.
"No," he said hoarsely. "I think I'm going to buy it for you. And those blue pants."
"Oh! Really? Thank you baby!"
"Are you going to wear them for me?" he asked, his mouth already watering at the thought.


"Oh baby... Are you asking me to strip down and walk around the house in my lingerie for you?"
"Yes... I guess I am."
"With pleasure!"
With that she kissed him on the lips again before hugging him. The hug was spellbinding because of how little she was wearing and with his cock distinctly trapped between them. His large hands on her small back felt the intense warmth of her skin. Looking up, inches from his mouth again with her arms still around his neck, Jenn said "Well if you're buying this set there's another one I've been eyeing for a long time..." With that she pushed him out of the booth and he sat down quickly, awkwardly hiding his erection.
While he waited, Jonathan tried to settle his reeling mind. She'd given him a lingerie show, had purred at the sight of his cock, had even touched it and now two quick kisses on his lips... This was more than just making it worth his while... Jenna seemed to be inadvertently following in their mother's footsteps! When his mom texted him that she was leaving for an evening with friends, the stars seemed to be aligning themselves. It was only mid afternoon, which meant that if Jenna was willing to go all the way, they had hours before them!
Five minutes later she beckoned him to join her once again and this time Jonathan was braced for the glorious show. Well, it turned out that he wasn't braced enough. Jenna was wearing a black and blue set from Empreinte, called Elise, a breathtaking mix of lace and embroidery, made even more heart stopping by being almost fully transparent. His sister's lovely pink aureolas and nipples were clearly visible, as was the fact that she fully shaved her pussy.
"Yen... Fuck... You're basically naked... in front of me..." Jonathan whispered.
"I know..." she replied with a smile. "Just relax and enjoy it. You know what the best part is?"
Jonathan shook his head and then gasped again as she turned around: the panties were a tong. A real thong, which meant that he was truly seeing his sister's naked ass. "Damn sis!" he whispered. "There's going to be one lucky guy that'll be--"
"Shhh..." she interrupted him, whispering as well. "First of all, don't call me sis here, dummy! And secondly, right now you're that lucky guy." She was still standing with her back to him, offering him her ass. "Get out of your head, stop worrying and just enjoy."
Shaking the few remnants of his uncertainty, Jonathan looked at his sister in the mirror and slapped her ass. A full slap with opened fingers, right on the bubbliest part of her ass. It made her flesh briefly lift up before falling back down and Jonathan stared in awe as it shook. It was Jenna's turn to gasp and she opened her mouth in surprise, staring at him in the mirror. When he saw the beginnings of a smile on her wide opened lips, Jonathan slapped her other cheek, letting his hand linger a bit this time. "Be careful what you wish for..." he growled, low enough that, hopefully, nobody heard him. He knelt down, bringing his face extremely close to his sister's exposed ass.
In a low, sultry voice, she replied "If we're saying idioms, then don't bite more than you can chew..."
"Is that an invitation for me to take a bite of that perfect ass?" he asked.
He couldn't see her in the mirror from where he was, but he did hear her take a sharp intake of breath. A second later though, she pushed her ass just a bit closer to him. Driven to the edge, Jonathan could resist anymore. Part of him wanted to ask her if she was really sure about this, like he had done with his mom. Then again, she had brought him here, she had stripped down to barely nothing and she had dared him to slap her ass. Twice! Instead of talking or thinking, Jonathan just leaned forward and kissed his sister's ass.
He felt his entire body being electrified by this forbidden contact. Compared to this kiss, with his hands on her hips, everything else had been teases. This though, this was the real thing. He opened his mouth and licked her soft flesh, barely able to believe how wonderful her ass felt. He kept kissing, licking and sucking in her supple flesh while his hands fondled and squeezed those majestic curves. Jonathan moved lower until his tongue reached the delicate apple line between her right buttock and thigh and licked it all the way to her hip.
After doing the same thing on the other side, Jonathan pulled back and just looked at her ass, straight on. "Bend over..." he whispered. When she did, he pulled her crack open with his thumbs and marvelled at the sight of the thong's thin string unable to fully hide Jenna's treasures. He could see the bottommost part of her pussy, but most of all he could see her pink asshole. His eyes widened as he looked at his sister's precious starburst, deliciously stretched by his thumbs, unable to believe that he was actually allowed to do this.
His head spinning with lust, Jonathan buried his face as deep as he could in his sister's ass, releasing her buttocks so that they closed in on his cheeks. Fumbling blindly for the string with one hand, he grabbed it and pulled it to the side and dove in further. Breathing hard, as aroused as he had ever been, he fed his fascination with pussies by kissing his sister's, kissing hard and then deep with his tongue. He growled as he tasted and drank her juices, part of his mind noticing how different yet similar she was to their mom.
Jenna gasped and quickly whispered "We should stop... there are too many people... We can't--" But she gasped again when Jonathan slid his tongue up from her pussy directly onto her asshole. He just gave her a quick lick, but Jenna trembled all over. She pulled away from him and turned around, her eyes round with shock. "You! Are! Insane!" she said, a hesitant smile playing on her face. "I've never done anything like that! Nobody's ever done anything like that to me!"
Her hesitation made Jonathan pause. That particular fetish of his was, honestly, a bit extreme! But with an ass like his sister's... Hell! But she was right: they couldn't do anything more here. Their blood boiling, grinning like fools at each other, they soon got out of that tiny booth, paid for all the new sexy clothes and drove home. While Jenna played with the hem of her skirt while they were on the road, teasing him and being obviously aroused, they were certainly not going to take risks while driving, not after the accident...
Sadly when they came home, their mom was there. Her plans had changed she wasn't going anywhere today. The two siblings had to calm themselves down and they went to their room for a while. The rest of the afternoon and dinner turned out to be an extremely peculiar couple of hours as both his mom and sister tried to tease him either with their bodies or naughty whispered words. Jonathan knew that neither of them knew about the other, so things got... interesting. To say the least.
Jenna kept teasing him about the mouth to mouth, even asking him if he'd done it to her while talking with their mom. She already knew the answer, but wanted to bring it up again. When their mom asked Jonathan if he had done it with her, something she hadn't thought about, he shook his head and tried to change the subject. While he hadn't done any mouth to mouth, he had kissed them both in the past couple of days, had even tasted their pussies!
His mom flaunted her breasts by wearing a very sexy dress with a low cut top, the type that had a very loose cowl that constantly threatened to reveal too much. Not to be undone, his sister showed off her legs and ass by wearing that extravagantly sexy pair of blue pants with nothing but a very short cut off top. While his mom took every opportunity to bend over in front of him, so did his sister, but in the other direction to highlight her ass.
A bit later, while he was in his room, his sister set him a text to come by her room when he had the time. He went there a few minutes later and had to think quickly. His sister's room was right in front of the bathroom and when he opened the door without knocking, his mom happened to come out of the bathroom. They both saw, at the same time, Jenna standing in her room wearing nothing but her new lingerie.
A fraction of a second later than they should have, both Jonathan and his sister reacted as they normally would have. Jenna yelped and covered herself and Jonathan turned around, apologizing. "Learn to knock!" Jenna cried, closing the door quickly.
"You told me to come to your room!" Jonathan said.
"I didn't think you'd be so quick! And anyway, again, learn to knock!" she said in her habitual, pre-accident tart voice.
Their mom just shook her head, her expression hard to define. After she went downstairs, Jonathan asked, loudly, "Are you decent now?"
"Yes, but you can still knock just for practice!"
When he opened the door, after knocking properly, Jenna was standing right there near the door, squarely facing him. She wasn't wearing her lingerie. In fact, she wasn't wearing anything at all. Jonathan gaped. Despite the fact that he had eaten her pussy he had not, technically, seen her naked yet. As his cock grew again, it had remained half-hard since they came back from the mall, he just stared shamelessly at his sister's body as she was lit sideways by the sun.
Her breasts, freed from even a transparent bra, looked magical. They looked so young and fresh that Jonathan wondered if there wasn't something actually magical about them, if there were not a couple of fairies living in these pale blooms of feminine flesh. Their crowns, the aureolas and nipples he'd half seen earlier, seemed more vivid now. They were clearly fully engorged, her aureolas puffy and distended like her mother's. The similarity between their nipples made Jonathan realize just how insane these last few days actually were. He stared at his sister's breasts, different from their mother but just as magnificent, marvelling at the way her nipples thrust forwards and upwards even more than her full breasts already were.
And below those twin orbs, below her taut and flawless belly, nestled between her thighs, was her pussy. Completely shaven as was the trend these days, his sister's pussy seemed to shine in the late afternoon sun. As much as he loved and had enjoyed his mother's pussy, there was something about his sister's that triggered some unknown reserve of pent-up lust deep inside him.
"You're a fucking goddess!" he finally whispered after having found his voice.
"Why thank you dear brother..." she replied. While he kept staring at her, she added "I wanna see it... Now."
When Jonathan looked up at her eyes, he saw that she was looking at the bulge his cock made. Without thinking, he unzipped his jeans and pulled it out. It was Jenna's turn to gasp and gape. "Fuck!" she whispered. "I've never seen such... Fuck! It's so big!"Jenna took a step towards him and stood less than three feet away from him.
Jonathan swallowed and said "What are you doing Yen?"
"I'm admiring the most beautiful cock I've ever seen in my life!"
Jonathan snorted, half in pride, half in worry that their mom would climb back up the stairs. "No, I mean... What are we doing here... this afternoon... with the fact that I can still taste your pussy in my mouth?"
Jenna bit her lower lip and looked at him, still utterly naked and vulnerable in front of him. Her expression changed, losing some of its lustful playfulness. She took another step, but this time backwards. But it was not to move away from him. "Come in..." she whispered as he was still in the doorway. Jonathan did, acutely aware that his cock was out and that his sister was naked in front of him. Jenna said "You saved my life... I told you I didn't know how to deal with that. I've seen you looking at me for years now, seen how you obviously thought I was sexy and I wanted to make you a gift."
"Yen..." It was Jonathan's turn to take a step closer to her to the point where his cock was almost touching her belly. "You don't have to do that... You don't have to force yourself to--"
"Shhhh... Stop that. Do you really think I'm forcing myself here? Look at me! Look at my nipples, harder than they've ever been for a guy! Look at my thighs, already drenched with my juices..."
Jonathan didn't quite know what to say, dumbfounded by the fact that his mom and sister had both transmuted their gratitude into lust. He briefly wondered how often this happened in other families with similar circumstances. "If mom wasn't here," Jenna continued, "I'd kneel on the floor and take your cock in my mouth right now." There was a silence following that bare statement.
They looked at each other, both feeling hot, feeling flush and breathing fast because of how aroused they were. Jenna looked beyond him at the hallway and turned her head slightly, listening for their mother. In silence, she slowly knelt in front of him and placed her two hands on his cock. She then pulled it down until its tip was right in front of her mouth and parted her lips. Looking up into her brother's eyes, she opened her mouth and took his cock inside her.
First she just licked and kissed the head and soon she had wrapped her lips around the crown, sucking harder without moving for a moment. When she released the suction pressure she pushed forward, taking more of his length inside her mouth. Looking up into his eyes, Jenna kept sucking him, something she had obviously done quite a lot with her boyfriends. Her mouth felt as good as their mom's, which was saying a lot! Jonathan couldn't look away from her beautiful face being speared by his cock as she tried taking more and more into her mouth.
He placed his hand on her head and guided her, not knowing or caring how far she was going to take this with his mom just downstairs, when they both heard her calling his name. Jonathan jumped and, moving as fast and as silently as he could, went to the bathroom across the hall. "I'm taking a shower mom!" He then looked at Jenna, still on her knees looking like a slutty goddess, before closing the door.
A few minutes later he was masturbating in the shower when he heard the door opening. "Jenna?" he asked softly.
"No, Jenna's outside, getting some sun," his mom said. "I was thinking I could get me some son of my own." Jonathan didn't quite catch his mom's play on words when she pulled the curtain open: she still had the same top on, but she'd pulled her two massive breasts out, hooking the deep cowl under her breasts. Her aureolas were already engorged and her nipples stood to attention like overachieving students! Seeing his erection, she said "Oh my... Thinking about your sister in lingerie are you?"
Jonathan was too stunned to reply, especially when she knelt just outside the bath and opened her mouth. As his mother sucked his cock into her mouth, Jonathan moved well beyond stunned as the very real image of his mother sucking on his cock mixed with the very fresh memory of his sister doing the same thing. He wondered if there were still traces of his sister's saliva mixing with his mom's right now.
Before he could finish in her mouth, his mom got up, turned around and bent over the counter. "I need more... Hurry before your sister comes back inside!" On autopilot, Jonathan climbed out of the bath and lifted his mother's dress to see that she still wasn't wearing panties. His cock slick with her saliva, he found her hole and pushed up. Hard. His mom cried out much louder than was wise with Jenna close by, but Jonathan was past caring. Looking at him in the mirror, she said "Were you really thinking about Jenna while masturbating?"
"No!" he cried shakily, lying through his clenched teeth.
"You didn't think that her small breasts looked good in that flimsy bra?"
"Fuck Mom!" he replied and then pushed harder, hoping she'd stop talking about her daughter like that!
He leaned forward, grabbed his mom's huge breasts with both hands and took her body with as much passion as he could. By now he was pushing her hard against the counter, ploughing into her pussy as if his life depended on it."Fuck!" she groaned. "I can't get enough of your big cock!" Despite being past the peak of his pleasure, his climax close, Jonathan kept droving into her relentlessly. After squeezing her breasts one last time he straightened up, grabbed her hips and stared at her nice round ass as his cock kept rocking in and out of her sweet pussy.
After slapping one of his mother's buttocks, he moaned "I wanna go deeper!"
"If you go any deeper you'll slip into my womb!" she replied, he voice strained.
Jonathan knew enough biology to know that this wasn't possible, but he suddenly wished he really could fuck her womb. He was fucking his mom so hard now that if Jenna merely entered the house she'd hear his thighs against her ass. He didn't care. His mom didn't care either. Later she'd tell him that she had masturbating for the entire duration of their shopping trip, keeping herself on the edge. "I'm going to cum mom... I'm going to fill your pussy with my sperm... How do you like having your son's sperm inside your belly and pussy at the same time?"
"Fuck... It's... Just... Too... Good..." she cried before climaxing.
Her climax triggered his and he pushed himself as deep as he could inside her, feeling his tip hitting her cervix. When he came, he imagined his sperm filling her womb, the idea adding even more fuel to his orgasm's fire. He stretched his pleasure for as long as he could before becoming too sensitive and finally pulling out. He heard the noise of his sperm flowing out of her pussy and falling to the floor. His mom crashed upon the counter, still writhing with pleasure as her legs twitched uncontrollably. "Any time..." she gasped. "Anytime you want to take me like this... Anytime. Even if we have guests, I don't fucking care. Even if Jenna is there to fucking watch us, just take me..." Jonathan knew she wasn't really serious, but hearing her rave like this only made him more aware that she wanted him just as much as he wanted her.
They took a quick shower together to clean up and thankfully, Jenna didn't come back in before they were done. He put his swimsuit on and joined his sister on the deck, glistening under the sun with her sunscreen. Of course she was on her belly, exposing her nearly naked ass to his still hungry eyes. Had she pulled the already slim back of her bottoms deeper into her crack? When he sat next to her, he whispered "Hello beautiful..." She turned towards hims with a glorious smile. Whispering, he added "Do you miss my cock as much as I miss your pussy?"
"At least as much, yes..."
Looking at her ass, Jonathan said "What I wouldn't give to be able to bury my face into your ass again... With you lying down like this, it's even more gorgeous than earlier."
"Would you lick my asshole again?" she asked, her eyes a bit wider.
"Of course! Your ass deserves worship, so if you'll let me, I'll devour it again!"
She looked at him again for a moment before asking "You really like that? It wasn't an accidental slip at the store?"
"Of course I love that! You've never had anal?"
"Nope... A couple of my boyfriends asked for it, but I never agreed..."
"Oh, those poor guys..."
Jenna giggled and said "Well, find a way to get mom out of the house and you'll be able to eat my ass as much as you want! Don't get your hopes up for more, but..."
Despite his best efforts, Jonathan didn't succeed in getting his mom to leave the house. The three of them spent a sexually charged evening. At one point, his mom and sister were sitting on the couch, both wearing nothing but their bikinis, and he noticed that they were very close. Extremely close in fact. Their thighs were pretty much touching from their hips to their knees and his mom's large breasts were pressed against her daughter's arm. They were watching something on Jenna's phone, so there was a reason for the closeness, but still. As aroused as he was, Jonathan wondered if the two of them were not having sex as well. But no... He was only getting this forbidden sex because of their gratitude towards him. Then again, imagining them together, and maybe with him in there... Fuck!


The twins went to bed as aroused as they could be. Jenna masturbated in her bed, but Jonathan managed to restrain himself, wanting to keep his sexual energy as high as possible after fucking his mom during the afternoon. He was young and it had been a quickie with his mom, but if an opportunity presented itself he wanted to be ready!
He woke up at 2 am with a painfully hard erection and decided to resist the temptation to masturbate again. Instead, he decided to throw the dice and go to his sister's room. After all, it had worked with his mom a couple of night ago! Also, what's the worse that could happen? Even if their mom heard them and came rushing in, she couldn't be all that angry with his sperm still inside her pussy!
Jonathan got up and nevertheless walked as silently as he could towards his sister's room. He was naked as the day he was born, his erection already full and quivering. In the middle of the hallway, between the door to his sister's and mother's room, he briefly paused, thinking about what he had just thought: his very own flesh and blood mother had his sperm still inside her pussy right now and he was pretty sure he was about to fuck his equally flesh and blood sister. Maybe the car accident was the best thing that could have happened to him!
He slowly opened Jenna's door and moved in the darkness until his hand touched her bed in the far corner of the room. He fumbled quietly until he found her phone on the bedside table and touched it to get some light. He smiled as he stared at his sister, gorgeous even in sleep, her body covered with a thin bedsheet. He waited for the light to turn off and touched it again, this time sitting next to her. She woke up in a start but thankfully did it silently. His heart skipped a beat when she smiled, recognizing him.
The phone's light turned automatically off again and Jonathan moved over his sister's body. In perfect darkness their heads found each other and then their noses and finally their lips. She took a deep contented breath as their kiss exploded, red hot because of the lust that had been simmering all day long. Jonathan would never be able to remember just how long they kissed. It felt like hours, both of them wanting more and more of each other's lips and tongues, stoking the flames of their passion and lust. As their kiss lengthened, so did their grinding. Jonathan felt his sister opening her legs more and more and even through the bedsheet and her panties, he could feel her warmth and the effect of his hard cock against her clit.
Eventually, while never breaking their kiss, Jonathan lifted his body and shifted his weight around to remove the bedsheet from between their bodies. When they finally managed to push it all the way down, Jonathan laid his body back against his sister's, but immediately froze. Instead of wearing panties and a shirt, Jenna was fully naked already and so his cock ended up right against her pussy. "I'm tired of teasing and being teased..." she whispered. "As fun as it was to have you eat my pussy and to blow your cock, now I want you inside me. Just take me."
Jonathan felt a burst of heat deep inside him as he searched for a good angle and position. He was extremely excited and with his utter lack of experience he moved around nervously but suddenly gasped as the tip of his cock found her wet pussy.
Jenna opened her legs a touch more when she tilted her pelvis his cock slipped inside. Without waiting anymore, Jonathan pushed and felt his cock slowly but inexorably slipping inside her. As he penetrated her, Jenna wrapped her arms around him and gasped, burying her face into his neck to muffle her cries. Jonathan would later learn that while some of her previous lovers had been very good in bed, none of them had had a cock as big as his. It took all of her willpower not to shout out in pleasure and instead she squeezed her brother's body as hard as she could. After biting his neck hard enough to make him growl, she whispered "I've never been so full in my entire life..."
In response, Jonathan pushed the last remaining inch of his cock inside her and Jenna made a strangled sound deep in her throat. He could feel that her mouth was opened wide in a silent scream and he just remained there, using his full weight to keep his cock buried to the hilt. Jenna eventually breathed out explosively and began trembling. Unsure how to respond, Jonathan relaxed his pressure but she said "Don't pull out, just grind against me slowly. Slowly but hard."
Jonathan happily complied, trying to find the best combination of pressure against her clit and deepest penetration. He could feel Jenna moving her legs about until she found the perfect position. She then hugged him hard and matched his movements. "Fuck!" she said, breathless under his much bigger body. "I'm fucking my own brother!" she giggled and he could hear an edge of hysteria in her voice. After a few staggered breaths, she added "It's like you were meant for my pussy!" Jonathan grinned and kept doing what seemed to make her moan to most. Then again, because they had to be so quiet, he had to pay really close attention.
At one point, between two moans, the tone of her voice changed and he felt her smiling against his cheek. Right up against his ear, she whispered "Kiss me hard like earlier, but don't stop what you're doing." He dove into a second kiss and felt his sister come even more alive under him. Her climax seemed to hit her like a ton of bricks and she trashed against him, fighting to remain as silent as possible. From one second to the next her entire body was coated with sweat as she froze, arching her body against his. She broke their kiss and threw her head back against the pillow and he heard some air escaping from her throat in short staccato'd bursts. Jonathan marvelled at just how long and intense her silent orgasm was.
Suddenly he felt her going perfectly limp and heard her exhaling under his weight. He worried his body had been too heavy and her breathing too irregular for too long. Soon after she inhaled dramatically and afterwards she'd tell him that she had actually fainted briefly. It was something she'd experienced only once before during a particularly powerful climax. But in the moment she just pulled his head against her and kissed him once more. He felt her smiling, then grinning before breaking their kiss to laugh. He shushed her to reminded her to be careful with the noise.
After laughing softly for a moment, Jenna said "That, dear brother, was amazing!" She bit his neck again. "Now... If I remember correctly, there was something you wanted to do? Bury your face somewhere?" Jonathan could see her expression, but he could hear her smile as she spoke. He growled as he pulled out of her pussy and waited for a while in total darkness. He heard her shuffling around and felt her legs touching him as she turned around. "Come..." she whispered. He leaned forward, his hands confirming that she was indeed lying on her belly now. He touched her calves, then thighs and then finally on the full ass he's fantasized about for so long. After finding a decent position for himself, Jonathan lay on her bed between her thighs before diving in as deeply as he could. Feeling her buttocks on his cheeks, he opened his mouth wide and devoured her pussy. It wasn't fancy or elaborate, it wasn't even considerate or attentive to her needs. It was just raw masculine energy that completely overwhelmed him.
As soon as he plunged his tongue inside her pussy, much deeper than earlier at the store, he was flooded with her juices and taste and only wanted more. He felt like a horse in rut, driven by forces much more powerful than his ability to rein them in. Thankfully, Jenna had just had a powerful climax and she seemed content to just let him ravage her pussy and buttocks, chuckling from time to time at the intensity of his passion. And while he felt her twitching every time he dared to go higher and lick her asshole directly, she never put her hand on his head nor asked him to stop.
Once his face was covered with her juices and having dived countless times into her depths, Jonathan pulled his head back and moved up over her. He accidentally placed his hands on her hers while trying to balance his body and Jenna wrapped her fingers around his, squeezing hard, knowing what was coming. This time his instincts guided him quickly and his cock found her pussy again. "Take--" Whatever Jenna had wanted to say was cut short as he, for lack of a better word, shot himself up inside her. His body over her was the only thing that prevented Jenna from screaming out loud. Not in pain... Oh no. She hand wanted him to take her as hard as he did.
Jenna squeezed his fingers as hard as she could as he began fucking her in earnest. As amazing as the missionary position had been earlier, Jonathan wanted more and the prone bone allowed him to let release his full strength. By now he didn't care if their mother heard his body slapping against his sister's ass. How shocked and outraged could she be after what she had done with her own son! Then again, Jenna didn't know about that... Right now though, she either didn't care or was too overwhelmed with pleasure to ask him to remain quiet.
For reasons he didn't fully understand, Jonathan felt his sister's pussy much more clearly in this position. He was reeling from the sensations of her heat, the wet sound her her pussy as he ploughed into it, the nooks and crannies that were engulfing his cock with too much pleasure, the way her perfect bubble ass felt as he slammed against with every stroke. Then there were his sister's moans, whispered invitations to keep fucking her or the way words like "amazing", "so big", "never stop", "I'm all yours" and "I've never felt this good" kept rolling off her tongue. And finally the sheer smell of her so powerfully around him from her room, her bedsheets and most intoxicatingly from her hair damp with sweat...
When Jenna's hands slipped under her and her moans changed, Jonathan knew she was on the verge of a second climax. He buried his nose against the back of her neck and took a deep breath before finally releasing whatever control he'd had on his own climax. The twins climaxed together in what became their most intense climax of their lives so far. They writhed and trashed together on her bed as he filled his sister's pussy with all the cum he had inside him. He briefly realized that the only two pussies he had fucked in his life were the only two pussies in the world that had been strictly forbidden to him. Beneath him, Jenna was struck with just how much more pleasure she'd felt being fucked with her brother's thick cock than with any of her boyfriends. So much more!
A few minutes later, as they fucked in a modified cowgirl where Jonathan was sitting up and holding his sister in his arms and kissing madly, they both wondered what those realizations meant about their future sex lives. What if the best sex you'd ever going to have was with someone that was profoundly taboo? Even though they both had he same thought after their first powerful climax together, they spent the rest of the night exploring other positions and, like with his mom earlier, even explored a few rooms in the house!
P.S. Little did they know, as they shared their first synchronous climax, that their mother had been standing naked on the other side of the wall, listening to the sound of her children having sex with each other. Listening... and caressing herself.
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About a week since their visit at the mall and their first night of sex together, Jenna enjoyed her brother's closeness on the patio. They had started working on repairing the fence, making it both higher and less see through. It's as if, at the same time, all the members of their family wanted more intimacy outside... How strange! They were taking a break and drinking water together, from the same glass as well, something that would never have happened before the accident. They were standing very close to one another and Jenna enjoyed the feeling of her brother's strong arm against hers, slick with sweat.
Sadly that sweat wasn't from sex this morning, which they've been having more often than they should have. Of course, being brother and sister, they shouldn't be having any sex at all with each other, but Jenna was more worried about their mom finding out. Well, not really worried, more like curious about what would happen when all of their secrets would come out. Jenna grinned at the thought.
Right now, Jenna believed that their mom was right behind them in the kitchen, looking at them through the window. After draining the glass of water, Jonathan wrapped his arm completely naturally around her waist and pulled her close. Jenna quickly turned her head around and looked at the kitchen's window. There she saw the shadow of her mom moving away from sight: she had certainly seen Jonathan's arm around her waist.
Jonathan didn't seem to realize just how strange it was for a brother to hold his sister like this, especially when wearing nothing but his swim trunks and her tiny bikini. He was just getting comfortable with their new physical intimacy. Having her mom seeing them like this, combined with the fact that Jenna was sure she had heard them having sex a few times... As she thought about it, Jenna realized that it was better if she assumed that her mom knew about them. It didn't worry her too much. If her mom actually knew, that meant that the two women knew everything that was going on while Jonathan still thought he was managing these secrets like a professional spymaster!
She nearly kissed his brother on the lips right there, but didn't because it would have made him nervous outside the privacy of their rooms. She couldn't believe just how often they kissed. Fucking was one thing, driven by raw irrational lust. Such lust didn't usually lead to so much kissing however... One day Jenna would take the time to properly assess her feelings for her brother. Right now though, what worried her was another issue: would she ever be able to let her brother fuck her ass like he so deeply desired?
As he talked about the fence and the next steps in the project, Jenna instead thought about the little box of toys she had received four days ago. Three dildos, something she had never used before in her life: one small, one medium and one large. While she could comfortably (and surprisingly enjoyably for someone who had never tried a dildo before) take them all in her pussy, her real goal was her ass.
Jenna had never seriously considered anal sex in her life before Jonathan licked her asshole in that changing booth last week. He then did it again later that night, for much longer. She had enjoyed that naughty thrill immensely, something she could barely admit to herself, let alone to her brother. She remembered biting her pillow as she felt his tongue caress and even try to invade her asshole! She had clamped her asshole shut, but it still sent shivers of pleasure all the way to the darkest recesses of her mind! This pleasure, combined with her utter and complete gratitude towards her brother, meant that she wanted him to eat her ass again and again. Beyond that though, she really wanted to grant him his unspoken wish of sodomizing her. He had never explicitly asked, but his desire was clear as day. The only reason she hadn't invited him to do it yet was that she knew she couldn't just take his massive cock back there without some practice.
And practice she had done. Pretty much every night before going to bed she had played and tested her limits with the dildos. She had been pleased to see that she could take the smallest dildo rather easily on her first night of attempts. The feelings had even been quite surprisingly delightful. It had felt naughty to lay in her bed, on her side, slowly pushing that dildo up into her well lubed asshole. The dildo, while not a buttplug, still had a smaller base, which meant that her muscles could contract around it easier. Playing with it in one hand, she had masturbated using the other and had loved her first climax with something up her ass. That was a good firs step!
The second dildo, about the size of an average erection, somewhere around 5.5 and 6 inches, had taken more stretching and time. It had taken her two nights of playing with her fingers, the small dildo and lots of lube before she felt it finally slip all the way inside her ass. She had felt strangely full and decidedly aroused. Fully reclined on her bed, she had closed her legs together to trap it inside her and had masturbated as long as she could to let her muscles stretch.
Alas, for the last three days she had tried, and failed, to take the bigger one. While she hadn't measured her brother's cock, she thought it was slightly bigger than that third dildo, so she really wanted to get comfortable with it before inviting him to take her anal cherry. Last night she had come pretty close, feeling herself stretched beyond her limits just before the thick head could slip inside. She had nevertheless slipped the middle one inside her for a long masturbation session, working slowly on stretching her skin and muscles. Her asshole had felt sensitive for most of the week, but she didn't mind. She kept imagining Jonathan's face when he would slip inside her ass and seeing him so happy made her efforts and slight pain worth it.
Later that morning Jonathan and their mom left her alone in the house because they had to go to the college where he would be going next fall. They wouldn't be back before dinner and Jenna was pretty sure that mother and son find a way to fuck each other silly during the day. As she watched their new car driving away, she smiled: there wasn't an ounce of jealousy in her and the more she thought about them having sex, the more she wanted to join them. The idea of having her pussy eaten by her mother made her heart skip a beat. She sighed and went up to her room, determined to succeed today. She spread a bath towel on her bed, got her dildos and lube from their little hiding nook and lay on her side.
She grinned when she felt the middle-sized dildo slipping inside her ass with very little resistance and she fucked her ass with it for a while. She pushed it very deep until she felt her muscles closing around the slightly slimmer base, just before the suction cup. Using her trick of closing her legs together and turning on her back to hold the dildo hilted inside her, she began lazily masturbating, squeezing and releasing her muscles around the dildo in preparation for the biggest one.
About fifteen minutes later, very comfortable with the dildo, she stood up with it. She had to keep her right hand on the dildo to prevent it from slipping out, but otherwise walking around with a cock up her ass felt strangely nice! She went to Jonathan's room, stuck the dildo on his desk and fucked her ass a few minutes. She grinned as she wondered what he'd say if he barged in right now. After that she went to her mother's room and rode her dildo in cowgirl in her bed, her nose filled with the smell of her mother. When she climaxed in her mother's bed, her face buried into her pillow, Jenna knew she had some thinking to do about what she felt towards her mother...
About an hour later, back in her own bed, she screamed out loud as her muscles finally relaxed and the biggest dildo slid up inside her. Her scream was a mix of pleasure, pain and pride as she trembled, covered in sweat. She tried to relax every muscle in her body and felt the dildo moving deeper with her gentle pressure. Following the tips she'd found online, she soon let the dildo slip out slowly and replaced it with the middle one to give her muscles a break. Later that afternoon, after taking many breaks, she found herself climaxing as she rode that big dildo in anal cowgirl upon her pillow. She hadn't touched her pussy at all and was just floored with her climax, feeling that monster cock invading her depths. In the shower afterwards, Jenna couldn't stop grinning: she was just about ready to grant her brother his deepest wish.
At the same time, in the forest off the highway, mother and son were indeed fucking. They had stopped at a rest area and had brought a thick blanket with them, walking away from the road until they found a nice clear spot on the forest floor. Soon his mom was on her back with her legs pulled back up over her while he was ploughing into her. Grinning, he noticed that both his mom and sister liked getting pummelled by deep, hard yet slow penetrations. And this is what he was giving her, feeling the back of her thighs against his chest and her calves on his shoulders.
Looking up at him, his mom suddenly asked "Do you think your sister is sexy?"
Jonathan, taken completely back by her question, stumbled in his rhythm. "What?"
She laughed "You heard me mister... I've seen you looking at her in her bikini!"
"Mom! You can't ask me that!" he exclaimed, his mind swirling with memories of him fucking his sister.
"Normally no, but given that I'm letting my own son fuck my brains out, I think it's allowed!" After another quick laugh, she added "What do you think she'd do if she caught us?"
Images of his sister's climaxing around his cock flooding his min, Jonathan flipped the question "And what would you do, mom, if she caught us and joined us?"
He could see from her reaction that she hadn't really considered it and was shocked at the thought. She opened her mouth and closed it a few times, clearly taken aback. Instead of letting her confusion ruin the amazing outdoors sex they were having, Jonathan shrugged her ankles off his shoulders, forcing her legs to part. Now, instead of having her thighs limiting his strokes, Jonathan rammed himself much deeper inside his mother's pussy. He felt her cervix with the tip of his cock and she gasped, throwing her head back. Thankfully his mom didn't try to talk about Jenna again and they shared a powerful climax together. In his mind though he kept thinking about it, about her reaction if she ever found out that Jonathan was fucking his sister as well... Well at the very least, he thought with a crooked smile, she'd certainly say that he has an amazing amount of stamina!
That evening after dinner, their mom announced that she was going to visit her own mom tomorrow. Given that their grandma lived 5 hours away, that meant that the siblings would be alone for one night. They both looked at each other and grinned. When Jonathan looked back at his mother, she was also smiling, shaking her head lightly. Jonathan wondered if she already knew and had only been teasing in the forest earlier. Nah... Not possible! They had been so discreet!
For the rest of the evening and night nobody fucked anybody, which was probably a first in over a week now! Nothing happened either during the morning and early afternoon until their mom left. But as soon as her car disappeared at the end of the street, the two of them looked at each other again, grinning. And kissing despite the fact that they were standing right in front of the living room's large widow and the street just beyond. "How about we close the drapes and spend the next 24 hours naked?" Jenna asked. Before she could even finish her question Jonathan had already removed his shirt. Giggling like children, they both stripped and found themselves naked and kissing again.
Jonathan was mesmerized by his kisses with his sister. As much as he thoroughly enjoyed having sex with his mom, even if most of the time sex was actually better with her than with his sister, and even if he found it deliciously naughty to french kiss his mom, there was something about his sister... and her lips on his. Thankfully she clearly thought so as well and the twins spent a ridiculously long time kissing. Sure his hands were all over her body and hers his, but their kiss remained their focus for a long time.
When they pulled apart, Jonathan looked into her bright eyes and felt better than he could remember. "What if we took a swim naked?"
"But Mr. Jordan could see us!" she replied, her eyes wide.
"I don't care about the neighbor! I want to swim with you naked!"
Jenna giggled "But what if he sees the two of us naked together with you sporting a telephone pole between your legs?"
Jonathan kissed her and used their kiss as a diversion to lift her into his arms sideways. She laughed and wrapped her arms his neck as he walked towards the back door. Almost running, he carried his sister to the edge of the deck and jumped in the pool. She squealed just before hitting the water and they both gasped as their heads came back out. "Did he see us?" she asked, trying to look but knowing that once they were in the pool he couldn't see them anymore.
"Don't know, don't care," Jonathan said before kissing her again. After a few minutes, he said "Remember the last time we were all three in the pool?"
"When I got half-way out and showed you my ass?" Jenna replied, a wicked smile on her lips.
"Exactly! Mind doing it again?"
"With pleasure!"
Jenna jumped up and held herself with her arms on the deck, pulling her ass out of the water and into the sunlight. Slowly, she then rested her upper body on the warm wood while leaving her legs dangling in the water. She could almost feel her brother's eyes boring into her ass, her pussy and most importantly her asshole. Her own arousal increased as she saw him getting very close to her, brazenly looking at her in this most exposed and vulnerable of positions. But Jenna didn't feel vulnerable. Instead she felt delighted to feel her brother's lust.
She smiled when she felt him finally starting to caress and kiss her ass, then grinned when she felt his tongue on her skin and soon right up against her pussy. Finally he went inside her pussy. She felt her entire body instantly relaxing when he opened her buttocks with his large hands and began caressing her pussy with his lips and tongue. Seconds later, she felt the fires of her arousal being stoked and she couldn't believe how good he was with his tongue for a guy that had been a virgin ten days ago!
She moaned as he moved from caressing the depths of her pussy to her fully unveiled clit, teasing her lips and inner thighs before coming back to her pussy. For a long while her brother's mouth felt like a moon orbiting around her pussy but also moving out to her ass for quick doses of massages, licking and kissing. Then, finally, after kissing her lower back, Jonathan moved lower into her crack until he reached her asshole. Instead of a moon he became a storm of tongue and lips.
But today, giving him a preview of what was coming for him, Jenna gave him a first present. She reached down, grabbed her own ass and opened her cheeks wide. Her brother moaned when she did and even paused for a moment. With this new access, not only just tolerated but gifted this time, Jonathan growled as he feasted. Feeling her brother licking her asshole felt both strange and thrilling for her as she didn't think she'd ever want to do that, even to another girl, but she knew he brother was having the time of his life.
It was now time for the second present. "Go deeper with your tongue..." she whispered. She heard him gasp and felt his hands freeze on her ass, but just for a moment. In the best position imaginable, Jenna felt her brother's tongue actually slipping inside her ass, something she had never felt before. Once more she was both exhilarated and bewildered by her brother's peculiar fetish. Anal was one thing, but this... Then again, she remembered just how amazing her climax had been this afternoon with her big dildo up her ass. Maybe she was going simply learning just how much she loved anal as well?
Soon Jonathan was fucking her asshole with his tongue and she could feel him groaning and breathing fast, thoroughly enjoying himself. Jenna relaxed her muscles as much as she could and let him have his fun for as long as he wanted. To her surprise, as the minutes passed, she felt her own pleasure grow and grow, her body becoming hotter and hotter. When her brother pulled out of her ass she let herself slip back into the water and jumped into his arms. When he kissed her and she thought about just where his tongue had been seconds earlier, Jenna was briefly shocked. Yet she decided to just abandon herself into that kiss, feeling a lustful rush, and knew that she was definitely going to enjoy anal as much as he was. He grunted in surprised when she actually sucked his tongue deep into her mouth with her lips.
Jenna untangled herself from her brother's kiss and arms and pulled him out of the pool. They dried themselves on the deck, heedless of any neighbor who could have seen them. Grabbing his hand, Jenna guided him inside the house and all the way up to her room. She lay facedown on her bed, her round ass offered on a silver platter and looked at him. "Come... Come fuck my ass. I want you to be the first to slip your big cock back where your tongue was a minute ago."
Jonathan stared at her sister in awe. He had never dared to ask, knowing that with her crazy gratitude she would have said yes even if she hadn't wanted to. But now, after what she had let him do and the amazing smile on her face... He stared at her perfect bubble butt and knelt right between her legs, leaning down to kiss her calves. His mind and heart were racing but he forced himself to go slow. Jenna moaned softly as his kisses both pleased and tickled her. He reached her thighs, feeling the smoother, softer skin giving way under his lips. And then he reached her ass. He kissed and then bit her right buttock and Jenna laughed nervously. He moved to the other one and did the same thing, as if wanting to stretch the moment he had dreamed about.
After that, he stared for a moment into the dark gap between her thighs and ass. His sister reached for the hidden bottle of lube and gave it to him. With his hands shaking because he was so excited, Jonathan covered his cock with the slick silicon lube before putting some directly on her asshole. He rubbed it with his thumb, feeling it slipping inside momentarily. "Fuck..." he moaned. "You're sure about this?"
"Yes!"
Jonathan shifted slightly between her legs and pushed his index finger against her asshole, trembling when it slid in easily. Adding more lube, he slipped two fingers inside her ass and felt his cock twitching in anticipation. "Do it..." she whispered. "I'm ready." Almost dizzy with lust, Jonathan pulled back and rose up above her body. His sister began moaning and repeating "Oh my God!" over and over as she felt his cock touching the deep flesh in her crack. With one hand he guided his cock right up against her asshole and then he gently pushed.
His eyes opened wide as he watched her hands reach back to her ass once again and pull her cheeks open for him. Thus invited, he pushed the tip of his cock into her ass and saw her flesh opening around his girth. Despite his elation at fulfilling this fetish barely a week after losing his virginity, despite how intoxicating his sister's ass felt, Jonathan managed to control his urge to just plough into her until he hilted himself.


He went very slowly and waited for her to fully relax her muscles before gradually pushing deeper. They both gasped at the same time when her muscles squeezed hard around the crown of his cock. He was in. Officially inside a girl's ass, but not deep yet. "Jenna..." he whispered. "You're amazing! You're a goddess!" he kept pushing gently, seeing once again her body swallowing inch after inch of his cock. But this time it wasn't her sweet pussy. Nope, it was her amazing ass that was welcoming him to depths nobody had explored before. Every time she clamped her ass reflexively, he paused both to let her relax but also to enjoy just how sublime the sensations actually were. Jonathan couldn't understand how something could feel both very tight yet relaxed and fragile all at the same time. And, most importantly, so delicious. He'd had no idea how it would feel, but it was very different than the two pussies he had fucked.
Once his cock was more than half-way inside her, he shifted his weight, leaned forward and placed his head right next to hers. "I love you sis... I don't know what the future--"
"Shhh..." she interrupted him. "Take my virgin ass big brother... I love you too, but right now, let me enjoy this. I had no idea I was going to enjoy having your fat cock inside my ass so much!" She finished with a quick breathless giggle.
He slid inside her until he couldn't go any deeper. Contrarily to pussies, assholes didn't have limits and Jonathan felt he could have kept on penetrating for miles and miles! He shook with pleasure, closing his eyes hard and he realized that he was fully sheathed inside his sister's asshole. "God!" she gasped, writhing under him. "Fuck my ass!" Jonathan was dizzy with lust. He was very gentle at first: he barely pulled back before sliding back in to feel her muscles clench tightly around the base of his cock. Gradually though, he began pulling back further and further with each penetration until he was doing full length, yet slow, strokes inside her perfect ass.
They were both moaning almost in sync, driven by Jonathan's rhythm. Wanting to see more, Jonathan gently shifted his body above her until he was pretty much kneeling right over her ass and he could just look at the amazing sight of his big cock spearing her ass. He pulled completely out and marvelled at her pink gape before it closed back. Reaching for the bottle of lube, he poured some on her crack and his cock. He then lay his cock right in her crack and used his hands to squeeze her ass around his shaft. Holding his cock down with his thumbs, he began fucking her crack, enjoying his first assjob with his sister, the girl who had the most amazingly beautiful ass he had ever seen. He briefly remembered fucking his mother's huge breasts, as this was similar, only with his sister's bubble ass. Every time he felt the tip of his cock grazing her asshole he moaned, pressing down harder and harder.
As wonderful as this assjob was, Jonathan couldn't resist slipping inside her again much longer. He pushed his tip inside her ass once more, moved his hands on either side of her shoulders and slid his entire length inside his sister's ass. He then pummelled her harder and harder, taking her increasingly louder moans as an invitation to keep going. He saw her slipping her hands under her and at once her moans changed to groans and she asked him to go even deeper, even harder.
Jonathan managed by sheer force of will to not climax when his sister did. He closed his eyes and tried not to pay attention to the sweetest moans he had ever heard, nor to the exhilarating sound of his body slapping her ass with each thrust. When she eventually slid her hands out from under her and started taking long deep breaths, Jonathan pulled back out of her ass again, needing a break. He still looked at her gape, mesmerized by the obscene beauty of her sister's pulsing asshole. "You're a fucking goddess!" he repeated, unable to believe that he had actually sodomized his sister's perfect ass.
To his surprise, she grabbed her ass again and held her anus spread open. "All for you... Whatever you want to do now. I'm all yours, whenever and however you want. I don't care if mom sees or knows about us. Just take me when you feel like it." She was breathing hard, her body flushed and sweaty with a few tremors still wringing her body.
To her surprise this time, Jonathan moved off the bed, grabbed her legs and turned her bodily around until she was kneeling on the floor with her upper body on the bed. After slapping her asshole with his cock a few times, he pushed himself back in. Feeling that there was enough lube, he began fucking his sister's ass without any sort of restraint or reserve.
Jenna soon began crying out and then shouting as she was utterly dominated by her much bigger brother. The feeling of his complete power over her, the way he was ravaging her, taking her like a doll... it just drove her to greater heights of pleasure. Somehow it struck her just how much bigger he was compared to her, that if he decided to do something awful she couldn't even physically stop him. Clearly she could just ask him to stop and she was 99% sure that he'd stop immediately. Then again, this feeling of being overpowered was something new and intoxicating for her. She had always had control, explicitly so, during sex with her previous boyfriends. Being taken by her huge brother and his equally huge cock...
Jenna bit her lip as she was driven into her bed, convinced that she'd have bruises on her thighs the following morning just as much as she was convinced that her brother was going to make her climax again before he was done. And that's just what happened. This time she didn't even need the extra help of her fingers and she climaxed solely from her brother's cock up her ass. As she raved, she whispered "Fill my ass brother!"
That was more than enough to push Jonathan over the edge of his own climax. He had been walking the extremely fine line between giving his sister everything he had and keeping a modicum of control over his climax. When he imagined filling the depths of her fabulous asshole his body took over and washed away his will power. While Jenna was still climaxing he cried out as a surge of sperm flew from his balls to her darkest depths, the first time sperm found its way there. His rhythm faltered and broke down as he twitched and trembled, submerged with too much pleasure. His eyes were glued to the sinful sight of his cock slipping in and out of his sister's ass. He had never felt more alive in his life!
Eventually his cock became too sensitive and he pitched backwards to fall awkwardly on the floor. Looking at Jenna's ass as it leaked his sperm all over her pussy, he began laughing, unable to believe his incredible luck and how it had grown from a terrible accident...
After a quick shower they ended up both in her bed, naked as the day they were born and fell asleep for an impromptu nap. They spent the rest of the evening, night and following morning naked and having sex as often as their young nubile bodies allowed. Which was, in the end, quite often. They both talked about whether these last days would, or not, become their new normal. Neither knew. The other thing they knew nothing about was how things would ratchet up on the crazy scale soon.
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Roughly a week after hearing her two children fucking for the first time, heedless of the fact that it was one of the deepest taboos across the world and even illegal in every civilized country, their mother couldn't stop thinking about it. That and fucking her own son, of course. She hadn't heard or caught them since, but judging by their interactions and the fact that they were now extremely friendly with each other and comfortable being close physically, she guessed that it was still going on.
She still remembered that startling night vividly. She had been woken up by one of her daughter's moans and then unmistakably heard her being pummelled by her brother. She was briefly stunned and alarmed by the whole thing but remembered, like Jonathan had guessed, that she'd actually had some of her son's sperm inside her when it happened. She got up and silently creeped up towards the wall between their rooms, listening to her children having sex with one another. Listening and caressing her pussy until she climaxed right there against the wall, less than a foot away from her daughter's head.
Since then she'd had sex with her son a few more times and to her complete surprise, still didn't feel any sort of shame or remorse. Just sheer pleasure. Never before in her life had she felt more gorged with sexual pleasure and contentment. She had found her perfect sexual partner and it just happened to be her own son.
On this beautiful summer afternoon, back from a trip to her mother's, she stood in the kitchen and looked at her children on the deck. Jenna, as she did almost everyday now, was wearing her tiniest of bikinis. She looked up at her brother, her face was glowing with happiness. Her mother guessed that Jenna had also found her perfect sexual partner.
Her eyes drifted from her daughter's flushed, grinning face and moved lower to her breasts, then her waist, her ass and her lean legs. She had never looked at her daughter in a sexual way before hearing the two of them have sex and hearing the sweet sound of her moans. When her shock had faded, those feminine moans reminded her of her limited lesbian experience. When she had been much younger she had spent three nights with another girl. A girl that eerily looked like her daughter did now, actually, although that wasn't really a coincidence... Even though she was almost 100% heterosexual now, there was a part of her that still enjoyed remembering those three nights.
Biting her lower lip, she wondered if Jonathan hadn't come to his mother's bed after having fucked his sister. He knew he'd done it the other way around last week, fucking his mom in the bathroom before fucking his sister in her bed that same night. But had Jonathan's cock ever been coated with her daughter's pussy juice when he came to ask for another special massage? Had her daughter's pussy juices already been inside her mother's pussy? While looking at her daughter's decidedly gorgeous ass, she slipped her fingers over her pussy briefly.
Later that evening, it was Jonathan's turn to leave for the evening. He hadn't seen any of his friends for a while now. "Too busy fucking my mom and sister on a daily basis, I guess," he thought, a grin on his lips. When he left they both gave him intimate hugs, in front of each other, and nobody batted an eye. Jonathan looked at them briefly, puzzled, but left anyway for an evening with his two oldest friends.
About an hour later, with the sun setting, Jenna and her mom were in the pool, naked, sipping a good red wine. They had shared quite a few of those naked swims together in the past since Jenna had turned 18, but now it felt different. First of all, while she had already been aware of her mother's body and how remarkably sexy she was at her age, that awareness had now been sharpened. Jenna had seen her mother mounting Jonathan in the cowgirl position and her eyes had locked onto her mother's breasts. First in envy: how amazing must it have been to have such sexy monsters to seduce men all her life? But then her envy turned to lust. Jenna had never explored lesbian sex with a friend, but it had always tickled her fantasies. Seeing her mom's breasts swinging heavily had made her mouth water and her pussy wetter than it had already been.
But beyond that renewed interest in her mother's breasts, it was their first such naked swims since their incestuous sex had begun. Not only were they all having sinful sex, but Jenna still thought that their mom knew about the two of them. Knowing her mom, Jenna was mindful of the fact that she would never answer a straight question about it. You couldn't just ask a mother if she knew her twins were having sex with each other! She decided to go at it in a different way. "Mom, can I ask you a question about sex?"
"Sure honey..." she replied calmly. "Isn't that usually what we talk about when we're naked in the pool?"
Jenna smiled, realizing that she was right. Even before the accident and the explosion of illicit sex, she had often talked about sex and love with her mom during these special private moments. "Right..." she said. "Well. Here's one tough question. What would you do if you fell in love, or in lust, with someone that was forbidden?"
Outwardly her mom didn't react. At all. Not even surprise at the strange question. In fact she reacted so little that Jenna knew she must be schooling her normal reactions. Jenna suddenly realized that that her mom was afraid she'd learned that she was having sex with her own son. Quickly she tried to steer her mom away from that thought and added "Let's say I'm interested in the boyfriend of one of my good friends..."
"Oh..." her mother replied, relaxing visibly. "Well... Unless you want to lose your friendship and be seen as a "slut", you should probably leave the guy alone."
"Yeah... Sounds good. But..." and here she took a chance. "But what if the guy is forbidden for another reason?"
"Like what?"
"Er... Let's take uncle Jeff for instance."
"What about him?" her mom replied, puzzled.
"He's... well he's kind of handsome!" Jenna said, happy to see her mother smiling as she took a sip of the excellent wine, her eyes opening slightly wider. "I recently saw pictures of him when he was my age on facebook. Wow!"
Her mom laughed and said "Oh yes! I still remember how much of a playboy he was back then... Taking a different girl out every week!"
"I'm not surprised!" Jenna laughed. "Were you ever... curious? Those long summers out in he country with him..."
"What? And why are you asking... Oh..." Her expression changed and she looked at her daughter differently.
Jenna could see that her mother had made the link between a forbidden attraction between her and Jeff and the fact that Jenna and her brother were having sex. The mere facts that her mother's smile didn't fade and that she still looked comfortable were confirmation that she had known for Jenna and her brother. Add to that the fact that she wasn't scandalized by the question itself... Yeah; her mother definitely knew about Jenna and Jonathan. "I will admit one thing..." she said slowly, a confident smile on her lips. "I admit that I have spied on him while he sunbathed in the backyard."
"Really?"
"Yes! Brother or not! Damn!" She was laughing now. "He was so obsessed about his body and spent much time sunbathing with the tiniest of swimsuits he could find, then worked out with weights in the sun and..." she leaned closer to her daughter, whispering "He sometimes did that in the nude when he thought he was alone!"
"What?" Jenna said, laughing in surprise. Jenna hesitated, knowing that she would never have asked that question if she hadn't seen her mom fucking her own son. But in the warm laughter, she leaned conspiratorially towards her mom and whispered "Ever thought about undressing and joining him?"
"Jenna!" her mother exclaimed, but she kept laughing.
"Nothing ever happened between you two?"
Her mom only laughed harder, whatever shock she might have felt because of the questions drowned by what she had done with her son. She swore nothing had ever happened. When Jenna then asked her about her sister Mary, her attitude changed. Jenna's aunt Mary was just as hot as her mother was, and given that they were only a year apart, Jenna was curious to learn if something had ever happened in the dark under the sheets. Her mother didn't reveal much, but something was different as she talked about Mary: her body language changed distinctly.
When Jenna started asking questions about Mary, her mom was standing next to the deck, eating cheese and grapes. Her breasts were thus out of the water and Jenna couldn't miss the fact that her nipples and fat aureolas engorged. Quite visibly. She had already known that she had inherited her mother's peculiarly plump aureolas and knew how much more sensitive they were than most women's. Interesting... Later in her bed, thinking about their discussion about Mary, Jenna became quite sure that nothing had happened between her mother and Jeff. But with Mary? Most likely. If she could bet on, she would indeed put money on it. She slid her hands to her pussy and imagined her mom and aunt together as young adults...
Across the wall, her mother was also masturbating in her bed, like she was wont to do pretty much daily now, her mind filled with images of her sister Mary. A sister with which she'd indeed had sex. Three times only, but three magnificent times. She briefly considered the fact that Jonathan had asked her about Jenna joining them, as they had fucked in the forest. And now Jenna had asked about sex between her and Mary when they were young. Coincidence? Or were they both exploring the possibility of completing their incestuous triangle? Nah... They couldn't be. They wouldn't! That would be insane! But as she kept remembering the best moments from her three nights with Mary, she realized that she was already fucking her own son and that her two children were already fucking each other!
In her mind's eyes Mary soon morphed into her daughter Jenna. On one hand it was no surprise given that Jenna looked an awful lot like Mary, but then again she was her own flesh and blood daughter! Her body arched as images of eating Jenna's pussy on the deck next to the pool flooded her mind. As a surge of pleasure overwhelmed her, she was shocked to realize that she didn't feel any shame at all. She abandoned herself to those images and rode her climax for as long as her body could. Caressing her breasts lazily in the aftermath, she wondered again if the three of them would ever complete their incestuous triangle.
The next morning, with her son still asleep because he had come home so late, she was sitting in the kitchen slowly sipping her coffee when she heard Jenna coming down. She stood up, straightening her blue teddy and waited for her daughter. She felt a pulse deep between her thighs when she saw Jenna walk into the kitchen, her long hair all wild and tousled, sleep still in her eyes. She was wearing a very old tank top, made thin with age and obviously wasn't wearing a bra underneath. Heck the fabric was so thin she could see the outline of her daughter's impudent breasts and nipples through it! Part of her wished that her own breasts were this perky, but even when she was Jenna's age, her breasts had already bloomed into the colossal peaks they now were.
Taking a chance, feeling more lust she thought she would, she walked up to her and wrapped her arms around her daughter in a huge hug. She was taking a chance because contrary to her hugs with Jonathan, she had stopped hugging Jenna in the morning years ago. She had stopped when her daughter's body began changing and Jenna grew visibly uncomfortable with such a physically intimate act. Taking her by surprise, with her eyes half closed and still mostly asleep, she held her close. Very close.
She almost moaned when she felt their four breasts touched through two extremely thin tops, feeling their generous flesh squashing together. Her eyes opened wide when Jenna actually did moan as she pulled her mother hard against her body. They moved a bit until their breasts slid and settled into a comfortable position. "Oh mom..." Jenna whispered in a voice that could be aroused or sleepy. It sent thrills down to her mother's pussy. They remained like this for at most ten seconds, but by the end she could feel her daughter's nipples against her flesh and guessed that her daughter could also feel hers. Later she would realize that this morning hug had been a pivotal moment. The cherry on top was the look Jenna gave her when they pulled apart: it mirrored almost exactly the one on Mary's face the last time they had kissed.
They smiled at each other and neither could help but notice that all four of their nipples were hard and awfully conspicuous. As their eyes glanced down at each other's breasts, Jenna blushed bright red and her mom said "Oh Gods..."
But soon they were both laughing and Jenna said, in a theatrical voice, "The curse of the treacherous nipples!"
"Tell me about it!"
While Jenna placed two slices of bread in the toaster, she asked her mom "When did they worst betray you?"
"Ah! Where to start!" she replied, sitting down next to her daughter, knowing even better than her daughter just how sensitive and reactive her nipples were. "I think the worst time was with your father, actually. The first time we met was on the beach and I was wearing a very thin one piece swimsuit. Almost as thin as the top you're wearing right now, actually!"
Jenna turned to look at her mother with narrowed eyes and an affected "Hahaha!"
But as her mother continued explaining the situation, Jenna slowly realized that the two of them had tacitly accepted that they had been aroused during the hug. As she ate, sitting at the small island next to her mom, she also discovered that they were both panty-less. As her mom had twisted on the stool, Jenna got a quick glimpse of her thick bush. Sure they had seen each other naked many times, but this morning, after such a surprising hug and with the two of them sharing embarrassing stories about how their nipples didn't need much to engorge...
As they kept talking their nipples obviously remained hard. Looking down, Jenna realized just how damned transparent her top actually was. In the direct sunlight from the window, she was practically naked. "I think I should go and change before Jonathan comes down, otherwise our nipples won't be the only thing poking through clothing!" Jenna realized that she had said that out loud and covered her mouth with her hand in surprise.
Her mom laughed and placed her hand on her shoulder. "I dare say you're right! But why don't you remain like this... I'm sure he'll be happy!"
"Mom!" Jenna replied, faking shock. She didn't know exactly how to react, knowing what she knew but unsure of what her mom knew and what she wanted.
Faced with this uncertainty, Jenna decided that she was tired of playing this sneaking around game while they were all fucking anyway! Her mom was sitting right next to her, her nipples as hard as they could be, looking glorious in the morning sun. Jenna knew she looked like her aunt, was sure that her mom had had sex with her, knew she was aroused... Looking deeply into her mother's eyes, she sad "What about you, mom? Do you like it when I'm dressed like this?" Her mom froze, but before she could say anything, Jenna opened her thighs, forcing the fabric to reveal her pussy. When she saw her mom looking down at her pussy and lick her lips, Jenna leaned forward and kissed her. On the lips. Hard and hot with her tongue slipping between her mother's lips.
When her mother's tongue came alive against her own, Jenna tasted maple syrup and coffee and a tsunami of lust. Her mom stood up between Jenna's opened legs and pulled her into another hard embrace as they kissed. "This is so fucking wrong..." her mother whispered, barely breaking their kiss to speak.
"Yes, and so fucking good!" Jenna replied, forcing her hands between their four breasts to squeeze her mother's massive mammaries. She moaned as for the time her hands felt breasts that were not her own, she shared her first kiss with another woman but most intoxicatingly, she was kissing her mother! Kissing and feeling her up! Before Jenna knew what had happened, they both ended up naked and this time when their breasts touched again, skin on skin, they both moaned in sync. Contrary to what she had feared she didn't feel any ickiness about kissing her mother, just joy and lust.
She gasped through her kiss when she felt her mother's hands on her pussy and within seconds she understood how amazing it could be to have another woman's hand there. An expert hand. Sure every woman was different and liked different things, but she guessed that her mother was doing what she herself liked and... well, it worked. It worked dizzyingly well. Jenna soon felt her knees weaken under the combined assault of her mother's tongue inside her mouth, her fingers inside her pussy and her own two hands on her mother's magnificent breasts. Feeling that, her mom broke the kiss and said "Let's go to your room..."
"What about Jonathan?" she asked, breathless.
"He's out for a long while. He came back at 4am!"
With that they silently went to her room and closed the door behind them. Mother and daughter looked at each other for a moment, as if taking a pause on the threshold. "This is insane..." Jenna said, looking at her mother as her chest heaved up and down because she was breathing fast.
"Think you'll regret this?" her mother asked.
"Not for a moment!" Jenna replied before flying into her mother's arms with another kiss.
They both went on her bed and Jenna ended up sitting on her mother's lap while she was herself also sitting, legs crossed under her daughter's ass. The two of them kissed for a while, but Jenna pushed her kisses down her mother's jaw and neck, unable to resist any longer. Her mom leaned back, letting Jenna leaning forward and soon she took her mother's distended nipple into her mouth. She felt a profound thrill, raw pleasure and the forbidden both mixing together. She moved from one nipple to the other, feasting like a woman dying of thirst!
A minute later she felt her mother pushing back and soon they had reversed their position with her mom sucking on her nipples. For her mother, the sinful pleasure was deeper because while she sucked on her daughter's plump nipples, she also remembered sucking on her sister's breasts in exactly the same way. She was thrilled to feel her daughter's fully engorged yet squishy nipples in her mouth. While Jenna's arms were behind on her bed and holding her body up, her mom grabbed Jenna's hips and opened her thighs. Free to move lower now, Jenna felt her mom pulling her down and their pussies touched for the first time. "Let yourself fall back against the bed, love..." her mother whispered.
Her mother opened her legs fully, pulling them from under her daughter's body and moments later they found themselves in a classic scissors position with their right leg over the other woman's body. Each of them grabbed the other's thighs and they pulled themselves tight. After having seen a few lesbian porn movies, Jenna had never understood the appeal of this position apart from looking hot for guys. Oh dear gods how wrong she had been! Both of them were now dripping wet and the feeling of her mother's lips against her, the way they tickled her clit, the way they could feel each other so clearly and move in sync... Everything seemed to click as her pleasure surged. Guided by their moans they both drove each other to their first climax together.
Jeanna reached back and grabbed her pillow to press it against her face, hoping that it would muffle her cries. Even if she knew that nothing would ever dethrone getting thoroughly fucked by a long and thick cock like her brother's, she didn't think her climax could be so powerful just by rubbing against another pussy like this! Every time she spasmed in pleasure, it only made her clit rub against her mother's pussy, increasing her pleasure. She was panting, flushed and buried under her tangled hair when she finally pulled her pillow off. Staring into the eyes of her mother, who was positively glowing in post climax ecstasy, Jenna knew she had just opened a new door to her sexuality.


Before she could properly grasp what was going on in her mind and heart, her mom asked her to turn around. She was lying on her back and her mother was right kneeling just above her head. She was sure that her mom would take her in a 69, but she had other plans. Following the silent prompting from her mom's hands, Jenna lifted her legs up and felt herself being folded over towards her mom. When her lower legs reached the bed on either side of her mother, she felt her mother trapping both her arms and legs with her knees.
All Jenna could see from her twisted position was her mom's breasts above her face. She was utterly trapped and it took her a moment to understand what her mom was about to do. When her mom leaned over her and began kissing her pussy, Jenna moaned out loud. Her mom was eating her pussy! Fuck! And in this extremely vulnerable position, her pussy was as exposed and accessible as it could be, letting her mom do whatever she wanted. Once her head stopped spinning too quickly, she felt another surge of pleasure as the deft tongue of a woman who liked getting cunnilingus was working its magic. As much as she had loved getting her pussy eaten by her boyfriends and brother, this was on another level.
Because of her position her neck was bent too far to make this into a crazy 69 and Jenna's mouth latched on to the only thing she could: her mother's heavy breasts. Mother and daughter remained like this for a long time, Jenna flooded with pleasure with her mother's tongue deep inside her pussy while sucking on her breasts at the same time. The pleasure was overwhelming and soon Jenna felt that she was on the verge of fainting. But she didn't want this to end. She pushed against her mom and she understood the message and released her. Jenna, with her legs bac on the bed and lying on her back, was about to ask her mother to move above her in a 69, but once again her mother's lust made her move faster than she could.
With her daughter fully on her back now, her mom turned around and just sat on her face. Looking down at her daughter between her breasts, she gasped as Jenna's tongue slid inside her pussy, the first female tongue there since her sister Mary. If she squinted she could almost see Mary's face down there. "Oh Jenna..." she whispered, breaking the nostalgia to focus on her very real and very horny daughter. "I'm fucking my daughter now..." she thought.
From below, Jenna looked up at her mother's unreal breasts and thought that she had never seen anything so beautiful. But her mother wasn't an aloof angel with breasts instead of wings. Oh no. Her mother was grinding her pussy against her mouth and Jenna did her best to pleasure her mom just as much as she'd been pleased a minute ago. Soon she felt her mother spasming above her and when she looked down at her daughter, she looked more like a succubus than an angel. In a low, hoarse voice, she asked her daughter "On top on below?"
Not 100% sure of what her mother meant, Jenna said "Below."
Moments later her mom had turned around and this time they lost themselves in their very first 69. Not their last, not by a long shot, but this was neither here nor now. Jenna had never been under someone in a 69, too afraid of losing control while a cock was being shoved down her throat. But with her mom, everything felt amazing. "I'm fucking my mom now!" She thought, unknowingly mirroring her mother's realization.
They remained in this classic position until they both climaxed in each other's arms, their nipples sliding wetly against the other one's belly, they juices exploding in the other one's face. Beyond the insane fact that the pussy she was eating was her mother's, it was still her very first pussy. She pulled on her mother's hips until she found a nice mix of access and pressure and focused her entire being into making her mother climax. She felt her mother's fleshy lips, tasted and drank her forbidden juices, discovered that she really seemed to like having her clit sucked quite hard and moaned as she plunged her tongue as deep as it could go inside her pussy, feeling all the little bumps and ridges.
Surprised by her own pleasure, which she had barely acknowledged as she ate her mother, Jenna threw her head against her bed when a powerful surge hit her like a wave. She lifted her knees a bit higher and parted her thighs a bit more and felt her mom's mouth reaching lower. When her mom drove her tongue deep inside her pussy, Jenna gasped: how long was her damned tongue? Determined not to climax before she had made her mother climax, Jenna lifted her head once again and shook her entire head against her pussy and between her thighs.
Jenna almost laughed in glee when she felt her mother spasming and then her entire body contracting. She abandoned herself to her mother's tongue and her own climax, blown away by the pleasure. She discovered that her mother could stretch her climax much longer than she could. As Jenna was gasping after her orgasm, trying to recover, her mother was still trashing above her. When Jenna's head fell back on her bed, exhausted, she realized that her mother wasn't done. Instead just rose up and ground her pussy against Jenna's face for a long while yet, trembling and shaking in an amazingly long climax.
Eventually she broke away and collapsed next to Jenna. The two women looked at each other, their faces glistening, laughing together. "You still have many things to learn about your own orgasms, little girl!" her mom teased, breathless. They went to the shower and were soon soaping and caressing each others, they moans doing a crescendo. When they got out of the bathroom, Jeanna leading, she wasn't sure where things would be going next. Neither of them was sexually spent: if anything, their fingers during the shower had stoked them both.
On a whim, Jenna walked right up to Jonathan's closed door. Her mom's jaw dropped in surprise and worry. "What are you doing?" she asked in a loud and hurried whisper. Instead of replying, Jenna started dancing, nude, right against her brother's door. Her mom came closer but didn't try to stop her. At one point Jenna placed her back against his door and slid down slowly, opening her thighs in the process. She caressed her pussy for a while as her mom watched. When she stood back up, she wrapped her arms around her mother's body and placed her mouth right against her ear: "I have one question for you mom..." Jenna placed her hand on her mother's pussy, felt it dripping wet, and slid two fingers inside her pussy. As her mom writhed in her arms, Jenna asked her question "Who has the best cock mom... Dad, or Jonathan?"
When her mom froze, Jenna reached back and silently opened her brother's door. And went in. She heard a strangled gasp behind her, but she went directly to her brother's bed. He was still sleeping very deeply, snoring. As she heard her mother's quick footsteps behind her, Jenna didn't waste time and leaned over her brother's head and placed one of her nipples against his lips. Before he even tried to say something Jonathan opened his lips and took her nipple into his mouth.
He was soon moaning, his eyes still closed, licking and sucking on his sister's nipple. Jenna saw that her mom was standing next to her, her mouth wide-open. If Jenna hadn't actually seen them having sex, she would have seriously begun to doubt: her mom was a pretty convincing actress! Jenna saw her brother's eyes blinking, but it was too dark for him to properly see anything from so close. "Mom..." he whispered and Jenna had to hold back a laugh. She looked at her mother and could barely see her troubled expression. "Oh mom... I love your breasts!" Jonathan added, his arms trapped under his blanket because of his sister's body, unable to touch the breasts he was sucking.
Jenna pulled back and quickly straddled his face, pressing her pussy against his mouth. Even more trapped than he had been, Jonathan contented himself to just feasting on her pussy. Waking up more and more despite his fatigue, Jonathan made a strange sound and turned his head sideways before saying "Did you shave completely?" Jenna looked at her mom, who was shaking her head while looking back at her daughter. She walked up next to the bed and whispered, in a sensuous voice Jenna hadn't ever heard, "Yes baby, I shaved just for you..."
"I love it!" he replied before opening his mouth around his sister's pussy again.
Their mom moved alongside her son's bed, climbed up and straddled her son's legs. She gently pulled at the blanket and as Jenna shifted side to side, she managed to remove it all, exposing her son's magnificent cock. She then straddled his legs and began masturbating him slowly. Jonathan moaned against his sister's pussy. His mom then let a big glob of saliva fall right upon his cock and coated its crown. "You little minx..." she said to her daughter very softly, too soft for Jonathan to hear, trapped as he was between his sister's thighs. Jenna turned her head around, a mischievous expression on her face.
Their mother then shifted up and lifted herself above her son's cock and impaled herself slowly like she had done countless times in the last two weeks. Jonathan groaned against his sister's pussy and it took him at least one minute to realize that something was wrong. Gasping, he twisted his head and said "What the fuck? Mom?"
"Yes?" She replied from behind her daughter.
But by now he managed to recognize Jenna and added "Sis?"
"Yes?" She replied, looking down between her breasts at her brother.
"What the..."
Was all he managed to say before Jenna forced her pussy against his mouth and his mom began riding him frenziedly. Their mom reached forward and grabbed her daughter's breasts in her hands, squeezing her nipples hard. Jenna gasped and laughed, enjoying her first threesome immensely. She felt her mother's nuzzling her head into her shoulder, kissing and licking her sensitive skin all the way up behind her ear. She enjoyed those kisses for a while but soon wanted more. Jenna turned around and kissed her mother's lips as she repositioned herself over her brother's mouth again. But this time, because of the new position, she could sometimes angle her ass differently and let her brother enjoy his little fetish.
While his tongue caressed her in this very intimate way, she kept kissing her mother wildly, face to face. Jenna had one hand on her mother's thigh for balance and the other over her breasts, thoroughly enjoying her mother's impossible flesh. With Jonathan's tongue back against her clit, Jenna felt another climax coming up. When she broke her mother's kiss because she needed to breathe faster, she heard her whisper "Who's got the best cock? It's your brother... By far!" Hearing this, Jenna was pushed over the edge and exploded all over her brother's face. She felt herself gushing explosively and knew that his face and pillow would be drenched. She moaned and laughed, trembling over them until she collapsed into her mother's arms.
When they disentangled themselves, Jonathan got up and opened the drapes. With daylight now flooding the room, he just stared at them, his cock glistening and harder than ever. They were both sitting on their heels, legs slightly parted, their four lavish breasts and glistening pussies proffered in the light. "What..." he began, clearing his throat. "What happened? You... You both knew?" He asked his questions to the both of them and they simply nodded. "Fuck!" he laughed. They were both staring at him, smiles on their lips and lust in their eyes. Almost in sync, they turned around on the bed and ended up on all fours, side by side, their asses presented to him like offerings. "Fuck..." Jonathan said again, his cock twitching in anticipation.
Because he had been in his mom's pussy, he walked behind his sister and pushed himself all the way inside. With a hand on her ass and another on his mom's, Jonathan began a slow rhythm, wanting to pace himself. His eyes glued on his sister's asshole, Jonathan pushed his fingers deeper in his mom's cleft and then slid two fingers inside her pussy. This was all too insane, but Jonathan just turned his mind off and simply enjoyed. Soon he switched to his mom's pussy and caressed Jenna's ass with his wet fingers.
After having switched back and forth a few times, Jonathan saw them turn their heads toward each other and start to kiss. His breath caught in his throat and knew he was about to cum. "Fuck... Fuck... Fuck... I wanna see your tongues!" he groaned and they happily obliged. When he saw their tongues caressing each other, mother and daughter, Jonathan climaxed hard. His first jet of sperm lodged itself deep inside his mother's pussy and he quickly buried himself into his sister's pussy for the second shot. Pulling out, he squirted a third dose right on her ass before moving behind his mother for the fourth one, spraying her ass as well. As he slid his cock back into her pussy, he looked at his sister's ass and saw his sperm slowly running down between her cheeks and over her asshole before merging with the overflow from her pussy. "That was..." he breathed.
Before he could finish, his mom moved from the bed to kneel in front of him. She then said "Just the beginning!"
When Jenna knelt in front of him next to their mother and they both grab his cock, he nearly fainted. Instead of fainting he watched, entranced, as his mother and sister gave him a double blowjob, passing his cock from one mouth to the other. When they both kissed his tip and each other, their tongues dancing with his cock, he gasped. This was too much! This was overwhelming! His cock didn't even have time to fully soften after his orgasm! Jenna looked up at him, her eyes wide and bright, and whispered "My hero..." She only managed to keep her face straight for a few seconds before snorting.
Through her smile, his mom repeated the same phrase "Oh my hero!"
Despite their laughter, Jonathan's cock didn't mind and he was now fully back to life mere minutes after his orgasm. "Fuck!" he cried out, extremely aroused despite their soft teasing. "I wanna cover your faces with my cum!"
"You wanna cum all over your dear mother's face?" His mom asked, a fake timid look on her face.
"And on your sweet sister's face too, big brother?" His sister asked in a high-pitched voice, her raised eyebrows looking perfectly innocent.
Even though they were teasing him again, it was almost enough to trigger a second orgasm. He needed to take a break. He looked at his mom and said "I wanna eat your pussy, mom!"
"Me too!" Jenna immediately said.
A scene from a porn movie came back to him and Jonathan told his mom to climb back on the bed. He then sat on the floor with his back against his bed and was glad to see that the height of his mattress was perfect. He told his sister to mount him face to face and groaned as she sheathed his cock inside her sweet pussy. Jonathan grabbed hiss sister's full ass, holding her there and kissed her briefly. He then tilted his head backwards until he could rest it on the bed. His mom understood and she turned around on all four and backed-up until she was above her son's head.
When Jenna saw her brother beginning to lick and suck on her mom's pussy, she leaned in and joined as well. It was a relatively awkward position, but then again, it was somehow the reverse of the double blowjob. As she was eating her mother's pussy, she could feel her brother's lips and tongue against her own while he was licking her pussy as well. After Jonathan and their mom settled in the best positions and angles, Jenna began riding her brother's cock and gasped when his naughty fingers explored her crack. She couldn't ride him as hard and fast as she could in the proper cowgirl position, but just having her brother's thick cock inside her was satisfying.
Like Jenna earlier, it was now their mother's turn to climax on her son's face. Having her two children eating her pussy at the same time was intoxicating and it was all she could do to stop from just collapsing on them when her climax rocked her world. She bucked and spasmed, overwhelmed by the four lips and two tongues on and inside her pussy. She grabbed a mouthful of the blankets under her and bit hard as she was swept by yet another climax today. It wasn't even noon yet!
When their mom moved off her son's face and collapsed onto his bed, Jenna looked at him, fire i