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      I woke to the unfamiliar but not unpleasant sensation of warm limbs pressed against my side. The one drawback of my apartment is the windows are terrible insulators. It’s great in the summer but in fall and winter, the place turns into an icebox in the mornings, until the heater can warm the place.

      Reaching over, I used the remote to turn the heater on and smiled when Morena stretched beside me and let out a little mewl of pleasure as she woke. The girl was a fountain of warmth as she rolled against me, her hand trailing across my chest beneath the blankets.

      “I slept so good,” she yawned, and rested her chin on my chest, dark eyes twinkling mischievously as she gazed into my eyes. “Last night was crazy.”

      “You can say that again.”

      “That was the first time you and your stepmom…?” When I nodded, Morena's chin dug into my chest as she chortled a laugh. “I’m glad I was there to see it… mhmm, and join in.”

      “It feels like a dream to me,” I admitted. “Like it happened to should have happened to someone else.”

      Morena rose on her elbow, and I was all too aware of her large breast hanging down, the nipple crazing my chest. I tried to school my eyes away from her nakedness, then realized I was being silly and looked down. The girl grinned and shifted, giving my hand access to her.

      “I was far too young when I got these… mhmm,” she moaned as my fingers caressed the supple flesh and plucked gently at her hardening nipple. “When that happens to a girl, she learns about men at an early age and coming from where I did, there were no guardrails to keep them away. I’ve known a lot of men in my day and you’re unlike all of them.”

      When I raised an eyebrow in question, she shifted forward and pressed her lips to my neck, sending a shiver down my spine.

      “Once you learn to take what’s yours… and to own it completely, skin to soul,” her hot breath tickled my ear as her lips played across the sensitive skin. “Then you’ll know all of life is a dream to be lived.”

      Before I could respond, her lips met mine in a passionate kiss and I rolled her beneath me. Morena is nearly as tall as myself, with long, tapering legs that curled around my hips as she drew me in.

      The girl’s grasping hand found my morning wood and slipped it against her sex. I was shocked at the wetness I found as I sank into her with a groan of pleasure. Still too tight to take my thickness and length in one thrust, I worked it into Morena’s tight pussy with short motions as the girl gasped in delight beneath me.

      My hands slid along her smooth skin, one reaching down to grip her big, round ass, as the other slipped behind her head and cradled her face close. Gone was the confidence and self-assurance from moments before, as the Latina trembled like a leaf in my arms. Desperate kisses and sharp nails implored me to take her as our tongues danced together.

      It wasn’t long before the bed was creaking beneath us, and the cool air was steamy with our sweat. Suddenly Morena let out a shriek of pleasure, her nails digging into my back and ass, back arching beneath me as a powerful orgasm shot through her body. Her sex gripped me tight, slowing my motions for a few seconds, before her arms pulled me tight, hips thrusting to continue the pleasure.

      “Never… dreamed… Oh Deus… novamente… Novamente!”

      It surprised me to hear Portuguese come out of her mouth, but couldn’t think about it for long, as the grip of her tight pussy had me on the verge of my own orgasm. As it rushed through me, my rhythm faltering, before dying out completely, Morena locked her ankles behind my ass and fingers sinking into my ass drew me to her depths.

      The girl’s eyes widened, pupils swelling to almost drown out the brown as her womb drank every drop of my cum. Sagging beneath me, I sank onto my side and drew in a ragged breath.

      “That’s the best way to wake up,” Morena purred, rolling against me and kissing me deeply, the girl’s hand slid between us and her lips curled against mine when she found me still throbbing. “Your stamina is incredible. Mhmm, I think I’ll taste myself… again.”

      Winking, she slipped beneath the covers, and I dropped my head back with a sigh of awe. The peaceful lassitude I felt evaporated a second later when there came a heavy knock to my bedroom door.

      “Will, where are the spare towels? I need to get ready for school.”

      “Umm… nmhh. Not now!” I hissed to Morena, as I felt something hot and wet slide over the head of my dick, but the girl ignored me as the door swung inwards and I cursed myself for forgetting to lock it.

      A blonde head poked in, and I stiffened, wanting to be anywhere but there as my little sister Kate faced me.

      “I only found one towel in the bathroom, and it smells a little moldy. Please tell me you have more?”

      Her baby blue eyes took in the lump under the comforter, an eyebrow raising as her lips quirked into a crooked grin. That was all the reaction she showed while I lay there, shocked at the flush of pleasure I felt to have her watching.

      “Well?” she asked, her crooked grin growing knowing after my hesitation.

      “In my… closet,” I groaned. “Top… shelf… fuck.”

      Kate let out a throaty chuckle as she stepped into my room and over to the closet. She was wearing a large t-shirt that hung to just beneath her rounded ass. Her long, slender legs flashed beneath her, forcing my eyes to dance between them, her bouncing ass, or the points poking through the t-shirt that didn’t seem to move at all as she flounced across my room.

      “Nhmmghfff,” Morena didn’t try to hide the sounds of her happy moans, nor the wet slurping as she bobbed up and down on my cock.

      The gentle pressure of her mouth wasn’t enough to send me over the edge, but it kept my toes curled as I watched Kate stand on tiptoes, the bottom half of her thong covered ass peeking from beneath her shirt. Grabbing down two clean towels, she glanced back over her shoulder and caught me staring. Her ruby red lips stretched into a pleased smile, white teeth sparkling as she turned back to me, folding the towel against her midriff.

      “Thanks big bro…” pausing there, she watched the blanket bobbing shallowly as Morena sucked the head of my cock and I saw the glint of something familiar and dangerous enter her eyes.

      “I put on a pot of coffee,” she said, stepping slowing towards the side of my bed. Her voice was faint, but I barely registered it as my skin was prickling and nerves jangling as my brain furiously tried to decide what to do.

      Am I about to have another threesome?! I thought to myself.

      “You really need a timer for your thermostat…” stopping at the side of my bed, her eyes rose from the comforter to my face, and we stared into one another’s eyes for a long moment.

      I was so frozen with anxiety I nearly lost my stiffness, but Morena’s wicked mouth made sure that didn’t happen. I felt the Latina reaching under the blankets, arms moving to flip them off. Kate caught the motion and oddly, her eyes hardened, and she snapped out a hand.

      “What the… fuck…!” I groaned when my sister’s hand landed on the blanket and pushed down on Morena’s head. The teen joined my exhalation of shock, “MMMHPH!!” as my dick pushed into her throat.

      My sister’s eyes softened as she watched my face, but before I could say anything more, or reach out to grab her, Kate whirled and darted from the room. My heart fell to see her run off, but the last expression to cross her face had been lust and my dick throbbed as I pictured it again.

      “Mhmm,” Morena purred as she pulled back up my dick. The minx ran her tongue around the tip and I reached down and, with Kate’s face flashing through my head, drove up into her mouth.

      The teen groaned in pleasure as I gripped her head and fucked it with desperate thrusts. The orgasm rushed through me, and all I could picture was my sister’s longbow-shaped lips trembling and her naked legs.

      When I sank into the mattress, it filled me with shame to have lost control like that, but Morena flipped back the comforter with a proud grin. The girl sat back, torso sweat-slicked and eye-catching as she swept her long dark hair over one shoulder.

      “That was fucking hot,” she purred.

      “Kate?” I asked with a nervous glance at the open door.

      “No, when you fucked my face like a savage,” flashing a charming grin, she collapsed atop me and kissed me, before slipping off the bed and stretching. “Mhmm, I could wake up like this every day. Did Kate say she made coffee?”

      The girl had no shame in her nakedness as she arched an eyebrow at me, so I let my eyes wander as I nodded. Morena's thick lips curled into a proud grin as she stalked out of the room, leaving her clothes behind as she headed into the apartment.
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      I wasn’t as willing to walk around naked as the Latina and pulled on sweats and a shirt before stepping out. Nervous about what kind of reception I would receive, I found Morena pouring half and half into a mug of coffee. The shower was running, but Ceira was up and sitting at the table, her wide eyes watching her friend with amusement. Flashing the tiny blonde a wink, she paused to give me a kiss on the cheek before heading back to my room.

      “Someone had a great night,” Ceira said. “Did you say something to Kate? She stormed past all flustered… wait… what did she see?”

      Her back shook as she suppressed laughter and my cheeks were flaming as I grabbed my favorite mug and poured a cup of coffee.

      “She didn’t see anything,” I said, grateful I didn’t have to lie. The teen didn’t believe me and threw her head back and barked a laugh. The sound cut off when the taller Morena walked back in, pulling on her shorts, an eyebrow raised at Ceira.

      “And you’re one to talk?”

      Ceira’s small mouth pursed into a sour frown, and she took a sip of her coffee. When I glanced at Morena, she stepped up to my side and slipped her arm around my waist and kissed me with surprising passion. Her body undulated against me, hand caressing my package for a brief moment before she broke off the kiss and turned to her friend.

      “Until you’ve played the game, you can’t comment. Until then, shut it, rich girl.”

      She winked, taking the sting out of the comment, but I saw spots of color appear in Ceira’s cheeks. Morena ignored her, though, and gave me another kiss on the cheek.

      “I’ll smooth things over with Kate,” she whispered in my ear before leveraging herself off me and heading down the hall.

      I was surprised when I heard the bathroom door open and close, followed by the dim sound of the shower door doing the same, without the water pausing once. Suddenly aware I was standing awkwardly in the middle of the kitchen, I set down my cup and went about preparing my morning oatmeal.

      “Are you hungry?”

      “I am,” Ceira said in a faint voice, her smile weak as she tried to meet my eyes.

      I’m practiced at ignoring awkwardness, but Ceira obviously was not. The girl fidgeted with her mug, glancing out the windows and fiddling with her hair as the water boiled and I got two bowls ready with oats, brown sugar, condensed milk, and dried bananas. When my kettle clicked off, I filled the bowls with a little water and mixed it, letting the oats cook.

      “Do you have class today?”

      “Yes,” she said, startled out of her thoughts and offering me a grateful smile as I set the bowl and a spoon before her. “Anthro, but not until eleven. My mom wants me to stop by her place, but ugh,” she rolled her eyes. “The last thing I want to deal with is her new boyfriend. The dude’s a toolbag.”

      “She lives in the city?”

      “Upper west side.” Ceira frowned, and it took me a moment to recognize the expression as embarrassment.

      “Some of the nicest people I’ve met in this city are locals,” I offered.

      “And some of the biggest assholes too, I bet,” she laughed, releasing the tension, and I found myself enjoying the girl’s company.

      She couldn’t help the way she was raised, or her delicate features, which only enhances the look of patrician beauty she cultivated. I found her self-deprecating humor refreshing, and it was easy to forget the awkwardness from moments before as we talked about the city.

      Ceira knew all the best places and with only a little prodding, she launched into where to get the best burgers, desserts, and brunch. It wasn’t until the water cut off and she glanced towards the bathroom that she grew discomfited again.

      “Are they showering together?” I asked. The question had been hovering in the back of my mind for a while and my stupid tongue used the opportunity of an awkward silence to blurt it out.

      “They’re dating.” Ceira’s lips quirked into a grin when I stared at her. “Or they were… It’s always complicated with Kate.”

      “With my sister?”

      Ceira took a scoop of her oats, eyes popping in surprise. She nodded up at me.

      “This is really good,” she snatched another bite before continuing, her delicate fingers covering her mouth as she swallowed and spoke. “I probably shouldn’t have said anything. She’s super private. But that’s how we all met.”

      When I cocked my head to the side, Ceira’s blush deepened and she dipped her head back down to eat. It was gratifying to see the girls shoulders sag in pleasure as she wolfed down scoopfuls, and to hear the little mewls of pleasure, but my mind was bouncing around inside my skull as I tried to fit this knowledge in with what I knew about my little sister.

      The door to the bathroom opened, and I heard the quiet murmur of conversation. My ears strained, but I didn’t notice heat in the exchange, before it cut off as they entered the spare bedroom and closed the door.

      “New York is the center of fashion,” Ceira said and I blinked at the non sequitur until she went on. “And fashion is my life. Or it was until I met your sister. Now I find myself looking for more in life.”

      “What do you want to do?”

      “I’m not sure.” She shrugged. “I’d like for my skills to be useful to a worthwhile organization. But I’m not even sure what those skills are.”

      “Do you want to find out?”

      Ceira cocked an eyebrow at me as I rose, waving for her to follow. The girl’s cheeks heated when she did, and I realized with a flush of embarrassment what she must be thinking about. Ignoring those thoughts, I hit the button on my desk to raise it to the girl’s shorter height and pulled up my tools folder.

      An application I’d created with my first partner geared to help us identify and hire the best applicants had proven to be so successful he’d taken over the licensing operations. High end tech companies were using a version of the software for recruiting and I’d modified my own branch of the binaries thinking it might be useful in education, but the project had languished.

      “What’s this?” Ceira asked, as I executed the files and a menu popped up.

      “This will take an hour or two, depending on how fast you are with tests. When you finished, it will give you a detailed summary of your strengths and weaknesses and how best you might maximize them in a corporate environment.” I frowned. “Unfortunately, the neural network behind it hasn’t been trained in the arts, so it’s somewhat limited in that way.”

      “That sounds perfect!” Ceira said, slipping in front of me and taking over the mouse as she scanned the prompt.
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      While the girl clicked away, I gathered up a clean set of clothes and headed for the bathroom. Kate and Morena were still in the bedroom, but the door was open now and I saw both bent over before a single table mirror as they applied eye makeup.

      Morena was in yoga pants and a loose sweatshirt, her hair up in a messy bun. While my little sister was dressed in a smart pencil skirt and thick black heels. Her coat was open, the blouse inside untucked, and I caught sight of smooth, bare skin when Kate stood and turned to me.

      “We’ll be out of your hair for the night. Morena and I will be stuck in the library until late.”

      “Ceira?” I asked, biting my tongue and hating myself for the interest I heard in my voice.

      “She’ll be here with you,” Kate said, and I waited for the bite of her sarcastic streak to kick in, or for her to throw a verbal dart, but she met my eyes with a gentle equanimity.

      My fears shifted to the taller girl as she met my eyes in the mirror’s reflection, but the minx sent me a wink and blew me a kiss.

      “You two have fun tonight… and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

      “Stop it,” Kate laughed, swatting her friend’s shoulder as she bent back down with her mascara brush. “You know how she is.”

      “For now,” Morena chortled, her leering gaze shifting to my sweats. “But not for long.”

      Kate met my eyes and said with a knowing smile, “Be nice to Ceira, ok? She’s gentler than she lets on.”

      The high society, Ceira, seemed as delicate as a dandelion, but my concern was for this tension between the two of us. I nodded my head into the hall, and she grinned, setting down the makeup and following me out.

      “About what happened-.” I began in a hushed whisper the moment she joined me, but Kate pressed gentle fingers to my lips.

      “Do you love me?” She asked, her fingers relaxing enough to let me speak.

      The question was so abrupt and spoken so nakedly I answered immediately.

      “Of course, I love you-.” Once again, she cut off the flow of words by pressing her fingers against my lips.

      Her eyes softened and for a moment I thought she might kiss me but instead she said, “Then treat Ceira with the same affection and… firmness you did, Morena.” When my eyes crinkled in confusion, she offered, “You might not recognize what you are yet, but you will soon.”

      The woman didn’t make sense and spoke in riddles. When she went to pull back, I reached out and stopped her, my fingers pressing into the firm flesh of her hip, but she spoke before I could, her words stealing my own away.

      “And take her to visit mom. From what I saw last night, she’d enjoy it.”

      Stepping away from me with a blank expression, Kate closed the door on her and Morena, leaving me with my jaw hanging open in the hallways. I showered and nearly forgot to shampoo my hair; I was so distracted.

      By the time I was drying off, I’d decided to put my crazy stepsister out of my head. The tryst with Morena would probably have to end, as it would cause no end of headaches in the apartment while the girls were staying with me. My mind made up, I found Ceira still locked into the test when I came in to grab my work bag. She only manages a faint farewell as I headed out, and I was grateful for my assiduous use of private browsers. If she did get curious while I was out of the house, she wouldn’t find anything embarrassing.

      Letting the blessed anonymity of the subway envelop me, I ran through a list of to-do items I had for the day. Normally I felt dread when I reviewed the list each day, but today I felt more optimism than usual and took the stairs up to my offices.

      Things were a bustle when I came in and I was pulled into problems almost immediately. It took me an hour just to make it to my office, as one group of engineers after another sidelined me for a conversation. Running through my emails, I responded to the necessary ones and linked up with my assistant, letting her know my sister and her friends were staying with us.

      I gave her Morena’s number and told her to arrange for a grocery delivery with the teen. Once that was done, she went through telling me what I should be worried about with the upcoming IPO release. In three days, we would display the final vetting of our product to investors, and she was the most concerned about that.

      “If anything disrupts the presentation and gives potential shareholders an unpleasant taste in their mouths. This could go as poorly for us as it did for Theranos.”

      I frowned. “That’s the one thing I’m not worried about. Our technology’s proven.”

      I called up a half dozen government and university funded studies into the ring I’d devised. They showed categorical proof of early warning detection for a host of health issues. From coronary failure, even to malignant growth for certain types of tumors. A woman could receive a wedding band that would monitor the health of herself and a fetus through birth.

      “I know it is,” my assistant said, waving away my frown. “But we need to be cognizant of all risks.” She drew a sheet of paper from her folder and laid it before me so I could read it. “They brought this up in the marketing meeting. How difficult would it be to execute, at scale?”

      I scanned the paper and felt my heart quicken.

      “This is brilliant.” I stood and began to pace, chewing my bottom lip as my mind spun through the details of how to make it possible. “There’s a strong immigrant community from most of those countries in the Midwest…” I mused aloud. “If we locate factories, there, it doubles the impact, and buys us favors with senators who might be useful when it comes to regulations. This could be good… As for distribution, we use the Foundation. It already delivers vaccines, through trained professionals, along safe routes. They’ll be able to educate the people and monitor collection stations.” I turned to my assistant and grinned, unable to contain my excitement, “Think of the data we’d be able to collect on emergent diseases. A front line against the most infectious diseases and bacteria in the world!”

      “Did something happen to you last night?” Claire asked with a crooked grin as she gathered up her notes. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you think animated.”

      “I, um… hung out with a friend” I said, and managed not to wince at my poor lie. The woman offered me a knowing smile as she turned to go.

      “Whoever she is, she’s a lucky girl.” I felt my cheeks heat and almost didn’t register the last thing she said. “I’ll start the hunt for someone to direct the project. See you tomorrow, boss.”

      “Right, see you.”

      Sinking into my chair, memories of my wild night, and almost as wild a morning flashing through my head. The chaos and stress should have made me more anxious than usual, instead of less. Instead, it enervated me, in the same way work had for many years.

      A notification was blinking on my monitor, and I clicked it open to find the security system I’d built for my home rig, warning me that a new file had been created while I was logged in at work. Curious, I scanned it and found Ceira profile map, generated automatically from the app I’d set her working on.

      I reviewed the readings and was surprised at what I found.

      With exceptionally high marks in organization and communication, the model told me the girls would be great at sales, project management, and non-profit outreach. Seeing that last thing gave me an idea, and I texted Kate asking for Ceira’s number, which she sent with a question.

      Kate: She’s getting out of class now. You taking her out?

      Me: I might have a job for her, if she’s interested

      Kate: That’s sweet of you! I’ll let her know your calling

      Me: Thanks! Have a fun night

      Kate: a night stuck in the library isn’t my idea of fun, but we’ll make the best of it. Morena and I steal a table in the back and spread out. Eat chocolate and drink too much coffee.

      Me: That sounds like fun to me

      Kate: You would think

      Kate: Enjoy Ceira and don’t work her too hard

      I stared at that last text for a long minute but gave up trying to read my sister’s thoughts. The girl twisted my head around in the worst and best ways, but I tried to forget her as I pulled over the sheet my assistant had handed me and dialed up Ceira’s number.
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      “Hello?”

      “Hi, Ceira, it’s Will. The guy whose place you’re staying at.”

      “Yeah, I know who you are, Will,” she laughed. “You don’t need to remind me. What’s up?”

      “You took that test earlier and I’m sorry, but I opened the results.”

      “Oh, that’s ok. I must thank you again for letting me take it. The results were informative.”

      “They were,” I said. “I’ve actually had an opportunity come across my desk this afternoon that falls in line with what your scores were. Do you have time to come in and see if it might be a good fit?”

      “Are you serious?” I could hear the smile on her face, and it brought one to mine as her voice rose in pitch. “I’ll be right there!”

      I text her the address and entered an interview into my calendar for thirty minutes later. Claire poked her head into my office a minute later.

      “You’ve identified a candidate to run the initiative?”

      “A friend of my sisters,” I nodded. “She’s young and untested, but her skill sets and interests align with it, almost perfectly.”

      “Hmm, I’d like to sit in on this interview.” I’d been working with Claire for a year now and could read her expressions well. She disapproved of the hire but wouldn’t come right out and say it yet.

      “What’s your concern?”

      She flashed me a grateful smile and leaned against the doorjamb, in the way she often did, causing her large soft breast to press together in a distracting way.

      “Nepotism not only looks bad but has the risk of destroying the culture you’ve built here,” she glanced out at the wider office, and shook her head. “I want to think it’s more resilient than that, but with the IPO coming, and a product launch date on the near horizon, it’s a dangerous time for the company to be changing things up. You’ve hired the best person for the job, in every department, and it shows.”

      I nodded, “All valid concerns. Sit in the meeting with Ceira, and if you disapprove for any reason. I won’t hire her.”

      Kate would be crushed, and it might ruin our reconnection, but Claire was right. I owned this company, currently, but it would be irresponsible to gamble with it. Not only did so many people now depend on it to support their families, but I also knew the product would be revolutionary and needed to be brought to market.

      “Ashley in HR really should be the one to sit in, if it’s an interview,” Claire mused, but I could already see I had her before she nodded. “But I can do it, since it’s your sister's friend.” Her thick lips curled into a smile that didn’t seem to touch her eyes. “I’m very curious to meet this girl.”

      With that, she turned to go, leaving me to wonder at her choice of words.

      Claire’s opposition to the potential new hire was out of the ordinary for her. Her concerns rang true, but of all people, she should know that I often brought people in because of their drive and curiosity, eschewing experience over potential.

      She, herself, was hired at a community college job fair. Our human resources manager, taking to heart my recommendations, went in search of people we could bring in and groom into their roles. With on-the-job training, and affordable corporate housing, more than half the company were transplants like Claire.

      Coming from a background in construction, she’d managed an office twice as busy as ours. Her attention to detail and inter-personal skills had been second to none, but recently divorced and raising her child alone, she’d struggled to find work. After a week of working in project management, I’d seen her potential and tapped her to be my assistant.

      I thought I’d trained myself to ignore sexuality while in the office. The last thing I want is to make one of my employees feel uncomfortable or pressured by their boss. But as I stared out my open office door, waiting for Ceira, I found myself noticing Claire’s more attractive features.

      The woman was larger, but by no means fat. With a soft midsection and large rear end, she filled out her skirt-suit to perfection. Claire always made certain to be perfectly put together around the office, unlike many who came in sweats and t-shirts. Her hair was carefully quaffed, and her makeup pristine, with a thick pair of black framed reading glasses covering bright green eyes.

      My phone beeped, telling me Ceira had arrived at the building and I broke off the silent study of my assistant and went to meet her at reception. The girl came dressed to impress, wearing a smart pant suit that conformed to her slender curves. A pink scarf was tied around her neck, accentuating its swan-like quality.

      “Will!” When she ran forward and greeted me with a hug, the receptionist blinked in surprise, and I realized it was the first time she’d seen me be affectionate with someone. “I was so excited when you called. What’s the opportunity?”

      “Let’s head back to my office. I’ll lay it all out for you in there.”

      The girl stared around at the glass sided cubicles and large offices in awe.

      “This is all your company?”

      “This and the three floors below,” I said, “That’s where engineering and R&D are handled, as well as some administrative stuff. This is sales,” I waved to a room of desks with our sales staff. “And this is marketing. It’s still coming together and we’re working on hiring up.”

      “Is that what you want me for? Marketing?”

      “Nothing that simple,” I said, enjoying the attention we were receiving as I ushered the beautiful young girl through the offices.

      Ceira was a sparkling diamond in a sea of dusty coal as she flitted by my side. The girl’s bird bright eyes scanned everything, her bright smile cheering everyone who glanced up. It was her pert little rear that I kept finding my eyes drawn to, and her swaying walk didn’t make it easier to not stare.

      When we approached my corner office, Ceira let out a low whistle of appreciation. Claire stood as we approached and when I recognized her stiff features and disapproving frown, my stomach sank.

      “This is the girl?” She asked, lips twisting in distaste as she took in Ceira’s blonde bob and oversized black frames.

      “Ceira Van Corvladt,” the girl extended a hand, and I felt my skin prickling as she turned a megawatt smile on my assistant. Claire is famous for being unable to charm, but I was surprised when the older woman’s hands fluttered at her breast before she reached out a hand to shake Ceira’s.

      “Not of the seventh street Van Corvladt’s… surely?”

      “The same.” Ceira gave an embarrassed shrug and shot me a look I couldn’t interpret before speaking. “My mother manages the trust and my uncle oversees the properties, but I’m hoping to find a different path for myself.”

      “Well,” Claire said, turning a pleased smile on me. “It seems your new… friend may be perfect for the role, after all.”

      Even more curious now, Ceira followed us into my office. The girl wasn’t overawed by my view, which stunned most first-time visitors. Once again, she stopped in place when she saw the painting I had just above my desk.

      “Is that an original Musashi Miyamoto?”

      “You recognize the swordsman’s art?” I asked, finding that the girl continued to surprise me with her knowledge.

      “My father was a collector.”

      “I’d love to see that collection sometime.”

      “Me too,” she sighed and gave a shrug. “He donated them in his will to the Japanese. Best place for them, really.”

      “Hmm,” Claire nodded, taking up a seat and pulling out a legal pad and pen.

      Ceira accepted the seat I pulled around for her gratefully, and I sat beside Claire. I’d done interviews here a hundred times before, often with my assistant at my side, but I felt oddly out of place at that moment. It took a moment to realize this was the first intersection of my personal and professional lives, and then I was surprised I wasn’t more anxious about the meeting.

      “Let me begin by saying this is all preliminary,” I said. “The position we want to fill isn’t fully scoped yet, but I’m confident of the necessity.”

      “I’ve been properly warned of the startup nature of the company,” Ceira smiled as she crossed her legs and sad sideways in the leather chair.

      “We just want to give you a heads up that the roles responsibilities may change in time,” Claire added. “Nothing has been announced yet.” I gave her a nod, and she launched into the boilerplate explanation of the initiative.

      Ceira listened attentively; hands folded on her knees as my assistant spoke. The outline of the idea was basic, deliver free devices to impoverished nations, but the devil would be in the details.

      “The hardest part will be getting buy in from local governments and WHO organizations,” Claire finished. “But if we approach the right people, in the right way, I think we can get them on board.”

      “Do you have any questions?” I asked Ceira.

      “A million,” she said, and without pause she launched into them.

      She wanted to know about the Ring, and see it function. I gave her a demonstration, which left her suitably awed. Next, she had questions about our commitment to the process.

      “Non-profits in this vein might have funding and even the government backing you’re interested in. But what they often don’t realize until they get on ground is these nations aren’t controlled by governments. Distribution often is at the discretion of non-government actors and even black-market avenues.”

      “Interesting,” Claire said, taking notes.

      The girl made sense and as she spoke on; I began to wonder if my application might be more powerful than I first suspected. From her background, she knew more about the processes and people within our own government we needed to contact, and left Claire with a list of names.

      “If I might.” Ceira pulled out her cell phone and scrolled through her contacts. “Would it be alright to call a family friend? I won’t tell him about your device, only about the basics of your idea.” When Claire and I shared a frown of concern, the girl added. “My mother’s childhood friend is Ambassador to the UN.”

      “I think that would be ok…” Claire said, her voice faint with shock as she turned to me. “Sir?”

      “Yes,” I chuckled. “You can tell her whatever you’d like. We haven’t let you in on company secrets yet.”

      Ceira flashed me a wink and hit the dial button. I was surprised when the other end clicked through almost immediately and a woman’s deep voice came through. I’m not up on affairs of state, but Claire obviously recognized the voice and made a face of approval to me when the girl wasn’t looking.

      “Hire her,” she mouthed to me silently.
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      I felt a flush of pride sweep over me at her approval and was glad my early fears had proven unfounded. Ceira continued chatting, and I got an idea, scrawling something on a piece of paper, I slid it over to her. The delicate blonde scanned the paper and immediately wove it into her conversation, which was another sign in her favor.

      “I’m glad she’s doing well in school. You know Mrs. De Vries, if you’re that interested in Will Corningstone’s next project you should come by the offices on Thursday… Uhh huh, I’m working for him now…” the girl flashed me a wink. “I know! Isn’t it such a great opportunity? So, you’ll be here?... Perfect…. Ok… Talk to you soon Anika.”

      “A UN Ambassador will be at our product demonstration for potential investors?” Claire asked, her voice rising in pitch to an alarming level.

      “Is that what you wanted?” Ceira asked me, her face pinching into a frown as she scanned the slip of paper again.

      “You did perfect,” I reassured the girl, shooting a glare at Claire, who nodded in agreement.

      “That was better than perfect, dear.” her fragile smile fell a moment later as she rose and began pacing. “We’ll need to arrange media. This needs to be broadcast. And we need to upgrade the catering.”

      When Ceira cast me a frown of confusion and motioned with her hand at my pacing assistant, as if to ask if she was ok, I gave her a smile of reassurance.

      “This is her process. Don’t worry. I doubt it takes more than a minute for her to have the whole thing re-planned in her head and every problem worked out.”

      Claire gave me a smile of gratitude that faltered when she saw how close I was leaning towards Ceira as I spoke to the girl. I thought I saw something dark pass over her features, but a brilliant smile broke out on her face a moment later.

      “The offices are closing.” she cast a glance through my lone window to the emptying offices and I caught her fingers gripping each other so tightly white showed around her knuckles. “But I suppose you two want to discuss the initiative and the young miss’s new role in the company. I’ll leave you to it.”

      Ceira turned an excited grin on me, and I nodded in confirmation.

      “The jobs yours if you want it. You’d be perfect.”

      “Oh, thank you!” Ceira jumped out of her chair and across the intervening distance, wrapping her arms around my neck. “I won’t disappoint you; I promise.”

      “I know you won’t,” I said, catching Claire’s eyes over the girl’s shoulder. I frowned at my assistant, annoyed at her for telling the girl she had the job before I’d spoken my decision, but there was something off about her expression, and I thought I saw moisture in her eyes before she spun towards the door.

      “If you need me, sir, I’ll… be around,” she paused at the door and turned back, her eyes hardening when they took in Ceira's delicate little body atop mine. “I don’t mean to pry, but I assume she is the one who will be living with you?”

      “She is,” I nodded, frowning when my assistant stiffened and painted a fragile smile on her face. “Claire, is there something wrong?”

      “Nothing,” she said, and my guts tightened as I read the lie, the first she’d ever told me. “You two enjoy yourselves.”

      Reaching out, she dimmed the lights several shades and slipped from the office, pulling the door shut behind her.

      “What was that?” I asked myself.

      “Hmm, she reminds me of someone I know,” Ceira frowned after the woman, then continued. “My mother’s personal secretary always wanted to be more than, well, just that.”

      “What did she want to be?”

      The girl didn’t answer me at first, just stared down at me from her perch on my knee. Her small mouth, with its thick upper lip and delicate nose, gave the girl a doll-like look, but the heat in her eyes had nothing innocent about it. Suddenly aware that she hadn’t moved off me, I tried to shift the leg she was sitting on, so she could climb off, but the girl only scooted in closer.

      “A young man who has an original Banksy, and Miyamoto.” She ticked off one of her fingers. “Who could have retired to an island covered in bimbos, but instead, invents a device to help the world?” She ticked off another finger, the skin around her eyes tense for some reason I couldn’t discern. “And takes his sister and her friends into his penthouse, out of the kindness of his heart, without questions asked.” She shook her head. “Where have you been all my life, Will Corningstone?”

      “I…”

      The girl was so adorably beautiful I couldn’t find the words to respond. Not only that, but I felt off my footing. I wasn’t used to being hit on so forcefully. Let alone in my own office. Swallowing hard, I tried again.

      “I don’t want to hurt anyone.” I felt my cheeks heat. “Last night…”

      “Last night you made Morena fall for you.” Ceira’s lips curled into a crooked grin. “Not an easy thing to do. Do you imagine she doesn’t know where I am right now?”

      The girl slipped her phone out again and called up the message app. Flashing on the screen, I saw a three-way text thread with Kate and Morena. Ceira’s pale cheeks colored as I leaned forward and managed to read the last two messages before she clicked off the screen.

      Kate: I love you, be safe, and remember to have fun!!

      Morena: his dick is huge!

      “My fucking sister,” I growled, my confusion shifting into anger. “Is she forcing her friends into this?”

      I was startled when Ceira tilted her head back and barked a loud laugh at that.

      “You think Kate could force Morena to do anything?” She cocked an eyebrow at me and I had to admit she was right, a grimace forming on my lips. “You sister’s crazy, sure, but she’s a woman. All women are crazy,” she reached out a slender arm and tapped my chest with a long red nail, “And all men are assholes.”

      “You think I’m an asshole?”

      “No man earns a corner office without having at least some asshole in him,” she grinned playfully, her nails dragging down my chest and sending shivers along my spine. “And I hope you have a lot more than some.”

      When I cocked an eyebrow at the girl, my heart thudding in my chest as I felt her legs shifting nervously. Her pert little ass kept wiggling on my thigh, filling my head with wicked thoughts as I contemplated throwing the girl down right there.

      Dispelling the intrusive thought, I took a deep breath and got myself under control, only to have that control slip as Ceira's lower lip trembled and she licked it nervously. My body could sense the inevitable, and responded, while my mind kept telling myself I was imagining things.

      “Listen, if this is to thank me-.”

      The girl rested her fingers across my lips and shook her head. Her face darkened in further embarrassment, but she forced the words out.

      “I’m very… particular… and I think you might be the man I’ve been looking for. The man I need… You’ve done it in your business dealings. I read up on you.” she ducked her head and flashed me a dimpled smile. “You take control… Exploit every opportunity, with the knowledge that it’s better off with you in charge of it.”

      The girl’s words fell so closely in line with my thoughts from moments before that I frowned, wondering if she’d read my mind. It felt impossible that she would want the same thing I did, but I wasn’t going to miss the opportunity.
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      While she sat there, nervous and trembling, I reached out a hand to cup her pale cheek. It surprised me to see my hand was steady as a rock as I drew her against me. The girl’s lips trembled, and I saw a wash of emotions sweep across her face before our lips met in a trembling kiss.

      Ceira was light as a feather in my arms and I crushed her against me. She moaned into the kiss, her body conforming to mine like it had been made for me. The pantsuit covered her from head to neck, but my questing hand felt a tight little body beneath the silky material I couldn’t wait to peel off her.

      “This… is… insane,” I breathed between hungry kisses, her pink tongue darting into my mouth eagerly as she plucked at the buttons of my shirt.

      “Take me,” the girl growled in a nearly unrecognizable voice.

      I found her body trembling with nerves as I held it in my arms. She’d thrown herself at me, but didn’t seem to know what to do with me in her arms. For the first time in my life, I realized I had more experience than the girl I was kissing, and a surge of protective feelings swept through me.

      This is happening, I thought to myself, feeling a flush of pride when the girl moaned in pleasure against me.

      Taking charge of the situation, I sank to the carpeted floor with her. The last thing I should be doing is fooling around with a new employee in my office, but that worry was far from my mind as I lay Ceira beneath me.

      The girl’s fingers plucked at the buttons of my shirt, tugging free of my pants, as my own slipped her belt free. She stilled beneath me as I drew open her blouse and let my eyes drink in her delicate frame. Her hands rose to cover her small, bra clad breasts, but I pushed them down, and shook my head gently.

      “I want to see you… You’re so beautiful… So beautiful,” I breathed as the fingers of one hand trailed down her firm stomach and popped the large button at the top of her tight slacks.

      “I’m not as sexy as Morena or Ka-.”

      This time, I silenced her with my fingers on her lips. I stared at my finger pressed into her thick upper lip and shook my head in disbelief.

      “At this company, we only build ourselves and each other up,” I winked when the girl blushed. When I moved my finger, she darted forward and pressed a kiss to it and whispered.

      “I’m sorry, boss.”

      “Prove it,” I said, as I slipped her slacks off her slender legs.

      Her heels flopped to the ground as Ceira kicked out of her pants, and though the redness extended down her neck and chest as she shivered with embarrassment, my office filled with the smell of her. Reaching up, she unhooked her bra, letting the straps slip from her narrow shoulders before pushing the garment aside.

      Unlike Morena’s unabashed confidence, Ceira curled in on herself, eyes unwilling to look up and read my expression, until she heard my awed sigh. They darted up, searching my expression, before a smile snuck its way onto her lips.

      On her slender frame, her pale, round breasts looked even larger than they were. Which was a solid handful. Capped in pale pink nipples and areola, they were perfect, and I said as much, earning a delighted giggle from Ceira.

      “Can I… Can I see it?” Her eyes were locked on the tent in my slacks, and it was my turn to blush a fiery red.

      What’s fair is fair though, and I slipped free my belt and pushed down my pants and boxers. I felt like a school kid playing games of show and tell, until her hand reached out, small fingers cradling its drooping length.

      Ceira drew in a ragged breath, her gaze flickering from my stiffening cock up to my face. When I saw hunger in her eyes, I could hold back no longer. Leaning forward, I cupped her face in both hands and kissed her deep; groaning as her hand gripped my dick and jerked it. Her strokes were awkward and inexpert, and I took the reminder to heart, slowing my racing heart and hands as I slipped her panties off her legs.

      “I’m…” she began, but was unable to finish admitting her innocence aloud.

      I kissed the worried crease from her lips and felt her trembling still as I moved with deliberate slowness. The girl’s hand never left my dick, her fingers exploring its length as my own slipped into the gap between her thighs. While we kissed, I teased her lips, and dipped a finger in to wet it and run it in little circles around her clit.

      Ceira whimpered into the kiss, and I felt her nails dig into my shoulder, her slender legs curling around my hips. I withdrew my arm from its awkward position between us and let her press the head of my cock to her wet entrance.

      Staring into one another’s eyes, I pushed forward gently. The girl was tighter than I expected, and it took two more thrusts before I felt the resistance of her innocence. Ceira nodded for me to go forward, her hands pulling my face to hers as her heels dragged on my thighs.

      The girls whimpered into my lips when I felt the pressure at the head of my dick relent, but when I tried to stop and let her relax around me, she shook her head and pushed up against me. My control was slipping, and I sank into her tightness with a groan of pleasure, the world fading around me as I focused on the tiny girl in my arms.

      “You feel so… fucking… good,” I groaned into the kiss, Ceira little white teeth flashing as she grinned, and then her tongue drove into my mouth, her hands slipping beneath my shirt, which was twisted behind me.

      “Oh fuck,” Ceira groaned, as I drew back out of her pussy, its walls pulling out with my thickness.

      The girl’s nails dug into my shoulders, but once more she pulled me back into her depths. Now slick with her wetness, I sank in easier and found a nice rhythm as I took her with slow but hard thrusts.

      After a minute of this, I rolled and flipped her atop me, loving her yelp of surprise, followed by a groan of pleasure as she took control of herself on my dick. Watching the tiny blonde ride me was so hot I nearly flooded her depths right there, but staved off the orgasm as I sensed she was nearing her own.

      Sliding my hands up her slender waist, I cupped those luscious firm tits as they bounced delightfully. Ceira’s hips rocked back and forth, grinding herself on my cock as she bit her bottom lip, hands pressed to my chest.

      “I’m…” I warned, and the girl bobbed her head, and gasped a breath.

      “Inside me… I want to feel it!”

      Alarm bells rank in my head, but the idea was too hot and I was too far gone to hold back now. With a grunt, I pulled her against me, our bodies curling against one another as ecstasy swept through me. I dimly registered Ceira scream my name, but the feel of her breasts pressed to my face drowned everything else out beside the throbbing in my cock and the grip of her spasming pussy.

      Shaking, the girl sank against my chest, letting out little whimpers and shivers as the aftershocks of her orgasm worked their way through her. As my dick slipped from her pussy, she let out a groan of disappointment and turned her head to kiss me on the cheek. Before she could, Ceira jerked upright in one hand, her head craning further to peer up at my office window.

      A wash of cold reality swept over me, and I realized what we’d just done, and how loud we’d been. With a sinking feeling in my guts, I pictured all I’d worked for destroyed as word got out that I was some tech-bro who banged junior employees in his office.

      “Wait here,” Ceira hissed, an edge of anger lacing her words.
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      The girl didn’t show any hint of her earlier embarrassment as she stood. I saw a line of liquid training down her pale thighs, but my eyes were too focused on her small, bouncing ass as she stalked to the door. Jerking it open, Ceira poked her head out, body hidden behind the thick oak.

      “Get in here!”

      I’d been praying the offices were empty, as they usually were at this time of night, but the clip-clop of heels sent a wave of shame through me and I scrambled into a chair. Grabbing my discarded pants, I covered myself before a familiar figure bustled in.

      “Claire?”

      “Sir…” her shoulders were hunched, and she didn’t look up from her shoes except to flicker her gaze over the naked Ceira, whose arms were crossed beneath her firm little breasts. The woman’s eyes raked down the younger woman’s body and I saw envy sweep across her features, naked and ugly.

      “Care to explain yourself?” Ceira asked with a raised eyebrow, but Claire’s lips compressed into a firm line.

      “Ceira, what’s going on?”

      “I saw her peeking at us through the window,” the girl accused. “Trying to be sneaky behind the curtains. Well? Want to tell him what you were doing?”

      “I wasn’t…” Claire blinked, seeming to remember herself and where she was, her back straightening as she turned on the younger woman. “Just because I stay late… I overheard and wanted to make sure Will was ok.”

      Ceira’s lips curled into a knowing smile, and she took a step closer to the older woman, who backed up, her large rear coming up against my desk and stopping her from retreating further.

      “And you don’t believe he is, ok? Do you?” Claire stiffened further, her eyes cutting over to me for a second, and I saw something hungry in her dark green eyes. “You think you could take care of him better than me, don’t you?”

      “I’d never say that.” Claire replied with stiff formality.

      “Then what would you say?” Ceira took another step closer, her crossed arms and firm nipples brushing the other woman’s thick sweatshirt. “Would you say you know what your master needs, as only a true servant can?”

      Claire’s head jerked to stare down at Ceira’s, her chest rising and falling rapidly now as spots of color appeared in her cheeks.

      “How do you know that?”

      “My mother is served by a woman you remind me of… Served in every way.”

      Ceira winked up at Claire and stepped away from her. When she did, I noticed the large shapes of the older woman’s nipples hardening beneath her blouse and sweater.

      “Is this the same shy girl I was with earlier?” I asked softly when Ceira waltzed up to me.

      The girl winked and bent down, her hands resting on the armrests, and I caught Claire’s eyes widening as she got an eyeful from behind.

      “Women are easy to understand. It’s men that are the mystery.” Darting forward in that way she had, she stole a kiss before rising and snatching away the pants I was covering myself with.

      “Hey!”

      I reached for the garment, but the girl tossed it aside, and I jerked my hand back to cover myself. I was still half hard from our earlier romp and slick with our combined fluids. None of that seemed to matter to my assistant, who stared at my naked cock with a fixated stare I recognized. When the woman got that look in her eyes, she would stop at nothing to get what she wanted, and from the tension throbbing in the air, I could guess what that was.

      “I don’t know about this,” I said, a hundred horror stories of office trysts gone wrong flashing through my head.

      “Then fire me tomorrow,” Claire said, her fingers tugging her skirt up past her thigh as she kicked her heels off. “Or kick me out right now, because half the office already thinks I assist with more than your schedule.”

      I flashed back to several conversations over the months that hadn’t made sense at the time, and sly glances from other executives. When I remained silent, her thick lips curled into a pleased smile and, unlike the tiny teen, the MILF showed no hint of embarrassment as she preened before me. Chest thrust outwards, hands clasped behind her back, she twisted her wide hips in a way that told me she could probably dance, and… other things.

      “Kneel,” Ceira said, and I was startled when my assistant’s knee thudded into the ground a half second later.

      The woman’s expression smoothed, but she her hands never broke their grip behind her back. Ceira walked over and twisted the blinds closed, then circled around the woman, inspecting her from head to toe.

      “This is the job she’s always wanted,” the teen said to me, bending low and turning her head to stare into Claire’s eyes sideways, “Isn’t it, slave?”

      “Yes,” my assistant admitted, her blush returning but eyes fixed with that same determination from earlier as they bore into mine.

      I let the woman’s silent desires draw me to my feet and felt a surge of pleasure at the power I held. When I stood, Claire’s eyes dropped from mine to my hanging cock and she drew in a sharp breath, long tongue curling around her lips as she anticipated what was to come.

      She didn’t push forward, unlike Ceira, but remained in place, breath rising and falling with growing rapidity as she felt the heat of my nearness. The blonde girl slipped into the seat beside us and watched with avid interest as I reached down and ran my hands down the front of Claire’s top.

      My assistants shuddered in pleasure as my fingers caressed the gentle slope of her heavy breasts. Even through her bra, I could feel their softness and sank my fingers in, gripping one as I’d fantasized many times about doing.

      “Hsss,” Claire breathed in through her teeth, back arching as she pushed herself against my touch.

      She pushed with such force that when I withdrew my grasp quickly, she nearly toppled into me. As Claire began to right herself, I turned my hips, and the woman couldn’t resist herself. Thick lips parted and her long tongue reached out to run up the side of my dick. I gasped at the sudden sensation, then growled in pleasure, running my hand into her thick hair as she kissed her way back down to the tip.
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      It was surreal seeing Claire kneeling before me, and even more so when Ceira knelt behind the woman and began sliding her skirt up her large hips. My assistants’ eyes widened as her thick lips wrapped around the head of my cock, but she didn’t stop sucking me gently into her mouth as the teen revealed her stockinged thighs and the black panties covering her pale rear.

      Words were unnecessary between the older woman and me in the office, and it seemed this was no different. I shivered when her tongue reached under the head and teased the sensitive glands, her fingers gripping my shaft and stroking it into her mouth. I’d never been sucked so expertly, and would have flooded the woman’s hungry mouth if not for Ceira.

      The MILF lost her concentration when the girl pushed her face between her thighs. I felt my smile grow lascivious as Claire’s eyelids fluttered and her body shook in surprised pleasure. It seemed the girl wasn’t lying about her familiarity with the female body. Her expert tongue soon had the older woman’s throat humming and chest shaking as an orgasm swept over her body.

      While my assistant swayed backwards, distracted for a moment as she bit her bottom lip and shivered in place, I popped the large buttons of her blouse. When her massive breasts spilled into the open, I felt my cock throb, and ran my fingers along their soft slopes. Claire’s eyes snapped open when I ran a thumb over one large nipple and, moaning, leaned forward, taking me back into her mouth.

      Ceira was at my side as I gripped the top of my assistant’s skull, her hands pulling at my hips as I fucked her soft throat with long thrusts. Unable to take my entire cock, she managed a masterful job, and tongue stretching, fought for every centimeter when she saw the pleasure it caused me.

      “Oh fuck,” I groaned, and Claire’s nails sank into my ass, locking me in place as her throat swallowed again and again around the throbbing head of my cock.

      “Yes!” Ceira breathed; her eyes bright with excitement as she watched me cum down the older woman’s throat.

      The pleasure was so intense I staggered back and into the chair once more, my limbs trembling as waves of lassitude swept through my body. More relaxed and at peace than I could remember being, I watched Ceira sink to her knees in detached amusement. When she and the older woman began making out, pushing my cum back and forth between their mouths before falling to the carpets together, I was dragged from the delirium of my refractory period and joined them.

      We didn’t go all the way in that tangle of limbs, just a lot of deep, lingering gazes and heavy petting. Later, as we were pulling on our clothes and the edge dulled from our desire, I caught my assistant's eyes. In that look I asked if she was ok, and the answering grin calmed the anxiety twisting my guts.

      “The only thing that’s changed is,” she said, pausing at my side and resting a warm hand on my upper arm. “I have a better way than green tea and soothing music to calm you down before a board meeting.”

      With a wink, she slipped from the office. Ceira and I took our time heading back to the apartment. The girl wanted to talk about everything at once: art, work, sex. And she did so while draped across my arm, her coat flipping behind her in the city wind, blonde bob dancing about her adorable face.

      I took her on the longer and more scenic route back to my place. North to the park and around to the river walk. As I listened to the girl begin explaining how she met my sister, it occurred to me I should probably feel guilty or ashamed for having slept with her and her friend within twenty-four hours of one another, but I didn’t. I mentioned this to Ceira as we paused to take in the setting sun as it shone through the cityscape.

      “You can thank Kate for that,” Ceira smiled as she stared up at the golden rays breaking through the skyscrapers. “Otherwise, we’d have been fighting over you like cats and dogs.”

      “How’s that keep me from feeling guilty?” I chuckled as I glanced down at the girl. “I’m the one acting like a man-whore.”

      Ceira glanced up, and I thought her frown was for me, until she reached up and smoothed my collar and hair, then an impish grin found its way onto her mouth.

      “If a key can open many locks, then it’s a great key. But if a lock can be opened by many keys, then it’s a poor lock,” she shrugged. “It’s not fair, but that’s nature. And when you want the best key in the world… Well, you’re going to have to deal with a little… lockpicking.”

      She winked up at me, as if to say, ‘do you catch my meaning?’ but I didn’t at all and shook my head.

      “What are you talking about? Locks? Keys?”

      Ceira shook her head, small mouth pursing as she muttered, “How can he be so smart and so dense at the same time.” Then to me she said, “It was Kate who pointed this out to me. You know how men and women cheat at roughly the same rates?” I didn’t know the exact statistics, but it sounded about right, so I nodded. “Men are slightly ahead, but that doesn’t matter. What matters is the opportunity imbalance.”

      Now she was speaking my language, and I nodded along as she spoke.

      “Women hold the power in choosing a sexual partner in nearly every case today. If men had that power, do you think things would be as balanced between the two? What if that power balance is flipped? Well, we’ve seen what happens then. Rockstar’s are the example of that.” The girl twisted her mouth in distaste at the word. “Disease infested scumbags who rotate teenagers through their tour buses and discarded after like used paper towels.

      “And that’s me,” I said with a frown.

      “No, silly,” Ceira swatted me on the chest playfully. “You’re what we’ve been looking for.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “They need variety, and we need security,” she recited, as if repeating a quote. “Those were Kate’s words to us. She found us both, huddled in puddles of tears after some boy had broken our hearts.” Ceira scoffed. “I used to hate Morena. I mean, look at her! It’s unfair.” Then the teen’s lips curled into a lascivious grin as her fingers played at my chest. “But all of that changed after Halloween. There was a costume party where all three of us got wasted and after hours of tears and heart-to-hearts, Kate came up with the plan: find one guy. The best man in the world. And with the three of us to coach and love him,” she shrugged and flashed me an impish grin, “Take over the world.”

      “Me?” I laughed in startlement. “But I don’t need any ‘coaching’.”

      “Really?” Ceira said, her tone so flat I felt my cheeks heat and knew I wasn’t going to like what came next. “You aren’t living in your mom’s basement, true. But I doubt you have any friends outside of work. And once that’s over you lock yourself inside and jerk it to porn for three hours a day,” I opened my mouth to object, but the girl kept right on speaking, “You aren’t as good at using private browsers as you think.”

      I glanced around; grateful no one was close enough to overhear as I let out a sigh.

      “Shit,” I grunted, which earned me a broad grin from Ceira.

      “Don’t be embarrassed, I like watching it too,” she winked and pulled me along the path, slipping her arm back into mine. “There was a loooot of step-sister stuff. Kate will be pleased to hear that.”

      “Oh no,” I groaned, covering my face with my hand.

      “I wouldn’t worry,” Ceira said. “She always talked about you, you know. Her brilliant older brother, who escaped the clutches of a cruel father and struck out on his own… You’re her hero.”

      “I’ve never felt like a hero,” I said. “More like a fool, fumbling my way through life. If it doesn’t involve numbers, I’m hopeless.”

      “She said that too,” she grinned. “Apparently, a girl named Agatha Versnoot was in love with you. Wanted to have your babies or something. But you never knew it and Kate got the girl to give up.”

      “Agatha…?”

      Of course, I remembered the stunning brunette from high school, but I’d never spoken with her outside of class and would have never guessed she’d thought about me twice. The girl wasn’t just gorgeous; she was old money, which counted for a lot in our private school and made her, along with my sister, one of the most popular girls in school.

      “Don’t tell Kate I told you.” Ceira grimaced and shivered against me. “I love her, but your sister terrifies me.”

      “Me too,” I grunted, my thoughts still on the wild revelation.

      Ceira grinned up at me. “Thinking about the fun you could have had?” When I blinked guiltily down at her, she fisted me in the side with a surprisingly hard strike, causing me to grunt a cough. “Well, don’t! And Agatha’s a stupid name anyway.”

      “She was a total cunt in school,” I said, easing the girl’s frown of jealousy. “And wasn’t half as beautiful as you are.”

      I felt her lips curl into a smile as I kissed her and she gave me a single nod before hooking her arm back in mine and continuing down the block.

      “That was well done,” there was a hint of pride in her voice I found amusing. “You’re learning. See? Kate’s idea was genius.”

      “And Kate’s idea is… what, exactly?”

      “You should ask her that.” Ceira's lips pressed into a conspiratorial smile as we stopped outside my building. “You’re still going to your mom’s?”

      “I should,” I sighed. “Do you want to come with me?”

      She shook her head. “I think I’ll head up. I’m tired.”

      Slipping her hands in the lapels of my coat, the girl pulled me down into a kiss that left me breathless. I caught the old doorman staring with an envious grin as I pulled back from Ceira with a shaky breath.

      “Thank you for today,” she said. “For everything. I promise I won’t let you down, boss.”

      Flashing me a final smile, the girl darted inside, waving at the doorman before disappearing within. My head was fuzzy and felt like it might float off any second. Confusion and elation danced with one another like lover who might go to war any moment.
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      I thought about calling my little sister and confronting her, but spoke with her mom first. It was a single bus ride to south of Broadway, where I found her building. The accommodations were far humbler than I would have guessed. There was no security on the front door, and I saw myself up the narrow stairs to the third floor.

      From a dozen rooms, I could hear singing and the speechifying of actors as they rehearsed monologues or their roles. A couple was pressed up against the corner of the staircase, the reek coming from their clothes telling me they’d recently consumed pot, and their threadbare, colorful clothing told me they were theater kids.

      My black slacks and leather shoes drew stare from the two residents I passed in the hall, as I hunted for my mom’s door, but I ignored them when I found it and gave a firm knock.

      “Sandra? Is that you?” The door opened, and I blinked in surprise to see my stepmother with her hair hanging loose about her shoulders and a silky nightgown covering her body. “Will! What a pleasant surprise.”

      Reaching out, she drew me into her room with a warm smile, and I didn’t fail to notice her nipples harden against the silk.

      “If you’re expecting someone, I can come back another time,” I said, taking in the tiny, narrow apartment. “Kate wasn’t joking, was she?”

      “It’s small, but I love it,” she said, waving me onto the twin bed pressed beneath the window.

      Besides the bed, which had a half dozen shelves dotting the walls above it weighted down with books. The studio apartment had a tiny kitchen and small patch of carpet taken up by her sewing machine and large bundles of cloth. When I frowned at the mess of fabrics, she waved it away and pulled down two wine glasses and a bottle.

      “I’ve been making costumes for a few theater companies,” she blushed when I raised my eyebrows, impressed. “It’s nothing fancy, but it helps pay the bills.”

      “Do you need help?” I offered, but she shook her head as she pressed a glass into my hand.

      “Not that kind of help.” She waggled her eyebrows suggestively as she sank onto the bed beside me, the warmth of her hip making it hard to concentrate as she sipped her wine and batted her lashes up at me. “Are you going to tell me what’s bothering you?”

      “You can always tell, can’t you?” I gave a half laugh and sipped my own wine, finding it fruity and light.

      “Your ears get red,” she grinned, leaning into me, and rubbing my back gently. “Is it Kate?”

      “How’d you know?”

      “Your sister has a way of causing problems even when she thinks she’s helping,” she took a large drink from the glass and leaned back on one hand, “What’s she done this time?”

      “It’s not what she’s done, but what I have,” I admitted.

      She didn’t reply and after a few moments of silence, I filled it with my story. From the moment Kate called, and the old emotions stirred, to seeing her for the first time and knowing they hadn’t been boyhood fancies. To the flirtations and half-veiled comments.

      Mom knew some of it, but I told her about my afternoon with Morena. How it had been a dream come true to be with her, and another to have a threesome, but it had almost been too good. I told her about the stirring I’d had with Morena and also with Ceira, hanging my head as I admitted feeling for multiple women.

      She listened with a blank expression as I described my morning with the blonde girl, but that expression-less mask broke when I told her about my evening in the office. I saw her nipples stand firm once more and her breathing deepened when I described my assistant dropping to her knees, but her lips dropped into a frown when I told her Ceria’s last words to me.

      “And what exactly is it you’re worried about?” She asked with concern.

      “That I’ve ruined everything,” I sighed. “And in my greed and desire to have it all, I’ll lose the things I care about most.”

      “And those are?”

      “You, Kate, Morena, Ceira, and,” I admitted after a pause, “my company.”

      “And is it such a terrible thing to care about things so deeply you don’t want to lose them?” When I looked over, her knowing smile almost brought me to tears. “You’re worried you’ll stop caring once you have them… aren’t you?”

      “He did,” I said, hating the rawness of my voice as I stiffened my jaw and fought back the tears. “He left my mom and me. He left you and Kate. And I… I left the first company I started.”

      “Did you quit on it?” There was an odd insistence to her question as she leaned into me and I shook my head. “Did you abandon it?” Again, she waited until I shook my head. “No. You did neither. Not in the first years when it was hardest, or when you could have cashed out during the second round of angel investors.” She smiled knowingly when I blinked up at her in confusion. “I know how to read between the lines of the Wall Street Journal. You instead waiting until it ran itself, then sold it to responsible caretakers and turned the product into something to help people.”

      “It’s going to earn me a lot more than that first company ever could have,” I sighed.

      “Well, your genius deserves to be rewarded. Just don’t let it go to your head.”

      “That’s what all this is about,” I said, then froze in place when I felt my stepmother’s hand slip across my crotch, and her nimble fingers begun plucking free my belt.

      “Remember what I said last night?” she purred into my ear. “Just go with it.”

      “Ohh god,” I groaned as her cool fingers slipped within my boxers and fished my cock free.

      “Lay back, baby. Relax. Let momma take care of you,” her hand pushed gently against my chest, and I fell back upon her pillows as she set aside her glass and dipped her head down.

      It sounds perverse, but she truly eased my troubles away, as her warm mouth gently sucked my cock stiff. As I grew firm within the hot confines, her quiet whimpers grew, joining the noises of her neighbors, as her hand rose to join the effort. Soon her head was rising and falling in time with her hand’s steady stroking. Those dark blue eyes of hers locked on my face as I bit my tongue and groaned in bliss.

      “Tell me… about the IPO,” she spoke between kisses down the shaft of my cock and I found myself relaying, to her, plans I’d been working out for the last month with my staff.

      It was hard to concentrate while she worked her lips and tongue up and down my dick, but the act kept me distracted. I was able to stave off the impending orgasm, as my stepmom edged my cock for long minutes. As I neared the end of the explanation, her tongue was flickering across the underside, her blue eyes burning in the darkness as I throbbed in her fingers.

      “Release… all that stress… all that tension… give it to mommy, baby,” she purred between licks, and I could hold back no longer.

      Gasping in pleasure, I watched my pearlescent cum squirt across her tongue before her lips sealed on the head and she sucked hard. My groan turned into a gasp when she kept sucking, pleasure growing in intensity until I had to reach down and pull her off. Mom came off with a whimper of disappointment before crawling up to curl against my side.

      “You feel better now,” she said, and it wasn’t a question.

      As wickedly wrong as the situation was, I did feel better. Better than I had in months. The act of talking about my problems had diminished them in my head, and what my mother had done colored the entire endeavor with the shine of happy bliss.
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      Rolling against her, I let my hand wander down her side, enjoying the soft curves as she trembled beneath my touch. She tried to shake her head, to say it wasn’t necessary, but I kissed away her protests and slipped my face between her thighs. As I ran my tongue into her sex, mom’s voice rose in falsetto ecstasy, and I felt a flush of pride to know I gave her that pleasure.

      After, while she lay shivering beside me, catching her breath, she whispered instructions in my ear that sent blood into my cock once more. I could hardly believe my ears, as she told me exactly what to do with her willful daughter, but things got wilder when she threw a thigh over my hips and shrugged out of her long nightgown.

      With the sounds of Broadway and the city’s nightlife rising around us, my stepmom pulled my face into her breasts and rode me with fixed determination. Her body shook moments later with a powerful orgasm, but even with my strong libido it had been a long day, and I was nowhere near close.

      Three more times her voice rose in falsetto screams of ‘Yes!’, before I came for the final time that night. Taking advantage of her submissive nature, I flipped her body through several positions before driving into her from behind, her back arched, massive breasts swaying and bouncing as I held her close.

      An hour later, after another glass of wine and a lazy discussion about the shows currently running off-Broadway, I made my way out of her tiny studio apartment. Mom pulled me into an embrace in the doorway, heedless of the neighbor who happened to observe us.

      “Remember what I said,” she winked. “And make sure you come back and tell me everything.”

      “I will,” I grinned, then after a last kiss, I pulled from her arms before my awakening cock could keep me there for another hour.

      Her building was, if anything, even more awake at the midnight hour than it had been around eight. Broadway was much the same and I let the city’s energy carry me home. Even in the middle of the week, it’s the most vibrant nightlife in the world.

      Eschewing the subway, I walked and enjoyed every minute of it. Normally I’m hyper aware of the women around me, and self-conscious to a fault, but I felt none of that now. I was loved by a great woman and everything else was gravy.

      When I entered my place, I was disappointed to find the lights off and the girls all asleep, but surprised when I found a small blonde head in my bed. Ceira had taken it upon herself to warm my blankets and passed out in the process. Careful not to wake the girl I slipped into the bathroom and showered, then found my way into the kitchen.

      I was mixing myself a gin and tonic, when a sound caused me to turn and I found my sister leaning against the doorway, watching me. Her lips quirked into the smile I knew so well when I reached up for a second glass.

      “Joining me?”

      “Always,” she said, taking a seat on one of the bar stools across from me. She offered me a grin when I pushed the first glass over to her and cut another slice of lime for the second drink.

      “Did you have a good night with Morena?”

      “Always,” Kate said with a wink. When I raised an eyebrow at her, she offered, “Was there something more… specific you wanted to know about?”

      “You’re impossible,” I laughed, “You know that?”

      “I do, in fact,” she nodded, her eyes twinkling in amusement, slipping off the bar stool and circling the kitchen’s island to me. “Give me another splash of gin.”

      I opened the bottle and poured her another half shot of liquor and tried not to stare at the firm nipples pressed against her small halter top, or the pale-slenderness of her long legs.

      “Did you arrange getting kicked out of your place so all of this would happen?” I asked, waving my hand back and forth between the two bedrooms.

      Kate gave a snort of derision and shook her head.

      “The last thing I wanted was for you to see me like a helpless burden,” there was something raw in her voice as she looked into the distance out the kitchen windows, “Again.”

      “I’ve never thought of you as helpless.”

      “But I was a burden.” She smiled a bitter smile and took a long sip from her drink.

      “You were a kid. We both were.” I turned and leaned my elbows on the island, enjoying the coolness of the marble and the nearness of my sister as she leaned against it beside me. “What we do now, as adults, is what defines us.”

      “You say that and yet… How did I find you?” she cocked an eyebrow down at me. “The same way I left you. Building stuff on your computer while holed up in your room,” she waved around at the raised ceilings and large space. “The rooms are bigger now, but you were the same nerd who let anxiety and fear keep him from enjoying life.”

      I didn’t have a reply for that and was grateful when she continued.

      “I’m the same but opposite,” she frowned, her voice dropping into almost a whisper. “Instead of letting life hold me back, I race ahead of it and leave destruction in my wake.”

      “Not everywhere.” I set my drink down and reached to take one of her hands on mine.

      “I’m getting better,” she admitted, then leaned on her elbows beside me. “But I’m never going to be normal. Or want an average life.”

      “Is that what I am? A key to a different life?”

      “You mean this?” She gave a snort as she waved around at the beautiful kitchen and apartment. “It was a fantasy between the three of us, nothing more.” She shook her head and bumped her shoulder into mine. “We never actually thought we’d meet a billionaire, or that my big brother would be one. I just wanted you to see how well I was doing on my own… like I thought you were… I thought we’d meet as equals, finally.”

      “I’ll never be your equal.” it was the gods’ honest truth and Kate could read the truth in my voice. Her eyes softened, and I fell into their baby blue depths as the words tumbled from my lips. “Look at you, Kate, you’re the center of attention in every room you’re in. You’re smart, funny, confident, and more beautiful than any of the models walking down 4th avenue.

      “I know who I am,” I continued, my heart thudding in my chest as her fingers gripped mine even tighter. “I know my strengths and my many weaknesses. Those weaknesses rule me when you’re not around… my life was small before you showed up. I could do anything, go anywhere, but instead I did nothing until you and your friends got here. It’s only been a couple of days, but I want to go out. To see the city I’ve loved but only listened to for so long.”

      “Is that all you want?” Kate asked, her lips curling into a gentle but knowing smile. “Since you were a kid, you’ve been locking your emotions inside. Not letting anyone in. When my mom and I got as close to you as your mother, you ran off.”

      “I know,” I admitted, my lips pressed together in a firm line.

      “I’m not saying this to make you uncomfortable, Will. I want you to be honest with me.” Those gorgeous baby-blue eyes were so serious as they stared up into mine, and I realized this was a pivotal moment in my life.

      “I love you, but I love Morena and Ceira too. I want a life of wild nights, and quiet weekends. Of parties, and Sundays spent in bed watching movies.” Her fingers laced through mine. “I want to love who I love and to hell with what the world says about it… Now… What do you want, big brother?”
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      A simple answer wouldn’t suffice, not with Kate’s intense stare fixing me in place, and I didn’t want to give a simple answer. I wanted to give her the honest one.

      “I want to build something,” I admitted. “That’s what I want more than anything. To change the world. Not for pride, or ego, but because I think I can.” I shrugged, feeling my cheeks color as I brought my secrets into the open. “My first company was fun, and I made a lot of money, but it didn’t help people. Not in a meaningful way.

      “And I can do it. I know I can. But not without help.” it was the hardest thing for me to admit, but I knew there could be no half-measures now, not if I wanted to heal the wounds I’d caused by disappearing for years. “These past couple days have shown me what I need. They’ve shown me what I’ve been missing in my life.”

      Kate pursed her lips and cocked an eyebrow, her eyes sparkling with amusement, and I shook my head, reading her mind.

      “It’s not that… and I won’t deny that that part of my life has been amazing lately.”

      “I hope you won’t,” she grinned, before nodding for me to continue.

      “I had everything, but nothing, before you three showed up. Like I said, I wanted to go out and explore the city, but… I don’t know fear, anxiety, the stress of being out there alone… whatever it was kept me locked inside, only leaving to visit the office and that rarely.”

      “It kept you from reaching out to mom and me too,” Kate’s smile had slipped and she frowned in concern. “Have you spoken to anyone about it? I love you, Will, and I want all of this,” she waved to the other two rooms and back around us, “to work out, but that can only happen if we’re all coming from a healthy place.”

      “Who could I talk to?” I snorted in derision, “Do you know how much my competitors would pay for my therapist’s notes? Anything I admit to a stranger could be weaponized against me and the company.”

      “I started speaking to someone in freshman year,” Kate admitted, her shoulder resting against my side as she reached out to take up her glass again and down the last of its contents. “I was depressed, being away from home for the first time and all that came with college. She helped me see clearly what the issues were and gave me tools to deal with them.” Her lips curled into a mischievous grin as she looked up through her long lashes at me. “She’s the one who gave me the confidence to call you and to dream up all of this.”

      “And what is ‘all of this’?” I asked, all too aware of the closeness of her lips and the scent of herbal shampoo wafting up from her silky hair.

      “Don’t change the subject.”

      Kate’s eyes sparkled with suppressed mirth as she turned against me and leaned back, her grin growing wolfish as my eyes dropped to take in the impossibly firm mounds pressed against her shirt. Letting my eyes linger, she slowly raised a hand and ticked off one finger.

      “First, you’re raised by a bastard who ran out on you,” she ticked off a second finger. “Second, the only person you were close to, your mom, passes when you’re young and you back with the old man. Third, you're abandoned with a new family, you barely know, and run away when both fall madly in love with you.” I flinched at that, but Kate’s eyes were soft with compassion. “And fourth, you’ve become addicted to work and are wasting your life trying to do the one thing you’ve convinced yourself you’re good at.”

      With only her thumb left standing, Kate waggled it.

      “And fifth, you have a harem of your little sister’s friends sleeping in your apartment,” my jaw dropped as I tried to object to her characterization, and she punched me in the chest with her little fist.

      The blow wasn’t hard and her grin told me she wasn’t really upset, but her eyes were still serious as she continued.

      “I’m making an appointment for you with my therapist. You’ll love her.” When I opened my mouth to object, Kate raised a finger, butting me off. “This isn’t a discussion, Will. It’s for your own good, and I’d trust Dr. Burke with my life.”

      “Fine,” I admitted after a few seconds of uncomfortable silence.

      The thought of opening up to a stranger already had me feeling uncomfortable, but I knew deep down that Kate was right. I also knew I’d never have decided to go on my own, or for that matter, let anyone else bully me into it. As I watched the self-satisfied smile grow on her lips, I felt my heart expand to three times its size.

      “I love you so much,” the words popped out of my mouth and Kate’s smile grew, her eyes widening in surprised pleasure.

      The words hung between us, her eyes dancing across my face as some suppressed emotion hovered behind them. Everything pressed in on me at that moment. My fears and anxieties swirled up from within, trying to push me back into the hole where I could ignore rejections and my own inequities. But that path lead away from Kate, and her loving acceptance was a balm I’d thought lost to me forever. Ignoring the voice crying out that this was a mistake, I leaned forward and felt my sister’s soft lips meet mine.

      An explosion of butterflies in my stomach, the hairs standing up on the backs of my arms and neck, gave truth to the lies my mind had tried telling me for years. This was no figment of my imagination, or half dreamed fantasy. As my hands slipped down her back, and she moaned into the kiss, a buzzing warmth filled my body.

      This wasn’t the same as I’d felt with Morena or Ceira. Not even with my stepmom. There was an undercurrent of something powerful throbbing between us that couldn’t be ignored or denied. It carried us along in its grip, like leaves in a rivers current, we could only rush with it.

      “This… isn’t… how I pictured… our… oh god, Will! Mhmm!”

      Her slender legs wrapped around my waist, locking behind me as I gripped her ass. Turning, I rested her on the counter, my hands exploring the body I’d dreamed about for so long. Kate’s fingers fumbled at the buttons of my shirt, practically tearing it off me in her haste to get her hands on my skin.

      When her hot fingers ran beneath the fabric, I moaned into our kiss and felt my little sister’s lips curl into a hungry grin. Not to be outdone, my own fingers fumbled at the bottom of her shirt before I pulled the garment over her head. My eyes drank in the impossibly firm curves of her breasts, and the soft, pale flesh of her nipples as I dipped my head down to suckle one between my lips.

      “Mhmm… there… Oh, Will… I need you,” Kate’s gentle moans had me hard as steel, and her questing fingers didn’t help as they gripped me outside my pants.

      Kissing my way down her body, I hooked my fingers in her loose sweats and swept them down her legs. The sights of her waxed pussy, the lips tight and closed, were too much and I dipped my lips down to sample her, loving how Kate cried in pleasure as I did, her fingers lacing into my hair.

      All I could enjoy was a taste because the throbbing energy between us wouldn’t be ignored. Her fingers gripped my hair tightly, pulling me up as I kissed my way back up her body. She pressed her firm breasts close around my face with her upper arms, ankles dragging me back between her thighs as her fingers fumbled free my belt.

      “I’ve wanted you for so long,” I breathed in between kisses as I pressed the throbbing head of my cock against her wet lips.

      “Me too,” Kate husked, her tongue darting into my mouth between words. “I need you… Oh god, Will… There… There… Nghh!”
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      I wasn’t prepared for how tight my little sister was. Her sex gripped me like a vise when I first thrust into her and I was forced to reign in my exuberance. Kate’s heels dragged on my ass as her nails dug into my back, but I took my time easing into her with short thrusts until her wetness coated my thick shaft.

      “Please!” she begged.

      I could ignore the sucking warmth of her no more and thrust to the hilt in one go. Kate’s whimpering cry of ecstasy matched my own, and her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me close as I gripped her hips. With the awkwardness of my position, standing hunched over the kitchen’s island, I could let loose, but that only drew out our pleasure as we clung to one another.

      My kisses trailed down Kate’s slender neck as her body arched against me. Finding her pink nipples, I sucked first one, then the other into my mouth, feeling the rubbery flesh harden between my lips as her cries sharpened in my ears.

      My balls tightened, and I felt my orgasm approaching, but my little sister’s sex was shivering around my cock, and her fingers had lost all their strength as they gripped me. Shivering like a leaf in my arms, I watched her face twist into beautiful agony as her pussy gripped me, sucking me deeper into her depths as a gasp of pleasure broke from her throat.

      “I’m… gonna…” I husked the words out, unable to finish the sentence as Kate’s arms pulled me in close.

      “In me… oh, god… I feel it! Soooo hot!”

      My rhythm was lost as the first thick spurts of cum flooded Kate’s womb, and her ankles locked around my ass, pulling me deep within her as her lips found mine. We held each other close, our kiss lingering before pulling back and meeting each other’s eyes. There was a hint of something shy in Kate’s expression, and her lips curled into that secretive grin she gave only me as she pulled me back into a kiss.

      “It’s about time you two fucked.”

      Kate and I broke away from our kiss, and both of us turned to find Ceira leaning against the doorway to my room. A shiver of embarrassment swept over me, but Kate leaned back like a lioness on the plains, her ankles locking around my waist as she pulled my softening cock into her depths and shook out her sweat slick mane of silky hair.

      “Morena was going to lock you in a room together if it didn’t happen soon,” Ceira leveraged herself off the doorjamb and walked over. The blonde had on a long t-shirt, but when it swayed to the side, and I saw she had nothing on beneath, my cock throbbed back to life.

      “Mhmm, someone’s happy to see you,” Kate purred, her hips rocking forward and back as she flexed her inner muscles around my dick.

      “I hope two someones are,” Ceira grinned impishly, her eyes lingering on me as she bent down and kissed Kate.

      Watching my little sister kissing the beautiful blonde teen was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. My dick stiffened into steel in moments and Kate groaned into the kiss. Ceira’s eyebrows waggled as she watched me. The blonde’s hand slipped up to Kate’s chest, cupping a perfect breast and pulling hard on the nipple.

      “Did she tell you she likes it rough?” Ceira asked me when she broke off the kiss, her hand slipping down between our bodies, fingers slipping to either side of my cock.

      “Nghk,” Kate groaned in pleasure when her friend’s fingers caressed her clit, and I shivered when they slipped into a tight ring around my cock, stroking it as I stroked in and out of my sister gently.
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      I sensed a presence at my back and turned my head to find Morena there. The teen was naked as the day she was born; her face soft from sleep and a wicked grin growing on her lips as she stepped up behind me, pressing herself to my back.

      “He can do rough, can’t you, baby?” Ceira grinned up when her friend spoke and gripped my cock all the tighter. “Are you ready to pound our little asses all night long?”

      “Jesus,” I breathed, looking around at the bevy of beautiful teens surrounding me.

      “I’ll take that as a yes,” Morena’s wide mouth grew wider still as she stood on tiptoes and kissed me.

      The Latina minx pulled me away from between my little sister’s thighs, the softness of her lips and the heat of her touch too powerful to ignore. Backing up, she drew me into the living room, where she pressed me onto the couch and sank to her knees between my legs, her dark eyes locked on my face as she kissed across my stomach.

      The sounds of girls making out drew my attention to where Kate and Ceira were stumbling into the room. My sister had peeled her friend’s long t-shirt off, and the sight of their nubile bodies cavorting together caused my dick to stiffen even more. Morena huffed a laugh when my cock bounced against her cheek and, moaning in delight, turned her lips to its thick shaft.

      “Mhghnn,” I groaned, my toes curling as Morena pressed her thick lips on the underside of the shaft and kissed, sucked and licked her way to the tip.

      While the Latina was licking me stiff, Kate collapsed onto the mattress beside me, her head turning to watch her friend suck me off as Ceira’s blonde head kissed its way between her legs. My little sister’s eyes met mine and hands connected, fingers lacing together as our lovers worshipped our sexes.

      Morena took her time, licking and sucking at a leisurely pace, while I could hear Ceira’s tongue working furiously. It didn’t take long for Kate’s eyes to narrow and her eyelids fluttering as an orgasm washed through her body. Her thighs snapped together, trapping Ceira’s blonde head between them, as her final cry rose. Then she sagged into the mattress and rolled against my side.

      “Mhmm,” she purred, her lips finding mine as I groaned in redoubled pleasure.

      Looking down, I saw Ceira had joined her friend. The pair’s lips moved as one, up and down the shaft of my cock as their tongues danced with one another. The sight was incredible and made hotter when the Latina and her beautiful blonde friend shared kisses throughout.

      While the pair teased me to a throbbing stiffness, Kate slipped off the bed and padded out of the room. Watching her large firm tits give the slightest bounce, and her perfect ass sway, was almost enough to set me off, but the two worshipping my cock backed off when they sensed me drawing close.

      “You still have a job to do, big boy,” Morena purred.

      My frown of confusion faded a moment later when Kate swept back in with a small rubbery item and a bottle of lube. I’d never seen one in real life, but I knew what it was, and watched in awe as Kate stepped behind the Latina and coated the tip of her finger and the robbery item with the fluid.

      Morena gasped, head snapping back and eyes widening when she felt the cold touch of Kate’s finger to her backside, but her wide mouth stretched into an eager smile, her white teeth biting down into her bottom lip as my little sister sank it into her smallest hole.

      “We made a vow,” Morena husked, the nails of one hand digging into my thigh, her massive breasts swaying against my leg as Kate twisted it in place.

      When I cocked an eyebrow in question at Ceira, she pulled her lips off the head of my cock, where she’d been gently suckling, and pressed it to her cheek with the hand wrapped around the base.

      “We promised to lose our… virginities together.”

      At first, I didn’t comprehend, then I saw dark spots of red blossom in the blondes’ cheeks when I didn’t think anything would make her embarrassed. Then realizations truck and I felt like a moron. At the same time, I gripped the sheets and felt my body go tense. Kate’s eyes found mine, and she flashed me a wink before stepping up behind Ceira.

      As the blonde minx released my dick, Morena slipped her thick lips back over the head, but I noticed her attention wasn’t focused on the task. Her hips shifted and rocked as she adjusted to the item stretching her, and I noticed my sister’s smooth belly was trembling and her own perfect ass shaking and realized she too was plugged.

      “If you want me too…” ‘fuck your asses’ hovered on the tip of my tongue but I just couldn’t say it, without making it real in my head and losing my cum across Morena’s pretty face. “Then I want something, too.”

      The hairs stood up on my legs and arms when I heard what I’d said and realized what I was about to demand. It wasn’t that I’d asked, but that I’d felt comfortable enough to. The last time I could remember being so free to be myself was for a brief time with Kate and her mom, and before that, before my own mother passed.

      All three were grinning as Kate slipped back onto the bed and fell at my side on her elbows. I could see a round item pressed between the firm, half-moons of her ass and felt my dick pulse as I imagined my dick slipping into there.

      “A triple blowjob,” I said, and my eyes danced across their faces, reading a series of expression.

      Kate grinned with pride for some reason, while Ceira rolled her eyes and chortled, whispering, “Boys!” under her breath. Morena purred in pleasure, a sound that rose from deep down her throat.
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      The Latina took charge, which surprised me at first, until I saw how into it the girl was. My favorite fantasy was hers as well, and it seemed we’d seen the same videos online.

      Pulling me from the bed and pushing me into a low chair, Morena slipped between my legs, with Kate and Ceira on either side. Making me promise that I wouldn’t sleep until each had been taken, they proceeded to give me the most heavenly experience of my life up to that point.

      Taking their time, the three teens lavished my cock with their tongues and lips. Leaving their hands out of it, they kept me stiff as steel with gentle licks and kisses. Their faces pressed closed together. The three never missed a chance to share a kiss with one another, letting the third suck me as deep as she could while they did.

      I could have come in seconds, but Morena kept their touches so torturously light that I writhed in blissful agony. My own hands didn’t remain out of the mix and alternated between Kate and Morena’s large breasts and Ceira’s small ones. Enjoying the differences, and finding it only turned the girls on more when I let them see how much I enjoyed the sight and feel of them.

      “Please,” I begged, unable to endure another minute of their sweet torture.

      “Are you going to cum for us?” Morena purred while her pink tongue flickered along the underside of my glands, causing my toes to curl.

      “Where big brother?” Kate husked, her hands reaching down to cup her large, firm breasts as she watched my expression, a grin tugging her lips into a crooked smile.

      “Your faces,” I barely managed to say, the hairs once more standing on my arms and legs as the three crowded close, their eyes bright as their tongues teased my cock.

      “Oh, fuck!” I groaned, the world shrinking down to a fine point as pleasure rushed along my limbs, racing to my extremities and back down my spine.

      I almost missed the sight of my dick throbbing against their eager lips, pink tongues lapping up every thick spurt. Then I sagged back into the chair as the three kissed, hands slipping up to hold one another close, caressing and teasing, while their tongues pushed my cum back and forth in a three-way kiss that held my attention.

      The girls fell onto the carpet. Ceira reaching up to tug down my comforter, taking a couple pillows with it as the three twisted together. As I sat in the chair and watched, I was witness to one of their intense love-making sessions. The passion focused on my sister, Kate, being the most submissive in bed, and also the least selfish I found.

      While her friends were sucking her pale, puffy nipples and massaging her firm breasts, Kate’s fingers were busy at work in the gaps between their thighs. Before long, the two were orgasming atop her and I found my dick was stiff once again.

      I slipped out of the chair and joined the three, my heart swelling when each purred in pleasure. The genuine smiles of delight on their faces made me feel welcomed, but my sights were set on one tiny, pale ass in particular.

      “Oh god… be gentle…” Ceira whispered into my lips.

      The blonde was stretched out against me and resting on her side, my fingers playing across her small breasts as Morena coated my cock in slick lube. Kate’s lips joined ours, and I felt the blonde shudder as my little sister removed the small plug, and then my dick was pushing into her silky entrance, and I knew heaven once more.

      I was grateful for the earlier orgasms, or else I might not have had the strength of will necessary. Ceira was still too tight to take my thickness easily, but the girl relaxed around me as I held myself in place. It was incredibly erotic. As she pushed her tiny ass back against me in small thrusts, her and Kate’s lips joined with mine in a slow but passionate kiss.

      I felt pressure on my legs and glanced down to find Morena pushing between her friend’s legs and a moment later Ceira let out a cry of pleasure, followed by the wet sounds of a tongue licking away at her clit. My fingers sank into the crook of her hip, and I pulled back gently as the blonde’s cries of pleasure rose.

      Kate’s lips met mine as her friend’s ass accepted my cock, and I felt her grin against my lips. Breaking off the kiss, her lips dropped to Ceira’s small breasts, where she sucked a firm little nipple into her mouth. Between Kate’s naked back, sweeping up into her perfect ass, or Morena’s wider hips, I didn’t know where to look and forced my eyes shut so I could enjoy the silky pleasure gripping my dick.

      Once she’d relaxed around me, Ceira wanted more force than I could give her on my side, and she rolled beneath me. Her ass drove back into each of my thrusts, as I felt her body trembling more and more. In no time, I was hammering her tiny ass, her screams of pleasure echoing around my room.

      “So deep!” The blonde groaned when I sawed deep into her ass, then she collapsed onto her face, ass up in the air as her body shook in orgasm, “Cumming!”

      Her tiny ass gripped me so tightly I had to back out until just the tip was inside her. Ceira collapsed beneath me into a groaning, sweaty mess as two sets of hands pulled me into their eager arms.

      Kate and Morena couldn’t decide who went next, so I pushed both down onto the bed. Pushing Morena onto her back, Kate lay atop her, pulling her friend’s legs above her own. With their pussies pressed together, I had the perfect angle to alternate between them.

      While the girls kissed and caressed one another, I pushed into Morena’s ass first. The Latina was ready for me and pushed back with a powerful thrust, her groan breaking off her kiss with my sister.

      Looking back over her shoulder at me, she grinned, hips sinking as I dug my cock to the hilt inside her. After Ceira’s tightness I was able to breathe and relax inside Morena, but soon my sister was begging me and I pulled my dick out and pressed it into her.

      “Greedy bitch,” the Latina grinned, giving Kate’s ass a firm slap, causing my sister’s head to whip back.

      “Oh god, oh god, oh god, oh god… Nghh Yesshhhh!”

      I was shocked when Kate shook in orgasm with only the head of my dick stretching her tiny hole. As I pushed in deeper, feeling her relax around me with every deep breath she took, Morena’s amazement matched my own.

      “She’s a slut for it,” the Latina purred, before planting a passionate kiss to my sister's slender neck.

      On my tiptoes, I slowly dug my dick into Kate’s tiny ass, loving the incoherent stream of sounds escaping her mouth as she writhed atop her friend. If not for my deliberate pace, I might have exploded inside her, because her ass kept gripping me like a vice whenever she came.

      “Take that little ass baby,” Ceira purred in my ear as she slithered up my side.

      Before I could stop her, the tiny blonde hand pushed on my ass, driving me the last few inches into my little sister’s spasming ass until I felt her firm cheeks rest against my thighs. The scream ripped from Kate’s throat wasn’t one of pain, but of raw pleasure. Her back arched up against me, eyelids fluttering akimbo as she tried to look up at me.

      “Love… take me… use me… love me!”

      I could deny her nothing, especially not at that moment. One hand cupping a large, firm tit, the other slipped down her smooth stomach and gripped her hip. The finger sinking into the crook between bone and thigh as I hammered her ass with powerful strokes.

      It only took a dozen for Kate’s shaking to grow so violent, and her body to grow so slack I couldn’t keep pace without risk of harming her. Letting her drop atop her friend, Morena’s eyes implored me, even as her husky words did the same.

      “Let me have it baby… give me that cum… Yes!”

      With Ceira’s lips on mine, and her hands encouraging me, I fucked Morena’s silky ass with the last of my strength. My toes were curled, and fingers trembling as I gripped her thigh in one hand and my sister’s perfect ass in the other, but I managed to stave off my orgasm long enough for Kate’s skillful fingers to bring her friend off along with me.

      With Morena’s guttural grunts of pleasure as background music, pleasure rushed through me in cascading waves. Morena’s eyes snapped wide when she felt the hot fluids invade her, and a beatific smile stretched across her lips as I staggered back, covered in sweat and shaky from the aftereffects of my bliss.

      “You aren’t done yet,” Kate purred, slipping off the bed and staggering over to me.

      Before I could protest, her friend’s lips covered mine, and I felt hands pushing and pulling me towards the bathroom. With all three nozzles on, I learned the true joy of my large shower. The four of us were able to clean ourselves and a whole lot more, with no one being in the cold spot.

      It wasn’t for another hour before we collapsed into bed together. My mattress wasn’t large enough for us to fit comfortably, but I was happy to have them crowded close. As their breaths slowed, I stared out the window and thanked god I hadn’t burned the bridge with Kate and my stepmom.

      “Don’t even think about running away this time,” Kate mumbled into my ear just before nodding off. “I’ll only find you… yawn… again.”

      I smiled and kissed her forehead as sleep stole her under, pleased I hadn’t been thinking anything of the sort. There would be trials to come in the future, the IPO and the initial launching of our product being chief amongst them. But I knew no matter what happened, I would have this base of love and support to grow from.

      

      The End… For Now.

      

      We will return to the world of Will and finish his story soon. Thank you for reading.
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      To read more stories I’ve published on Amazon, check out the links below.

      

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

      

      Best regards,

      Nick Storming

      www.nickstorming.org

      
        [image: Twitter icon] Twitter

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY NICK STORMING

          

        

      

    

    
      Series: Fae King's Harem

      Coven Master: Book One

      Coven Master: Book Two

      Coven Master: Book Three

      Coven Master: Book Four

      

      Series: Harem World

      Harem World: Book One

      Harem World: Book Two

      Harem World: Book Three

      

      Series: New World Alpha

      New World Alpha: Book One

      New World Alpha: Book Two

      New World Alpha: Book Three

      

      Series: Mountain Man's Harem (A Western Harem Fantasy)

      Complete (1-7)

      Mountain Man's Harem - Part One: Strikin’ It Rich

      Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Two: Laying Claim

      Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Three: Mountain Wolves

      Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Four: Into the Valley

      Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Five: Frisco Fling

      Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Six: Northern Rush

      Mountain Man’s Harem - Part Seven: Dogs of War

      

      Series: Vox-AI: The Simulation

      Vox-AI: The Simulation - Book One: A Space Harem

      Vox-AI: The Simulation - Book Two: The Pirate Queen

      

      Series: God-Kings Harem (A Taboo Magical Harem Fantasy)

      Complete (1-8)

      Crowning of the King

      Drums of War

      Assassin’s Gamble

      A Noble Mount

      Birth of an Empire

      Enemies & Allies

      Sword & Plow

      Prophecies End

      

      Series: Summer of Sisters

      Summer of Sisters: Part One

      Summer of Sisters: Part Two

      Summer of Sisters: Part Three

      

      Series: Taking the Lead

      Taking the Lead: Part One

      Taking the Lead: Part Two

      

      Series: Stir Crazy

      Stir Crazy: Part One

      Stir Crazy: Part Two

      

      Series: Succubus Sisterhood

      Succubus Sisterhood: 1

      Succubus Sisterhood: 2

      

      Series: The Golden Age

      The Golden Age: The Novel (Bundle)

      The Golden Age: Part One

      The Golden Age: Part Two

      The Golden Age: Part Three

      

      Series: MILF Neighborhood

      MILF Neighborhood: The Novel (Bundle)

      MILF Neighborhood: Part Two

      MILF Neighborhood: Part Three

      MILF Neighborhood: Part Four

      MILF Neighborhood: Part Five

      

      Series: Summer of MILFs

      Summer of MILFs: Part One

      Summer of MILFs: Part Two

      Summer of MILFs: Part Three

      Summer of MILFs: Part Four

      Summer of MILFs: Part Five

      

      Series: Lost at Sea

      Taboo Family Crusoe: Part One

      Taboo Family Crusoe: Part Two

      

      Other works by Nick Storming

      

      Stand Alone Novels

      Bad Grades - A Taboo Harem Fantasy

      The Power - Taboo Harem Fantasy

      MILF Apartments - Harem Fantasy

      Rockstar Harem - Harem Fantasy

      The Species Imperative - Post-Apocalyptic Harem Fantasy

      Harem on the Prairie - Taboo Harem Fantasy

      

      Stand Alone Novellas

      Snowed In: Taboo FFM Fantasy

      Mommy’s All-Star: Taboo Harem Fantasy

      Magic Seed: Taboo Harem Fantasy

      Taboo Foreign Exchange: Taboo Harem Fantasy

      Mother’s Helping Hands: Taboo Harem Fantasy

      Taboo Cabin Fever: Taboo Harem Fantasy

      Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage!: Taboo Harem Fantasy

      Mommy’s College Prep: Taboo Harem Fantasy

      Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance

      MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy

      Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo FFM Fantasy

      A Mother’s Awakening – Taboo MILF Fantasy

      

      Short Stories

      The First Subject’s – Part One

      Mother’s Motivation

      Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy

      Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy

      The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy

      Milk Farmer: Runaway Transformation

      Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy

      

      Sign up for the newsletter to get updates on stories and exclusive content not available on Amazon!

    

  

cover.jpeg
3 TOR M NG






