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  Chapter 1

  
  




I sat on the balcony with Diana and Ruby. We were having a goodbye dinner since Ruby was supposed to leave the next day.

“Did you have fun while you were here?” Diana asked Ruby. She leaned forward a little. She wore a red pencil skirt and a matching top, her dark blonde hair loose and flowing like usual.

Ruby nodded, but I could tell something was off. She looked a bit nervous or sad, like she didn’t want to leave or was holding something back.

“Yes,” she said, tucking her hair behind her ears. “I’ve had the time of my life.” She glanced at me as she said it. She was dressed in a white skirt and a matching top.

The sun was sinking lower in the sky. It was early evening, and our mother, Diana, had made burgers for us. I knew I’d miss my sister a lot. We’d had so much fun here and discovered a new kind of relationship we hadn’t shared before. We exchanged a glance, and I caught her beauty all over again. Her face had the perfect oval shape, with rosy cheeks and high cheekbones that gave her a model-like appearance. I could stare at her for hours.

“When’s your flight?” I asked.

Ruby swallowed her bite and looked off to the side. “Well … I haven’t actually bought any tickets,” she admitted.

For some reason, that didn’t surprise me. It didn’t seem to surprise Diana either. I just wondered why she hadn’t told us. Diana leaned forward again, her breasts nearly brushing the edge of her glass. She placed her hand on Ruby’s arm.

“Sweetie, why didn’t you say anything?” Diana asked, cocking her head to the side.

Ruby looked down, visibly embarrassed. She took a deep breath.

“I didn’t want to disappoint you. I wanted to finish university, but after staying here … I don’t want to go back. I want to stay with you instead.”

“Oh,” Diana said, brushing her hand along Ruby’s arm. “That’s perfectly fine. I wouldn’t have felt right about you doing something your heart wasn’t in.”

“But you’ve always been so proud of me. Going to university and studying design.”

“And you’re doing design now. Even better than the others,” Diana said.

“I guess. So … you’d want me here?” Ruby asked, lifting her gaze.

“Of course,” Diana said. “Follow your heart.”

“I don’t want you to leave either,” I said, reaching out to take her hand. I gently caressed it, thinking of all the moments we’d shared, both under the sheets and while working together. “You mean the world to me.” When I told her how much she meant to me, she smiled.

“I didn’t expect all this,” Ruby said, her eyes settling on mine. “I didn’t expect to fall for you. Or for this life. I’ll never forget how it felt to be in a vulnerable place, taken advantage of, and scammed. I feel safe with you and protected. Even if you’re my little brother.”

I smiled. “Then stay. I can’t sleep right knowing you’re unhappy. We need a stylist and designer too.”

“I’m glad you like my work. I don’t want to model either,” she said, echoing what Diana had brought up back in Vegas. It had been three weeks since that trip and their little fight. Diana hadn’t wanted her to come along and be shown that kind of world. Maybe to protect her. Or maybe because she didn’t want her daughter to be part of it. But since then, Diana had become more accepting.

“It’s your life,” Diana said. “If you want this, I won’t stop you.”

“I get that. But I’m not interested in that scene. It was fun dancing for him, being there for him, but only for him.”

“We’ll find our moments,” I told her.

Ruby let out a sigh of relief, knowing she no longer had to be a broke student, that she had a roof over her head, and didn’t need to worry about money anymore. Seeing her like that made me feel happier than ever. It meant everything. While we ate, the conversation flowed easily. It was like a weight had been lifted off all our shoulders, and the tension had vanished into the warm night air. We could hear the pink girls laughing and chatting on the other side of the house, the sounds contributing to our comfort.

After dinner, we cuddled up together and flipped through the beach issue. I liked the shots with the nude, sand-covered tits the most. Ruby liked the volleyball ones.

Just like the MILF issue, it was a success. Diana had praised me, saying it wasn’t usual to break one record after another. My youthful creativity was rare in the adult world, and Diana knew this was just the beginning.

“That was a fun day,” Ruby said, looking at the nude girls playing volleyball. “I’m also glad you included the sequence of my new pink suit.”

I kissed her on the cheek. “The suits look amazing.”

I flipped to the page. A photo of the pink girls in their new outfits stared back at us. The fabric was a mix of silk and sheer lingerie, clinging to their bodies like they had been made just for them. It draped off their shoulders and flowed down to their knees. The showstopper was impossible to miss—an embroidered flower placed right at her crotch, shaped like a dripping wet pussy. As the design moved upward, the sheer fabric took over, revealing more and more. The outer curves of their breasts were fully exposed, while their nipples and areolas were just barely covered. I’d never seen an outfit so creative and so fucking sexy.

“I’m so glad you liked them,” she said.

Diana crossed her legs. “How’s the slumber issue planning going?”

“Alright so far,” I said. “We can go over more of it tomorrow.”

For my third issue, I’d already picked a slumber party theme. I wanted pillow fights, movie nights, and sexy ideas for couples who might want to try something similar at home.

“You’re really creative,” Ruby said, leaning against my shoulder. “You keep coming up with one great idea after another.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Our dad made a few good decisions after all.”

We both smiled.

“I’ve never really cared about magazines,” Ruby said. “Till now. There’s something soothing and fun about reading them here.”

“It’s relaxing,” Diana agreed as we continued to read it together.

As the night grew darker, I felt a warmth spreading through me. Ruby was staying. I couldn’t have been happier about it, but a nagging thought crept into my mind. How would this work? With both Diana and Ruby under the same roof, both of them in my bed on different nights … or sometimes the same night. The logistics seemed complicated, not to mention risky, since we couldn’t be caught.

Diana stood up and straightened her skirt. “Before we call it a night, I think we should talk about something personal. Let’s go to Ryan’s room. It’s more private.”

We followed her down the hallway to my bedroom. I closed the door behind us, and Diana sat on the edge of my bed while Ruby took the chair by my desk. I leaned against the wall, waiting.

“Now that we’re all going to be living together,” Diana said, her voice dropping to almost a whisper, “we need to be extremely careful. The staff, the pink girls, nobody can know about our relationship.”

Ruby nodded. “Because of the taboo part?”

“Exactly,” Diana said. “No holding hands in the hallways, no kissing where someone might see, no sneaking into each other’s rooms when the house is awake. We can’t afford a scandal like that. It would ruin everything your father built.”

I nodded. “I know. We’ve been careful so far.”

“It’s different now that Ruby’s staying permanently,” Diana said, looking between us. “One slip-up and the whole empire could come crashing down.”

Ruby crossed her legs. “I’ll be careful. I promise.”

“It’s not just about the business,” Diana said. “It’s about protecting all of us. We’d be ostracized, maybe worse.”

“How have you two managed it so far?” Ruby asked.

Diana smiled slightly. “We only kiss when we’re absolutely alone. I sneak into Ryan’s room late at night when everyone’s asleep, and I use a common perfume so my scent doesn’t linger in his room or on him. We keep our voices down.” She glanced at me. “It takes discipline, but it’s worth it.”

I couldn’t help but smile back at her, reminiscing over all of our nights together. “It is.”

“And now with you here,” Diana continued, turning to Ruby, “we’ll need to be even more careful.”

Ruby got up and sat next to Diana on the bed. “I understand.”

Diana reached out and took both our hands. “Good. Now, for tonight…” She hesitated, then looked at me. “I was hoping to spend some time with you, but if Ruby wants to stay tonight, that’s fine too.”

“I’d like to stay with Ryan tonight,” Ruby said softly. “If that’s okay.”

Diana smiled and squeezed our hands. “Of course. But tomorrow, I want him.”

“That’s fine,” Ruby said with a giggle.

“I’ll see you both in the morning.” She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, then did the same to Ruby. “Goodnight, my loves.”

“Goodnight, Mom,” we said in unison.

After Diana left, closing the door quietly behind her, Ruby and I looked at each other. She moved closer, her hand sliding up my chest.

“Alone at last,” she whispered.

Our lips met in a kiss, and then clothes fell away piece by piece, her white top landing on my desk chair, my shirt tossed to the floor. Her skirt joined the pile, followed by my pants. Soon we were skin to skin on my bed, her perfect breasts pressed against my chest.

I pulled back just enough to take her in. Her blue eyes shimmered with heat and lust, her lips slightly parted as if inviting me to taste her again. My gaze drifted down to her B-cup breasts, which sat high and firm, perfectly symmetrical, with rosy nipples surrounded by dark pink areolas. They were made to be touched, to be squeezed, and I couldn’t resist cupping them, feeling the warmth of her skin under my palms.

When my eyes traveled lower, desire tightened in my gut. Her pussy was pink, like strawberry cream melting in the sun. The folds were smooth and neatly shaped, her lips glistening with arousal. There was something mesmerizing in the symmetry, the way moisture caught the light, the rich color promising a forbidden sweetness.

I ran my fingers through her blonde hair as she straddled me, her body glowing in the soft lamplight. Wasting no time, she guided me inside her with a moan, her back arching as she took me completely.

We fucked like we usually did. I flipped her onto her back while my cock was still stuffed inside her, her legs wrapping around my waist as I drove into her till our flesh smacked.

Later, she pushed me back and took control again, riding me while I cupped her breasts, her blonde hair curtaining around us, making it even more intimate.

Eventually, we both came. I emptied myself inside her pussy, glancing down at her pink, sweet lips that kept stroking my erection. I held onto her toned waist all the time, admiring her velvety, youthful skin. The porcelain color looked unrealistically good on her. I pushed her long hair behind her ears and kissed her. Then she came off my erection that flopped against my thigh, soaked with her nectar.

Now Ruby nestled against me, her head on my chest, her breathing soft and even. The warmth from the intimacy still lingered, feeling like a little fire against the cooling night.

“I can’t believe this is my life now,” she murmured, content. “Design work I love, financial security, and you.” She tilted her face up to look at me. “I never thought I could be this happy.”

I smiled and kissed her forehead. “I feel the same way. This business and you and Mom are more than I ever dreamed of.”

The warmth of her body against mine felt like home. With her in my arms, everything felt good.

“I love you,” she whispered, placing a kiss on my lips.

“I love you too,” I said, meaning it with every fiber of my being.

We shared one more lingering kiss before settling down to sleep, her body curled perfectly against mine, our fingers intertwined.
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Morning light filtered through the curtains when I opened my eyes. Ruby was already awake, watching me with a smile. Her blonde hair was messy, her eyes still heavy with sleep.

“Morning,” she whispered, snuggling closer.

I kissed her forehead. “Morning, sis.”

She wrapped her arms around me, pressing her naked body against mine. “Can we just stay like this all day?”

I glanced at the clock on my nightstand and sighed. “I wish. But Sasha will be here in fifteen minutes for my morning routine.”

“I got to see Scarlett, too. I’ve gotta finish designing the pajamas.”

For the slumber issue, my sister was in charge of designing the pajamas. We’d also talked about launching a webshop to sell some of our exclusive erotic clothing. It was something our dad had never even considered, but it could bring in some extra income. We’d also discussed adding toys and other items.

“My princess has work to do.”

Ruby pouted but nodded. “Right. And the mighty CEO needs to get ready,” she said with a giggle. She traced her finger along my jawline. “Last night was amazing.”

“It was,” I agreed, kissing her again.

“I can’t wait to relive it,” she said.

“Neither can I.”

She reluctantly pulled away from me. “I should go before your maid catches us.”

“Probably a good idea.”

Ruby slipped out of bed, gathering her scattered clothes from the floor. I watched as she dressed quickly, admiring the curves of her body and fair skin as they disappeared beneath fabric.

With a smile that promised more to come, she quietly opened the door, checked the hallway, and slipped out.

I lay in bed, texting Sasha and telling her she could come. She was here in an instant, knocking on the door.

“Come in,” I called.

Kitten heels clicking against the floor, Sasha entered, pushing a small cart with my morning essentials. Her pink maid uniform was immaculate as always, the fabric hugging her petite figure. She had long chestnut hair. She was a bit on the shorter side but incredibly cute, cheeks peppered with freckles and curvaceous with an impressive bust.

“Good morning, Mr. Steele,” she said with a small bow. “Do you want me to get your shower ready?”

“That would be lovely, Sasha.”

She prepared it for me at the exact temperature that I enjoyed and also soaps and shampoos. Once it was ready, I headed to the bathroom while she began tidying the bedroom. The hot water felt incredible against my skin, washing away the lingering scent of sex and sleep. I closed my eyes, letting memories of the night with Ruby play through my mind as I lathered my body. I was grateful she would stay with us. I couldn’t imagine the sorrow of having to hug her goodbye at the airport.

When I stepped out with a towel around my waist, Sasha had already prepared my outfit for the day. On the bed lay the custom pink blazer Ruby had designed. Sasha was carefully steaming it, removing any wrinkles from the luxurious fabric.

“Miss Ruby’s creation is truly remarkable,” Sasha commented as she held up the blazer for my inspection. “The color is perfect for the Pink Empire.”

“She’s talented,” I agreed, running my fingers along the clothing.

Sasha helped me dress, and the fit was perfect.

“Will there be anything else, Mr. Steele?” Sasha asked when I was fully dressed.

“No, that’s all. Thank you, Sasha.”

She nodded and wheeled the cart out, closing the door behind her. I checked myself in the mirror, adjusting the pink blazer one last time before heading downstairs for breakfast and then my meeting with Diana.

* * *

After I’d eaten, Diana and I made our way to our office. She wore a cream-colored blouse that complemented her skin tone perfectly, and she’d recently showered and smelled like fresh coconuts with hints of vanilla.

Diana reached over and squeezed my hand. “I can’t wait until it’s my turn to sleep with you again.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I miss feeling you next to me.”

The heat of her words spread through me. “Soon,” I promised.

She nodded, returning to business mode as she spread out the preliminary sketches for the slumber party issue. “I’ve been thinking about your theme. What if we incorporated some special elements? Custom erotic pillows, perhaps? They could be shaped like various body parts or have suggestive images printed on them.”

“I like that,” I said, leaning closer to examine her notes. “And for the movie night section, we could showcase couples watching together. Maybe even feature an old pornographic film produced by our company.”

Diana’s eyes lit up. “We have some classics in the vault. Your father produced a series called ‘Midnight Confessions’ back in the early 2000s that was quite revolutionary for its time. Very tasteful, with actual storylines.”

As we discussed the details, an idea suddenly formed in my mind. “What about adding erotic bedtime stories? We could take well-known fairy tales and give them an adult twist.”

“Goldilocks and the Three Bears becomes much more interesting when she tries out their beds for different reasons,” Diana said with a laugh.

“Exactly, we could create a special insert for the magazine. Something readers could tear out and read to their partners.”

Diana tapped her finger against her lips, considering. “That’s a wonderful idea, Ryan. Very creative.”

I started putting some puzzle pieces together, then looked over at my mom.

“Your sister’s a writer, right?”

“Yes,” she said in a tone that made me suspect she already knew where I was going with this. “Maybe she could write and edit some of these stories. Make them more professional.”

“You think she’d be up for it?” I asked.

“I hope so,” Diana replied. “Let me text her. What if we invite her to lunch tomorrow?”

“Sure,” I said with a smile.

I leaned back in my chair as Diana pulled out her phone and called her sister. Cassandra answered immediately, and Diana lit up like she always did when talking to her. I should’ve known the call wouldn’t be short. Cassandra agreed right away, but the two of them kept chatting like there was no end in sight. It wasn’t until Diana noticed me rolling my eyes, half an hour later, that she finally told Cassandra she had to hang up.

“Tell her I say hi,” I added.

Diana nodded. “She sends kisses,” she said in a lower voice before ending the call.

“Jeez, that was the longest minute of my life,” I joked.

Diana chuckled. “Sorry… but we always have so much to talk about.”

“No worries,” I said.

We shifted back to discussing the webshop. We talked about selling more toys and promoting them through the magazine. Both male and female products came up, and then Diana suddenly said, “Why don’t we sell a cloned dildo of your cock?”

She said it so bluntly, I couldn’t help but laugh. “Sure,” I said. “You think it would sell?”

“Well, our male-to-female viewer ratio is exactly fifty-fifty. I’d say there’s definitely interest.”

“You’re right,” I said. “Why do so many women want our content anyway? I thought it was mostly a guy thing.”

Diana laughed. “You still remind me how young you are sometimes. Women watch porn too. But they’re more into the written stuff, books, stories, magazines. That market hasn’t gone out of style.”

“I know,” I said. “Ruby also mentioned selling clothes.”

“I think that would be a hit,” Diana said. “Especially her pajamas and other erotic pieces.”

We wrapped it up and agreed to meet again later in the evening. Diana had just posted the advertisement for modeling, and I could already feel the excitement building. I couldn’t wait to see who’d respond and the new faces who wanted to join us.

As I stood, my phone buzzed. It was a message from Ruby. The sexy pajamas are almost done. Can’t wait to show you.

A smile tugged at my lips. Just reading that made me excited.

Diana rose with me. She leaned in, gave me a kiss, and smiled. “I can’t wait until we have more alone time,” she said in a husky voice, almost pushing her chest to mine.

I felt the same. I was already thinking about her touch, the way her lips had just brushed mine and leaving a warm patch of skin behind.

“Me too,” I said, my voice low as she stood so dangerously close to me. I loved her sexuality and maternal side. It made me lust for her even more. I was about to hold her, perhaps touch her bottom, but she separated, reminding me to be discreet.

After she left, I headed to Ruby. She was sitting with Scarlett, our redheaded stylist, both of them focused on the designs. Sketches, threads, and fabric samples covered the table. Ruby looked up as I stepped in.

“Perfect timing,” she said, holding something up. She raised a set of erotic, pink pajamas with a design unlike anything I’d seen. The fabric was sheer and silky, with satin edges that ran along every curve. The top was loose and cropped, with floral embroidery placed just right to cover what mattered, but barely. The bottoms were high-cut and seductive, like lingerie disguised as sleepwear.

“Wow,” I said. “That looks sensual.”

“You think so?” Ruby asked, her eyes lighting up.

“I know so. You’ve outdone yourself. This is easily the best piece yet.”

“Would you like to see it modeled?” Scarlett asked, running her finger along the satin edge.

“That would be helpful,” I said, trying to maintain a professional tone. “We need to see how it photographs.”

Ruby gathered the pajamas in her arms. “Come on, Scarlett. Let’s go try these on.” She winked at me. “Give us a few minutes.”

They disappeared into the bathroom attached to the design studio, giggling as they closed the door behind them. I sat down at the table, looking through more of Ruby’s sketches while I waited.

Through the door, I could hear their muffled voices, then louder laughter.

“Let me help you with that,” Scarlett’s voice came through.

“Mmm, your hands are so soft,” Ruby responded.

More giggles, then a playful squeal.

“Stop it! That tickles!” Ruby laughed.

“You’re gorgeous in this,” Scarlett said. “Absolutely stunning.”

I shifted in my seat, their flirtatious banter making my imagination run wild. For a moment, I considered walking closer to the door, maybe even peeking inside. The temptation was strong, but I reminded myself to be discreet. This was a professional relationship with Scarlett, and despite my personal relationship with Ruby, we needed to maintain appearances.

Instead, I forced myself to focus on the sketches in front of me, though my ears remained tuned to their playful interaction.

A few minutes later, the bathroom door opened. Both of them stepped out, looking slightly flushed but grinning. Ruby wore the pink pajamas, while Scarlett had on a matching set in a lighter shade.

“So,” I asked with a knowing smile, “how was the pillow fight?”

They exchanged glances and burst into laughter.

“You heard that?” Ruby asked, still giggling.

“These walls aren’t exactly soundproof,” I replied.

Scarlett tossed her red hair over her shoulder. “Just testing the durability of the product, boss.”

As they moved further into the room, I finally got a good look at the pajamas. The garment was transparent. I could clearly see the outline of Ruby’s breasts, her nipples visible through the strategically placed embroidery. When she turned slightly, the high-cut bottoms revealed the perfect curve of her ass.

Scarlett’s set was equally revealing, her larger bust stretching the delicate fabric in ways that would drive our readers wild. She did a slow turn, showing how the bottoms hugged her curves.

I felt myself growing hard as I took in the sight of them. The pajamas were more perfect than I could have imagined.

“We definitely need more of these for the issue,” I said, looking at both of them. “How quickly can you make a dozen sets?”

“With Scarlett’s help, we could have them done in three days,” Ruby said, running her hands over the silky fabric. “We’ll need to order more material, though.”

“Do it,” I said. “Whatever you need. These are perfect for the slumber party theme.”

Scarlett nodded, her red hair bouncing. “I’ll place the order today. We can get started right away.”

“And I’ll create variations,” Ruby added. “Maybe some with shorts instead of these bottoms, or a nightgown version.”

“We also have to get those mass-produced,” I reminded my sister. “They’ll be flying off the shelves once we add them to our online store.”

Ruby’s eyes lit up. “That too.”

I stood up. “You two are amazing. This is exactly what I was hoping for.”

They both approached me, still in their revealing pajamas. Ruby reached me first, wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug. I could feel her breasts pressing against my chest through the thin, transparent fabric.

“Thank you for believing in me,” she whispered.

As she pulled away, Scarlett stepped in for her hug. Her larger bust pushed against me, and she held on a moment longer than necessary.

“We won’t let you down, boss,” she said with a wink.

I left them to their work; the image of their bodies in those pajamas burned into my mind.

* * *

Later that day, I returned to the office, and Diana was hunched over her laptop, scrolling through emails. She looked up when I entered, a smile spreading across her face.

“You’re just in time,” she said. “The modeling call has been up for only two hours, and we’ve already received over forty applications.”

I moved behind her desk to look over her shoulder. “That’s unbelievable.”

“It’s a dream come true working for you, don’t forget that,” Diana reminded me. “A privilege.”

I knew that by now. It didn’t feel surreal any longer as it did in the beginning. It had fully dawned on me the power I wielded in this business. “So, who do we start with? We only need a couple since most of the pink girls are already fit for the slumber party theme.”

“I agree. We should start by reviewing our current pink girls first,” Diana suggested. “See who might be right for this particular issue.”

She pulled up a folder of headshots and stats for all our current models. We spent the next hour going through them, discussing who would fit the slumber party theme best.

“Jasmine would be perfect,” I said, pointing to a stunning brunette with a girl-next-door look. “Her innocent face with that body is exactly what we need.”

Diana nodded, making a note. “And Lila. A pillow against her D cups would make an amazing photo.”

As we continued through the files, I noticed Diana shifting in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs. The way she bit her lower lip when we looked at particularly attractive models wasn’t lost on me either.

I was feeling it too. The combination of seeing Ruby and Scarlett in those revealing pajamas earlier and now going through photos of beautiful women had me growing hard. Diana must have noticed my reaction because her hand occasionally brushed against my thigh as we leaned over the computer together, as if checking whether I had a hard-on or not. I sure wanted more.

After selecting our models who would be perfect for the issue, we moved on to reviewing the new applications. Diana scrolled through the photos, pausing on a blonde with piercing blue eyes.

“She has potential,” Diana said, her voice lower than before. She shifted again in her seat, her thigh pressing against mine. “She got that college girl look.”

I nodded, finding it increasingly difficult to concentrate. “Yeah, mark her down.”

Diana’s breathing had changed, becoming slightly heavier. We exchanged glances, and it felt as if time stood still. I saw the raw lust in her eyes, the fire and the heat. It was like her two blue eyes transformed into flames and it radiated straight to me. Just by that look in her eyes, it made me rock hard, and I prayed she didn’t have any plans to blueball me.

She suddenly stood and walked to the office door. I dreaded the outcome as I suspected she’d tease me, but then I sighed in relief. She turned the lock with a decisive click, and I knew now that she wouldn’t turn her back on me or cross her legs for me. She’d spread them wide.

“I can’t focus anymore,” she whispered, returning to where I sat. “Not when you smell like her.”

“Like who?”

“My daughter … reminding me of what you did last night.”

She leaned down and pressed her plump lips to mine. I melted upon the brief touch of her lips. When her tongue slipped into my mouth, she moaned, and I was greeted by the sugary scent of her lipstick that felt so pleasant against my tongue.

“I can taste Ruby on you,” she murmured against my lips. “Sweet, like honey.”

Her words sent a surge of heat through me, pooling at my groin and making me pitch a giant tent.

I pulled her onto my lap, my hands finding her waist. She was so tall and athletic, still looking like a model with a perfect jawline. She still looked like an adult entertainer with her full, perfectly bell-shaped breasts, and still looked like a youth with her smooth skin.

“I’ve been thinking about you for the past hours,” I confessed.

Diana’s fingers worked on my blazer. “Show me what you’ve learned, Ryan. Show me what a man you’ve become.”

We tore at each other’s clothes, dropping them carelessly to the floor. Diana’s cream blouse, my blazer, her skirt, my pants, all discarded in our urgency. When she was down to just her pink panties, I lifted her onto the desk, scattering papers and folders.

“Like this,” she said, spreading her legs. “Right here.”

I yanked her panties down her legs and positioned myself between her thighs, my hard cock bouncing up and down on her pinkish pussy. Diana’s eyes locked with mine as I pushed inside her, both of us gasping at the sensation.

“God, you’re as soaked as my sister,” I groaned, gripping her hips.

Diana arched her back, pushing her breasts forward, her peachy nipples stiffening. “Squeeze them,” she begged. “Hard.”

I cupped her breasts, feeling their weight in my palms before squeezing them roughly. Diana moaned, her inner walls clenching around my cock as if synching with my squeezes.

“Yes, just like that,” she said. “Fuck me like a man, not a boy.”

The desk creaked beneath us as I drove into her, each thrust harder than the last. Papers fell to the floor, but neither of us cared. Diana wrapped her legs around my waist so we were fully entwined, pulling me deeper.

I loved her velvety, mature pussy. It was snug and firm, like it had been made just for me. But sex with her was more than just physical. She held my gaze the entire time, biting her lip in that way that reminded me just how close we were.

“I love how you stretch me,” she said with a grin, tossing her head back and pushing her tits up toward my face.

I thrust hard into her, our skin smacking together with every motion.

“I love how your pussy grips me,” I said. “It fits me so perfectly.”

“The hole you love so much,” she teased with a giggle.

The scent of her musk mixed with my sweat hung in the air. It only made me harder. I sank my fingers into her thighs and glanced down to watch my cock vanish inside her, over and over. Each time it slid out, slick and glistening, her pink hole gaped open before tightening up again. I didn’t want to be outside her, not even for a second. I needed to be back inside, and she sighed as I plunged deep again.

“Hmm… you’ve become such a great fucker,” she said with another laugh.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying this. So am I.”

“I’m so proud of you.”

The desk beneath us started to creak from the motion. When I felt myself getting close, I stayed deep inside her, slowing down. I leaned forward and grabbed one of her tits, then brought my lips to hers. It felt like we were made to fit together. My cock buried inside her, my tongue in her mouth, our hands roaming each other’s bodies. We moaned as our lips parted and found each other’s necks. I shivered when she sucked on my skin and kissed her way across my chest and shoulders.

“Oh, that’s wonderful,” she whispered as I hit a sweet spot on her neck. I could feel my cock twitch inside her.

Even while I paused to catch my breath, her pussy didn’t stop. It kept pulsing around me, clenching and unclenching. I could feel the warmth of her wetness seeping out, thick and smooth like honey dripping from a comb.

“Please,” she said, breathless. “Fuck me.”

I gave her exactly what she wanted. I pulled back until only the tip of my cock remained, then drove it deep into her again with a rough, satisfied grunt.

“I’m going to come,” I told my mother, feeling the pressure building.

Diana grabbed my ass, keeping me deep inside. “Do it. Fill me up with your seed.”

Ten more pussy strokes and I climaxed. I slid my cock all the way till her wet lips touched my pubic bone, and then I exploded inside her, pouring everything I had into her loving body. Diana shuddered beneath me, her own climax washing over her as she bit her lip to keep from moaning like a pornstar.

For a moment, we stayed there, our breathing ragged, bodies slick with sweat and the room filled with the scent of sex. My cock kept twitching till there was nothing left to be dumped in her vagina. Slowly, inch by inch, I pulled out from her wet hole, dragging some trickles of pearly cum with me that adorned her pussy. It spilled onto her inner thighs and the desk. I looked around at the mess we’d made, and it was a miracle the desk was still standing after how hard we fucked.

“We should probably clean up,” she whispered, still breathing heavily.

I nodded, reluctantly pulling away from her warm body, letting go of her thighs and sensual eye contact. “Yeah, before someone comes looking for us.”

We quickly gathered our scattered clothes, wiping ourselves clean with tissues from her desk. Diana straightened her skirt and rebuttoned her blouse while I fixed my hair and put on my pink blazer.

“Do I look presentable?” she asked, smoothing her hands over her outfit.

I smiled, adjusting her collar. “Beautiful as always … But I’m certain you smell like sex.”

“I got some perfume. Don’t worry about it,” she said and sprayed some on her and me as well. “I sure needed that.”

“So did I,” I said.

“I can feel your cum spilling over my panties,” she said with a giggle.

“There’s been more for you since the last one was Ruby.”

“I love the warm feeling,” she said. “I’ll have you tonight, too, right?”

“Of course,” I said and couldn’t wait for a second round with her.

She returned my smile, then turned to the scattered papers on the floor. “Let’s get back to business before we get distracted again … I know everything about your libido.”

We spent the next twenty minutes reorganizing the files that had fallen during our passionate encounter. Once everything was back in order, Diana unlocked the door and we returned to our seats, this time with a professional distance between us and not a pornographic one.

“So,” Diana said, her voice back to its business tone as she pulled up the remaining applications on her computer. “Let’s narrow down our choices for the new models.”

I leaned forward, focusing on the screen. “I like her,” I said, pointing to a curvy redhead with freckles across her nose. “She has that innocent but sexy look that would be perfect for the pajama sets.”

We kept going through all the applications, arguing a little over some of them.

“Imagine them in the pink pajamas. I think the girl-next-door type fits better than the supermodel look,” she said.

“I agree,” I replied, scrolling through them again.

Eventually, we found a couple of strong candidates. I loved this part of the work, reviewing all the beautiful girls, imagining them in skimpy outfits or completely nude. It never got old.

* * *

I was currently eating dinner with my mother and Ruby. We’d selected all the girls for the slumber issue, and we just had to interview the newcomers.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Ruby said suddenly, setting down her fork. “I have something for you, Ryan.”

I looked up from my plate, curious. “For me? What is it?”

A mischievous smile played across her lips as she dabbed her mouth with a napkin. “You’ll see,” she giggled, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

“So you’re just going to blueball me like that?”

She chuckled. “Be patient … After we’ve eaten, I’ll show you.”

Diana raised an eyebrow. “Now I’m curious too.”

“It’s a surprise,” Ruby said eagerly. “But we have to finish dinner first.”

I hurried through the rest of my meal, intrigued by whatever Ruby had prepared for me. As soon as we finished, she grabbed my hand, pulling me up from my chair.

“Come on,” she said, tugging me toward the main living room with Diana following close behind.

When we entered, I immediately noticed a large object in the center of the room, completely covered by a white drape. It stood about seven feet tall, with distinct contours beneath the fabric.

“Is that a statue?” I asked, studying the mysterious shape.

Ruby’s cheeks flushed pink as she nodded. “You’ll see in a second.” She took a deep breath before continuing. “Remember those scammers who took my money? Well, I got it all back because of you and Miss Raven. And I decided to use it for something special.”

She moved to the draped object, fingers curling around the edge of the drape. She removed it with a single yank. The white fabric fell away to reveal a stunning, nude marble statue of me, completely naked, standing tall with my shoulders back and chest out. The sculptor had captured every detail of my body perfectly, from my facial features to the impressive erection jutting proudly from between my legs.

I felt my face flush hot as I stared at the marble version of myself, so detailed it was almost like looking in a mirror. The craftsmanship was incredible. They had exaggerated the equipment and been generous with my toned muscles, but I had no complaints. I felt shivers down my spine when gazing at the statue. Not only for the beauty, but for the fact that my sister had made it just for me.

“Oh my god, Ruby,” I said, momentarily speechless. “This is… wow.”

“Do you like it?” she asked, her eyes searching mine anxiously.

I wrapped my arms around her in a tight hug, genuinely touched by the gesture. “It’s amazing. Thank you.”

She hugged me back fiercely, mashing her perky tits against my chest. “I’ll forever be grateful for having you as my brother. For everything you’ve done for me. I just wanted you to know that.”

“I know Ruby. I always have and always will,” I said, holding onto the hug, letting her warmth seep into my core. I wanted to kiss her at the spot, but other pink girls were gathering around it to admire the artwork. I embraced her harder instead, feeling the beat of her heart, the swell of her breasts and warm breath down my neck.

Once we broke the hug, I glanced back at the statue, chuckling as I pulled away. “You were being pretty generous with the size though.”

Ruby laughed, shaking her head. “No, I wasn’t. That’s all you, little brother.”

Diana circled the statue, admiring it from every angle. “This is truly a work of art, Ruby. The detail is remarkable.” She ran her fingers along the marble arm and her eyes dropped to my erection, her pussy salivating. “Such thoughtfulness.”

“I only designed it,” Ruby explained, tucking her hair behind her ear. “I worked with a professional sculptor. I gave him photos to work from.”

I kissed her forehead tenderly. “Thank you again. It’s perfect.”

“I’m so glad you liked it,” she said with a sigh of relief.

Later that night, after we’d admired the statue from every angle, we headed upstairs. Outside Ruby’s bedroom door, I gave her a goodnight kiss, with tongue, while groping her. After minutes of tongues swirling together, I broke the kiss and looked into her blue eyes, cupping her cheeks and feeling her oval-shaped face. She was so damn attractive with her angel blonde hair. “I wanted to do that earlier, but someone was watching.”

“I understand,” she said.

“I really loved that gift.”

“I’m glad … It came from my own pocket and heart,” she said proudly.

“Sleep well,” I whispered against her lips.

“You too.”

Diana stepped forward next, embracing Ruby and kissing her cheek. “Goodnight, sweetheart. That was so thoughtful of you.”

“I’m glad,” she said.

After Ruby disappeared into her room, Diana turned to me with a knowing smile. She took my hand and led me toward my bedroom.

“Are you prepared for a second round?” she asked, her voice dropping to that husky tone that made my pulse quicken.

“Always,” I replied, closing the door behind us.

Diana didn’t waste any time. She stood in the center of my room and began to undress, her eyes never leaving mine. First, her blouse was unbuttoned slowly to reveal her bra underneath. Then her skirt slid down her long legs to pool at her feet. Her underwear followed, until she stood completely naked before me. Her long legs, luscious hips, toned stomach and bell-shaped breasts had me mesmerized immediately.

My body responded, growing rock hard at the sight of her. Diana noticed and reached for it. “She wasn’t generous; she depicted it perfectly.”

I chuckled and knew we had a fun night ahead of us.
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Sunlight filtered through the half-closed blinds when I opened my eyes the next morning. Diana was nestled against me, her warm body curving perfectly into mine. Her bare skin felt silky against my chest, and her hair smelled like the expensive coconut and vanilla shampoo she always used. I watched her for a moment, admiring how peaceful she looked in sleep, her lips slightly parted.

The sheets reached her nipples, exposing the upper parts of her boobs along with her neck and collarbone.

Then she stirred, eyes fluttering open to meet mine. “Good morning,” she murmured.

“Morning,” I replied, leaning down to press my lips against hers.

When we pulled apart, she smiled up at me. “That statue Ruby gave you is something else, isn’t it? Using the money she got back from those scammers for something so thoughtful.”

“She’s an angel,” I said, running my fingers through Diana’s hair. “I love her so much.”

Diana’s eyes softened. “It’s sweet seeing you two do things for each other like that. That’s real love.”

“She deserves something from me, too,” I said. “I want to give her something special, but I’m not sure what.”

Diana’s eyes lit up, a smile playing on her lips. “That’s sweet of you. Don’t rush it, though. Take your time to find the right gift, but don’t overthink it either. When you see it, you’ll know.”

I nodded, letting my hand rest on her hip. “What’s on the agenda for today anyway?”

“We’re meeting Cassandra for lunch, remember?” Diana said, sitting up slightly. “Discussing the erotic stories.”

“Right,” I said, looking forward to seeing my aunt.

Her expression suddenly shifted, a small crease forming between her brows. She bit her lip, looking troubled.

“What is it?” I asked, recognizing the concern on her face.

Diana sighed, pushing her hair back. “I’ve been thinking about Cassandra. I don’t want a repeat of what happened with Ruby, trying to keep everything secret until it all comes crashing down.”

“What do you mean?”

“My sister still doesn’t know about us, Ryan. She has no idea we’re in a relationship, that we’re having…” she hesitated, “taboo sex. I’m worried about how she’ll react.”

“She’s your sister. She’ll understand. She won’t judge you … Ruby never judged us.”

“Ruby was already in love with you,” Diana pointed out.

I mulled it over. “Why would she judge you anyway? You two are like best friends.”

“I know … I just don’t know how to tell her.”

“Tell her when it feels right.”

“You’re right,” Diana said, not looking entirely convinced. “Cassandra and I have always been close, but this is different from anything I’ve ever told her before.”

“Why do you have to tell her at all?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Diana gave me a pointed look. “If she’s going to be writing for us, working here at the mansion, she’ll find out eventually.”

I nodded, understanding the situation better. “Then we should tell her right away. Before she starts working with us. It’s better coming from you.”

Diana leaned forward and kissed me. “You’re right. That’s what we’ll do.”

She slipped out of bed, gathering her clothes from where they’d been discarded the night before. “I’ll let you get dressed. We have a big day ahead of us.”

I threw back the covers and stood, stretching my arms above my head. The thought of meeting Cassandra and revealing our relationship made my stomach twist with anxiety, but I knew Diana was right. Better to be honest from the start.

* * *

I leaned back against the garden wall, my breathing heavy as I thrust into Jasmine one last time. She had a natural olive skin tone, with a pair of perky C-cup breasts topped with small nipples that pointed slightly upward. Her lustrous dark hair was spread out beneath her like a silky halo, drawing attention to the curve of her neck and shoulders. Her body was athletic and toned in the kind of way that came from real effort, smooth, lean muscle with a perfect shape. Her stomach was flat with the faintest outline of abs, leading down to a tight, narrow waist that flared into firm hips.

Her thighs looked strong and inviting, the kind you could feel clenching around you while she rode you slow and deep. Her ass was round and high, a perfect fit for grabbing, spanking, or watching bounce with every thrust. Between her legs, her pussy was smooth, clean, and naturally pink against her golden skin.

“Oh god, Ryan,” she gasped, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders. “Don’t stop!”

I gripped her thighs tighter, driving deeper as I felt my release building. With a final grunt, I came inside her, my body shuddering against hers. Jasmine clung to me, her nails digging into my shoulders as she rode out her own climax.

We stayed like that for a moment, catching our breath, the warm afternoon sun bathing our sweaty skin. I could feel her heart racing against my chest, her pussy still pulsing around my cock.

“Finally, it was my turn,” she whispered, pressing a soft kiss to my neck.

Jasmine was one of my pink girls. She’d asked me earlier if we could fuck when I’d talked to her about the slumber issue. It was about time. I pulled out my softening cock from her gaping hole.

I was about to respond when I heard footsteps approaching on the garden path. Jasmine grinned, probably wondering if any of the girls had spied on us.

“Ryan?” Diana called out, her voice carrying over the hedges. “Are you ready? We need to leave soon to meet Cassandra.”

“A second.” We quickly got dressed, and my shorts were barely back in place when Diana rounded the corner, looking stunning in a blue sundress.

“Oh,” she said, taking in the scene with a knowing smile. “I see you’ve been busy.”

Jasmine blushed, smoothing down her pink suit. “We were just going over some ideas for the slumber issue.”

Diana chuckled but played along. “I’m sure you were. Very thorough research.”

I ran a hand through my disheveled hair. “Give me five minutes to freshen up?”

“Of course,” Diana said. “The Bentley is out front. Don’t be long.”

As she walked away, Jasmine turned to me with a mischievous grin. “Your mom totally knew what we were doing.”

“She always does,” I said, tucking in my shirt. “I should go.”

Jasmine stepped closer, wrapping her arms around my neck for one last kiss. “I can’t wait for the slumber issue,” she murmured against my lips. “It’s going to be amazing.”

I kissed her back, enjoying the taste of her. “You’re going to look incredible in those pajamas.” With a reluctant sigh, I pulled away. “I’ll see you later.”

After a quick shower and change of clothes, I joined Diana in the Bentley. She was already behind the wheel, sunglasses perched on her nose, looking every bit the sophisticated businesswoman.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” I said, sliding into the passenger seat.

She put the car in drive, pulling away from the mansion. “How was Jasmine?” she asked.

“Amazing,” I replied with a grin. “I’m finally starting to memorize all their names now.”

Diana laughed, keeping her eyes on the winding coastal road. “There are quite a few to remember. Thirty-seven pink girls at last count.”

As we drove closer to the beach, I noticed Diana looking a bit troubled. Exactly how she looked at bed. She bit her lower lip, a sure sign she was anxious about something.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

She sighed, glancing at me briefly before returning her attention to the road. “I’m just nervous about telling Cassandra about us. I’ve been thinking about it nonstop since I woke up.”

“Be strong,” I said with a playful nudge to her shoulder. “Isn’t that what you’re always telling me?”

Her lips curved into a smile. “Using my own words against me, I see.”

“Learned from the best.”

“You’re right,” she agreed, her shoulders relaxing slightly. “We’ll get through this together.”

We arrived at the beachside restaurant fifteen minutes later. The place was elegant, with an open-air terrace overlooking the ocean. I spotted Cassandra immediately, sitting at a table near the railing, the sea breeze gently lifting her light brown hair.

She stood as we approached, and I couldn’t help but admire her appearance. Cassandra wore a flowing summer dress in a soft peach color that complemented her curves perfectly. The neckline dipped just low enough to be alluring without being obvious, and the fabric clung to her waist before flaring out around her thighs.

“Diana!” she exclaimed, embracing my mother tightly. “There you are.”

The sisters held each other for a moment, and I could see the family resemblance in their profiles. When they pulled apart, they immediately launched into conversation, catching up on everything they’d missed.

After a minute, Cassandra turned to me, her eyes warm and welcoming. “Ryan, I’m so happy to see you.” She wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug. She wasn’t shy about mashing her breasts against my chest.

“It’s great to see you, Aunt Cassandra,” I said, returning her embrace as I got her tits all over me.

“Please, just Cassandra,” she insisted as we all sat down. “Aunt makes me feel ancient.”

A waiter appeared almost immediately with menus and water. We ordered drinks and settled into comfortable conversation.

“So,” Cassandra said, leaning forward with interest, “tell me everything about what you’ve been up to. The magazines look incredible, Ryan. I’ve read both of your issues,” Cassandra continued, her eyes bright with enthusiasm. “I’m truly impressed by what you’ve accomplished in such a short time. You have real talent. Always coming up with something new and unique.”

Her words made me proud of myself. “Thanks, that means a lot coming from you.”

Diana took a sip of her drink, then set the glass down. “Actually, Cassandra, that’s partly why we wanted to meet with you today. We need your help with something.”

Cassandra’s eyebrows rose with interest. “Oh? What kind of help?”

“We’re planning our next issue, a slumber party theme,” Diana explained, leaning forward. “And we had this idea for a special section featuring erotic retellings of classic stories and fairy tales.”

“Sort of like bedtime stories for adults,” I added.

Cassandra’s eyes lit up. “That sounds fascinating.”

Diana reached across the table to touch her sister’s hand. “We were wondering if you might be interested in writing them for us. You’ve always had such a way with words, and this seems perfect for your talents.”

“I’d absolutely love to,” Cassandra replied without hesitation, her voice warm with excitement. “My mind is already racing with ideas.”

She tapped her fingers against the table thoughtfully. “Like Goldilocks and the Three Bears.” She grinned mischievously. “Or Alice in Wonderland, where she discovers a whole new kind of ‘wonderland’ down that rabbit hole.”

Diana laughed, nodding enthusiastically. “Exactly what we were thinking.”

“And Little Red Riding Hood,” Cassandra continued, clearly warming to the idea. “The wolf could be this seductive figure who doesn’t want to eat her in the traditional sense.”

I couldn’t help but smile at her enthusiasm. “These sound perfect.”

“They might need some polishing, though,” Cassandra said. “Some fun plots to go with them.”

“I think it would be perfect if you two could do that together,” Diana pointed out. “You’re free to come to our mansion.”

Cassandra looked at me with interest. She looked optimistic, as if this was an opportunity she couldn’t let go of. “I’d love that,” she said.

“We can start tomorrow, if you wish,” I said.

Cassandra nodded eagerly. “I’ve never been to the Pink Mansion, but judging by the magazines, it looks like a fun place.”

“It’s more than that,” I said, making them both chuckle.

We started eating, and Diana and Cassandra discussed many other things, mainly books and clothes. The conversation then steered off to explicit films, and suddenly, Cassandra lit up with an idea.

“Wait, I just had an even better idea. What if we created a visual sequence to go with each story? Combine the stories with photography, or even video, and have models act out key scenes from each tale in a tasteful but explicitly erotic way.”

Diana and I exchanged glances, both clearly impressed by the idea.

“That sounds good,” I said. “We could create a whole multi-page spread for each story.”

“It would elevate the entire concept,” Diana agreed, excitement coloring her voice. “Make it more immersive for the readers.”

Cassandra beamed, clearly pleased with our reaction. “I’m glad you enjoy my ideas. It always makes me happy as an editor or writer.”

Smiling, Diana shifting in her seat. She kept opening her mouth as if to say something, then closing it again, taking another sip of her drink instead. Her eyes darted between Cassandra and me, and I could read the internal struggle written across her face. I knew what she wanted to say. I knew what was in her chest. I didn’t judge her. I found it difficult to tell Ruby when she came over a month ago.

“What about Sleeping Beauty?” Cassandra continued, oblivious to Diana’s discomfort. “She wakes up to more than just a kiss.”

Diana nodded distractedly. “Yes, that would work well.” She started to say something else, then stopped herself, redirecting the conversation. “The photography should be tasteful but explicit. We don’t want to lose our sophisticated edge.”

I watched as Diana did this several more times throughout the meal, building up courage, then veering away at the last moment. She’d clear her throat, shift in her seat, and then suddenly ask Cassandra about her new apartment or her latest editing project.

Cassandra wasn’t fooled. After the third detour, she set down her fork and fixed Diana with a penetrating stare.

“Diana, what’s going on? You keep starting to say something and then changing the subject. Is everything okay?”

Diana’s cheeks flushed pink, and she looked like Ruby for a second whenever she was caught with her hand in the cookie jar. “I’m fine. Just … there’s something I want to discuss with you, but it can wait until after we’re done eating.”

Cassandra looked concerned but nodded. “Alright. Whatever it is, you know you can tell me anything.”

The rest of the meal passed with lighter conversation, though I could feel the tension building. Diana barely touched her dessert, pushing the chocolate mousse around her plate rather than eating it. When the check came, she seemed almost relieved.

“Would you like to take a walk on the beach?” Diana asked Cassandra, her voice slightly higher than normal. “Somewhere a bit more private?”

Cassandra’s eyebrows rose. “Sure, but you’re starting to worry me. Why are you acting so strange?”

“I’ll tell you in a minute,” Diana promised, already standing and gathering her purse. “I just need somewhere quieter.”

We made our way down to the beach, leaving our shoes by the steps. The sand was warm between my toes, and the ocean breeze carried the salt scent of the water. Diana led us away from the restaurant, past the scattered sunbathers, to a more secluded stretch of shoreline where the beach curved around a small cove.

When we were finally alone, Diana stopped walking and turned to face her sister. Her hands trembled slightly as she tucked her hair behind her ear.

“Cassandra, there’s something I need to tell you about Ryan and me,” she began, her voice steady despite her obvious nervousness. “Something important that you should know before you start working with us.”

Cassandra waited patiently, her expression open and supportive. “Yes … You can tell me.”

Diana took a deep breath, glanced at me, then back at Cassandra. “How’s your new project going?”

I rolled my eyes. “Mom … seriously?”

“I’m so sorry,” Diana said, dropping her gaze and then mustering her courage. “Ryan and I … we’re not just mother and son. We’re … involved … intimately.”

Cassandra’s eyes widened, her lips parting in shock. She looked between us, as if trying to determine if this was some kind of joke.

“What do you mean by ‘involved’?” she asked cautiously.

Diana straightened her shoulders and looked Cassandra directly in the eyes. “We’ve been having sex. Full-on, raw, unprotected sex with tongue kisses and caresses. Several times, in fact, so many times I’ve lost count. Since we started working at the mansion together.”

I felt heat rise to my cheeks as Diana laid it all out so bluntly. Cassandra’s mouth fell open completely now, and she stood frozen, staring at us. Diana’s cheeks flushed pink too, the silence stretching between us as waves crashed against the shore nearby.

After what felt like an eternity, Diana nudged her sister’s arm. “Cassandra? Please say something. You’re embarrassing me.”

Cassandra blinked rapidly, seeming to snap out of her trance. “I’m sorry,” she said, shaking her head slightly. “It’s just … settling in.” She took a deep breath. “How did this even start? What went through your mind?”

Diana glanced at me before answering. “I had to guide Ryan for this business. He was inexperienced and wanted my help.” Her voice softened. “I helped him learn how to kiss, how to lick, and yes, how to have sex.” She reached for my hand, squeezing it gently. “And I was reminded how good sex is, how handsome Troy is, and how much I love him. There was also this scandal of someone trying to accuse him of impotency, which pissed me off, because I knew it wasn’t true.”

Cassandra nodded slowly, processing this information. She ran her fingers through her hair, the breeze lifting the strands around her face. “So, actual sex? You mentioned kissing as well?”

“Yes, it’s not just brothel-like sex, but loving sex. I mean, we have our quickies too, but most of the time it’s genuine lovemaking.”

“Have you gotten caught?” Cassandra asked suddenly, her voice dropping to a whisper despite our isolation on the beach. “Anyone in the mansion? The staff? I mean, isn’t this risky?”

Diana shook her head firmly. “No, we’ve been extremely careful. We understand what a scandal this would be.” She ran her fingers through her hair, the ocean breeze immediately undoing her efforts. “We’re always discreet. We never show affection in public spaces, and I only go to his room late at night when everyone’s asleep, or we make sure the doors are locked.”

“I see,” Cassandra said with a quiet nod.

“I don’t want to keep any secrets from you,” Diana continued, her voice softening. “We actually had a problem with Ruby earlier.”

Cassandra’s eyebrows shot up. “What kind of problem?”

“She walked in on us,” Diana admitted, grimacing at the memory. “She was upset we’d been doing this behind her back.”

Cassandra’s eyes widened. “Wait… Ruby is also in a sexual relationship with Ryan?”

I nodded, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. “Yes. She is.”

“A romantic one too,” Diana added. “Not just physical.”

Cassandra fell silent again, staring at the sand beneath her feet.

Diana chuckled nervously. “Please don’t embarrass me again with your silence.”

“I’m sorry,” Cassandra said, shaking her head. “It’s just… quite an info dump.” She looked between us, her expression unreadable. “Do the pink girls know about any of this?”

Diana shook her head emphatically. “No, absolutely not. It’s only for the family.” She glanced at me, her eyes softening. “Just us.”

Cassandra nodded slowly, processing this information. “Are you happy? All of you?”

“I’ve never been happier in my life,” Diana said without hesitation.

“Neither have I,” I added, reaching for Diana’s hand.

Cassandra nodded again, a small smile finally breaking through her serious expression. “Then that’s what matters.”

Diana studied her sister’s face carefully. “You’re not disgusted with us?”

“No,” Cassandra said after a moment. “I’m glad you’re happy. It just came a bit unexpectedly.” She reached out and squeezed Diana’s arm. “I mean, it’s not exactly conventional, but who am I to judge? We all love something forbidden, after all, don’t we?”

“You’re right.” Diana’s shoulders relaxed visibly. “Thank you for understanding.”

“So,” Cassandra said, attempting to lighten the mood, “this is why you wanted me to write erotic stories for your magazine? Keeping it in the family?”

We all laughed, the tension finally breaking.

“Actually, no,” I said. “You’re genuinely talented. We’ve both read your published work.”

“We wouldn’t have asked if we didn’t think you were perfect for it,” Diana added.

Cassandra smiled warmly. “That means a lot to me.” She gazed out at the ocean for a moment, then turned back to us. “I’m sorry for going quiet on you earlier. It was just… a lot to process all at once.”

“We understand,” I said, relief washing over me. “It’s not exactly everyday news.”

“I want you both to know I’m not judging you,” Cassandra continued, her voice sincere. “Who am I to stand in the way of happiness? If this is what makes you both feel fulfilled, then I support you completely.”

Diana’s eyes glistened with tears. “Thank you, sis. That means everything to me.”

Cassandra took both our hands in hers. “I wish you nothing but happiness in your relationship, however unconventional it might be.” She squeezed our fingers. “And I’m actually really excited to work with you, Ryan. Your creative vision is inspiring.”

“I look forward to collaborating with you too,” I replied.

“I’ll come over tomorrow after lunch,” Cassandra said, brushing sand from her dress. “We can start brainstorming those erotic fairy tales right away.”

We began walking back toward the parking lot, the tension from earlier completely dissolved. When we reached the parking lot, Cassandra pulled me into a tight hug. “You take care of my sister, okay?” she whispered against my ear.

“Always,” I promised, feeling her curves press against me.

She released me and turned to Diana, embracing her even tighter. “And you take care of my handsome nephew.”

“Of course I will,” Diana replied, holding onto her dearly.

“Love you, sis.”

“Love you too,” Diana replied.

We waved goodbye as Cassandra got into her car and drove away, leaving Diana and me standing beside the Bentley. Once she was out of sight, Diana practically collapsed against the car door.

“Get in,” she said, fumbling with the keys. “I need to sit down.”

Inside the Bentley, Diana leaned back against the leather seat and let out a long, shaky breath. “Well, that went better than I expected.”

“She took it pretty well,” I said with a chuckle. “At least we didn’t give her a heart attack.”

Diana laughed, the sound tinged with relief. “True. And it felt so much better than getting caught like we did with Ruby. Being honest from the start was definitely the right call.”

“Absolutely,” I agreed, reaching over to take her hand. “No more secrets … in the family.”

Diana turned in her seat to face me, her blue eyes soft with affection. She leaned across the console and pressed her lips to mine in a tender kiss. She cupped my face in her hands, her eyes searching mine as her lips lingered. When we finally parted, she stayed close, her forehead resting against mine.

“I was just thinking about that first night,” she whispered, her breath warm against my lips. “Remember? When I came to your room to teach you how to please a woman.”

I nodded, the memory flooding back with perfect clarity. “What went through your head … You were a lot less nervous than I was.”

“Oh boy … I was terrified,” she admitted with a laugh. “Standing outside your door, wondering if I was making the biggest mistake of my life.”

“And now?”

Her smile widened, reaching her eyes and making them sparkle. “Now I know it was the best decision I’ve ever made. I’m so happy, Ryan. Happier than I’ve been in years.” She traced my jawline with her fingertip. “I never expected to find this kind of joy and love with you, but I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.”

I turned my head to kiss her palm. “Neither would I. We have a beautiful life together now.”

“And it’s only just beginning,” she said. “We have so many years ahead of us.”

“We do,” I said.

“We can’t let anyone come in our way. We can’t let anyone take this away from us.”

“No one will either,” I said, reminding myself of the power I wielded.

She started the car and we drove back, her right hand lingering on my thigh.
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Back at the mansion, Diana and I were wrapping up an interview with a potential new Pink Girl for our slumber issue. Dreaming Daisy sat across from us, her portfolio open on the coffee table between us.

“So that’s my OnlyFans niche,” she explained, tucking a strand of impossibly long hair behind her ear. “I specialize in bedtime ASMR content. Whispers, soft sounds, gentle tapping, all while in bed, fully nude. My subscribers say it helps them sleep.”

I glanced at her photos again, impressed by her statistics. “Your subscriber count is impressive.”

“Thank you,” Daisy said with a smile that lit up her entire face. Her appearance was unique: porcelain white skin that seemed to glow under the lighting of our interview room, and hair that cascaded down her back in platinum waves. She looked almost doll-like, with wide blue eyes framed by naturally long lashes, and she was of average height, but toned and sexy, like the kind of angel you dream about slipping under your sheets. It wasn’t just her looks, but her voice too. She had the cutest and most feminine voice I’d ever heard.

Diana flipped through the portfolio thoughtfully. “Your aesthetic certainly fits our brand, and especially our upcoming issue.”

“But I’m curious about this ASMR thing,” I said, leaning forward. “How exactly does it work? I mean, your voice makes me content already. It’s very feminine.”

Daisy’s eyes brightened. “It’s about creating tingles through sound. Some people experience this physical response, a pleasant shiver that starts at the scalp and travels down the spine. My content combines that with erotic elements.”

A lightbulb went off in my head. “That could be valuable for our magazine. We could create an audio component to go with the bedtime stories section.”

Diana nodded enthusiastically. “Yeah … We don’t have any such girls to my knowledge.”

“Would you like a demonstration?” Daisy offered, her voice taking on a silkier quality.

“Please,” I said, genuinely intrigued.

Daisy stood and began to unbutton her blouse. “I find the demonstrations work better without restrictions.”

Diana and I exchanged glances as Daisy continued undressing. “I like the fact that you aren’t shy,” I told her.

Her body was as flawless as her face, slim yet curved in all the right places, her skin unmarked and smooth as the finest silk. Her teardrops looked so symmetric as if they were sculpted, but she reassured us by squeezing them both that there were no silicones inside them, just feminine flesh.

Once nude, she sat back down and reached into her bag, pulling out a pink silicone dildo. “This is part of my routine. I combine the ASMR with masturbation. The sounds of pleasure enhance the experience.”

“I love this girl already,” I whispered to my mother.

“I can see that,” she said after having glanced at my bulge.

She settled back against the couch, spreading her legs without a hint of shyness. Diana watched with professional interest as Daisy began running the toy along her pink, crisp folds, blending perfectly with her white thighs.

“My viewers love when I narrate what I’m feeling,” Daisy explained, her voice remaining surprisingly steady despite her actions. “The contrast between my calm voice and the explicit visuals creates a unique tension.”

She slid the dildo inside herself as if she’d done it a thousand times, a soft moan escaping her lips. The performance was mesmerizing, not just sexual, but artistic in its execution. She wasn’t just a sex worker, but an artist as well. She worked the toy in and out with deliberate strokes, her free hand caressing her breast, pinching the nipple occasionally.

“God, she’s good,” Diana whispered to me, clearly impressed. “So natural on camera.”

I nodded in agreement, mesmerized by Daisy’s performance. She maintained perfect eye contact while pleasuring herself. It wasn’t over-the-top porn moaning, but it wasn’t dull and lifeless either. It was just the sweet spot.

The dildo glistened with her wetness as she pushed it deeper, her back arching slightly. “I can also incorporate anal play,” Daisy said matter-of-factly, withdrawing the toy from her pussy. “Many of my subscribers find it particularly arousing when combined with the whispered ASMR.”

Without waiting for our response, she reached into her bag again and produced a small bottle of lube. She applied it generously to the dildo and her rear entrance, then slowly began working the toy into her ass.

“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath as she took the entire length into her stretched rosebud, her face showing only pleasure, not discomfort.

Diana leaned forward, clearly impressed. “Your control is remarkable.”

“Thank you,” Daisy replied, her voice remaining steady despite the toy buried in her ass. “I guess I was made for this … I haven’t been doing this for long. Only a year.”

I shifted in my seat, fascinated by both her performance and her professional demeanor. The dildo slipped out of her ass and she smiled at both of us.

“This ASMR thing, I’m still curious about how it actually works,” I asked her.

“Would you like me to demonstrate? It’s much more effective up close.”

“Sure,” I said, genuinely intrigued.

“Come sit beside me,” she patted the couch next to her, completely comfortable in her nudity.

I glanced at Diana, who nodded encouragingly, before moving to sit beside Daisy. She turned toward me, her platinum hair falling over her shoulders.

“Just relax,” she whispered, leaning close to my ear. Her breath was warm against my skin as she began to speak in the softest, most delicate voice I’d ever heard. “Can you feel it? The gentle tingling at the back of your neck?”

Her lips barely brushed my earlobe as she continued whispering, describing in explicit detail what she’d like to do to me. The combination of her feather-light breath, the barely-there touch of her lips, and the erotic content of her words sent shivers down my spine. I felt goosebumps rise on my arms, and to my surprise, my cock hardened almost instantly.

Daisy noticed my reaction and pulled back with a knowing smile. “That’s the ASMR effect. Combined with erotic content, it’s quite… potent.”

“I can see that,” Diana said with an amused smile, nodding toward the obvious bulge in my pants.

Daisy grinned at my arousal. “Looks like I’ve created a problem for you. Would I get a bonus if I helped finish what I started?” She glanced at Diana with playful eyes.

Diana leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs. “Actually, yes. Consider it part of your audition.”

Without hesitation, Daisy slid from the couch to her knees in front of me. Her fingers worked my zipper down. “May I?” she asked, looking up at me through those long lashes.

I nodded, unable to find words as she freed my erection, so it wagged side to side till it pointed at her face. Her eyes widened appreciatively.

“My, my,” she whispered, her breath teasing against my sensitive skin. “The rumors about the Steele man are true.”

She wrapped her hand around the base and began with slow, sensual licks along the shaft. When her lips finally closed around the head, I couldn’t suppress a groan. Then she slid the shaft further down her throat till she started gagging. She’d swallowed two-thirds of it, her lips stretching around the girthiest part.

Diana watched with interest, occasionally making notes on her tablet. “Excellent camera presence,” she murmured.

Daisy worked me deeper, taking more of my length with each bob of her head. Her platinum hair spilled over my thighs as she kept slobbering over my erection. The wet sounds of her mouth filled the room, punctuated by her occasional pleased humming. On the next downward stroke, she gobbled up the entire joystick till her lips were pressed firmly against my pubic bone. My erection twitched inside her mouth till it constricted into a tight, sweet pleasure, so there was no more room to throb and twitch. She kept me there while gagging a little, then she pulled her head back with her lips sealed tightly around my shaft till she plunged me back in her mouth again.

“Geeze … you’re getting there,” I told her.

Rather than pulling away, Daisy maintained perfect eye contact as she sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing out like she was trying to pull the soul right out of me. I began to thrust my hips toward her oral-pussy, and she met every thrust with her mouth, making me squirm in pleasure.

I threw my head back and moaned, and then I grabbed her head to steady it. On her next downward throat-stroke, I exploded in her mouth, my cum splashing against her hollowed cheeks. She didn’t miss a beat, swallowing every drop while continuing to bob her head. Once she came off, she worked her tongue against my softening cock. Not a single drop escaped her lips. She continued gently licking and cleaning me, her tongue catching any remaining traces as if she were inspecting me like a sexual doctor. The sensation was both soothing and electrifying.

“Better?” she asked sweetly when she finally sat back on her heels.

I sighed deeply, feeling the pleasant afterglow of emptying myself in another beauty’s mouth. “Much better. Thank you.”

She smiled, clearly pleased with herself as she tucked me back into my pants with the same care she’d shown throughout her blowjob.

Diana also gave Daisy a well-deserved pat on the shoulder. “That was a well-executed blowjob.”

“Thank you,” Daisy said with a small bow. “I love to pleasure my man, seeing him squirm and come in my mouth.”

I had to take a couple of minutes to recover. I was still numb, and Diana chatted with her in the meantime. Diana then glanced at me, patting my thigh. “Are you awake now?”

“Yeah … where were we?”

“I think it’s time to discuss the erotic bedtime stories,” Diana said, glancing at our new talent. “You’ll be perfect for the job.”

“That’s right,” I said, gathering myself, “we’re working on a special feature for our slumber issue, bedtime stories with an erotic twist, accompanied by photo spreads and possibly even short films. Given your experience with ASMR and bedroom content, I think you’d be perfect for this.”

Her eyes lit up. “That’s totally my vibe.”

“How comfortable are you performing sexual acts on camera?” I asked, getting straight to business. “Not just solo work, but with partners as well?”

Daisy laughed, the sound like tinkling bells. “Are you kidding? I’m completely comfortable with it. I’ve done plenty of collaborations before.” She gestured to her still naked form. “I mean, duh. I’d be more than happy to have sex with you right now, in front of your mother again. If that’s what you want.”

“Go for it,” I said without hesitation, my cock already hardening again at the prospect. We needed a proper audition after all, and she sure had sucked me well.

Diana settled back in her chair, crossing one leg over the other as she watched with that same professional interest. “Show us what you’ve got, Daisy.”

Daisy needed no further encouragement. She climbed onto my lap, straddling me. Her youthful fingers made quick work of my zipper again, freeing my erection, which stood proudly between us. “Already?” she said with a giggle.

“What did you expect?” I asked her.

“I dunno … Maybe some more sucking,” she said with a shrug. “I’m not complaining.”

She positioned herself over me, her wet pussy hovering just above the tip. She gave me a perfect view of her pussy. Her outer lips were warm and rosy, soft and plump, dewy with need, parting slightly to reveal the slick, glistening pink of her inner folds. A sheen of wetness caught the light, clinging to her skin in a way that made it look almost glossy, like her arousal had been building long before this moment. The subtle contrast between the soft curve of her mound and the tight, toned muscles of her thighs made it even more hypnotic.

Her lips twitched slightly as she hovered there, so close I could feel her heat. A single drop of moisture slipped down from between her folds and trailed along my shaft, like her body couldn’t wait a second longer.

“Ready?” she whispered, her eyes locked with mine.

I nodded, gripping her slim waist as she lowered herself onto me. We both groaned as she took me to the hilt, her inner walls gripping me tightly. She was so warm and wet, making me melt by being inside her.

“Fuck,” she said, her professional demeanor cracking slightly as pleasure overtook her. “You feel even better inside me.”

She began to move, her hips grinding down on me with each downward stroke. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each movement, and I couldn’t resist groping them both.

“What kind of bedtime story is this, by the way?” she asked flirtatiously as she rocked her hips back and forward.

“One that’s been missing from my life,” I said, squeezing her tits before moving my hands to her hips.

Diana continued observing, occasionally making notes. “Excellent hip control,” she commented. “Very photogenic angle.”

Throwing her arms around my neck, Daisy rode me harder, her pace becoming almost punishing as she chased her pleasure. Her platinum hair cascaded around us like a curtain, her soft moans filling the room. I gripped her ass, helping to lift and guide her movements as she worked herself on my cock.

“Now it’s my turn to orgasm,” she said, her voice breathy and strained. “Can I come on your cock, Mr. Steele?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling my own release building rapidly. “There’s no need to ask.”

Her body tensed, her inner walls clenching around me as she climaxed with a series of shuddering gasps. As her arms were locked around my neck, she pulled me harder into her embrace, mashing her breasts against my face. I felt her stiffening nipples and her warm breath flowing down my neck. The sensation of her clenching and unclenching around me pushed me over the edge, and I erupted inside her, filling her with a second load.

For a moment, we stayed locked together, both breathing heavily. Then Daisy placed a soft kiss on my lips before carefully lifting herself off me. A mixture of our fluids trickled down her inner thigh as she stood.

“Impressive stamina,” Diana noted, setting her tablet aside.

Daisy smiled, seemingly unfazed by her nakedness or the evidence of our encounter running down her leg. “Thank you, Mrs. Steele.”

Diana handed her a box of tissues from the side table, and Daisy cleaned herself up with the tissues, then gathered her clothes from the floor. She dressed, smoothing down her skirt and adjusting her blouse.

“Well,” Diana said, standing up and extending her hand to Daisy. “That was certainly one of our more… thorough interviews.”

Daisy shook Diana’s hand firmly, her professional demeanor fully restored despite what had just happened. “Thank you for the opportunity, Mrs. Steele. I hope I’ve demonstrated my qualifications adequately.”

“More than adequately,” I said, zipping up my pants and straightening my clothes.

Diana picked up Daisy’s portfolio from the coffee table and handed it back to her. “We’ll be in touch very soon about the specifics of your contract and shooting schedule.”

“I look forward to it,” Daisy replied, tucking the portfolio into her bag. “I have so many ideas for the ASMR components we could add to the bedtime stories.”

“We’ll discuss all of that at our next meeting,” Diana assured her, walking her to the door.

I hugged her goodbye, already missing her mouth and pussy around my cock.

Diana turned to me with a smile. “So, what did you think of her?”

“Amazing. In every way possible,” I said. “Not just the sex and her body… she’s perfect for this issue.”

“I know,” Diana said. “It’s interesting meeting new girls. There are always a few who stand out, ones you’ll remember easily. Like her.”

“Yes,” I said. She was right. That girl’s initiative and the way she whispered during the session had left me with shivers down my spine. I wouldn’t forget it anytime soon, and I already couldn’t wait to film more.

“When does Cassandra get here?” I asked.

“She should be here any minute,” Diana said.

And she was right. The receptionist buzzed us to let us know Cassandra had arrived. We went outside to meet her at the gate. Diana was the first to greet her, like always, pulling her into a warm hug.

“Welcome,” she said before stepping back to let her hug me.

Cassandra was dressed in a skirt and a fitted top. The top might have been a size too small, straining slightly over her round breasts. The heat was obvious in how she wore her light brown hair pulled back into a ponytail. She smiled as she stepped into my arms, and I hugged her, enjoying the feel of her soft, curvy figure pressed against me.

“I’m so excited for today,” she said, holding onto me a little longer than expected. Her breasts were mashed softly against my chest, which I had no complaints about. “I’ve got so many ideas.”

“Let’s dive right into them,” I said, catching the faint scent of her sweet perfume at her neck.

Diana excused herself, saying she had a few things to take care of, leaving Cassandra and me alone. I guided her into the Pink Mansion, and she looked around, visibly impressed.

“Wow,” she said. Her eyes landed on the life-size statue of me near the entrance. She giggled. “Who made that?”

“My sister,” I said. “It was a gift from her.”

“Quite romantic,” she said, raising her eyebrows. Her eyes wandered to the nearby equipment, and she tried not to grin. “I suspect she depicted you realistically, correct?”

“I’ll let you be the judge,” I said and chuckled.

“Where is she?”

“I’ll text her,” I said, reaching for my phone. “She’s working on some pajamas for the upcoming issue.”

Ruby showed up in no time. She hadn’t seen Cassandra in years.

“Ruby, so nice to see you,” Cassandra said, wrapping her arms around her.

“You too, Cassandra,” Ruby replied, hugging her tightly. They stayed in that embrace for a few moments before Cassandra stepped back.

“Wow, look at you. You’ve grown into a beautiful young woman.”

Ruby laughed. “It still feels like I’m just a girl figuring things out.”

“So, you’re not going back to New York?”

She shook her head. “I’m staying here with my family. I feel a lot safer.”

“Your mother told me what happened. I’m really glad it worked out.”

Ruby smiled and glanced over at me. “Thanks to my brother.”

We all talked a bit about what was planned for the day. Ruby was excited about the erotic bedtime stories we wanted to develop and asked if I could show her the plot later.

“Of course,” I said.

She went back to working with Scarlett, and I led Cassandra deeper into the mansion.

“She’s so pretty,” Cassandra said, leaning in close. “You must enjoy her a lot.”

“I do,” I said quietly, making sure no one could hear us.

As we walked, she was greeted by all the flirtatious girls wandering around. She took her time looking at the nude paintings and artwork on the walls. We passed a few girls who giggled and tried to grab at me, clearly wanting my attention.

Eventually, we made it to my room, and I finally closed the door behind us.

“Geez,” she said, wiping an imaginary drop of sweat from her forehead. “Doesn’t it get overwhelming?”

“At times,” I said with a shrug. “But I wouldn’t trade it for anything.”

“I can imagine,” she said with a playful smile. “Do you satisfy all of them?”

“I try,” I said, chuckling. “Every day here is a sexual marathon.”

Cassandra grinned at that, clearly turned on. We settled down on the velvet couch in my room and crossed her legs, pulling out her tablet from her bag. I took the seat beside her, close enough to smell the soft, lingering perfume she wore.

“So,” she said with a playful smirk, “how do you feel about twisted bedtime stories? With a sensual, grown-up twist, of course.”

“I’m all in,” I said. “What are we starting with?”

“Little Red Riding Hood,” she replied, already tapping something on her screen. “But in this version, Red isn’t so innocent.”

I leaned in, intrigued about her imagination. “Go on.”

“She’s not wandering through the forest scared of the wolf. She wants the wolf. She seeks him out.”

I could already see it. “So she’s temptation in disguise. Maybe she even wears red lingerie beneath her cloak.”

“Yes, red lipstick, cheeks flushed,” Cassandra said, grinning. “And the wolf isn’t just dangerous. He’s desire. The embodiment of everything she’s been warned about but craves anyway.”

“They meet deep in the forest,” I added, the ideas just flowing. “He stalks her from the shadows, but she lures him in, maybe teases him. And when he finally approaches, she pulls him down to the forest floor.”

“And they fuck in the wild,” she said, her voice low and amused. “Right there in the grass, under the moonlight. Animalistic but intimate. She moans his name like she’s been waiting for it forever.”

I nodded, fully into the concept now. “Could end with her riding him, quite literally.”

“Perfect,” she said with a pleased smile. “I’ll write that one first.”

“So, what’s next on your mind?” I asked her.

She flipped to a new page. “Next up, Goldilocks and the Three Bears. That one’s trickier, but it has potential.”

I leaned back, thinking. “Goldilocks trespasses, right? Maybe she’s not just a curious girl. She’s a brat. A tease. She breaks into the bears’ house not because she’s lost, but because she wants to be caught.”

“Yes,” Cassandra said, nodding eagerly. “She tries their chairs, their beds, their food, like a spoiled brat. Then the bear comes home and catches her naked in their bed.”

“Right,” I said. “I guess I have to play the bears.”

“Hmm, instead of bears, we could have a businessman.”

“I like that better, and instead of being scared,” I said, “she stretches out and asks which position she wants first.”

Cassandra laughed, biting her lip. “And each fuck is different. One’s too soft, one’s too rough, and one’s just right.”

I could feel myself getting hard just imagining it. Cassandra glanced over and gave me a knowing smile.

“This project’s going to be fun,” she said.

“No doubt,” I said, my voice low. “Can’t wait to read your drafts.”

Cassandra tapped her pen against her tablet. “Okay, we’ve got Red seducing the wolf, Goldilocks getting taken by the businessman … we need one more.”

I thought for a second, then smirked. “Sleeping Beauty?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Classic. What’s the twist?”

“She’s not really asleep,” I said. “She’s stuck in a dream world. She can feel everything. She’s aware. She just can’t wake up unless she’s completely satisfied.”

Cassandra’s eyes lit up. “So the prince thinks he’s saving her with a kiss, but it doesn’t work.”

I nodded. “She opens her eyes, maybe for a second, but closes them again. She whispers something like, ‘That’s not what I need.’”

“Ohhh,” she grinned. “He’s confused, but then she guides his hand. Her body’s aching. She’s wet, desperate and needy. She tells him the only way to break the curse is to make her come, hard.”

“She rides him in the bed she’s been stuck in for years,” I added, getting more into it. “Slow at first, then begging him not to stop.”

“And when she finally finishes,” Cassandra said, “the curse shatters around them. Time resumes. The world lights up.”

“But she doesn’t stop,” I said. “Even after the spell breaks. She moans and keeps moving, now awake and fully alive.”

“She tells him he’s hers now. That he woke her up, so he belongs to her.” Cassandra leaned back, clearly pleased. “Damn. These stories are going to melt people’s brains.”

I smiled. “You’re really good at this.”

“So are you,” she said, her voice softer now. “I can see why Ruby likes working with you.”

“Speaking of Ruby, I’ll send her a text of what we discussed. She’s designing the clothes,” I said and brought up my phone, typing quickly.

A moment later, my screen lit up with her reply: a blushing emoji followed by a giggling one. “She’s already a fan,” I said with a grin.

Cassandra chuckled softly. “I’m glad she likes my imagination. She’s got a creative mind herself. I can already picture how she’ll bring these stories to life with the outfits.”

“Yeah,” I said, slipping my phone back into my pocket. “She’s got an eye for detail… and a knack for making things sexier without even trying.”

Cassandra tilted her head, smiling knowingly. “Must run in the family.”

I smirked, leaning back in my chair. “Guess so.”

Cassandra set her tablet aside, crossing her legs and shifting slightly closer to me on the couch. A thoughtful expression crossed her face. She freed her light brown hair from her ponytail, letting it cascade around her.

“I’ve been wondering something,” she said, her voice taking on a curious tone. “What’s it like? Being intimate with both your mother and sister?”

The directness of her question caught me off guard, but I could see genuine curiosity in her eyes. There was something else there too, a flush spreading across her cheeks, her pupils dilating slightly. The way she leaned forward, her breath quickening just a bit. She was aroused by the topic. I wondered why she didn’t ask that yesterday, but I remembered how caught off guard she was when Diana revealed it.

I took a moment to study her. Unlike Diana with her model-like physique and golden hair, Cassandra had a more next-door woman kind of beauty. Her curves were fuller, more maternal, with generous breasts that strained against her too-small top. Where Diana was all confidence and bold sexuality, Cassandra had a warm, intellectual allure. Her light brown hair framed a face with kinder, gentler features than her sister’s, and behind her glasses, her eyes held a depth of intelligence that was incredibly attractive.

“It felt taboo at first,” I admitted, watching her reaction carefully. “Especially with Mom. But she’s always been sexy. Even before all this started, I’d noticed how beautiful she was.”

Cassandra nodded, her lips curving into a smile. “Diana’s always been a bombshell. Even when we were teenagers, she turned heads everywhere.” She paused, fidgeting with the hem of her skirt. “She actually asked me once, when we were younger, if I wanted to do adult stuff with her. It was a couple of months after your father had discovered her.”

My eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Really? Why didn’t you take the bait? It’s not like you aren’t hot or anything.”

The compliment made her blush deeper, a pretty pink spreading down her neck. She adjusted her glasses nervously. “I’m not as outgoing as Diana,” she confessed. “I’ve always preferred books and being behind the scenes. I’m more comfortable editing stories than starring in them.” She glanced up at me through her lashes. “But I’ve always admired her courage, and her confidence in her sexuality.”

“Have you ever seen some of the photos or videos of her?”

She hesitated, then continued in a lower voice. “I’ve watched her in her videos and photography sessions. She was stunning and still is. The MILF issue was stunning.”

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said.

Her fingers toyed with the edge of her tablet. “To be honest,” she continued, “I think it’s hot. It’s actually a really popular kink in romance novels.”

My interest peaked. “You read those books?”

“Yes,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “Stepbrother romance is my favorite genre. That moment when they cross the line, when they can’t fight the attraction anymore…” She shivered slightly.

I felt my cock stiffening as she spoke. Something about hearing her confess her taboo interests while sitting just inches from me was incredibly arousing. The way her cheeks flushed and her breathing quickened made it clear she wasn’t just theoretically interested.

“Do you have a favorite?” she asked suddenly, her eyes meeting mine. “Between your mother and sister, I mean. Or is that too personal?”

I shifted in my seat, considering the question. “I like them both equally, just in different ways. Mom has this experienced touch that drives me wild, but Ruby has this innocent eagerness that’s just as exciting.”

Cassandra nodded thoughtfully. “And what about all these Pink Girls? Isn’t it risky, having so many beautiful women around who might develop feelings for you?”

“I love them too,” I said honestly. “Each one brings something unique. I love everything about this life. Even the business side of it. It’s not what I expected for myself, but now I can’t imagine anything else.”

“It’s quite exotic,” she said, looking around my room. “Most people only dream of living like this.”

An idea struck me. “Would you consider moving here permanently? Working as an editor? We could use someone with your talent and experience.”

Her eyes widened behind her glasses. “Really? You’re serious?”

“Absolutely. If the spot is there, would you be interested?”

“I wouldn’t mind at all,” she said, her voice trembling slightly with excitement. “My apartment lease is up soon anyway, and my freelance work has been slow lately.”

“I’d like to have you here,” I said, reaching out to touch her hand. “And I think Diana would love it too. You could be part of our world.”

Cassandra’s face lit up, and she leaned forward, wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug. “Thank you, Ryan. That means so much.”

As she pressed against me, I felt her body stiffen slightly. My erection was unmistakable against her stomach. She pulled back, a blush spreading across her cheeks.

“Oh,” she whispered, her eyes darting down briefly before meeting mine again. “I see I’m not the only one enjoying our conversation.”

I laughed, not bothering to hide my arousal. “Can you blame me? Beautiful women, erotic stories, taboo confessions…”

She adjusted her glasses nervously, but didn’t move away. “I’ve been thinking,” I said, changing the subject slightly. “Ruby gave me that amazing statue. I should give her something in return, but I’m not sure what would be meaningful enough.”

Cassandra’s expression softened. She reached out and placed her hand on my arm, her touch warm and comforting.

“Make something for her,” she suggested, her voice gentle but firm. “Or better yet, spend quality time with her. Girls don’t always want material things, Ryan. Sometimes what we want most is to feel appreciated and valued.”

I tilted my head, considering her words. “Like what?”

“Take her somewhere special,” Cassandra continued, her eyes lighting up with enthusiasm. “Plan a day just for the two of you. No business, no magazine, no pink girls. Show her that you value her as more than just your designer or your lover.”

The idea resonated with me immediately. “You’re right. That’s perfect.”

“Trust me,” she said with a knowing smile. “As a woman, I can tell you that feeling truly seen is worth more than any gift you could buy.”

Cassandra’s advice stirred something in me. “I’ll definitely plan something special for Ruby.”

We spent another hour refining our story concepts, the sexual tension between us lingering in the air but never crossing into action. When we finished outlining all three tales, I checked my watch.

“Looks like it’s dinnertime,” I said, standing and stretching. “Mom mentioned something about grilling tonight.”

“Perfect timing,” Cassandra replied, gathering her notes. “I’m starving after all this creative work.”

We headed out to the mansion’s patio, where Diana was already manning the grill, spatula in hand. The smell of sizzling burgers filled the air as she flipped a patty. Cassandra immediately went to help her sister.

I spotted Ruby sitting alone at one of the tables, sketching intently in her design book. Making my way over, I slid into the seat beside her. “What are you working on?” I asked, peering over her shoulder.

She looked up with a bright smile. “The costumes for the bedtime stories Cassandra’s writing.” She turned her sketchbook toward me. “What do you think?”

The page showed a stunning design for Little Red Riding Hood, a crimson velvet cloak that would fall open to reveal a barely-there lingerie set underneath.

“This is amazing,” I said, genuinely impressed. “It captures exactly what we want.”

Ruby beamed at the praise. “I’ve just started on Goldilocks.” She flipped the page to reveal some early sketches. “And I’m thinking of Sleeping Beauty, something ethereal but sensual.”

“Your talent never ceases to amaze me,” I said, squeezing her hand under the table.

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I’m having so much fun with this project. These fairy tales were my childhood, and now I get to reimagine them in a whole new way.”

Diana called out that dinner was ready, and we all gathered around the large table. The burgers were perfectly cooked, juicy and flavorful. Diana had prepared all the fixings: crisp lettuce, ripe tomatoes, caramelized onions, and an array of condiments.

As we ate, Cassandra enthusiastically shared our story concepts with Diana. We started with Little Red Riding Hood, and then Goldilocks and the Businessman.

“And for Sleeping Beauty,” Cassandra continued, “she’s not really asleep, she’s trapped in a dream state where she’s completely aware of everything happening to her body. The prince’s kiss isn’t enough to wake her. She needs more intense stimulation.”

Diana laughed, taking a sip of her wine. “I love how you’ve turned these innocent tales into something deliciously wicked.”

“The best part is,” Cassandra said, “I can start writing them right away. I’ve got the outlines ready in my head.”

Ruby leaned forward, her food momentarily forgotten. “What about the visuals? These stories need the perfect setting.”

“For Little Red Riding Hood, we’ll need a forest,” I said, considering the logistics. “Somewhere private where we can shoot without interruptions … We also need a forest for Goldilocks and the Businessman.”

“We could rent one,” Diana suggested. “There are several private estates with wooded areas that allow filming.”

“Money’s no object,” I added with a casual shrug. “We need the perfect atmosphere for these shoots.”

Cassandra nodded eagerly. “The forest needs to look mysterious but not scary, seductive, with dappled sunlight breaking through the trees.”

“I know just the place,” Diana said. “A client of ours owns property up north. Very secluded, beautiful old-growth trees, and even a small stream running through it.”

“Perfect,” I said, already imagining the scene. “For Sleeping Beauty, I want Daisy. Her ethereal look is perfect, and that voice of hers…” I trailed off, remembering our interview. “She’s Sleeping Beauty incarnate.”

“Excellent choice,” Diana agreed. “Who for the others?”

I thought for a moment. “For Goldilocks, we need our cutest blonde. Someone with an innocent face but a naughty spark in her eyes. And for Little Red Riding Hood,” I continued, “I want our most innocent-looking redhead. Someone who appears vulnerable but is actually the predator.”

“Can I be present for the filming?” Ruby asked, turning to me with hopeful eyes. “I want to make sure the costumes work perfectly on set.”

“Of course,” I replied without hesitation. “We’ll need you there. These costumes are crucial to selling the fantasy.”

* * *

A couple of days later, we were still deep in planning for the slumber issue. Diana had finalized the deal to rent the forest location, and Ruby was nearly finished with the clothing designs. Cassandra had been doing a great job. Over dinner, she told us she’d completed the story drafts and would love to read them aloud to us later.

The afternoon sun filtered in through the tall windows, casting a golden glow over the lounge in my bedroom. Ruby and I were curled up on the oversized couch, a soft blanket thrown across our legs. She rested against my chest, warm and content, her sketchbook balanced on her lap. It was her turn to sleep with me tonight.

I loved moments like this, quiet, private and just the two of us.

“I finally finished the first set,” she said, flipping open the sketchbook. “Want to see?”

“Show me,” I said, resting my chin gently on her shoulder.

She turned the page to reveal her version of Little Red Riding Hood. Except this wasn’t the Red we’d grown up with. This one wore kitten heels and an erotic-red cloak that barely covered her ass, black stockings, and underneath, she wore black lace lingerie. Her eyes were playful, her lips parted, and she looked one hundred percent horny. The clothing looked perfect, and it was exactly what we needed for this erotic story.

“She’s definitely not lost,” I said, my voice low.

Ruby smirked. “She wants to be found … Do you like her?”

“She’s definitely fuckable,” I said, making her chuckle. “I like the cloak and her stockings.”

She beamed, happy with my reaction. She turned the next page. Goldilocks and her clothing. It was a gold one-piece lingerie design, thin, revealing fabric with white lace trimming the edges. The neckline plunged low, nearly down to the waist, and the back was drawn completely open. Little ribbon ties sat at the hips, begging to be untied.

“What a brat for wearing something like that,” I said.

She chuckled. “You wanted a spoiled brat after all.”

“It’s perfect,” I said. “Let me see the other drawings.”

She flipped the page, and she lay there, naked, sprawled across three beds, each labeled “Too Hard,” “Too Soft,” and “Just Right.” Her body was drawn in stunning detail, her hips high, her back arched. In the background, the silhouettes of a man and two women loomed, watching her with raw desire.

My cock stirred beneath the blanket.

“You’re evil,” I muttered, pressing a kiss to her neck.

She giggled softly. “You love it.”

The last sketch was Sleeping Beauty. Her gown was sheer, bunched around her hips. Her body was exposed, posed mid-climax, her mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. A man was between her legs, his face buried against her heat, and her hands clutched his hair tightly. Her eyes were half-lidded, her legs shaking.

“Jesus,” I whispered. “He looks like me.”

“It’s supposed to be you, dummy,” she said with an eyeroll.

“Right,” I said. “You could have made my chest bigger.”

She punched my shoulder. “Cock too, right?”

“It’s in her pussy, so I can’t see anything.”

Ruby turned her head slightly. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”

“Very.”

I leaned in and kissed her. Her lips parted easily, her hand resting gently over the bulge in my pants, and for a second, I thought we were about to lose ourselves in the sketches right there on the couch.

Then came a knock at the door, and I knew it was our aunt who’d read to us her stories.

“Hey,” Cassandra called from outside. “Can I come in?”

Ruby and I looked at each other, smiling. “Yeah, come in,” I called out, adjusting the blanket to cover my growing cock.

Cassandra stepped in, tablet in hand, a grin already on her lips. “So, want a read-aloud session?”

Ruby perked up. “Absolutely.”

“Start with Sleeping Beauty,” I said.

Cassandra gave me a knowing look, then settled into the armchair nearby. She crossed her legs, pulled up the draft, and began reading in a slow, sultry voice. It was like when we were younger. She also used to read us bedtime stories.

“She had slept for a hundred years, draped in satin sheets, surrounded by thorns that had grown wild and thick around the tower. No one could reach her. Not a single prince had made it through the curse. Not until now.

He was different, determined and obsessed. The moment he stepped into the room, he saw her lying there, barely covered, her golden hair spilling across the pillow like a dream.

Her gown had slipped down one shoulder, revealing the soft swell of her breast. Her lips were parted just slightly, her chest rising and falling with the slow, steady rhythm of sleep. But this was no ordinary slumber. Her skin was flushed, and her thighs were slick with a heat that had never cooled.

He leaned down and kissed her.

And for a moment, her eyes fluttered open, just for a second and then they closed again.

Her voice came out low, barely audible. “That’s not what I need.”

He froze. “What …?”

She didn’t speak again, but her hand moved. She guided his fingers beneath the silk blanket and between her thighs. She was wet, hot and alive.

The curse had locked her in a dream where pleasure was the only way out. A century of aching need had built up inside her, and now, the only way to break the spell was to satisfy every bit of it.

Understanding his mission and duty, he pulled back the blanket and looked down at her bare body. She was glistening, her skin soft and dewy, her nipples stiff from the cool air. He kissed his way down her stomach, slow and reverent, before tasting the wet fruit between her thighs. She moaned, her back arching. Still mostly asleep, but she reacted to every stroke of his tongue like it was the key to her freedom.

He didn’t stop. Not until her thighs trembled around his head and she cried out. Her moan echoed through the tower like a spell breaking. Then her eyes opened fully. She looked straight at him, breathing fast.

“Take me,” she whispered. “Please.”

He climbed over her, and she wrapped her legs around his hips without hesitation. He slid into her, her body gripping him like it had been waiting a hundred years just for him.

They moved together on the royal bed, her hands clawing at his back, her breath hot against his ear.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t ever stop.”

He thrust deep inside her, over and over, until her cries turned desperate and her nails dug into his shoulders. Her body clenched hard around him, pulling him deeper, squeezing every inch of his sword.

When he finally came, it was with a growl against her neck, and she moaned in perfect harmony. The spell was gone. The tower bloomed with light, but they didn’t notice.

They kept making love. She was no longer a sleeping beauty. She was just his.”

Ruby looked up at me, her lips slightly parted. Her thighs pressed tighter together under the blanket. I could feel her heat even through the fabric.

“That was beautiful,” she whispered with heart eyes.

I nodded, still trying to calm the pulse in my cock. “Seriously. That might be the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

Cassandra smirked. “Well, I hope you’re ready. Because Little Red Riding Hood might be even filthier.”

Ruby shifted in my arms, eyes bright. “We’re ready.”

Cassandra tapped to the next page on her tablet and cleared her throat. She read this with more confidence after we clearly loved the first one.

“Red had always been warned about the wolf in the woods. But no one had warned her what it would feel like to want the wolf. She wandered deeper into the forest, her cloak fluttering open in the wind. Beneath it, she wore nothing but a crimson lace bodysuit that clung to her curves and made her nipples press through the fabric. Her thighs were damp with lust. Her fingers itched to touch herself as she sought out the handsome wolf.

Then she saw him.

He wasn’t a beast, not really. Just a man with a body that would make any woman melt, wild black hair, sharp eyes that burned with lust and a muscular body. The way he stared at her made her insides clench. She saw how he wanted her.

And she wanted him too.

She grew wet instantly. Her hand slid down her thigh as she watched him from behind a tree, her breathing unsteady, her fingers sliding under the edge of her panties. She moaned, just loud enough for him to hear. She wanted to be caught.

And he followed.

She lured him back to the edge of the woods. Every step was part of her plan. Every look over her shoulder, every sway of her hips. She didn’t run. She teased and wanted to seduce him.

And he hunted, and he was fully hard. His erection made her even wetter, already fantasizing of having it slide in and out of her.

By the time he was close, she had already stripped out of her cloak. She stood naked before him, her body flushed and dripping. She lay down on the grass, and he sank into her like he’d waited a lifetime.

She moaned, wrapping her arms around his neck, letting him fuck her hard and deep in her own bed, clawing at his shoulders, begging him for more.

This wasn’t a warning story anymore.

This was her fantasy come true.

She hadn’t been devoured.

She had invited the wolf in, and he made her come again and again until her cries echoed into the forest.”

Cassandra paused, glancing over the edge of her tablet.

Ruby let out a breath beside me.

“Holy fuck,” I muttered. My cock throbbed under the blanket.

Ruby turned her face up to mine, flushed and needy. “That was so hot,” she whispered.

“Ready for the last one?” she asked with a wink, settling back into the armchair.

Ruby was curled against me, her cheeks still flushed, her thighs pressed together. I could feel her heat through the thin blanket. I nodded.

“Give it to us,” I said.

Cassandra tapped her tablet and looked up with a glint in her eye.

“Goldilocks and the Businessman and His Two Wives.”

She began to read.

“Goldilocks was a spoiled little thing. A pretty blonde brat with a tight body, pouty lips, and a seductive smile.

She’d grown bored of the city and its safe little cafés. She wanted more and something forbidden and thrilling.

So when she found a luxurious home nestled deep in the woods, far from anyone else, she didn’t hesitate. The gate was open. The place was massive, with clean windows, expensive cars, and a view that screamed wealth and mystery.

She let herself in.

The door wasn’t locked. There were three steaming bowls on the table, and her stomach growled. She dipped her spoon into the first one.

“Too spicy,” she said, wrinkling her nose.

The second? Too cold.

The third was creamy and hot. “Mmm… just right.”

She moaned around the spoon, licking it slowly. Her nipples hardened beneath her crop top, and she let the spoon rest on her tongue a little longer than necessary. She was already wet from the thrill of being somewhere she shouldn’t be. And she wandered deeper inside.

The living room was filled with three lounge chairs. One was too stiff. One sagged too much. The last was deep and soft, with buttery leather that hugged her curves. She lay back, spread her legs, and let her hand slip under her shorts. No one was around. Her fingers found her soaked pussy, and she whimpered as she rubbed. Her shirt slid up, exposing her toned stomach and hard nipples straining against her bra.

She didn’t care. She was getting off in a stranger’s house, and the risk only made it hotter. Then she found the bedroom.

Three beds. One too hard. One too soft. But the third one was king-sized, perfect, and layered with cool silk sheets. She stripped, letting her clothes fall one by one across the floor, and crawled under the covers, naked and horny. Her fingers returned to her dripping pussy. She moaned against the pillow, hips rising to meet her hand.

But then she saw three dildos. She tried one. “Too small.” She tried another. “Too rough.” Then she tried the last, sliding it inside her pussy. “Hmm, just right.”

She didn’t hear the car pull in.

Didn’t hear the door open.

But the owners of the home had returned.

Three of them.

A tall, broad-shouldered man with peppered hair and a jaw like carved stone. Power radiated from him, confidence and authority. He was the “Papa Bear,” and he wasn’t alone.

Behind him were two stunning women. One raven-haired and curvy, the other a sleek redhead with cat-like eyes and sharp features. Both wore tight dresses and heels, and they looked like supermodels. His wives.

They stepped inside.

“Someone’s been eating my food,” the man said.

“Someone’s been sitting in my chair,” said the dark-haired woman.

The redhead tilted her head. “And someone’s been lying in our bed.”

Then they heard her: A soft moan from upstairs. They climbed the steps, their heels clicking against the polished wood, and when they opened the door, they found her naked with a dildo buried between her legs. Goldilocks gasped when she saw them, but didn’t cover herself. She sat up slowly, hair tousled, chest rising and falling with her breathless arousal.

The man looked her over. “Well, well,” he said, folding his arms. “What do we have here?”

“I was just … looking around,” she said, not even trying to sound convincing.

“In our bed?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. “Touching yourself with my wives’ dildos?”

She bit her lip. “It was just right.”

He smirked. “You broke in. Played with our things. That deserves a punishment.”

The two wives stepped forward, circling the bed like predators.

“She’s cute,” the redhead said.

“So bratty,” said the brunette. “I love her already.”

Goldilocks shivered.

“I think she wants to be caught,” the man said. “And used.”

Goldilocks gave a tiny nod.

The man unbuckled his belt slowly. “Then let’s teach her what happens to naughty little trespassers.”

He pulled her down the bed, spreading her legs wide. The wives watched as he knelt between her thighs, then dipped his head and licked a long, slow line from her dripping entrance up to her clit.

Goldilocks moaned, already squirming with pleasure.

The brunette crawled behind her, cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples between manicured fingers. The redhead kissed her neck, whispering filthy things in her ear while the man devoured her pussy.

She came quickly. But that was just the beginning.

He stood up, his cock hard and thick, and guided it into her while both wives held her in place. She arched, her back taut, moaning shamelessly as he drove into her.

“You like fucking strangers in their bed?” he growled.

“Yes,” she whimpered.

The man fucked her harder, faster, until her legs were shaking. His hands were on her hips as he pushed in deep.

“You’re not leaving,” he said. “You’re ours now.”

And Goldilocks didn’t argue. She just begged for more.”

Cassandra finished reading and set the tablet down with a quiet breath.

I didn’t move. Neither did Ruby.

Her hand had crept back to my thigh and was gripping it tight, her eyes wide and dark with arousal.

Cassandra didn’t need to say a word. She knew exactly what her words had done to both of us.

“Wow,” I said. “Those three were amazing.”

Cassandra beamed. “I’m glad you enjoyed them.”

“They’ll be absolutely perfect for the magazine,” I added, already picturing how each story would pair with Ruby’s designs and the photoshoots we had planned.

“Are there any more?” Ruby asked. “I can’t remember the last time I got this excited reading something.”

“That’s all I’ve got for now,” Cassandra said, crossing her legs with a satisfied smile. “But I’d be more than happy to write more if you want them.”

I nodded, already knowing Cassandra was going to be a major asset to the business. “We’ll talk about that soon. For now, we’ve got to focus on the video side.”

“I can’t wait to see it all come to life,” Ruby said, her voice full of energy.

“Neither can I,” I said, and I meant it.

After a bit more small talk, I stood up and walked Cassandra to the door.

“Thanks again for the stories,” I said as we reached the entryway. “You really brought them to life.”

Cassandra smiled, proud and glowing. “I’m glad I could help. Honestly, this was more fun than I expected.”

“It shows. They were incredible.”

She leaned in and gave me a soft hug. Her perfume lingered as she pulled back.

“Goodnight, Ryan,” she said with a wink. “Looking forward to what comes next.”

“Goodnight,” I replied, watching her leave with a smile of my own.

Ruby turned to me, breath hot against my cheek.

“Can I be your Goldilocks tonight?” she whispered.

I grabbed her and pulled her onto my lap.

“You already are.”

“I want to be fucked equally as hard,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“You will be,” I said, my cock hardening against my sister’s crotch.
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It had been a week since Cassandra brought the stories to life. Since then, everything had fallen into place. Diana had locked down the property in Northern California, a private forest estate, perfect for filming each of the erotic fairy tale scenes. Ruby had finished designing the custom outfits for each role, blending innocence with sin in the way only she could.

We’d already cast the girls. Daisy would play the Sleeping Beauty. She was new, one of the latest additions to the pink lineup, and originally set to appear only in the slumber issue. But after hearing about the stories, I knew she’d be perfect for the shoot, and she wasn’t about to say no.

Sophie, a beautiful blonde with a curvy little body and a bratty smile, would play Goldilocks. And Serena, a fiery redhead with an innocent face and tight curves, would take on Riding Hood.

They were all Pink Girls I’d been with before, except Daisy, who we’d recently hired. She was fresh, eager, and curious. I was looking forward to breaking her in on set.

That morning, we stood in the garage, ready to hit the road. Diana and Cassandra would drive together in one car, while I took the Ferrari with Ruby.

Before we slid into our seats, Diana turned to me. “Drive safe,” she said, touching my arm and giving me a look. She always told me that when I drove with Ruby, she did so for a good reason.

“We will,” I replied with a wink.

Diana and Cassandra both wore matching sundresses, knee-length, with spaghetti straps. The kind of dresses that danced around their thighs with every step and clung just enough to their curves to keep me distracted. Ruby wore one too, but hers was even shorter, ending high on her thighs. Every time she bent over, her pink cotton panties peeked out without apology, and sometimes, I was certain she flashed me on purpose.

I started the engine, and Ruby slid my sunglasses onto my face.

“Ready to go film some porn?” she asked, smirking.

“Sure thing,” I said, shifting into gear with the paddles.

As we pulled onto the road, she glanced over at me. “So … who are you looking forward to the most? Goldilocks, the Sleeping Beauty, or Riding Hood?”

“All of them,” I said honestly, already feeling the pressure in my pants.

“You have to pick one,” she teased.

I thought about it for a second, letting the images of each girl play in my head. “Maybe the Sleeping Beauty,” I said. “Rousing her from sleep with slow, deep strokes… There’s something seductive about that. But Goldilocks? She’s a brat. She deserves to get fucked hard for trespassing. And Riding Hood? The fact that she’s seeking me out, leading me into the forest? That’s hot too.”

Ruby chuckled, her legs crossed loosely, bare thigh on display. “So basically, you still can’t decide.”

“Nope,” I said, grinning. “But it’s going to be fun either way.”

I hit the gas and the Ferrari roared down the highway, trees blurring on either side. Ruby squealed, her hand gripping the door handle.

“You’re going too fast!” she shouted, but her smile gave her away.

“Scared?” I teased, accelerating even more.

The speedometer crept past ninety, and Ruby’s sundress rode up her thighs as she pressed back against the leather seat. She glanced over at me, eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Show me what this thing can really do,” she said.

I pushed the car harder, feeling it hug the curves of the mountain road. Ruby’s excitement was clear as day, her breath quickening with each turn. When we hit a straight stretch, I floored it, and she let out a delighted scream.

“God, this is hot,” she said, her hand suddenly on my thigh. “You look sexy when you drive like this.” Her fingers inched higher, tracing the outline of my hardening cock through my pants.

“Careful,” I warned. “I need to focus on the road.”

Ruby bit her lip. “What if I want to distract you?”

Before I could answer, she was unbuckling her seatbelt and leaning over the center console. Her nimble fingers pulled my zipper down, freeing my erection. When Diana told me to drive carefully, this was exactly what she meant.

“Ruby, we’re going ninety miles an hour,” I protested weakly since I wanted this too.

“Then you better keep your eyes on the road,” she whispered, her warm breath teasing my cock.

Her lips wrapped around the head, and I knew I couldn’t push her away then. I gripped the steering wheel tighter, trying to maintain control of both the car and my body. Ruby swallowed me deeper, her head pressing down. I glanced at her, seeing her blonde hair pool all around my base while I felt the sucking sensation at the very tip. Then I hit the back of her throat, feeling it constrict around me.

“Fuck, you’re such a tease,” I hissed, one hand dropping to tangle in her hair.

She hummed around my length, which I supposed meant that she agreed. Her cute nose pressed against my pubic bone while she started gagging a little. The dual sensations of speed and her hot mouth were overwhelming. Each time I accelerated, she took me deeper; each time I slowed for a curve, she teased just the tip.

“You’re going to make me come soon,” I warned as we sped down a long stretch of empty highway.

“That’s the point, silly,” she said, diving back down while cars honked at us.

Ruby sucked harder. My hips bucked involuntarily, and I struggled to keep the car steady as pleasure built at the base of my spine.

When I came, it was with a groan, emptying myself into her eager mouth while my cock twitched and throbbed. Ruby swallowed everything, coming off with a pop and licking me clean before finally sitting up with a satisfied smile.

“Now that’s how you start a road trip,” she said, wiping the corner of her mouth.

Just as she was tucking me back into my pants, a familiar SUV pulled alongside us. Diana’s face appeared in the driver’s window, eyebrows raised. She wagged her finger at us. And we exchanged glances, blushing.

“Whoops,” Ruby said, making me roll my eyes.

“Keep it in your pants until we arrive,” Diana called through the window before accelerating ahead of us.

“Busted,” Ruby giggled, fixing her hair.

I adjusted my sunglasses, grinning despite my embarrassment. “Worth it.”

Six hours later, we were in Sacramento and pulled up to the forest estate. The main house was visible through the trees, a beautiful, modern estate that looked like something out of a fairy tale itself, built with wood and big windows.

The crew had arrived before us. Scarlett and Alyssa were setting up equipment near the tree line, while Daisy, Sophie, and Serena lounged on the front steps in skirts and tops, laughing together. Two elegant women stood nearby. They’d play the businessman’s wives in the Goldilocks story.

As I parked beside Diana’s SUV, Ruby jumped out first. “This is perfect,” she said, taking in the surroundings.

I stepped out of the Ferrari, stretching after the long drive. Diana approached us with a knowing look.

“I hope you two behaved for the rest of the drive,” she said.

Ruby giggled, her cheeks still pink. “Sorry, Mom. Got carried away with the excitement.”

“Hmm.” Diana raised an eyebrow but couldn’t hide her smile.

A tall woman with dark hair approached us. She wore riding boots and a tailored blazer that screamed old money.

“Diana,” she said warmly, embracing my mother. “So nice to see you again.”

“Selena,” Diana replied. “Thank you so much for letting us use your property. It’s exactly what we needed.”

Selena waved dismissively. “When I heard what you were planning, these erotic fairy tales, I simply had to be involved somehow. Your creativity never ceases to amaze me.”

“Oh, no,” Diana said and introduced me to her. “It was my son’s idea.”

Selena’s eyes found mine, and she extended her hand. “And you must be Ryan. The young man who’s taken over the empire.”

I shook her hand, noting her firm, soft grip. “That’s me.”

“He’s quite something, isn’t he?” Diana said, patting my back proudly. “My pride and joy. Taking the business to new heights already.”

Selena’s gaze lingered on me as if studying me. “Handsome and strong, just what’s needed to lead such a complicated business. Your father would be proud.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling a familiar warmth at the praise.

“Let me show you all around,” Selena offered, gesturing toward the house. “I think you’ll find plenty of perfect spots for your filming.”

We followed her inside, where high ceilings and polished wood floors welcomed us. There was a spacious living area with big, modern windows overlooking the forest. Selena gestured toward the space with its stone fireplace and expensive furniture.

“This would be perfect for your Goldilocks scenes,” she said. “We can rearrange the furniture to create the three distinct sitting areas. The natural light is magical in the morning.”

Alyssa, the photographer, pushed her dark blonde hair behind her ears. She wore a Nintendo shirt along with some tight jeans. She nodded enthusiastically, already picturing the setup. “The rustic wood and Sophie’s golden hair will be perfect together.”

“And upstairs,” Selena continued, leading us up a grand staircase, “we have the master suite.”

She pushed open double doors to reveal an enormous bedroom dominated by a king-sized four-poster bed draped with curtains. The room had a dreamy quality, with soft lighting and vintage furnishings.

“Sleeping Beauty’s chamber,” Diana said with satisfaction. “It’s perfect.”

“The bed is antique,” Selena explained, running her hand along one of the carved posts. “French, eighteenth century. The mattress, however, is quite modern and comfortable. It will still creak if you go hard.” Her eyes met mine briefly, a hint of suggestion in them.

“Daisy will look absolutely ethereal here,” I said, already envisioning her pale skin against the dark sheets.

Selena smiled. “I thought you might appreciate it. Now, shall we see the grounds?”

She led us back downstairs and through a set of French doors onto a stone patio. A massive German Shepherd bounded up to her, tail wagging.

“This is Kaiser,” she said, scratching behind his ears. “My dog.”

The dog sniffed my hand, then Ruby’s, before seeming to decide we were acceptable and trotting alongside us as Selena guided us into the forest.

The woods were even more beautiful up close. Sunlight filtered through the canopy, creating dappled patterns on the forest floor. The trees were old, their trunks thick and imposing, perfect for our Little Red Riding Hood scene.

“This clearing would be ideal,” Selena said, stopping in a small open space where wildflowers grew in patches. “The light is magical here in the late afternoon.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, already mentally placing the characters.

We continued walking, Kaiser running ahead and occasionally circling back to check on us. The forest grew denser, and Selena pointed out natural landmarks we could use as reference points.

“The property ends just beyond that ridge,” she said, gesturing toward a distant tree line. “And over there,” she pointed to a glimmer of blue visible through the trees, “is the lake. It’s not part of my property, unfortunately. It belongs to a rather stuffy neighbor who doesn’t appreciate adventurous activities.”

“It’s beautiful,” Ruby sighed, taking in the shimmering lake through the trees.

“Isn’t it?” Selena agreed, standing beside her. “Sometimes I come out here just before sunset and watch the water change colors. It’s quite magical.”

As we made our way back to the house, Selena fell into step beside me, letting Diana, Ruby and Cassandra walk ahead. Kaiser trotted faithfully at her side.

“So,” she said in a lowered voice, her eyes sparkling with curiosity, “how does a young man like yourself handle running an empire filled with such beautiful women? It must be overwhelming at times, dealing with one woman is difficult enough.”

I chuckled, watching her study my face. “It can be. But I’ve learned to balance business and pleasure.”

“I imagine that line blurs quite often in your industry,” she said with a knowing smile.

“More than you’d think.”

She nodded appreciatively. “I’ve been a subscriber to your magazines for years. Your father had vision, but I can already see your touch bringing something fresh to the brand.”

“Thank you.”

“I simply can’t wait to see this issue when it’s released,” she continued, her voice dropping to a more intimate tone. “Fairy tales have always fascinated me, the underlying sensuality in them that’s often sanitized for children. Also … I love slumber parties.”

“That’s exactly what we’re trying to capture,” I said, surprised by her insight.

Selena stopped walking, letting the others get further ahead. “I should confess,” she said with a slight blush, “I’ve always been rather… horny woman. Even now, at my age. My late husband used to say I was insatiable.”

I raised an eyebrow, taking in her elegant figure with new appreciation. “There’s nothing wrong with knowing what you want.”

“Indeed,” she said with a chuckle. “Perhaps that’s why Diana and I have remained friends all these years. We understand each other.”

When we reached the house, Selena handed me an ornate key ring. “I’m afraid I have business in the city tonight, but the place is yours for as long as you need. My staff has been given the week off, so you’ll have complete privacy.”

“We appreciate it,” I said, accepting the keys.

“Enjoy yourselves,” she said with a wink before turning to say goodbye to Diana and the others.

As Selena’s car disappeared down the driveway, I turned to the assembled crew and cast. “Let’s not waste a second,” I announced, pocketing the keys. “We’ve got perfect weather and a tight schedule.”

I approached Daisy, who was sitting on the porch steps in a simple white sundress, her platinum hair gleaming in the sunlight. “Let’s start with Sleeping Beauty,” I told her. “I think the master bedroom is ready to go.”

A slow smile spread across her face. “I can’t wait to get fucked by you again,” she said.

Scarlett had already set up her makeup station in one of the mansion’s guest rooms. A portable vanity with professional lighting surrounded by an array of brushes, palettes, and cosmetics greeted us as Daisy and I entered.

“Prince Charming and Sleeping Beauty, take your seats,” Scarlett said, patting the two chairs positioned side by side. Her red hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she wore a red skirt and matching top.

Daisy sat down, her platinum hair cascading down her back. “I’m so excited,” she whispered to me as I took the seat beside her. “I’ve never done a fairy tale shoot before.”

Ruby bustled in behind us, arms laden with garment bags. “Wait until you see the costumes,” she said, hanging them carefully on a rack in the corner. “The sleeping gown is transparent.”

Scarlett approached Daisy first, tilting her face up to examine it under the lights. “Such perfect skin,” she murmured appreciatively. “We’ll keep your makeup ethereal, dewy skin, flushed cheeks, and just a hint of gloss on those lips.”

“What about me?” I asked, watching as she began applying primer to Daisy’s porcelain complexion.

Ruby came over and ruffled my hair playfully. “You’ll be getting the royal treatment, too, little brother. Can’t have our prince looking anything less than perfect.”

“Just a bit of subtle contouring for you,” Scarlett explained, not looking away from her work on Daisy. “To enhance those cheekbones on camera. Nothing too obvious.”

As Scarlett worked her magic on Daisy, Ruby pulled up a stool beside me and began organizing her own smaller collection of men’s grooming products.

“Nervous?” she asked quietly, her fingers gently combing through my hair.

“A little,” I admitted. “It’s different when it’s planned like this. More pressure.”

Ruby’s hands paused in my hair. “You’ve literally had sex with dozens of women since taking over the company. What’s different about this?”

“Not in front of an entire crew,” I pointed out. “Also, it’s artistic. I want to do the story justice.”

Daisy turned slightly toward me, careful not to disrupt Scarlett’s work on her eyeshadow. “If it helps, I’m nervous too. But excited nervous, you know?”

“Like butterflies,” I said with a nod.

“Exactly,” she replied with a smile that made her eyes crinkle at the corners.

Through the open door, we could hear the bustling activity in the master bedroom. Diana’s authoritative voice directed the crew as they arranged lighting equipment and adjusted camera angles. Cassandra was suggesting placement for various props to enhance the fairy tale atmosphere, while Alyssa tested different lens configurations.

“Hold still,” Scarlett said as she applied a final touch of highlighter to Daisy’s cheekbones. “There. Perfection.”

I watched as Daisy’s already ethereal beauty transformed into something almost supernatural. Her skin glowed, her lips tinted a soft rose that made them look bee-stung and kissable. Her platinum hair had been arranged in loose waves across the pillow.

“Your turn,” Ruby said, tilting my chin up. She worked quickly but precisely, defining my features with subtle contouring that would look natural on camera. “There. Handsome as ever, but camera-ready.”

When we were both finished, Ruby helped Daisy into the sleeping gown, a fabric so revealing it barely qualified as clothing. The pale blue silk clung to her curves, the bodice embroidered with tiny silver stars that caught the light. I could barely see her breasts and pussy since the garment was transparent, but her audition was already seared into my brain, so I remembered perfectly how she looked.

“Perfect,” Ruby whispered, adjusting the neckline to reveal just a hint of cleavage. “You look like a dream.”

For my costume, I wore only a pair of fitted white pants that sat low on my hips, leaving my chest bare. “The prince was preparing for bed when he found her,” Ruby explained, running her hand appreciatively across my shoulders. “Hence the minimal clothing.”

Diana appeared in the doorway. “We’re ready when you are.”

Daisy and I followed her to the master bedroom, which had been transformed perfectly for the scene. See-through curtains hung from the four-poster bed, filtering the afternoon light into a dreamy haze. Rose petals were scattered across the dark sheets, and battery-operated candles created a warm, intimate glow.

Daisy climbed onto the bed, arranging herself artfully against the pillows. Her gown slipped off one shoulder, exposing the curve of her breasts. She closed her eyes, her breathing slowing to mimic sleep, and then it was action.

I approached the bed slowly, just like the story. Daisy kept her eyes closed, playing the part of the cursed girl locked in a dream. Her chest rose and fell, her nipples already hard through the fabric. I sat down at the edge of the bed, brushing a strand of her blonde hair off her cheek.

“You’ve been waiting for me,” I whispered.

No response, just a soft, practiced breath. I leaned in and kissed her. Her lips were warm and soft. At first, she stayed still, pretending to sleep. Then, just like we’d planned, her lips parted slightly. She kissed me back, and that was the signal. My hand slid down her body, over the fabric, until I found the knot at her waist and pulled it loose. The gown opened like a gift. Her porcelain body was as flawless as her face, slim yet curved in all the right places, her skin unmarked and smooth as the finest silk. Her teardrops looked so symmetric, as if they were sculpted, but she was still silent and dreamy.

I kissed her neck, then moved lower, licking between her breasts before taking one, rosy nipple into my mouth. She gasped but kept her eyes shut.

My hand moved lower, sliding between her thighs. Her crisp, pink pussy was already soaked. I rubbed slow circles around her clit, feeling her body respond in tiny tremors.

She finally spoke, voice barely above a whisper.

“That’s not what I need…”

I pulled my head up. “Then tell me.”

Her eyes opened, hazy and glassy with need. “I need you inside me.”

I stripped quickly, my cock hard and throbbing. I slid between her legs and guided the tip of it to her entrance. Her legs parted wider, inviting me in. I pushed in slowly, watching her lips part again in a silent moan. She was so tight and wet, her pussy sucking me inch by inch until I was buried to the hilt. It felt just as good as the first time, and it was a pussy I’d missed deeply.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, still staying in character, like a girl waking up in a fantasy. I started to move, long strokes, deep and steady. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the room, slick and soft and steady. Ruby’s camera caught everything, but I was only focused on Daisy’s face.

She moaned louder, her hips rising to meet each thrust. “More … please … more.”

I gave it to her. I picked up the pace, fucking her deep and slow, then harder, making the bed creak beneath us. Her legs locked around my waist, and her nails scratched down my back.

She was panting, trembling and moaning in pleasure as I banged her.

Her climax came fast, her entire body clenching around my cock, her moan turning into a cry as she came hard under me. But I didn’t stop. I kept going, thrusting my hips and pulling back, only to plunge my cock into this young, beautiful woman.

When I came, I buried my face in her neck and groaned against her skin, my cock twitching deep inside her as I filled her. Her legs locked tighter around me, and she clung to me like she never wanted to let go.

Her breathing was ragged, her whole body warm and trembling beneath me. I brushed her hair from her face as I pulled back just enough to look at her. Her eyes were fully open now. She was alive, awake and glowed with health and beauty. She looked at me like I was her entire world.

“You broke the curse,” she whispered, voice soft and breathless.

“I told you I’d find you.”

She smiled, running her fingers through my hair, still catching her breath. “I dreamed of you. I didn’t know your name. I just felt you… waiting. Needing me.”

I kissed her again, slower this time. She tasted like surrender and sweetness, like something pure waking up just for me.

“Then let me give you everything you’ve missed,” I murmured against her lips.

She reached up, holding my face in her hands. “You already have, my prince, my protector and my lover.”

I kissed her neck, her collarbone, her teardrops, claiming her inch by inch while she whispered my name like a promise.

“Stay with me,” she said, wrapping herself around me again. “I’ve been asleep so long. Don’t let me fall back.”

“You’re not going anywhere.”

I slid back inside her slowly.

“Cut!” Alyssa called from behind the camera. “That was absolutely perfect.”

I pulled out slowly, watching Daisy’s expression shift from ecstasy to a flash of disappointment as my cock slipped out from her gaping, pink hole. Her hand lingered on my arm, reluctant to let go.

“That’s it?” she asked, her voice innocent and wistful. “I was just getting into it.”

“Daisy, you’ll be working with us,” I told her. “We’ll have many more moments together.”

“You promise?” she asked in her sweet, bedtime voice.

“As long as you promise some more ASMR sessions.”

“Of course,” she said with a wide smile. “That’s my specialty.”

Diana approached the bed, handing us both robes. “Darling, that was magnificent. Both of you. The chemistry and sex scenes were perfect.”

“For porn, I imagine,” I said.

“Well, duh,” Diana said playfully.

Daisy sat up, making no move to cover herself. The afternoon light cast golden patterns across her naked body as she stretched. “Thank you,” she said with a smile. “I just wish it could have lasted longer.”

Alyssa was already reviewing the footage on a monitor nearby. “Come see,” she called, waving us over.

We gathered around the screen, Daisy still completely nude beside me, her warm, recently-fucked body brushing against mine as we watched the playback. The footage was stunning, ethereal, sensual, and emotional all at once. The lighting made Daisy’s skin glow like moonlight, and the angles captured every sexual moment perfectly. I was so into the act, I had completely forgotten they were so up close with the camera, seeing my cock disappear inside her pussy again and again.

“Look at that scene,” Ruby said, pointing to a frame where Daisy’s back was arched in pleasure. “It’s like a Renaissance painting.”

Daisy leaned forward, studying herself on screen with interest. “My orgasm looks real because it was,” she said matter-of-factly, causing a few chuckles among the crew.

“I think we’ve got our Sleeping Beauty,” Diana said, smiling proudly at Daisy. “Now, let’s move on to Little Red Riding Hood while we still have good light in the forest.”

Serena stepped forward from where she’d been watching quietly. With her porcelain skin and fiery red hair, she embodied the perfect Red Riding Hood, innocent on the surface but with something wild lurking beneath. She would, after all, lure me to her pink fruit with her seductive tricks.

“I’m ready,” she said, eager to spread her legs.

As Scarlett ushered Serena to the makeup chair, I pulled on my robe and followed. Ruby was already laying out the costumes, a crimson cloak for Serena with red lingerie and boots and dark, rugged clothing for me.

“So,” I said, sitting beside Serena as Scarlett began working on her makeup. “Have you read the story?”

Serena nodded, her green eyes bright with excitement. “It’s deliciously wicked. I love that Red is the predator, not the prey.”

“Any thoughts on how you want to play her?” I asked, watching as Scarlett applied a subtle red tint to Serena’s already perfect lips.

“Sweet but dangerous,” Serena replied, a sly smile playing at her lips. “Like poison wrapped in sugar. She knows exactly what she’s doing when she wanders into that forest and sees the hot wolf.”

Scarlett tilted Serena’s chin up, examining her features under the bright lights. “We’ll accentuate those cheekbones and give you a flush like you’ve been running through the woods.” She dabbed a rosy cream blush onto Serena’s cheeks. “A little smudged eyeliner too, just enough to look wild and horny but not messy and trashy.”

Ruby approached with the red cloak draped over her arm. “The lingerie goes underneath,” she explained, holding up a crimson bodysuit that would leave little to the imagination. “It’s backless with a plunging neckline. The contrast between the innocent hood and what’s underneath is exactly what we’re going for.”

While Scarlett worked her magic on Serena, transforming her into a seductive temptress disguised as an innocent girl, Ruby turned her attention to me.

“For our wolf,” she said, rifling through a garment bag, “we want something primal but still human.” She pulled out dark pants made of a material that resembled leather but moved like fabric. “These will hug your thighs just right.”

I raised an eyebrow as she handed me a torn black shirt. “Looks like I’ve been through something rough,” I said, examining the strategically placed tears that would reveal glimpses of skin.

“Yes … an entire day without sex.”

She made us all laugh.

“Jokes aside,” Ruby said. “You’re part man, part beast.”

Once dressed, I caught my reflection in the mirror. The dark clothes hugged my body, showing off my physique while giving me an untamed, dangerous look. My hair was artfully tousled, and Scarlett had added subtle contouring to make my features appear sharper and more predatory.

When Serena stepped out from behind the changing screen, I nearly forgot to breathe. She wore thigh-high boots and an erotic-red cloak that barely covered her ass. Underneath, she wore lingerie that clung to her curves like a second skin. Her eyes were playful, her lips parted slightly, and her fiery red hair cascaded down her shoulders in wild waves. She looked like a horny stripper trapped in clothes that she just wanted to tear off her body.

“Ready to hunt me?” she asked, her voice a sultry whisper.

“Always,” I replied, feeling my body respond immediately to her appearance.

We moved, carrying equipment into the woods. We followed the path Selena had shown us earlier, arriving at the perfect clearing just as the sun began its descent, casting golden light through the trees.

We went over quickly what Serena would do and the specific path, and where the action would start. Once it was memorized, it was time for action.

Playing the wolf, I saw Selena through the trees, just a flicker of red at first. The cloak moved like flame between the trunks, disappearing every time I blinked. I wanted to see more of her, perhaps rushing into the text, but I knew I had to stay in character.

She knew I was there. This wasn’t some innocent girl lost in the woods. She was leading and baiting me. And I followed, because I couldn’t stop myself.

The camera crew was long gone. This was the real thing now. Cassandra’s story wasn’t just a script since I felt it, and I lived in it.

I saw little red riding hood now, and she stopped and flashed me. It was her bare, smooth thighs, the hem of her cloak fluttering high as she stepped over a fallen branch. She glanced back just long enough for me to see her smirk before she vanished again, deeper into the trees.

My breath tightened, and so did my equipment. I moved more slowly now, careful not to crack a branch or make a sound. The air was thick with the scent of pine, but there was something else, something musky, sweet and raw. It was the scent she left behind, making me hunt her.

Then I saw her again. She stood in a clearing, back turned, the hood still up. The cloak hung open, and when the breeze lifted it just right, I saw her ass, completely bare beneath the silk. She shifted her weight, bent just slightly forward like she was pretending to examine something on the forest floor. But she wasn’t pretending. She was showing me everything. She straightened and walked a few steps, letting the cloak slip further off her shoulder. Her body glowed in the golden light, breasts full, and swaying softly with every step. She didn’t cover them. She didn’t hide anything. She wanted me to see.

Then, without a word, she lowered herself to the grass.

Still facing away, she sank to her knees, then leaned back and spread her legs wide. The cloak draped behind her like red light pooling in the grass. She tilted her head just enough to glance at me over her shoulder. That’s when I saw it. The source of her heavenly scent. Her glistening pussy, parted slightly from the way she spread herself. She let her fingers trace between her wet lips, then pulled them apart to give me a better look.

I stepped out from the trees. I couldn’t help it.

She smiled. “Come closer, little wolf,” she said. “I didn’t leave this trail for nothing.”

I dropped to my knees between her legs, staring at her heat, her musky scent thick in the air now. I looked up, waiting for her nod.

She gave it, and I leaned in. My tongue touched her slowly, flat, claiming her taste. She gasped, not because she was surprised … but because she wanted me to know how badly she needed it. I licked her again, deeper this time, parting her with my mouth, tasting everything as my tongue went wild, licking every inch of her and plunging inside her hole.

She leaned back on her elbows, watching me between her thighs. “You’ve been chasing me all day,” she said breathlessly. “Now show me what you caught.”

Her taste was addictive, sweet and sharp, wild like the forest itself. I couldn’t stop licking her. I didn’t want to, but she did.

“That’s enough,” she said, voice sharp like the crack of a whip.

I froze, lips still wet with her slick. Her fingers gripped my hair and pulled me up, forcing me to meet her eyes. The hood had slipped down her back now, and the sun lit her face like she was some kind of goddess.

“Take it off,” she said. She meant the cloak, even though most of it had already pooled around her. Still, I obeyed. My hands moved over her shoulders, sliding the red silk down her arms. I took my time, revealing her fully. Her breasts bounced slightly as she shifted, perfectly round and they sat high and firm on her chest. Her pink areolas were large and covered a fourth of her boobs. I thought it was incredibly sexy, especially her matching, suckable nipples.

I paused to kiss her neck, then her collarbone, then her breasts. I latched my mouth onto her areolas, and I swore they had a natural sweetness that reminded me of cotton candy. She let me enjoy her fruits, but only for a moment.

Then she pushed me back. “My turn.”

She stood, eyes never leaving mine, and began undressing me like prey she was about to devour. My shirt hit the grass first, then she tugged my jeans down, knuckles brushing against my hard cock as she freed it.

Her smile widened, reaching her ears, and her mouth salivated at my erect shaft.

“Get ready, wolf,” she whispered. “You’ve earned the fuck.”

Then she turned around and dropped to all fours, knees in the soft grass, ass arched high and legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened in the light, still wet from my tongue, and now fully offered to me, no teasing or games.

“Now,” she said, wiggling her round, gleaming ass cheeks. “Fuck me, beast-style.”

I stepped behind her, dropping to my knees. My hands gripped her hips as I positioned myself, the head of my cock brushing her pink flower.

“Don’t tease,” she said.

I had no plans to. I slammed into her in one hard thrust, burying myself deep inside her teasing vagina. She gasped, not from surprise, but from satisfaction, like this was exactly what she’d been hunting for.

I grabbed her waist tighter and began thrusting, slow at first, then faster, each slap of skin loud and wet. She pushed back against me, meeting every thrust.

“Yes…” she moaned. “Harder. You’re mine now.”

The rhythm between us grew feral. My thighs slapped her ass with every thrust, her body bouncing beneath me, perfectly angled like she’d been built for this exact act. Her moans weren’t polite or pretty. They were raw, hoarse sounds scraped up from her spine.

She was squeezing me tighter now, her walls fluttering like they were trying to memorize my shape.

Her scent thickened, humid, sharp, full of musk and sweetness. I buried my face in her shoulder for a second, trying not to lose it too fast. Her back arched more, one hand clawing the grass, the other pressed into the dirt like she was anchoring herself to the earth.

“Don’t hold back,” she said. “You’re not here to be gentle.”

She didn’t need to say it again.

I drove into her with a pace that bordered on violence. Each thrust felt like punishment and prayer combined. Her body sucked me in greedily, and I could feel her beginning to break, twitching around me like a wire strung too tight.

My orgasm built from somewhere low and molten. Less like a wave, more like a snapped cable, tension unwinding all at once. I grunted, teeth clenched, and buried myself to the hilt as I came inside her. Pulse after pulse poured out of me like cream spilling into a hot cake, unstoppable and thick.

She sighed, satisfied, heavy, and stayed exactly where she was.

I eased out of her, breath still ragged.

Then I heard it. The faint click of Alyssa’s lens behind us, and yet again, I had to remind myself this was an act and a pornographic scene.

She had crept closer while we fucked, as quiet as the shadows. Now she moved into position behind Serena, filming the soft ooze of cum slipping from her still-spread pussy.

None of us spoke, and the forest held its breath. Then Serena looked over her shoulder and exhaled one word, “Cut.”

We gathered around Alyssa’s camera as she rewound the footage, our bodies still damp from the forest scene. The small digital screen flickered with images of Serena and me, captured in raw, primal motion with the trees and dappled sunlight in the background.

“Damn, look at that,” I said, watching the moment where Serena glanced over her shoulder, luring me deeper into the woods. “You were such a tease out there. An absolute hottie.”

Serena giggled, pulling her red cloak tighter around her naked body. “Thanks. I was actually a bit nervous at first, being filmed outdoors like that.”

“Really? Couldn’t tell at all,” Ruby said, leaning closer to the screen.

“I think my acting was off in some parts,” Serena admitted, frowning slightly as she watched herself on screen. “I broke character a couple of times.”

Diana shook her head firmly. “No, darling. That’s exactly what makes it perfect for porn. The authenticity when you lose yourself in the moment, that’s what viewers connect with.”

“Your orgasm looked completely real,” Cassandra added, nodding appreciatively.

“That’s because it was,” Serena said with another giggle, her cheeks flushing deeper.

Alyssa clicked through more footage. “I love this angle where the sun catches the creampie.” She pointed to a frame where my cum glistened on Serena’s inner thigh as she knelt in the forest clearing.

“I’m starving,” I said, suddenly aware of the hollow feeling in my stomach. We’d been shooting for hours without a proper break.

“Me too,” Serena agreed, still wrapped in her cloak. “All that activity works up an appetite.”

Diana checked her watch. “Let’s take an hour for dinner before we set up for Goldilocks. The light will be perfect for interior scenes by then.”

We made our way back to the house and had something to eat.

* * *

After we’d eaten, we were ready for Goldilocks. I had talked to Sophie during dinner, the beautiful blonde with a curvy little body and a bratty smile who would be playing Goldilocks, and to the two women who were twins, Luna and Ava, who would play the businesswomen.

We all moved over to the makeup area where Scarlett and Ruby were waiting. Scarlett got right to work on Sophie, brushing soft gold tones over her eyelids while Ruby fussed over her curls, letting them tumble in perfect waves around her face. Luna and Ava sat side by side, and Scarlett moved between them, dusting a warm glow across their skin while Ruby adjusted the fit of their tailored jackets.

Ruby’s pride was obvious. She smoothed a hand over the tight, shimmering dress she had made for Sophie, then stepped back to admire her work. The neckline was daring, the hem short enough to show off every inch of her toned legs. Luna and Ava wore matching skirts and blouses that hugged their curves in all the right places, their look the perfect balance of professional and dangerously alluring.

When Sophie stood up, she twirled once and gave a bratty little smirk. “You know, I’m not sure I should let the wolf in… unless he begs,” she teased, making Luna, Ava, and even Scarlett chuckle.

“You’re going to be trouble,” Ruby said, shaking her head but smiling.

“That’s the point,” Sophie replied, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

We stepped outside into the late afternoon light, the air warm with the scent of pine from the surrounding forest. The crew was already in place, cameras ready, and the set for the Goldilocks scene looked perfect. Sophie slipped on her heels and sauntered toward the doorway of the mansion that would serve as her “home,” every step pure attitude. Luna and Ava took their marks just behind the camera, ready for their cue.

“Alright,” Alyssa called from her spot near the monitor. “Let’s make some magic.”

We started filming Sophie approaching the house. She swayed her hips on her way, and Alyssa made sure to capture the way the hem of the dress lifted, flashing her panties and rear. She saw the mansion, and her hand fled to her mouth. “Oh, what a beautiful home,” she said and didn’t think twice as she headed toward the door. She didn’t bother knocking or taking off her shoes. She went straight to the kitchen, where three steaming bowls sat out on the table. Sophie stood over them. She dipped a spoon into the first bowl.

“Too spicy,” she muttered, wrinkling her nose in exaggerated brat fashion. Then she tried the second. “Too cold.” The third made her moan, a long, drawn-out sound that was only half-acting. “Mmm… just right.”

Her tongue slid along the spoon, and I caught the glint of mischief in her eyes as she savored it. She was getting turned on by the game already.

She wandered into the living room. Three chairs, just as we’d planned. She plopped into the first and bounced. “Too stiff.” The second sagged under her, making her roll her eyes. “Ugh, too soft.” Then she sank into the third and let out a pleased little sigh. “Mmm… just right.”

Her legs spread slightly, one hand slipping under the hem of her dress. I watched her fingers move, slow circles that made her hips lift. “Perfect to masturbate in,” she said and drew another circle with a satisfied smile.

She got up eventually, drifting down the hall toward the bedrooms.

The first bed got a wrinkled nose. “Too hard.” The second, a mocking groan. “Too soft.” The third, our big silk-sheeted king, made her grin.

She pulled back the covers, but instead of climbing in right away, she spotted Ava’s toy on the nightstand, a sleek, purple thing. Sophie’s eyes lit up. She found Luna’s in the drawer, and also a third pink dildo, holding all three of them like she’d discovered treasure.

She rolled up the hem of her dress and pulled her panties aside. She lay back on the bed. She slid one toy between her legs. “Too small,” she said, and reached for the other. “Too soft.” Then she reached for the third pink one and slid it into her pink hole. “Oh, just right.” She started fucking herself with the dildo. Her head tilted back, blonde hair spilling over the pillow.

Now it was our turn to step in. We headed outside and entered together, just like Cassandra’s script. “Someone’s been eating my food,” I said, my voice low, stepping into the doorway.

“Someone’s been sitting in my chair,” Ava added, heels clicking on the hardwood. Then we headed to the bedroom.

“And someone’s been lying in our bed,” Luna said, her eyes fixed on Sophie’s flushed face.

Sophie froze, but only for a second. She sat up a little, pink dildo still in her hand, looking between us like she’d just been caught stealing the crown jewels.

“Well, well,” I said, folding my arms. “What do we have here?”

“I was just … looking around,” she said, not bothering to cover herself.

“In our bed? Using our toys?” I stepped closer, my shadow falling over her. “That’s not just looking, Goldilocks.”

She bit her lip, that bratty little smirk back on her face. “It was just right.”

Ava circled to one side of the bed, Luna to the other, their presence closing in like a trap.

“You broke in, played with our things, touched yourself in our bed,” I said. “You know what that means?”

She swallowed, eyes bright. “Punishment?”

“Exactly,” they said in unison.

“Take off your clothes,” I said, my voice dropping to a deeper register. “All of them.”

Sophie complied, pulling her dress over her head with a playful pout that only emphasized her bratty persona. “Like this?” she asked, tossing the dress, bra and panties aside and stretching on the bed, completely nude now.

“Exactly like that,” I said, unbuckling my belt. Luna and Ava moved closer, their hands already working on their own clothing, slipping buttons free.

I climbed onto the bed, positioning myself between Sophie’s spread legs. She was glistening wet, clearly aroused by being caught. She had a nice, puffy pussy with labia folding outward like the petals of a flower. I teased her flesh with the tip of my cock, watching her squirm impatiently.

“Is this what you wanted when you broke in?” I asked, pushing just the head inside her.

“Yes,” she gasped, arching her back to take more of me.

I sank into her fully in one smooth thrust, making her moan. Her tight pussy enveloped me, and I began a steady rhythm, watching her face as pleasure overtook her.

“Is it just right?” I asked, referencing her earlier game as I thrust deeper.

Sophie moaned, her eyes half-lidded. “Yes … your cock is just right, but…” She bit her lip, that bratty look returning. “Not this position.”

“What do you want?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

“I want to ride you,” she said, her hands pushing at my chest. “I prefer being on top.”

I chuckled, slowing my thrusts. “Such a spoiled brat,” I said, but I was already pulling out and lying back on the bed. “Fine. Have it your way.”

Sophie’s face lit up with triumph as she straddled me, her thighs bracketing my hips. She lowered herself onto my cock with a satisfied sigh, taking control of the pace immediately.

“That’s better,” she said, beginning to rock her hips in small, tight circles.

Luna and Ava had finished undressing and now knelt on either side of me. I reached for Luna first, guiding her to straddle my face. Her scent was intoxicating as I began to lick between her folds, feeling her shudder above me.

I alternated between Luna and Ava, tasting each of them while Sophie worked herself on my cock, her riding growing more frantic. The room filled with feminine moans and the wet sounds of sex.

“Oh god,” Sophie cried out, her rhythm faltering as her orgasm approached. “I’m going to come!”

I gripped her hips harder, thrusting up to meet her as she rode me. Luna ground herself against my mouth, her thighs trembling as she approached her own climax. Sophie’s inner walls clenched around me, her back arching as she came with a high-pitched moan that echoed through the bedroom.

The sight of her coming undone pushed me over the edge. I bucked my hips upward, burying myself deep inside her as I erupted, pumping her full of my hot seed. Sophie collapsed forward, her blonde hair falling around us like a curtain as she panted against my chest.

“My turn,” Luna whispered, gently pushing Sophie to the side.

Sophie rolled off me, my cum already beginning to leak from between her thighs. Luna knelt between her legs, spreading them wider before lowering her head. Her tongue darted out, lapping at the creamy mixture of our combined fluids. Sophie gasped, still sensitive from her orgasm.

“Don’t waste a drop,” Ava purred, watching them with hungry eyes before joining her. She took her place beside Luna, both of them taking turns cleaning Sophie with their tongues, occasionally pausing to share a cum-slicked kiss between them.

I watched, mesmerized, as they worked in perfect synchrony, their tongues exploring every fold and crevice of Sophie’s pussy. Sophie writhed beneath them, her oversensitive body responding to their tongues with little shudders and whimpers.

“Cut,” Alyssa called from behind the camera. “That’s perfect!”

The spell broke, and we all relaxed, the performance ending. Sophie sat up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand and grinning.

“Holy shit, that was intense,” she said, reaching for a towel that a crew member handed her.

We gathered around Alyssa’s camera, still naked or half-dressed, eager to see how the scene had turned out. The footage was raw, primal, and incredibly erotic. The lighting cast a warm glow over our bodies, making the cum glisten as Luna and Ava shared it between them.

“Look at that scene,” Diana said, pointing to a frame where a string of cum stretched between Luna’s tongue and Sophie’s pussy.

“The way you two move together is incredible,” I told Luna and Ava. “Almost like you rehearsed it.”

They exchanged a knowing glance. “We’ve had practice,” Luna admitted with a smirk.

Cassandra stood slightly apart from the group, tablet in hand, making notes. “The story translated perfectly to screen,” she said, looking pleased. “Even better than I imagined when writing it.”

“That’s because Ryan knows how to fuck,” Sophie said, bumping her hip against mine playfully. “And these two know how to eat pussy.”

We were glad we got it all done in under a day, and we decided to call it a day. Diana, Cassandra, Ruby and I spent time on the balcony while the rest went to sleep.

We talked about many topics, but it was clear that Cassandra’s eyes were on me. “You were incredible out there,” she said, pushing her light brown hair behind her ears. “All three scenes. It’s like you completely transformed each time.”

“Thanks,” I said. “But pornography acting won’t win you an Emmy award.”

They chuckled. “It will win you money instead,” Diana said and crossed her legs. She had changed into a pencil skirt and a blouse. Cassandra wore a matching outfit and Ruby was wearing a skirt and a top.

“That’s what I was wondering about,” Cassandra said. “How does it feel? Having all these people watching while you’re … you know.”

I shrugged. “After the first few minutes, I forget they’re even there. It’s just me and whoever I’m with at that moment. I’ve gotten used to it, I suppose.”

Cassandra nodded, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her sundress. “I can see that. The way you look at them … it’s like nothing else exists.”

“Does that surprise you?” I asked, noticing how her pupils had dilated.

“No,” she admitted. “It just makes me a little nostalgic. I miss being young and having fun like that. The freedom of it.”

“You’re not exactly ancient, Cassandra,” I teased.

She laughed. “Ancient enough. You forget how quickly time passes.”

“What did you use to do? When you were young, I mean.”

Her eyes took on a faraway look. “Oh, lots of things. I liked to travel with my sister,” she said, exchanging glances with our mother. “I was quite adventurous before I settled down to write and babysit.”

“Babysit?” I raised an eyebrow.

“You and Ruby,” she reminded me, smiling at the memory. “Don’t you remember? I used to watch you two all the time when your mom needed a little break or was in the business.”

I chuckled, memories flooding back. “I do remember, but only when I was a child. You always let us stay up late watching movies and having more ice cream than necessary.”

“That’s right,” she said, her smile widening.

“I knew about the ice cream,” Diana said. “Since they were always empty when I returned.”

Cassandra giggled. “Those were the good old days.”

A knowing smile played on Diana’s lips. “You’re not old, Cassandra,” she said, placing a hand on her sister’s shoulder. “Not even close.”

Cassandra smiled, though I could see the uncertainty in her eyes.

“I felt the same way when Ryan suggested I be in the magazine recently,” Diana continued, glancing between Ruby and me. “I thought my days in front of the camera were over. Then the MILF issue happened, and it brought me back some of my confidence.”

“That’s different,” Cassandra said, looking at her sister. “You’ve always been gorgeous.”

“And so are you,” Diana insisted. “It’s never too late to have fun and to feel alive again.”

Ruby, who had been listening quietly, suddenly perked up. “Hey, why don’t we go down to the lake? It looked amazing earlier.”

Diana frowned slightly. “Honey, that’s not part of the property. Selena specifically mentioned it belongs to someone else.”

“Please?” Ruby batted her eyelashes. “It’ll be fun! We’ve worked so hard today, we deserve a little break.”

Diana hesitated, then glanced at Cassandra. “What do you think? Up for a little adventure?”

Cassandra bit her lip, then nodded. “Sure, why not?”

The decision made, we gathered our things and headed out of the house. The night had fallen completely now, the sky above us was filled with stars, more than I’d ever seen in the city. Without streetlights to compete with, they shimmered like diamonds scattered across black velvet.

As we reached the edge of Selena’s property, I grabbed Ruby’s arm. “Are you sure this is a good idea?” I whispered.

She pointed ahead, where the moonlight danced on the surface of the water, creating a hypnotic pattern of silver ripples. “Look at how beautiful it is,” she said. “We should all go for a swim.”

Diana held up her hand. “Wait,” she cautioned. “Let’s make sure no one’s at the house first.”

We all paused, peering through the trees at the neighboring property. The mansion was dark, no lights were visible in any of the windows. The place seemed deserted.

“Looks empty to me,” Cassandra said, then added with a mischievous grin, “This reminds me of when we used to sneak out after our parents went to bed.”

Diana turned to her with a raised eyebrow. “So now you’re down for breaking rules? I thought I was the wild child.”

Cassandra nodded, her eyes sparkling with renewed youth. “Lead the way, sister.”

We crept across the property line, half-expecting alarms to sound or security lights to flash on, but nothing happened. The lake welcomed us with gentle waves lapping at the sandy shore. The water looked so inviting under the moonlight, like liquid silver spread out before us.

“Do you think the water is warm?” I asked, excitement building in my chest.

“I hope so,” Ruby replied with a grin. She stepped toward the water’s edge and, without hesitation, grabbed the hem of her sundress and pulled it over her head.

The moonlight bathed her naked body in an ethereal glow, something out of an artistic nude photoshoot. Her perky breasts, topped with nipples that quickly stiffened in the cool air, pointed directly at me, and her blonde hair reached the borders of her ass like a virgin’s. My eyes travelled down her narrow waist and her long and toned legs. She stood there for a moment, letting me look and knowing that I looked, before turning and wading into the water, her body disappearing under the small ripples.

“Just right,” she said playfully with a grin.

Diana reached the straps of her own dress, and I watched, mesmerized, as she undressed outside under the stars and moonlight. As usual, I couldn’t help but compare those two, mom and daughter. Her body was fuller than Ruby’s, more womanly, with curves in all the right places and a subtle hourglass form. Her breasts were larger and hung a bit lower, topped with thick, peachy nipples, and her hips flared out in a way that made my cock twitch. Her dark blonde hair was almost as long as Ruby’s, making her look like a goddess and Ruby was her daughter. As the moonlight caught her pink pussy, it glistened as if it welcomed me. The sight of her standing naked in the moonlight sent blood rushing south immediately, and my erection pressed against the zipper.

“Well?” she asked, raising an eyebrow at my obvious reaction. “Are you going in or just going to stand there and ogle?”

I removed my clothes, my erection springing free as I pulled down my boxers. I didn’t bother trying to hide it as I stepped toward the water. Only Cassandra remained clothed on the shore, watching us with a mixture of desire and hesitation.

Diana turned to her sister. “Aren’t you going to cool off? The water feels amazing.”

Cassandra blushed, the color visible even in the moonlight. “I haven’t been skinny dipping since college,” she admitted.

“Then you’re long overdue,” Diana replied with a warm smile.

After a moment’s hesitation, Cassandra began to undress. She was slow and a bit self-conscious. As her dress fell away, I couldn’t help but stare since it was the first time I’d ever seen her nude. Her body was surprisingly voluptuous, more so than Diana’s, with full, round breasts and a shaved pussy that looked similar to Diana’s. Her skin was almost luminescent in the moonlight, like fine porcelain. Then her light brown hair cascaded down her shoulders like a perfect, feminine ornament. She reminded me of a Renaissance painting, all naturally beautiful.

She crossed her arms over her chest, trying to hide her breasts from view.

“Don’t,” Diana called. “You’re beautiful.”

Glancing at me to make sure I was looking, Cassandra slowly lowered her arms and stepped into the water, gasping slightly at the temperature.

We all swam out into the lake, the water cool but not uncomfortably so. It was refreshing after the heat of the day and the intensity of the filming. I floated on my back, looking up at the stars, feeling more relaxed than I had in weeks.

Diana surfaced nearby, whipping her wet hair back in an arc that sent droplets of water sparkling in the moonlight and her boobs played peek-a-boo with the water. Each time she rose up slightly, her nipples would break the surface, glistening wet before disappearing again. She caught me staring and grinned, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

I swam closer, unable to resist her silent invitation. The moment I was within reach, her hand slipped beneath the water and wrapped around my erection. Her touch was cool from the lake water, but quickly warmed as she began to stroke me.

“You’re so hard,” she whispered, then glanced over at Cassandra, who was floating nearby, pretending not to notice what was happening. “Cassandra, don’t you want to feel how hard he is?”

Cassandra’s eyes widened, but I could see the curiosity in them. She hesitated, then slowly swam toward us. “Can I touch you?” she asked shyly, the upper parts of her boobs visible and adorned with droplets.

I nodded. “Of course.”

“Is that okay?” Cassandra asked me, her voice barely audible over the gentle lapping of the water.

I nodded, my cock rising up toward her as she reached beneath the surface. Diana slid her hand down, giving her sister more room to touch and feel me. Then I felt my aunt’s hand wrapped around my cock.

“Oh,” she said, a smile spreading across her face. “You have such a nice, thick cock.”

Her grip was different from Diana’s. She stroked me slowly, as if memorizing and exploring every inch. “Do you mind if I touch your breasts?”

She shook her head, perched on her tiptoes and presented her tits to my hands. I couldn’t help myself; my hands found their way to her breasts as they rose from the water, droplets clinging to them like diamonds. I grabbed a handful, squeezing them both. It felt exotic every time I squeezed a new rack, and it felt even more taboo when it was my aunt. Judging by the look on her face, the way she bit her lip and grinned, I could tell she enjoyed it, and so did I. I felt a little bit bold. My other hand slipped between her legs, finding her mound and then dipping lower to her pussy lips. “I can’t tell which is which,” I said.

“That’s my pussy,” Cassandra said with a giggle.

I let go of her boob and felt my mother’s. “They’re identical.”

“Duh, we’re siblings,” Diana reminded me playfully.

“That feels good,” Cassandra whispered, her legs parting to give me better access as I simultaneously stroked both their pussies.

Suddenly, Ruby surfaced nearby, water streaming down her face as she pushed her wet hair back. “What are you three up to?” she asked, swimming closer with powerful strokes.

Her eyes widened as she realized what was happening. “Already hard again? After three scenes today?” She sounded impressed as she joined the circle.

Soon, I felt all three of them competing for access, their hands taking turns stroking and exploring me underwater. Diana’s confident touch, Cassandra’s gentle curiosity, and Ruby’s playful teasing combined to drive me wild.

I also took turns, alternating between fingering my mother and sister. Cassandra was a novelty I didn’t want to let go of, so she received special treatment.

Just as I was about to suggest we move to shallower water, maybe for some sexual activities, the sound of tires on gravel cut through the night. Headlights swept across the trees near the property.

“Fuck,” Diana swore. “Someone’s coming!”

We all froze for a split second before panic set in. We scrambled toward shore, water splashing loudly around us as we abandoned all attempts at stealth.

We snatched up our discarded garments and ran, completely naked, toward the cover of the woods. Water streamed down our bodies, leaving wet footprints in the sand as we fled. My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of adrenaline and lingering arousal making me dizzy.

We ducked behind the thickest trees we could find, struggling into our damp clothes in the darkness. Ruby’s giggling wasn’t helping as she tried to pull her clothes over her wet skin.

“Shh!” Diana whispered, yanking her dress down. “They’ll hear us!”

I fumbled with my shirt, my fingers clumsy with haste. Cassandra was still buttoning her dress when headlights swept across the lake’s edge where we’d been moments before.

“Let’s go,” I whispered, taking Ruby’s hand. We crept through the underbrush, trying not to snap twigs or rustle leaves, our clothes sticking uncomfortably to our wet bodies.

By the time we made it back to Selena’s property, we were breathless and disheveled but fully dressed. We slipped inside the mansion as quietly as we could, leaving puddles on the marble floor of the entryway.

“That was close,” Cassandra whispered, wringing water from her hair.

Diana pressed a finger to her lips and pointed upstairs. The house was silent, and everyone else had already gone to bed. The crew, the models, all tucked away in their rooms after the long day of shooting.

“We should get some sleep too,” Diana suggested.

And we all agreed. We said goodnight to each other, and as I retreated back to my bedroom, I wasn’t sure what to think. It was such a perfect adventurous moment, and I’d seen my aunt fully nude, and I knew I wanted to see more of her.
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I drifted to sleep the moment my head hit the pillow, my body exhausted from the day’s filming and the lake adventure.

I found myself back at the moonlit lake, but this time we were alone, just Diana, Cassandra and me. The water lapped gently against our naked bodies as we floated together, stars reflecting on the surface around us.

“Come here,” Diana whispered, her wet skin glistening as she beckoned me closer.

I swam to her, and she wrapped her legs around my waist, her pussy brushing against my hardness underwater. Cassandra appeared behind me, her full breasts pressing against my back as her hands slid around to stroke my chest.

“I’ve been watching you all day,” Cassandra murmured in my ear. “The way you handled those girls … I couldn’t stop thinking about what it would feel like to be with you.”

Diana kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth while Cassandra planted kisses along my shoulder. Their kisses made me shiver.

“Let’s go somewhere more comfortable,” Diana suggested, nodding toward the shore where blankets had mysteriously appeared on the sand.

We waded out of the water, droplets cascading down our naked bodies. Once on the blankets, they pushed me onto my back. Diana straddled my face while Cassandra took my cock into her mouth. The taste of Diana’s pussy filled my senses as Cassandra’s warm mouth covered my erection completely.

They switched positions, Diana’s experienced mouth replacing Cassandra’s, while my aunt lowered herself onto my face. There was no difference in their taste. They tasted tangy and sweet as I kept licking.

“I want you inside me,” Cassandra whispered, moving down my body.

She turned around, getting on all fours and presenting her round ass to me. I sat up and positioned myself behind her. Diana guided my cock to her sister’s entrance, holding it steady as I pushed forward into Cassandra’s pussy.

“Oh god,” Cassandra moaned as I filled her inch after inch.

Diana knelt beside us, her fingers working between her own legs as she watched me thrust into her sister. “That’s it,” she encouraged me. “Fuck her hard.”

I gripped Cassandra’s hips, driving deeper with each stroke. Her pussy clenched around me, drawing me closer to the edge. Diana leaned down to kiss me, her breasts swinging tantalizingly close to my face.

“I’m going to come,” I groaned, feeling the pressure building.

“Do it,” Diana whispered. “It’s been years since she’s been properly fucked.”

I was right on the edge, about to explode inside Cassandra, when a wet, warm sensation engulfed my cock, but it was different from my dream. My eyes flew open to find Ruby between my legs, her mouth working up and down my shaft. Morning light filtered through the curtains, and the sudden transition from dream to reality sent me over the edge immediately.

I bucked my hips upward, my whole body tensing as I erupted into Ruby’s eager mouth. She didn’t miss a spurt, swallowing every rope of my orgasm while maintaining eye contact, her blonde hair falling around her face like a curtain as she drained me completely.

When I finally stopped shuddering, she pulled off with a satisfied pop and wiped her lips with the back of her hand.

“Good morning to you too,” I said, still catching my breath. “What a way to wake up.”

She crawled up beside me, resting her head on my chest. “You were moaning in your sleep. Sounded like you were having quite the dream.”

“I was,” I admitted.

“What about?” she asked.

I hesitated, then figured there was no point hiding it. “Mom and Cassandra. The three of us … together.”

Ruby’s eyebrows shot up. “A threesome with Mom and Cassandra? And I wasn’t invited?” She pouted playfully. “I’m offended.”

I chuckled, running my fingers through her hair. “Well, you were busy in real life, sucking me off. Can’t be in two places at once.”

Her pout transformed into a mischievous smile. “Fair enough.” She sat up suddenly, her expression changing. “Oh! Speaking of Mom and Cassandra, there’s something you should know.”

“What is it?”

“I was up early and saw Cassandra sneaking into Mom’ bedroom,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I think they’re taking a bath together right now.”

The image flashed through my mind immediately: Diana and Cassandra naked, wet, soap bubbles sliding down their curves as they washed each other. Just like in my dream, but real. My cock, which had barely softened, sprang back to full attention.

Ruby noticed immediately and giggled. “Well, someone’s excited again.”

I tried to adjust myself, embarrassed at how quickly I’d recovered. “Why are you telling me this? What’s so urgent about it?”

Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Don’t you think it would be fun to… I don’t know… maybe take a peek? They left the bedroom door open.”

I stared at her, surprised by the suggestion. “You want to spy on Mom and Cassandra in the bath?”

“Why not?” she asked with a shrug. “After what happened at the lake last night, aren’t you curious?”

I gave her a suspicious look. “What’s with you lately? First the late-night skinny dipping, now this? You’re unusually adventurous.”

She smiled, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “I don’t know. I guess I’m just happy to be working with you. It feels good to see what happens between us all.” She grabbed my hand. “Come on, don’t you want to see?”

I mulled it over for a moment, weighing the wrongness against my curiosity. My cock made the decision for me.

“Fine,” I said, throwing back the covers. “But if we get caught, this was your idea.”

I pulled on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt while Ruby waited impatiently by the door in her little silk pajama shorts and tank top. We slipped into the hallway.

Diana’s bedroom door stood ajar, just as Ruby had said. We crept inside, closing the door and hearing the gentle splash of water and voices from the adjoining bathroom. The bathroom door was closed, but the old-fashioned keyhole was surprisingly large.

I knelt down first, pressing my eye to the opening. The steam-filled bathroom came into view, and I stiffened at the sight.

The massive clawfoot tub was filled with bubbles and steaming water. Diana and Cassandra reclined at opposite ends, their wet hair slicked back, their breasts breaking the surface of the water like islands in a soapy sea. Diana was scrubbing Cassandra’s back with a soft brush, making small circles between her shoulder blades.

“Wow,” I mouthed silently, unable to tear my eyes away. Both pairs were stunning, glistening with water and soap.

Ruby tugged at my shoulder. “What do you see?” she whispered.

I reluctantly pulled back, making room for her to take my place. She pressed her eye to the keyhole and let out a tiny gasp.

“God, it’s so hot in there,” she whispered, her cheeks flushing. “They’re both gorgeous.”

After a moment, I nudged her. “My turn again.”

She grinned. “The hole’s big enough for both of us if we’re careful.”

We both leaned forward, positioning ourselves so we could each see through part of the keyhole. Our heads pressed together as we watched the scene unfold.

Cassandra let out a contented sigh, closing her eyes as Diana’s hands worked across her shoulders. “Last night was so much fun,” she said. “Such a scene, nude on a lake, had been my dream. Too bad it was ruined so quickly.”

Diana’s hands paused. “What was the best part of it for you?”

Cassandra didn’t hesitate. “Fondling my nephew’s cock.” Her voice dropped lower. “I’ve been thinking about it for a long time.”

“How long?” Diana asked, her hand now stroking Cassandra’s thigh beneath the water.

“Since I saw him all grown up and hot,” Cassandra admitted, her voice dropping to almost a whisper. “You don’t understand how frustrating it’s been, watching him from afar. I’m constantly horny around him.”

Diana’s eyebrows raised as she moved closer in the tub, the water sloshing gently. “How long has it been since you’ve been properly fucked?”

Cassandra sighed, closing her eyes. “Years. Literal years. God, it’s embarrassing to admit.”

“Then go have sex with him,” Diana said simply, as if suggesting she try a new restaurant. “Relieve some of that pressure. Trust me, it helps.”

Cassandra bit her lip, uncertainty flashing across her face. “I don’t know if he’d want me. I’m not exactly a young Pink Girl.”

“Are you kidding?” Diana laughed. “Did you miss how hard he got when you touched him in the cool water last night?”

“That was all you,” Cassandra said. “You’re the MILF centerfold, not me.”

“Nonsense,” Diana said firmly, reaching across the tub to cup Cassandra’s breast, lifting it from the soapy water. “Look at these. You’re absolutely gorgeous. Any man would be lucky to have you.”

Ruby and I exchanged wide-eyed glances at the keyhole, barely breathing as we watched Diana’s hand caressing Cassandra’s breast.

“Remember that VIP party?” Cassandra asked suddenly, her voice dreamy. “When we got tipsy on champagne and ended up kissing each other? We went back to the hotel room and spent hours licking each other in bed.”

My eyes widened, and Ruby’s mouth fell open as we stared at each other in shock.

“Of course I remember,” Diana replied with a nostalgic smile. “That wasn’t the only time. We had those random open moments throughout our twenties. Sometimes I miss those days.”

“Why did we stop?” Cassandra asked, leaning closer to Diana in the tub. “I’d love to have a threesome with Ryan. Hell, make it a foursome with Ruby if she’s interested.”

Diana chuckled, running her finger along Cassandra’s collarbone. “You need to have sex with Ryan first. Then you’re free to suggest whatever arrangement you want.”

“And how exactly am I supposed to approach him?” Cassandra asked nervously. “Just walk up and say ‘Hi, let’s have sex’?”

Diana laughed. “That works fine. No different than how the Pink Girls approach it. Simple, direct, honest.”

“You make it sound so easy,” Cassandra sighed.

“It is easy,” Diana insisted. “Ryan appreciates straightforwardness. Just tell him what you want.”

I pulled back from the keyhole, my heart pounding. Ruby’s eyes were wide with excitement.

“We should bail,” I whispered, pulling completely away from the keyhole. “This is getting too intense.”

“Are you crazy?” Ruby said, grabbing my arm. “This is gold! They’re literally discussing having sex with you—with us!”

Suddenly, a ringtone shattered the quiet. Diana’s phone was buzzing loudly on her nightstand.

“Shit!” I said, scrambling to my feet.

We bolted from the room, barely remembering to close the door behind us as we sprinted down the hallway. We didn’t stop until we reached my bedroom, slamming the door shut and leaning against it, panting.

“That was close,” I said, trying to catch my breath. “Too close.”

Ruby collapsed onto my bed, her chest heaving. “Did you hear what they were saying? About Mom and Cassandra being together in their twenties?”

“Yeah, and about wanting to have a threesome, or foursome, with us,” I added, still processing everything we’d overheard.

“I’ve never seen Mom so comfortable with Cassandra before,” Ruby said, propping herself up on her elbows. “The way they touched each other… It’s like they’ve been intimate for years.”

I sat down beside her, my mind racing. “Remember when we were kids? That time we snuck into the attic and found those photo albums?”

“Which ones?” Ruby asked, frowning slightly.

“The ones with Mom and Cassandra at that beach house. Remember how close they were in those pictures? Always hugging, arms around each other’s waists.”

“I remember the pictures, but I don’t remember thinking anything of it,” Ruby said.

“I got an erection looking at those photos,” I admitted. “Even back then, there was something about seeing them together that turned me on.”

Ruby’s eyes widened. “I didn’t know that.”

“It’s probably why Mom’s so open about our relationship now,” I said. “She and Cassandra crossed that line years ago.”

Ruby studied my face for a moment, her expression thoughtful. Then a mischievous smile spread across her lips. “So… when are you going to fuck our aunt?”

I chuckled, shaking my head at her directness. “As soon as possible, if that foursome they mentioned is ever going to happen.”

A sharp knock on the door made us both jump. We exchanged worried glances, hoping we hadn’t been caught spying.

“Ryan? Ruby? It’s me,” Diana called through the door, her voice unusually serious. “We need to talk.”

My heart hammered in my chest as I stood to open the door. Diana stood in the hallway, wrapped in a silk robe, her hair still damp from the bath. Cassandra stood beside her

I took a deep breath and opened the door, trying to keep my expression neutral despite the hammering of my heart.

“Morning,” I said, my voice sounding unnaturally high to my own ears.

Diana’s face was serious, her lips pressed into a tight line. “We need to talk,” she said, stepping into the room with Cassandra following close behind. Both were in silk robes, their hair still damp from the bath.

Ruby and I exchanged nervous glances. Had they somehow known we were spying?

“What’s up?” Ruby asked, her voice wavering slightly as she sat on the edge of my bed.

Diana closed the door behind them. “The neighbor called Selena this morning,” she said, her voice low and controlled. “Apparently, there were trespassers at the lake last night.”

“They didn’t actually see who it was,” Cassandra added quickly. “But they did spot people running back toward this property.”

I sighed in relief, thinking they’d caught us spying. Ruby’s shoulders relaxed visibly.

“This is serious,” Diana continued, her eyes moving between Ruby and me. “The last thing we need is tabloid headlines about the Steele family trespassing and skinny-dipping.”

“Not to mention,” Cassandra said, “this neighbor is apparently quite influential in local politics. If they decide to make a big deal out of this…”

I straightened my shoulders. “I’ll handle it,” I said firmly.

All three women looked at me with surprise.

“I’ll say it was me,” I continued. “I took a couple of the Pink Girls down to the lake after filming. I didn’t realize it wasn’t part of the property. I’ll apologize personally and offer compensation for the trouble.”

“Ryan,” Diana began, a crease forming between her eyebrows. “You don’t have to.”

“I do,” I insisted. “I’m the head of the company now. The buck stops with me. Besides, it’s more believable that I’d take models swimming than… my family.”

“He’s right,” Cassandra said thoughtfully. “It would seem more… normal… if it were Ryan with some of the girls.”

Diana didn’t look entirely convinced. Her eyes held concern, and also a hint of pride.

“I’ll talk to Sophie and Daisy,” I added. “They’ll back me up if needed. I’ll make it worth their while.”

“I don’t like you taking the blame,” Diana said, crossing her arms over her chest.

“It’s okay,” I assured her with a smile. “That’s what CEOs do, right? Take responsibility.”

Diana wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug. “I hate to say this, but you make me proud.”

It meant the world to me to hear her say that, her words warming me as much as her embrace. She let go and pressed her lips to my forehead.

We took some time to get properly dressed, then met up with the rest of the crew for something to eat. Afterward, I pulled Daisy, Sophie, and Serena aside, explaining the situation and asking if they were willing to play along. I was surprised by their loyalty, especially since we’d only just met. They were more than happy to say it was them, just to make it more believable. I assured them they weren’t in any trouble and promised that I’d cover all the costs.

While we sat outside on the terrace, a car pulled up the driveway, and I knew who it was. An elderly man stepped out, his weathered face set in a frown as he surveyed our group.

“Which one of you is in charge here?” he asked, his voice surprisingly strong for his age.

I straightened my shoulders and approached him. “I’m Ryan Steele, sir. I rent this property.”

He looked me up and down, skepticism evident in his pale blue eyes. “Well, Mr. Steele, I’m Harold Smallwood. I own the lake property.” He gestured toward the lake with a gnarled hand. “And I don’t appreciate finding strangers skinny-dipping there in the middle of the night.”

I felt everyone’s eyes on me. “Mr. Smallwood, I sincerely apologize. It was my fault entirely.”

“You were there?” he asked, his bushy eyebrows rising.

“Yes, sir. And three of my models.” I gestured toward Sophie, Daisy, and Serena, who stood slightly behind me. “We finished a photoshoot late, and I suggested cooling off. I had no idea we’d crossed onto your property.”

Mr. Smallwood harrumphed, but I noticed his gaze softening slightly as he looked at the girls. “That’s a beautiful watch, by the way,” I added, noticing the vintage timepiece on his wrist. “Patek Philippe, isn’t it? My father had one similar.”

He glanced down at his watch, a hint of pride crossing his face. “Good eye, young man. It was my father’s.”

“And your property is stunning,” I continued genuinely. “That lakefront view must be magnificent at sunset.”

“Been in my family for three generations,” he said, his tone warming slightly.

I nodded respectfully. “Mr. Smallwood, I’d be happy to compensate you for any disturbance we caused. And of course, we’d appreciate your discretion in the matter.”

He waved his hand dismissively. “Keep your money, son. I don’t need it.”

“Are you sure? It’s really no trouble—”

“What I need,” he interrupted, “is for you to stay off my property. That lake has been private for fifty years, and I intend to keep it that way.”

“Absolutely,” I agreed immediately. “You have my word that none of us will trespass again. I’ll make sure everyone on the property knows the boundaries.”

Mr. Smallwood studied me for a long moment, then nodded. “Your father was Rex Steele, wasn’t he?”

The question caught me off guard. “Yes, sir.”

“Thought so. I met him once, years ago. Seemed like a decent man, despite his business choices.” He extended his hand. “Don’t make me regret giving you a pass, Mr. Steele.”

“I promise we won’t trespass again,” I said, gripping his hand firmly. “You have my word.”

He nodded, seemingly satisfied with my response, and returned to his car without another word.

Diana approached as Mr. Smallwood’s car disappeared down the driveway. She slipped her arm around my waist and planted a kiss on my cheek.

“That was impressive,” she said, pride evident in her voice. “You handled him perfectly.”

“Just doing what needed to be done,” I replied, feeling a flush of satisfaction at her approval.

She turned me to face her, cupping my face in her hands. “No, Ryan. You’re doing more than that. You’re showing real leadership.” She wanted to kiss me on the lips. I could see it in her eyes, but she kissed me again on the forehead instead. “I’m proud of how brave you’re being, taking on all these new responsibilities.”

I smiled, basking in her praise. Maybe I was starting to get the hang of this after all.
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The drive back to the Pink Mansion the following day was uneventful. My sister and I were quite tired, but she still gave me another roadhead. Luckily, we weren’t caught by Diana this time. We were supposed to finalize the spread today, something I looked forward to.

When we arrived, Diana pulled me aside in the foyer. “Ryan, I just got some difficult news. Amy’s parents were in a car accident last night. They didn’t make it.”

“That’s awful,” I said. “Is she okay?”

“As well as can be expected. I need to be there for her.” Diana squeezed my arm. “I know we were supposed to go over the magazine spread today, and I should be back later today–“

“Go,” I said immediately. “Amy needs you more than I do right now.”

Diana smiled gratefully. “Thank you for understanding. I’ve left notes on everything.”

An hour later, I was in a random bedroom with Melody, one of our Pink Girls. She’d wanted to “discuss” her upcoming photo shoot, but the conversation had quickly taken a more intimate turn. Now she was straddling me on the couch, her tight pink suit hiked up around her waist as she rode me slowly.

A knock at the door interrupted us. Melody froze, still impaled on my cock.

“Ryan? It’s me,” Diana called through the door.

“Just a second,” I called back. Melody giggled silently, not moving off me. Instead, she swivelled her hips.

“It’s fine, I won’t come in,” Diana said. “I just wanted to let you know I’m leaving now. Cassandra will handle the magazine spread with you. I’ve briefed her on everything, and she knows exactly what needs to be done.”

“Okay, thanks,” I replied, as Melody began rocking her hips again, her pussy stroking me up and down. “Safe travels.”

“Thanks, honey. I’ll call you tonight.”

Her footsteps faded down the hallway. Melody leaned forward, her lips brushing against my ear. “That was close,” she whispered, clenching around me. “Imagine if she’d walked in and seen me fucking her son.”

I was about to say she would have hardly cared, but instead I plunged my head in her juicy cleavage, letting her tits warm me as she kept bouncing up and down on my lap. I gripped Melody’s hips harder, thrusting up into her. She braced her hands on my shoulders, matching my rhythm.

I buried my face in her neck, muffling my groan as I came inside her, my hips jerking upward with each pulse. Melody shuddered against me, her own orgasm washing over her as her nails dug into my shoulders.

We stayed locked together for a moment, catching our breath.

Then I looked into her hazel eyes, and a smile bloomed on her face. “Oh, that was long overdue.”

“Quite a lot of girls to satisfy,” I excused myself.

“I’m glad whenever I get the chance,” she said, squeezing me with her pussy. I knew that trick. They wanted me stuck inside them until I hardened again, ready for another round. It had happened enough times that I recognized it instantly. I smiled at her knowingly.

She caught my look. “What?” she asked, as if she already knew what I was thinking.

“I have work to do after this,” I told her.

“Your cock still feels hard inside me,” she said, tossing her head back so every strand of her dark hair was out of her face, giving me an unobstructed view of her nude body. “I think there’s more cum in your balls.”

“You’re right,” I said, leaning down to kiss her pink, glossy lips, probably smudging her lipstick onto mine. I pulled back, brushing her hair away from her face. “But it’ll be for another day.”

“You still haven’t pulled out,” she said with a hopeful grin.

I slid out of her slowly, feeling her tighten around me more and more as if trying to keep me there. When I finally came free, she let out a sigh, then wrapped her arms around me instead.

“When will the slumber shoot be?” she asked.

“Next week,” I promised. “It’ll be fun. I promise.”

“Alright, I’ll get going,” she said.

After she left the room, I cleaned myself up and fixed my clothes, then checked my watch. Cassandra would be waiting for me to discuss the magazine spread. I made my way to the conference room, but she wasn’t there. One of the assistants informed me she was outside reading and waiting for me.

When I found her in the garden, I stopped short. Cassandra stood bent slightly forward as she adjusted the pillow. She wore a tight pencil skirt that hugged her voluptuous curves perfectly and a crisp white blouse that strained against her breasts. Her hair cascaded down her shoulders. She wore burgundy lipstick, making her lips look fuller and smoother, and also some eyeliner that went perfectly with her glasses.

She turned around and smiled. “Ryan … I was waiting for you.”

I approached, trying not to stare at how her blouse gaped slightly when she moved, offering glimpses of her bra and valley between her breasts. The conversation I’d overheard between her and Diana flashed through my mind, Cassandra admitting she wanted me, Diana encouraging her to make a move.

“Diana briefed me on everything,” she said, gathering up some files. “Should we head to your office to go over it?”

“Sure,” I replied, leading the way and shaking the erotic scenes out of my head.

Once inside my office, I closed the door behind us. Cassandra settled into one of the chairs across from my desk, crossing her legs slowly. The action made her skirt ride up slightly, revealing more of her thighs.

“So,” she began, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. “How’s your day been so far?”

“Productive,” I said, taking my seat. “Just wrapped up a meeting with one of the Pink Girls.”

Cassandra’s eyebrow raised slightly. “A meeting? Is that what they call it these days?” She gestured vaguely toward my collar. “You’ve got a little lipstick on your shirt.”

I glanced down, feeling my face flush as I spotted the pink smudge. “Ah. Well…”

“Had a little fun, didn’t you?” Cassandra asked, her tone light and teasing.

I cleared my throat, strangely not embarrassed to admit it to her. “Yes, she came in to discuss her shoot and things escalated. It’s typical stuff around here.”

“I’m not judging,” Cassandra said with a laugh. “I’d be surprised if you weren’t enjoying some of the perks of your position.” She opened her folder and spread some photographs across my desk. “Now, about this magazine spread.”

We settled into our chairs and began reviewing the layouts. As we discussed the various themes and pages, I found myself distracted by her floral perfume. I had no idea what the deal was with the perfume, but it turned me on and pulled me toward them.

“I think I have an idea,” Cassandra said after about twenty minutes, “why don’t we make this issue more like an erotic story with each page somehow connected?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, looking more closely at the photos.

“Look,” she said. “What if we approached this more like an erotic book? With chapters and a storyline that blend with the magazine?”

I considered it, immediately seeing the potential. “That could work. How should it start?”

“Well,” Cassandra said, “We could start with the preparations, girls getting ready, trying on lingerie, posing for each other.”

“Then what?” I asked.

“Then we move to exploring fantasies. What positions work best in bed, what kinds of food can be incorporated in sexy ways?” Her voice dropped slightly. “Then the actual slumber party, with the inevitable nudity and experimentation between friends.”

I shifted in my chair, her words painting vivid pictures in my mind. “And how would it end?”

“With the erotic stories I wrote earlier … and you starred in,” she said, her eyes meeting mine.

I nodded slowly, liking the idea. “That’s a great idea.”

She beamed at my approval, inching closer to me. “I was hoping you’d like it. I’ve been wanting to bring more of my writing into the magazine.”

As she leaned forward, I couldn’t help but notice how her blouse gaped open, revealing the swell of her breasts, those beautiful boobs I had touched in the lake. My eyes lingered longer than they should have, and when I looked up, I caught her watching me with a knowing smile.

“See something you like?” she asked.

“I didn’t mean to stare, but they’re pretty nice.”

“Thank you, and I don’t mind,” she replied, making no move to adjust her blouse. Instead, she shifted closer, her leg now brushing against mine. “Actually, I take it as a compliment.”

I struggled to focus on the conversation rather than the warmth of her body so close to mine. As she pulled back, her hand accidentally brushed against my lap, grazing the growing bulge in my pants. Her eyes widened, and it reminded me of when she touched me in the lake.

“Sorry,” she said flirtatiously, but her hand lingered for a moment before slowly withdrawing.

“Don’t be,” I replied, my voice rough with desire.

Cassandra stood, smoothing her skirt. She walked to the window, her back to me. “You know,” she said quietly, “I had trouble falling asleep after we ran from the lake that night.”

I rose from my chair and moved to stand behind her. “Really? Why’s that?”

She turned to face me, her eyes meeting mine with unmistakable heat. “Because I thought… I hoped… it might lead somewhere else. Between us.”

“What did you hope would happen?” I asked, stepping closer, our bodies now inches apart.

Instead of answering, Cassandra reached up, her fingers grazing my jaw before sliding to the back of my neck. She locked her arms around my neck, and our lips met and pressed in a searing kiss. The plumpness and softness of hers felt so good against mine. I explored the seam with my tongue till she fully opened and our tongues met and intertwined.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her voluptuous body against mine. She moaned into my mouth, her tongue playing with mine as her hands clutched at my shoulders. The kiss deepened, years of pent-up desire finally finding release.

Cassandra broke the kiss, breathing heavily as she began unbuttoning my shirt. I tugged at her blouse, pulling it free from her skirt and sliding my hands underneath to feel her warm skin.

“I haven’t had sex in years,” she whispered, pushing my shirt off my shoulders. “I really wanted something to happen when we were at the lake.”

I unzipped her skirt, letting it fall to the floor as I backed her toward the desk. “Something did happen,” I admitted, the confession sending a thrill through me. “But we didn’t finish it.”

We worked quickly, removing each other’s clothes until we stood naked before each other. I lifted her onto the desk, scattering papers and photos in the process. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me closer as I positioned myself at her entrance. With her legs spread, I could see her pussy. I reached down to the labia that bloomed outward and rubbed her. She was slick and sticky to the touch, and she had the same color as a rose with hints of dusky coral. A runway of hair, inviting me to follow it to her warmth, and I did. My cock throbbed so hard it made contact with her lips till it settled right in front of the hole.

I looked into her eyes and thrust my hips forward, entering her in one smooth stroke. She gasped, her head falling back as her body accepted me completely. Her hands knocked over a cup of pens, sending them clattering to the floor.

“Whoopsie,” she laughed breathlessly, looking down at the scattered items.

“We’ll worry about that later,” I said, till I was halfway in. I pulled out till barely the head was left and then I pushed all the way in till her lips made contact with my pubic bone. I held it there, enjoying being inside my mom’s sibling or my aunt. The woman who used to babysit me, but now I was standing over her and fucking her. I grabbed her legs and kept thrusting.

Her wetness surprised me, her body clearly as ready for this as her mind had been. Each thrust drew a moan from her lips, her eyes locked on mine as I kept entering and reentering her.

“How do I compare,” she said, drawing in a deep breath as our flesh smacked again, “to my sister?”

“You’re both fantastic,” I said, feeling her pussy grow snugger as I glided all the way to her depths again.

“I love the thickness,” she said, spreading her legs wider as if she wanted more of me.

“I love the way you hug me just right,” I said, pulling her legs toward me in time with the smack of my hips.

I was just about to thrust into her again, but my cock slipped out of her pussy and slid against the strip of hair on her mound. My cock was as slick as if it had been dipped in warm honey, gliding over that soft, neatly trimmed strip that crowned her mound like a teasing arrow. I pushed back in, feeling her muscles wrap around me again, gripping and pulling me deeper. Her breath hitched, and the corners of her lips curled into that knowing smile.

“You like that?” she asked, voice low and sultry.

“I like everything about you,” I told her, letting my hands slide up her thighs before driving into her again. Each thrust felt like she was trying to claim me, her snug walls milking me for all I had.

And for each hip thrust, the scent of musk and her pussy juice kept filling the room, and the scent was more intoxicating than any perfume I’d ever smelled.

Cassandra had her own unique beauty, curves, slightly fuller breasts, and a different scent that was driving me wild. I reached between us, spreading her pussy lips wider as I continued to thrust. The sight of my cock disappearing inside her was mesmerizing, her wetness coating me with each stroke.

“I can’t believe we’re finally doing this,” she gasped, her internal muscles clenching around me.

“You feel amazing,” I groaned, increasing my pace. The taboo of it all, fucking my aunt on my office desk where anyone could walk in, pushed me closer to the edge. “I just realized we forgot to lock the door.”

She bit her bottom lip, showing off the fact that she enjoyed this too. “You better hurry then … fuck me harder.”

I gripped her hips and slammed into her, the desk creaking with every thrust. Papers slid to the floor, a pen clattered away, but I didn’t care. Her breasts bounced with each push.

Her moans rose, echoing in the small space, and I felt her pushing back against me, meeting every stroke. “That’s it,” she panted, “just like that … fill me, don’t hold back.”

The pressure built fast, my thighs slapping against hers, the heat between us almost unbearable. I could feel her fluttering around me, her breath catching as her orgasm hit, her body tightening, clamping down on my cock like it never wanted to let go.

“I’m going to come inside you raw,” I said, my rhythm faltering as I felt the pressure building.

“Yes,” Cassandra said, her eyes locked with mine, pupils dilated with lust.

My entire body tensed as pleasure ripped through me, my cock pulsing inside her as I emptied myself completely. I kept my eyes open through it all, watching her face transform with ecstasy as she felt me filling her with cum. Her mouth fell open, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around me, milking every drop.

“Oh god, Ryan,” she gasped, her body still shuddering beneath me. “That was the best sex of my life.”

“It was,” I said, enjoying the last minutes of being inside her.

I slowly withdrew, watching as a thick stream of my release trickled from between her legs and onto the scattered papers below. We were both breathing hard, skin glistening with sweat in the afternoon light filtering through the office blinds.

“Look at us,” she laughed, gesturing at the disaster around us. Papers, pens, and photos were strewn across the floor. The desk calendar had been knocked sideways, and my chair had somehow ended up against the far wall. “What a mess we’ve made.”

I chuckled, helping her down from the desk. “Worth it, though.”

She traced a finger down my chest, still catching her breath. “Absolutely worth it.” She glanced around again, her expression turning more serious. “We should clean up before someone comes looking for us … That was risky.”

I nodded, grabbing tissues from my desk drawer to help her clean herself. As we dressed and straightened the office, a comfortable silence fell between us. There was none of the awkwardness I’d feared might follow such an encounter.

By the time we’d finished straightening the desk, tossing scattered papers back into neat piles, and making sure nothing looked suspicious, the room smelled faintly of cleaning spray instead of sex. Cassandra leaned back against her office chair, her hair still a little mussed, cheeks flushed, lips curved in a satisfied smile that had post-orgasmic glow written all over it.

“I’m… relieved,” she admitted, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “I wasn’t sure whether you’d even find me attractive.”

I stepped closer, resting my hands on her hips. “Cassandra … you’re stunning in every way possible.”

Her smile grew, and for a moment, she looked younger, lighter, like the words took a weight off her shoulders. “That’s sweet,” she murmured, her fingers trailing lightly down my arm. “So … was that a one-time thing, or …?”

I shook my head without hesitation. “I want there to be more.”

Her eyes lit up at that, a slow, knowing smile spreading across her face. “Good,” she said, straightening her blouse and smoothing the fabric down. “Because I can’t wait to tell your mom.”

“We have to tell Ruby too … I just forgot my gift to her,” I said, staring out at the blue.

“Yeah, I remember we talked about it.”

“Yes, after Ruby made the statue, I wanted to give her a gift. Something special to show I appreciated it. But I completely forgot about it.”

Her expression softened, the teasing edge fading into genuine curiosity. “Have you decided yet?”

“I don’t even know yet,” I admitted. “I just know I want it to mean something. I hate that I’ve let it slide this long.”

Cassandra’s lips curved in a thoughtful smile. “Then let’s make sure you don’t forget again.” She reached out, giving my arm a reassuring squeeze. “We’ll figure something out together.”

We tossed around a few half-baked ideas for Ruby’s gift, but nothing felt right, at least not until she leaned back, smiled, and said, “What if it’s a romantic painting of the two of you at the lake?”

I paused, picturing it instantly. Ruby’s bare shoulders catching the light, my arm around her waist, flowers and water reflecting around us. “I like that,” I said. “You’ve seen the painting of me in the main hall, right?”

She chuckled. “It’s impossible to miss.”

“I know an artist who’s incredible with romantic pieces,” she said. Since Cassandra was a writer, she had an address book full of creative contacts. “She’s a friend. If I call her now, we might get this rolling.”

I nodded, and she was already dialing. What I thought would be a quick call turned into a long back-and-forth of excited, fast-paced chatter I could barely follow. Cassandra’s tone softened, rose, dipped. It was pure girly talk. By the time she hung up, she had a smirk on her lips.

“Sorry,” she said with a little laugh. “Got carried away. But good news, she’s free and starved for work.”

That made me grin. “Perfect.”

I pulled out my phone and scrolled through my gallery, sending Cassandra a few photos of Ruby and me that captured the right energy. Then we searched for an example of the lake, one surrounded by flowers and roses, to give the artist a perfect reference. The vision was already coming together in my head.

“It’s going to be perfect,” Cassandra said and pressed her lips to mine.

“I think so too,” I said, more than satisfied. Once that was out of the way, we went back to work.

* * *

When I saw Diana entering the gate, I went to the foyer with Cassandra. We’d worked well together, outlining the entire issue. Now we just had the photography left. Diana entered, and she was just setting her bag down, and when she looked at me, she tried to smile. But her eyes still carried the heaviness of the day.

“She’s taking it hard,” Diana said before I could even ask. “I stayed with her for a while. The death came so suddenly… she was heartbroken. I did my best to comfort her.” She stopped, shaking her head.

I stepped closer and wrapped my arms around her, letting her rest against me. “I’m sorry, Mom.”

She pulled back with a small breath. “I’m alright. It was just tough seeing her like that. She’s always been so joyful.”

I tried my best to comfort her, and she noticed my effort, which made her smile. Cassandra also did her best, embracing her sister.

Then we decided to eat dinner.

“Is Ruby busy?” Diana asked.

“She’s working with Scarlett tonight,” I said.

“Figured as much. I told her earlier not to overwork herself.”

“I’ll remind her myself,” I said.

We moved to the secluded balcony with a view over the hills and settled into the cushioned seats. The cool evening air brushed over us while the sound of clinking plates came from inside.

The waitress arrived with the food we’d asked for, setting it down on the table. Cassandra still felt bad seeing her sister upset. “I’m sorry about Amy,” she said, her tone gentle.

“Thank you,” Diana murmured, picking at her salad for a moment before taking a bite. “She’ll get better.”

We ate quietly at first, Cassandra making light conversation here and there, trying to lift Diana’s mood without forcing it. By the time the plates were half empty, Diana looked between the two of us.

“So,” she said, “how’s the planning coming along?”

Cassandra glanced at me, and a small grin passed between us. “Better than expected,” she said.

“Much better,” I added.

Diana’s brows lifted just enough to show curiosity, but she didn’t press. She just smiled faintly and went back to her meal, and I caught Cassandra’s eye again, the shared satisfaction between us saying more than words. I wasn’t sure who would bring it up, or when. We had no plans of keeping it a secret.

When the plates were cleared, Cassandra leaned forward, resting her elbows lightly on the table. “Actually… we’ve been working on a gift for Ruby.”

I smiled. “We’re going to commission a romantic painting of me and her at the lake. Flowers, roses, the whole thing.”

Diana looked way happier. “That’s… actually beautiful,” she said. “Ruby will love that.”

“Cassandra knows an artist,” I added. “Someone who’s perfect for the job.”

But even as she nodded approvingly, Diana’s gaze lingered a little too long on Cassandra, then flicked to me. Her lips curved into a sly smile. “Alright,” she said slowly, “what have you two actually been up to?”

Cassandra glanced at me, then leaned just a bit closer to Diana, lowering her voice. “We … had sex.”

Diana’s eyes widened for a split second before her whole face lit up. She giggled and reached over to squeeze Cassandra’s hand. “I’m so happy for you.”

Then she looked at me with that same warmth, but now with a proud gleam. “And I’m proud of you, too.”

Cassandra was smiling now, a faint blush on her cheeks, and I just sat back in my chair, taking in the sight of both women glowing in their own way.

Diana leaned back in her chair, her eyes sparkling in that way that told me she was about to have fun at my expense. “Well,” she said, smirking, “I always knew you had talents, Ryan. Just didn’t think you’d go showing them off to my sister so soon.”

I rolled my eyes, but Cassandra chuckled beside me, and Diana clearly enjoyed herself. Then her tone softened. “Jokes aside, did it live up to your expectations? Both of you?”

“Yes,” Cassandra answered immediately, smiling at me.

I nodded. “Absolutely.”

Diana exhaled, smiling warmly. “Good. That’s the happiest thing I’ve heard all day.” Her curiosity sparked again, and she tilted her head. “Alright, details. Positions. Don’t hold back.”

Cassandra grinned like she’d been waiting for that. “In the office. On his desk. We made a giant mess there.”

Diana’s eyes lit up, and she bit her lip. “God … that actually turns me on a little.”

We gave her more details, the kissing, the groping, how I fucked her missionary on top of the desk, our moans and our climax. “I still feel his cum in my panties,” Cassandra admitted. “The first time I’ve felt any in years … and I feel so much better already.”

“I’m happy for you,” Diana said with a smile.

It caught me off guard, not because it was surprising for her, but because her voice had that faint heaviness under the playful tone. The only light in her voice came from our story.

“You sound… a bit gloomy,” I said carefully.

Diana’s smirk lingered for only a moment before fading. She rested her elbows on the table and looked between me and Cassandra. “You know… hearing about you two… it makes me happy, really happy. But it also…” She hesitated, letting her gaze drift past us toward the darkening sky. “It reminds me how short life really is.” It was almost like she was talking more to herself than to us. “Amy’s loss was so sudden. One day her parents were here, the next … they’re gone.” She swallowed hard, her fingers curling lightly around her wine glass. Diana took a slow breath, meeting my eyes again. “That’s why… seeing you both so alive, so open with each other, it’s the only light in my day right now. It’s proof that we can still make something beautiful while we’re here. Because you never know when you’ll run out of time.” Her gaze sharpened slightly, almost as if she was memorizing us. “So please … don’t waste a single second. If you feel something for someone, tell them. If you want to do something together, do it. Take the trip, make memories, say the words. Don’t wait until you’re sitting in an empty room wishing you had.”

I nodded slowly, her words sinking deeper than I expected. “I get it,” I said quietly. “And… I’m glad we’ve been open with each other.”

Diana smiled. “Me too.”

“Same here,” Cassandra said.

Diana reached across the table, her hands warm around mine, then leaned in and pressed her lips to my forehead. It was such a small gesture, but I felt every ounce of meaning in it.

Diana held my gaze for a moment longer, then tilted her head slightly, like she was weighing whether to say something.

“If this were your last night,” she said, her voice low but curious, “what would you want? No filters and no pretending.”

The question caught me off guard, but after the talk we’d just had, it didn’t feel strange to answer honestly. I leaned back in my chair, thought about it for a second, then smirked. “A hot milf threesome.”

Her lips curled into a slow smile, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Cassandra’s mouth twitch the same way.

Diana arched her brow. “Oh?”

Cassandra leaned in toward her, their eyes meeting in silent agreement before they both turned their grins on me.

“You really don’t waste an opportunity, do you?” Diana said, her tone teasing but laced with something warmer.

I shrugged, feeling the heat creep into my own smile. “You told me to be honest.”

“And he was,” Cassandra said, resting her chin on her hand, studying me like she was deciding whether to call my bluff.

Their shared glance made my pulse quicken. Whatever they were thinking, I could tell they were both picturing it, maybe even liking the idea more than they’d admit out loud.

Diana leaned back in her chair, a horny, adventurous glint in her eyes, I recognized. She lifted her wine glass and took a slow sip, her gaze never leaving mine. Then she set it down, tracing her fingertip along the rim.

“You know…” she said, “if someone’s going to make last night fantasy come true, they might as well do it right.”

Before I could respond, she reached up, undoing the top two buttons of her blouse. The subtle reveal was enough to draw my eyes lower, and she knew it. Her smile deepened.

Cassandra caught on instantly, leaning back in her chair and shifting just enough to cross her legs, the movement pulling her dress tight against her curves. Her hair tumbled over one shoulder, framing her neckline.

Diana glanced at her. “You’re looking gorgeous tonight,” she said casually, but her tone carried a suggestion beneath it. “Makes me wonder if you’d like to … share a bed with Ryan.”

Cassandra’s lips parted, and she smiled the same way after I’d just fucked her. “I’d love to.”

Diana’s hand rested lightly on my forearm, her thumb brushing my skin. “Then maybe tonight,” she said, “we stop talking about fantasies… and start making them happen.”

My grin widened, but it felt too good to be true. I just had to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. “Are you serious?” I asked.

Diana’s fingers slid higher up my arm. “Absolutely,” she said, leaning closer to my ear. “Life’s too short for regrets.”

I nodded, and we both rose to our feet. I stood up a bit quicker, so my chair nearly toppled backward. “Let’s go to my room.”

They exchanged knowing smiles, following me through the mansion. Scenes of our upcoming threesome kept playing in my mind as we climbed the stairs. When we reached my master bedroom, I pushed the door open and stepped aside to let them enter first. When I closed the door, I made sure no one was watching me from behind.

“I think we should start with a shower,” Diana suggested, her voice honeyed with desire. “All three of us.”

Cassandra was already unbuttoning her blouse. “Perfect idea.”

I locked the door behind us and led them to the master bathroom with its oversized shower enclosure. We undressed each other slowly. I helped Diana out of her dress, while Cassandra worked on my shirt buttons. Soon, we stood naked before each other. Diana glanced at her sister’s leg, seeing the dried cum. “There’s some of Troy’s semen.”

“I think you’ll have a line or two before you fall asleep,” Cassandra told her sister, making them both giggle.

I turned on the shower, adjusting the temperature until steam began to fill the room. Diana stepped in first, the water cascading down her perfect body, followed by Cassandra. I joined them, sliding the glass door shut behind me.

The warm water enveloped us, my mother’s dark blonde hair quickly became soaked, and so did my aunt’s light brown hair. I studied them before the steam became too thick. Diana’s tall, model-like body, and Cassandra’s curvy, hourglass figure. They were both beautiful in their own ways, especially as water ran down them like liquid light, tracing every curve, every line, before dripping to the tiled floor. The way it clung to their skin made them seem unreal, like sculptures brought to life, each step they took pulling me deeper into the spell they were casting.

Diana reached for the soap, lathering it between her hands before running them across my chest. “I can’t remember the last time I shared a shower with another woman and a man,” she whispered.

I took the soap from her and turned to Cassandra, working up a rich lather before cupping her breasts. “It was just last week for me, but it feels better with close relatives,” I said.

Cassandra moaned as I massaged her round, well-endowed breasts, her apricot-tinted tips peaking in my hands. Each squeeze sent a ripple through them, the hot water streaming down making every bounce more pronounced. I could tell by her grin that she loved having my young hands all over her rack.

I moved behind her, soaping her back, her shoulders, then lower to the curve of her ass. My palms slid over the slick, rounded cheeks, the heat of the water making her skin even softer beneath my fingers. They filled my hands with every squeeze, firm yet yielding, shifting under my touch with a slow, sensual weight. When I pressed and released, they gave a gentle, hypnotic jiggle, the kind you feel more than see, sending subtle ripples through the flesh. When I spread them, the water traced the deep line between, and she gave a low, throaty hum that told me exactly how much she liked it

“My turn,” Diana said, taking the soap and working it over Cassandra’s body while I moved to soap Diana’s breasts from behind.

I stepped in close behind her, my chest brushing her back as I reached around to cup her breasts. I kneaded those full, bell-shaped mounds, feeling the weight of them shift as I squeezed, her peachy tips stiffening against my fingers.

My hips pressed forward, my cock nestling against the cleft of her pussy, the heat of her body meeting mine even through the thin film of water between us. Every time I squeezed her breasts, my length slid along her slit, the contact sending a faint shiver through her. She tilted her head slightly, giving me a sly smile over her shoulder, her ass brushing back against me like she knew exactly what it was doing.

The three of us moved together under the spray, hands gliding over wet skin, exploring every curve and hollow.

I groaned as their soapy hands found my erection, stroking me together, their fingers intertwining around my shaft. Diana knelt first, the warm water running down her face as she took me into her mouth. Cassandra joined her, both of them on their knees before me, taking turns with my cock while their tongues occasionally met in fleeting kisses.

The way they shared my cock quickly made me curl my toes and moan out loud. When they saw how much I enjoyed it, they giggled and kept sucking me harder.

“Wait,” I said, pulling back before I blew my load on both of them. “Stand up. I want to fuck you both.”

They rose. Grabbing my mother’s hips, I positioned her against the shower wall, her back to me. She bent forward, arching her spine just enough to make her ass stand out in all its perfect, round glory. Between those firm cheeks, the swollen lips of her pussy peeked through, glistening in the steamy light. Droplets from the shower clung to her, running down over the smooth curve of her mound and pooling in the seam before slipping lower. The water only made her slicker, but I could tell from the way her folds glistened and parted that it wasn’t just the shower making her wet. She was soaked from arousal.

I gripped her hips, letting my thumbs trace the warm dip just above her ass before guiding my cock forward. The head nudged between her folds, parting them easily as her vagina wrapped around me. The slide in was effortless, a combination of the hot water streaming over us and the creamy slickness she was already offering. Moaning at the sweet, pleasurable sensation, I sank into her inch by inch, watching the way her body seemed to mold around me in that perfect standing angle.

Cassandra watched as she fondled her own breasts, looking like a horny teenager who couldn’t wait to get fucked.

After several deep thrusts inside Diana, I pulled out and turned to Cassandra. “Your turn,” I said, spinning her around and bending her forward.

She shifted her stance just enough to give me a view, her plump, glistening lips framed by the delicious roundness of her cheeks. The shower had left her folds slick and shining, but as I knelt slightly to get a better angle, I could see the unmistakable creamy sheen of her own arousal mingling with the water.

I guided the head of my cock forward, brushing it along her seam. Cassandra shivered, tilting her hips back into me, her wet heat parting to welcome me in. The first push was pure heaven, the hot, tight grip of her walls closing around me, drawing me deeper with every inch. The combination of shower warmth and the silken glide of her arousal made it feel like I was sliding into something made just for me.

“Oh god, yes,” she moaned, pushing back against me. “Feels just as good as the first time.”

“It sure does,” I said, driving into her with deep, fast thrusts, the sound of our flesh smacking echoing in the tiled shower. Each impact made Cassandra’s ass ripple in a perfect, mesmerizing wave, the soft curves bouncing under my hands before settling just in time for the next hit.

I pulled out of her with a wet pop, water and arousal glistening on my shaft, and stepped back behind my mother. She glanced over her shoulder, eyes daring me, and I slid right back into her waiting pussy. She gasped, bracing herself against the wall as I slammed forward, her toned, round cheeks shaking with every thrust.

Back and forth I went, fucking one until her moans rose high, then switching, my hips pistoning and my hands gripping their hips to feel every quiver and shake of those perfect asses under the relentless rhythm. The steam swirled around us, the slap of skin on skin mixing with their voices until it felt like the whole shower pulsed with our movement.

And then it came to a point, I couldn’t hold it back any longer, and during this fuck, my aunt would be the lucky one.

I gripped Cassandra’s hips tightly, driving into her with short, hard thrusts as my orgasm ripped through me. I emptied myself completely inside her, feeling her inner walls clenching around me as she came simultaneously. My cum fired hard from my erection, hitting her walls and splashing all over her interior till I felt my buttermilk mingling with her honey.

We stood there for a moment, catching our breath as the warm water continued to cascade over us.

“What a fuck,” Diana said, biting her lips as she recognized my post-orgasmic face.

“Yeah,” I said and pulled out from my aunt, seeing my cum drip down to the tiles.

Cassandra turned around with a grin, telling me she enjoyed this as much as all three of us. “Gosh, that was hot.”

“It won’t be the last shower threesome,” I told them.

Diana reached for the shower control, turning off the water. We stepped out, grabbing fluffy towels from the rack.

“Let me,” Diana said, taking a fresh towel and gently drying my chest. Cassandra worked on my back, both women pampering me with touches and occasional kisses as they dried my body.

I returned the favor, carefully drying Diana’s breasts, letting the cloth caress her nipples until they hardened again. Then I moved to Cassandra, kneeling to dry her legs, working my way up her cum-lined thighs as she sighed contentedly.

Once dry, we moved to the bedroom. The large king-sized bed welcomed us as we climbed onto the mattress. Diana and Cassandra positioned themselves on either side of me, their hands immediately finding my cock, stroking it gently as they took turns kissing me.

“Look at that,” Diana murmured, her fingers wrapped around my shaft. “Getting hard again already.”

Cassandra smiled, leaning down to plant a kiss on the head of my cock. “Time to suck some cock again,” she said, sliding down between my legs.

I gasped as her warm mouth enveloped me, her tongue swirling around the sensitive tip. Diana moved up to kiss me deeply, her hand joining her sister’s as they pleasured me together.

After a few minutes, I gently tugged my aunt’s hand. “Maybe you could sit on my face while Diana remains there.”

Beaming, Cassandra climbed over me without hesitation, her curvy frame blotting out the light as she lowered herself onto my face.

The first thing I felt was the plush weight of her ass settling against me, the perfect curve pressing into my cheeks as her scent enveloped me. I couldn’t help but grip her hips and pull her down, burying my mouth between her thighs until my lips and tongue found her soaked folds. She tasted heavenly, a mix of clean skin from the shower and the raw, salty-sweet edge of her arousal. Every slow drag of my tongue over her clit made her shiver, the muscles in her thighs tensing around my head.

She rocked against me, grinding her pussy over my mouth, and I let my tongue explore every slick ridge and curve. Her ass brushed and shifted against my face with each movement, soft yet firm, the weight and heat of her making it impossible to think of anything but tasting more of her.

Meanwhile, Diana knelt between my legs, her fingers wrapping around my shaft before her lips replaced them. Diana’s warm mouth slid over my cock, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took me deeper. I could feel the pull of her throat as she moved in time with Cassandra’s grinding above me, the two of them turning my body into their playground.

I felt Diana release my cock with a wet pop. She giggled. “You know, Ryan,” she said, her hand still stroking me firmly, “this isn’t the first time Cassandra and I have been intimate together.”

“Can you hear her?” Cassandra asked while climbing off my face.

I looked up from between Cassandra’s legs, my face glistening with her wetness. “Oh?”

Diana nodded. “We’ve kissed and licked each other many times before when we were younger.”

Cassandra’s cheeks flushed pink as she nodded. “After a few drinks, we’d experiment … touch each other, taste each other.”

I knew what they were talking about. I’d heard it before when I’d eavesdropped on them with Ruby. “Actually,” I said, sitting up slightly, “I already knew that.”

Diana’s eyebrows arched. “How?”

“Ruby and I overheard you two when we were at the estate,” I admitted. “We were walking past your door and heard you talking about it. We stopped and listened for a while.”

Diana’s surprised expression quickly transformed into a playful, naughty smile. “You little eavesdroppers,” she said, slapping my thigh lightly. “How much did you hear?”

“Enough to know what you were doing,” I replied with a grin.

Diana and Cassandra exchanged a meaningful look, some silent communication passing between them. Then Diana’s lips curved into a seductive smile. “Well then,” she said, crawling toward her sister, “maybe you’d like to see what you only heard that night.”

Cassandra bit her lip, nodding eagerly as Diana moved beside her. “Let’s give him a real show,” she whispered.

I sat back against the headboard, my cock throbbing as Diana leaned in and captured Cassandra’s lips in a deep, sensual kiss. Their mouths moved together, tongues visibly dancing between them.

Diana’s hand cupped Cassandra’s breast, kneading it gently as their kiss deepened. They broke apart, both breathing heavily, their eyes locked before turning to me with identical mischievous smiles.

“Would you like to watch us together?” Diana asked, her voice husky with desire. “Really watch us?”

I nodded eagerly, my cock throbbing at the mere suggestion.

Diana turned back to Cassandra, pushing her gently onto her back. She straddled her sister’s thigh, their bodies pressing together as they resumed kissing. I watched, mesmerized, as Diana’s hands roamed over Cassandra’s curves, caressing her breasts, pinching her nipples until they hardened into tight peaks.

“I’ve missed this,” Cassandra whispered as Diana trailed kisses down her neck.

Diana hummed in agreement, moving lower until her mouth found Cassandra’s breast. She circled the nipple with her tongue before taking it between her lips, sucking gently while her hand slid between Cassandra’s legs.

“Hmmm,” Cassandra moaned, arching her back as Diana’s fingers found her wet center.

The sight of them together, my mother pleasuring her sister, was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. Diana looked up at me, her eyes dark with lust as she continued to suck Cassandra’s nipple, her fingers visibly working between her sister’s thighs.

“Show him how much you love my tongue,” Diana whispered to Cassandra, shifting her position.

She moved down Cassandra’s body, planting kisses along her stomach before settling between her legs. Cassandra spread herself wider, offering herself completely to her sibling. Diana glanced at me once more, making sure I had a perfect view, before lowering her head.

The first long, slow lick made Cassandra throw her head back. Diana hummed with pleasure as she tasted her sister, her tongue exploring every fold and crevice. She sucked Cassandra’s clit into her mouth, causing her to cry out and grab fistfuls of the sheets.

“That’s it,” Cassandra said, grinding against Diana’s face. “Right there.”

I stroked myself slowly as I watched, not wanting to come too soon but unable to resist touching myself at the incredible pornographic scenes before me. Diana wasn’t just licking her, she did it passionately with eye contact and a seductive smile that said she loved every second of it. It was something else watching those two compared to any of the younger girls. They were mature, sexier and horny as hell.

Cassandra grabbed Diana’s head and pulled her closer. “Oh, do you want some licking too?”

Diana came off her pussy with a smack. “Of course I do.”

“My turn,” Cassandra said, pushing Diana onto her back.

They shifted positions, Cassandra now between Diana’s legs. She wasted no time, diving in hungrily, her enthusiasm making Diana throw her head back in pleasure. The wet sounds of Cassandra’s mouth working against Diana’s pussy filled the room, mixing with their moans and sighs.

“How about sixty-nine?” Diana suggested breathlessly.

Cassandra couldn’t say no. They repositioned themselves, Cassandra on top with her pussy hovering above my mother’s face. They pleasured each other simultaneously, their moans muffled against each other’s flesh. The sight of them devouring one another, their bodies writhing in perfect harmony, was almost too much to bear.

My cock throbbed painfully, swollen to the point of discomfort as I watched them. I groaned, squeezing myself at the base to relieve some pressure. If they kept going, I’d come without even stroking myself.

Diana noticed my distress, pausing her pussy licking on Cassandra. “Ryan, baby,” she said, concern in her voice despite her breathlessness. “You look like you’re in pain.”

I nodded, unable to form words as I stroked myself. The ache was exquisite torture. “It’s the heatwave … It’s too hot.”

“Come here,” Diana said, gently pushing Cassandra off her. She lay back against the pillows, spreading her legs invitingly. “Come inside your mommy. I’ll help you relieve that pain.”

Smiling at her humor, I moved between her thighs, positioning myself at her entrance so my wet cock pointed right at her pussy. Her lips were flushed and glistening from Cassandra’s recent licking. The folds below slick and slightly parted, revealing that deep, wet heat waiting for me. I could still see a faint shimmer of moisture from Cassandra’s tongue.

I moved between her thighs, my cock throbbing with the need to sink into that warmth. Lining myself up, I pushed forward, and the moment my tip breached her, I felt that molten, velvety grip close around me. It quenched some of the fire burning in me, but not nearly enough, the warmth of her wrapped around my cock only made me want to drive deeper.

Diana moaned, her hands sliding to my hips as if to pull me in further. I bottomed out inside her, the wet squeeze of her walls milking me instantly, and for a moment, all I could do was savor it — the perfect fit, the perfect pussy, and the perfect woman.

“That’s it,” Diana whispered, wrapping her legs around my waist. “Be a good boy and fuck your mommy.”

Her long, toned legs wrapped around my hips, heels pressing into my lower back, urging me to move. I pulled back slowly, feeling every inch of her cling to me, before pushing forward again with a slow, deliberate thrust.

Her breath caught, her back arching just enough for her full breasts to press against my chest. The slick slide of my cock through her wet pink hole was maddening, every stroke making her lips part with a soft, breathy moan. I bent down, kissing her neck, tasting the faint trace of her shower-warmed skin.

“God, you feel so good,” I murmured against her ear, my hips finding a steady rhythm. Each thrust made the bed creak, her body welcoming me deeper, as if she didn’t want me to leave her for even a second.

Her nails grazed my back, then tightened, her hips rolling to meet mine with a sensual precision that only mature experience could bring. The pressure was building fast. I could feel her pulsing around me, that subtle squeeze every time I bottomed out, making my control slip.

Diana’s hazel eyes locked on mine, her lips curling into the faintest smile. “Don’t hold back… I want it all,” she whispered.

That was all I needed. My pace quickened, the sound of our bodies meeting echoing in the room, the wet heat of her drawing me to the brink. My breathing turned ragged, and hers matched, her thighs tightening around me as her moans became more urgent.

I pushed deep one last time, holding her there, my cock buried to the hilt as I spilled inside her with a loud groan. The pulse of my release filled her, and she gasped, clinging to me as if she wanted to feel every drop. My muscles tightened, my hips giving one last slow grind to make sure she had it all before I finally relaxed on top of her, my lips brushing her temple.

“I can feel it,” Diana whispered, her hands cupping my face. “So warm inside me … Are you okay though?”

“You totally relieved me,” I said and sighed contentedly.

“I’m glad … that’s what mothers are for,” she said and kissed my lips.

After pulling out, I collapsed between them, my body completely drained. They cuddled up against me, one on each side, their warm, naked bodies pressing against mine. Diana’s head rested on my shoulder while Cassandra draped her arm across my chest, her fingers intertwining with Diana’s.

“I can’t believe this is real,” I whispered, staring up at the ceiling. “If this is a dream, I don’t want to wake up.”

“It’s very real,” Diana assured me, planting a kiss on my chest. “And it was everything I hoped it would be.”

“I feel like I’m in heaven,” I murmured, wrapping my arms around both of them. The weight of their bodies against mine, the scent of sex and perfume mingling in the air, and the warmth of their skin. It was overwhelming in the best possible way.

Cassandra traced patterns on my stomach. “That was the most incredible sex I’ve ever had,” she said, her voice dreamy. “Worth the years of waiting.”

“You were both amazing,” I said, still trying to process everything that had happened. “I never imagined I could feel this good.”

Diana nuzzled against my neck. “The way you handled us both… switching between us like that… it was incredibly hot.”

“You’ve taught him well,” Cassandra said.

“I don’t want any credit … His will to work and improve is what brought him to this position.”

It meant the world to me when my mother was proud of me. My hand drifted down to stroke Diana’s hip, feeling the curve of her waist beneath my palm. “Sweet dreams … both of you.”

I sighed in relief as we both descended into a deep sleep.
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It was morning, and I stood outside Ruby’s door, the carefully wrapped painting tucked under my arm. I knocked twice, waited, then knocked again, but no answer. It was 10 am, so I found it odd that she was still sleeping. I pushed the door open and looked around.

“Ruby?” I said in a lowered voice.

The room was dim, lit only by a desk lamp that cast a warm glow over my sister sleeping. She was slumped over her desk, her blonde hair spilling across sketches and fabric swatches. Several designs for what looked like some new sexy outfits, some crumpled, others pinned to a board above the desk. Her pencil had rolled from her fingers, and her breathing was deep and even.

My heart tightened as I saw her like this. She’d been working so hard lately, determined to prove herself as a designer for the empire. I stepped closer, noticing the dark circles under her eyes even in sleep.

Rather than wake her immediately, I had a better idea. Carefully, I unwrapped the painting, removing the protective paper to reveal the artist’s work. It had turned out even better than I’d hoped: Ruby and I by the lake, our bodies partially submerged in water, with strategically placed water lilies and leaves preserving our modesty while still suggesting intimacy. The artist had captured our features and romance perfectly.

I found a nail already in the wall across from her bed and quietly hung the painting there, where she’d see it as soon as she woke up. Stepping back to admire it, I smiled, and now I had to wait for her to wake up.

After a few minutes, Ruby stirred, mumbling something in her sleep. I moved to her side, gently placing my hand on her shoulder.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” I teased her. “Why are you sleeping at your desk?”

She blinked awake, disoriented for a moment before focusing on my face. “Ryan?” She straightened, wincing as her neck cracked. “What time is it?”

“Almost ten,” I told her. “You’ve been working too hard.”

Ruby rubbed her eyes, glancing down at the sketches beneath her hands. “I have so much to do. These designs need to be perfect.”

“They can wait,” I said, pulling up a chair beside her. “We’re not in a rush for them.”

“But I want to show you what I can do,” she insisted, her voice tinged with determination. “I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“You could never disappoint me,” I said, wrapping my arm around her shoulders and pulling her into a hug. “But you need to take care of yourself too. You’re working yourself to exhaustion.”

She leaned into me, her body relaxing against mine. “I know. I just take this seriously. I want to contribute something meaningful.”

“And you will,” I assured her, stroking her hair gently. “But not if you burn yourself out first.”

She sighed, nodding against my shoulder. “I promise I’ll try to pace myself better.”

Ruby wrapped her arms around me, squeezing tight. As she pulled back, her eyes drifted past me, catching on something on the wall. Her brow furrowed, then her lips parted in surprise.

“Ryan… what’s that hanging on the wall?” she asked, blinking rapidly as if making sure she wasn’t still dreaming.

I broke the hug and took her hand, leading her toward the painting. “It’s my gift for you. Remember your beautiful sculpture? I wanted to give you something in return.” I smiled as her eyes widened. “A friend of Cassandra painted it. She’s incredibly talented.”

Ruby stepped closer, her fingers reaching out but stopping just short of touching the canvas. “Oh my god … it’s beautiful.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “The lake… the way the leaves cover us just enough … our faces …” She turned to me, her eyes shining. “We look like siblings but also like lovers. It’s so romantic.”

“That’s exactly what the painter was going for,” I said, squeezing her hand. “Beautiful but discreet. Something that captures our relationship without being too obvious to anyone who doesn’t know.”

She threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. “It’s lovely. Absolutely perfect. Thank you so much.”

I held her close, breathing in the scent of her hair. “I have another gift in mind, but it’s something I want us to do together. Something memorable. I wanted your input on what it should be.”

Ruby pulled back slightly, her eyes bright with curiosity. “We’ll come up with something amazing.” She bit her lip, a mischievous glint appearing in her eyes. “Speaking of doing things together… have you slept with Cassandra yet?”

The directness of her question made me laugh. “Yes, actually. And we already had a threesome with Mom.”

Her eyes widened. “No way! All three of you?” A blush crept across her cheeks. “That’s… that’s actually really hot.” She looked up at me through her lashes. “You know what would be even better? If we had a foursome. All of us together.” Her voice dropped to a seductive whisper. “Now that would be memorable.”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation, my blood already heating at the thought. “Let’s do it tonight.”

Ruby’s smile widened. “Really? You think they’d be up for it?”

“I know they would,” I said confidently. “Mom’s been talking about how we need to seize every moment. And after what we’ve all shared separately, bringing it all together just makes sense.”

“You’re right,” she said and pressed her lips to mine while my hands settled on her hips.

* * *

Ruby and I had showered and eaten together. Today, we would shoot the photos for the slumber issue. It was all that was left before we could finally put it all together.

We met up with Diana, Cassandra, Alyssa, Scarlett, and the rest of the slumber models in the main lounge.

Scarlett looked up from her makeup station, her red hair styled in loose waves. “The girls are getting ready in the dressing rooms. I’ll start on their makeup once we’ve gone through the concept.”

I nodded. “Let’s gather everyone and go through the plan.”

The models began filing in, each one stunning in her own way. Jasmine entered first, a brunette with girl-next-door features. Her almond-shaped eyes sparkled as she greeted me with a kiss on both cheeks.

“Finally, we can film again,” she said, her voice warm with familiarity.

Daisy followed, who also kissed my cheeks, while Lila’s entrance drew every eye in the room—her D-cups straining against her Pink Empire robe. Four other girls completed the group: twins Emma and Ella, with their matching auburn hair. Exotic Melody, with her olive skin and hazel eyes, and petite Zoe, with freckles scattered across her nose.

“Ladies,” I began, “today we’re creating the centerpiece of our new issue: the ultimate slumber party fantasy.”

They all giggled and couldn’t wait to get going.

Ruby entered carrying several garment bags. “I’ve designed custom pajamas for everyone,” she said, unzipping one to reveal a sample. “They’re all variations on the same theme.”

The girls murmured their approval as Ruby displayed her artwork. I was proud watching my sister command the room with her talent.

“We’ll start in the west wing suite,” I continued. “Alyssa has mapped out the shooting schedule, and Scarlett will rotate through for touch-ups between scenes.”

An hour later, the transformation was complete. The west wing’s massive living area had been converted into the ultimate fantasy bedroom. Heavy curtains blocked out the daylight, creating an intimate atmosphere lit by lamps with pink bulbs. The enormous sectional couch was covered with silk pillows, and a massive bed dominated the far wall.

Ruby led the girls to the dressing room, returning forty-five minutes later with her flock of beauties, each dressed in variations of her design. I couldn’t help but stare. The pajamas were works of art. The fabric was sheer and silky, with satin edges that ran along every curve. The top was loose and cropped, with floral embroidery placed just right to cover what mattered, but barely. The bottoms were high-cut and seductive, like lingerie disguised as sleepwear.

“These are perfect,” I said, admiring Ruby’s designs as each girl modeled her custom pajamas.

Jasmine twirled, the translucent material catching the light. “I feel naked but not naked.”

“That’s exactly the point,” Ruby beamed, adjusting Maya’s top where the embroidered roses barely concealed her nipples. “Suggestion is sexier than showing everything.”

Alyssa guided them all to the couch. The girls arranged themselves artfully across the luxurious furniture, their bodies draped over silk pillows. She started snapping some photos, circling them and guiding them in different poses. She told them to smile, spread their legs, kiss each other, or touch each other’s breasts. The photos turned out perfectly erotic.

Then we decided to play a pornographic film. Diana returned with a DVD case.

“I found something special for inspiration,” she said, her eyes twinkling mischievously. “One of your father’s classics, Midnight Confessions.” Diana slid the disc into the player and then Alyssa guided the models, telling them to watch the film as they normally would.

The film opened with a soft-focus shot of a bedroom bathed in moonlight. A woman in vintage lingerie sat at a vanity, brushing her hair while speaking directly to the camera in hushed tones about her deepest fantasies.

The girls became excited, and Alyssa circled the group, capturing their reactions to the film. I was a bit distracted by the film. On film, a woman entered the bedroom, and soon they were locked in a passionate embrace before they started kissing and licking each other.

Everyone became engrossed in the film. Jasmine’s hand drifted to her thigh, absently stroking the skin beneath her sheer bottoms. Lila’s breathing deepened, her chest rising and falling more prominently. Even Alyssa’s camera movements slowed as she became distracted by the scenes unfolding on screen.

“It’s getting warm in here,” Daisy murmured, sliding her top off her shoulders to reveal perfect breasts. The others followed suit, shedding pieces of their sleepwear until most were completely nude, their discarded pajamas creating pools of silky fabric around them.

We decided to make things even hotter and let them all share a purple dildo. “College girls are tight on cash, especially those who need to share a room,” I said with a wink.

Diana passed the dildo to Jasmine first. “Make it wet.”

Jasmine positioned herself against the cushions, legs spread wide as she guided the sleek purple shaft between her folds. Alyssa dropped to her knees, camera clicking rapidly as she captured the moment of penetration, the way Jasmine’s lips parted around the toy.

The twins giggled as they watched, hands wandering over each other’s bodies while waiting for their turn. When Jasmine finished, she passed the glistening toy to Daisy, who immediately brought it to her mouth, making a show of tasting Jasmine’s honey before sliding it inside herself.

One by one, each girl took her turn with the shared dildo. Lila arched dramatically as she worked it in deep, her performance clearly influenced by years in front of cameras. Maya was more subtle, her eyes closed in genuine pleasure as she found her rhythm. The twins insisted on posing together, one holding it for the other, their identical bodies creating a mirror image of desire.

The dildo glistened more with each passing, collecting the nectar of each woman until it was thoroughly coated.

After the dildo photos were done, we moved to the pillow fight. Alyssa told them to be as wild as possible and not hold anything back.

They didn’t hold anything back, swinging the pillows against each other. Feathers escaped from a ruptured pillow, floating through the air like snow as bodies twisted and turned, breasts bouncing with each movement. The twins ganged up on Jasmine, their attacks leaving her breathless with laughter as she tried to defend herself with a small decorative cushion.

It went on and on till they were all breathless and needed a break. Alyssa gave them a thumbs up and had captured enough photos. We moved on to truth or dare. The models arranged themselves in a circle on the carpet, their naked bodies glistening with sweat from the pillow fight under the pink-tinted lighting. Alyssa adjusted her camera settings, moving to capture the perfect angles as the game began.

“Truth or dare, Jasmine?” Lila asked, a mischievous glint in her eye.

“Dare,” Jasmine replied without hesitation.

“I dare you to give Maya a lap dance while the twins touch themselves.”

Jasmine rose, and she approached Maya. The music from the speakers provided the perfect rhythm as she straddled the olive-skinned beauty, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. The twins positioned themselves on either side, their identical hands sliding between their thighs as Alyssa’s camera clicked rapidly.

The dares escalated quickly. Daisy was instructed to pleasure Zoe with just her tongue. Lila demonstrated her famous deep-throating technique on a glass dildo while the others watched in awe. The twins created a mirror image of desire, copying each other’s movements as they explored Jasmine’s body with their mouths.

Once that was out of the way, we had some bed photos left.

“Let’s move to the bed for the final sequence,” I directed.

The massive custom bed easily accommodated all eight women as they slipped back into their pajamas. They arranged themselves in a nest of pillows and silk sheets, their bodies intertwined.

By the time we wrapped up the shoot, evening had settled over the Pink Mansion. The golden hour light filtering through the windows had long since faded to the cool blue of twilight. I felt a familiar tightness in my groin that hadn’t subsided throughout the day of watching beautiful women pose in various states of undress.

“That’s a wrap, ladies,” I said, as the models gathered their things and headed to the dressing rooms.

Alyssa connected her camera to the large monitor in the corner of the room. “Let’s check these out before everyone leaves,” she suggested, scrolling through the day’s work.

Diana, Ruby and I gathered around as Alyssa clicked through hundreds of images. The pillow fight sequence was particularly stunning: feathers suspended in mid-air, the models’ faces caught in genuine laughter, their bodies arranged in compositions that looked both spontaneous and perfectly staged.

“These are so erotic,” Diana said when checking out the dildo photos.

“Look at this one,” Ruby pointed to a frame where Jasmine was mid-orgasm, her back arched dramatically. “You can actually feel what she’s experiencing.”

“I don’t think we need to reshoot anything,” Alyssa said, sounding pleased. “These are some of the best works I’ve done for the magazine.”

“Agreed,” I said, trying to ignore the persistent arousal that had been building all day. “Everyone did fantastic work today.”

As they left one by one, Ruby, Cassandra and Diana decided to get some fresh air.

We stepped out onto the balcony overlooking the grounds of the Pink Mansion. The night air felt refreshing after hours in the studio’s artificial lighting. Diana and Cassandra leaned against the railing, chatting about the success of the shoot, while I stood back slightly, trying to will away my persistent arousal. I wasn’t sure which one of them I wanted to warm my bed tonight.

Ruby sidled up next to me, her eyes drifting down to the obvious bulge in my pants. She couldn’t resist touching it, gently stroking it. A knowing smile spread across her face as she leaned in close.

“Foursome, remember?” she whispered, her breath hot against my skin.

I grinned and became excited. One word was such an easy solution to my dilemma.

Diana turned around, catching our conspiratorial posture. “What are you two whispering about?” she asked with a grin as if she knew. “You know we don’t keep secrets in this family anymore.”

Ruby straightened up, not remotely embarrassed. “Ryan wanted to give me an additional gift besides the painting,” she explained. “Something we would both remember. I think a foursome would be pretty memorable, don’t you?”

Diana’s lips parted slightly as her chest rose with a sharp intake of breath. Even in the dim lighting, I could see her pupils dilate with desire.

“That does sound memorable,” Diana said, nodding. Then she turned to her sister. “What do you say, sis?”

“I’m up for it,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“We should celebrate our successful workday,” I suggested, keeping my voice low despite the privacy of the balcony. “My bedroom has plenty of space for all of us.”

We didn’t waste much time on the balcony. We hurried to my bedroom, and once inside, I locked the door behind us and dimmed the lights to a warm glow.

“Ladies first,” I said, pointing out that they were still dressed.

Diana smiled, her fingers already working on the buttons of her blouse. “Always the gentleman.”

The three women undressed slowly, making a show of it. Diana slipped out of her blouse and skirt, revealing her white panties underneath with a wet patch in the middle. She quickly took them off along with her bra, shaking her head so her hair spilled over her shoulders. Cassandra removed her dress, standing proudly in her matching red bra and panties that came off equally as quickly. Ruby impatiently tore off her clothes, revealing her naked body in seconds.

They approached me together, Diana sinking to her knees in front of me while Cassandra bent to kiss my lips. Ruby worked my shirt open, her mouth trailing hot kisses across my chest. Their hands were everywhere, undoing my belt, sliding my pants down my legs, caressing every inch of newly exposed skin.

When they had me completely naked, all three women knelt before me. Diana positioned herself in the middle, taking my hardness into her mouth with a moan of appreciation. After a few motherly strokes, she released me with a pop and guided my cock toward Cassandra’s waiting lips.

“Here you go, there’s enough of my son for all of you.”

Cassandra eagerly took me between her lips, sucking me in till her lips touched my pubic bone and my cock twitched in her throat. She bobbed her head rapidly, moaning at the taste of my shaft. Eventually, she released me to Ruby, who opened her youthful mouth and sucked me in as well. They passed me between them while their free hands roamed each other’s bodies. Diana guided my cock from one mouth to the next, occasionally taking me deep into her own throat.

The sight of the three women I loved most in the world sharing me this way brought me dangerously close to the edge. When Diana took me particularly deep, constricting her sweet throat, I felt the familiar tightening that signaled my approaching climax.

“Stop,” I said, gently pulling away while seeing her delicious lips slide off my erection. “I don’t want to finish like this. I want to be inside you all.”

Diana bit her lips. “How do you want us?”

I jumped onto the bed and lay on my back, my cock pointing straight to the ceiling. “Mom, come sit on my face. Cassandra, I want you here,” I patted my chest. “And Ruby, ride me.”

They positioned themselves as instructed. Diana lowered her wet pussy onto my mouth, her thighs trembling as my tongue found her center. I felt Cassandra’s weight settle on my chest, her hands bracing against my abs. Ruby straddled my hips, her fingers wrapping around my hardness as she guided me to her pussy. Since all I could see was my mother’s ass, I felt how Ruby rubbed the tip along her pussy, and then how it slipped inside her and she sank down till I was fully sheathed inside her.

Above me, Diana moaned as Cassandra leaned forward to kiss Ruby. I tried to focus on pleasuring Diana with my tongue, tracing circles around her sensitive bud. But it was hard especially as I imagined how Cassandra and Ruby kissed each other.

The room filled with feminine sighs and moans. I felt surrounded by soft skin, and the scent of arousal hung in the air. After several minutes of this pleasure, Diana lifted herself slightly, rubbing some of her honey off my face.

“Why don’t we switch?” she suggested.

Ruby took her place on my face, her taste a little bit more bitter but equally as honeyed. Cassandra moved down to impale herself on my cock while Diana claimed her position on my chest, leaning down to suck one of Cassandra’s nipples into her mouth while she rubbed her pussy juice all over me.

We rotated again and again, each woman taking her turn in each position until we were all slick with sweat and desperate for climaxes. Finally, I couldn’t take any more.

“I need to be on top,” I said, gently moving them off me.

I positioned Diana in the center of the bed, her legs spread wide. Cassandra and Ruby lay on either side of her, their bodies pressed close. I knelt between Diana’s thighs, my cock pointing directly at her slit. Ruby sat up and eagerly grabbed it.

“Can I push it in?”

“Sure,” I said, and she guided my cock inside our mother’s pussy with a giggle.

“There you go,” she said.

“You like that, don’t you?” Diana said, turning to her daughter.

Ruby cupped her mother’s boob. “I do … I think you’re really sexy.”

“So are you,” Diana said and kissed her. Then she turned back to me. “Go on, I’d like a good fucking too.”

I slid inside her with a groan of satisfaction. Once I bottomed out, Diana threw her head back. Then I pulled out till only the tip remained, till I pushed all the way in. As I started fucking her, my free hands traveled to Ruby and Cassandra. I found their pussies, stroking them in time with my thrusts. It was a bit clumsy at first, but I quickly got my hands on it, feeling three related vaginas at once.

“Yes, Ryan,” Diana said as I filled her completely. My fingers worked in tandem, circling Cassandra’s clit while plunging two digits inside Ruby, who writhed beside us.

“What a multitasker,” Ruby said, making us all chuckle.

Diana’s back arched off the mattress, her hands reaching out to grasp Cassandra’s and Ruby’s tits.

“Harder,” she begged, her eyes locked with mine. “Don’t hold back.”

I drove deeper into Diana while curling my fingers inside Ruby and against Cassandra’s sensitive spot. Their moans grew louder, filling the room with moans of pleasure.

Once Diana’s pussy contracted, I felt her orgasm. She thrust her hips upward and let out a moan, her beautiful tits rising before she slumped back down.

Cassandra was next. We shifted positions smoothly. Cassandra took Diana’s place beneath me, her legs wrapping around my waist as I entered her. Diana and Ruby pressed against her sides, their bodies flushed and glistening. My fingers found new homes, one hand working between Diana’s thighs while the other teased Ruby’s entrance.

Cassandra’s body welcomed me differently than Diana’s, tighter and more demanding. She gripped my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin as she pulled me closer.

“God, Ryan,” she moaned, her inner walls clenching around me. “I love your cock.”

I leaned down to kiss her, our tongues dancing together as my hips maintained their rhythm.

Time seemed to blur as we lost ourselves in sensation. Cassandra climaxed as well, and once I pulled out from her slick pussy, I swore I was one pussy stroke away from climaxing.

“Me next,” Ruby said eagerly. “I want to feel you finish inside me.”

I withdrew from Cassandra just as she shuddered through her release. Ruby took her place, spreading her legs invitingly. I positioned myself between them, and Diana happily took my cock and guided it inside her daughter. Then I slid home with a groan of satisfaction. Diana moved to Ruby’s right while Cassandra recovered on her left.

My fingers found their marks again, circling Diana’s clit while teasing Cassandra’s still-sensitive entrance. Ruby wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper with each thrust.

“I’m almost there, sis,” I said, feeling the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

“Me too,” Ruby gasped, her inner muscles fluttering around me. “Don’t stop.”

I increased my pace, driving into Ruby while my fingers worked faster against Diana and Cassandra. The room filled with the sounds of our passion, skin against skin, breathless moans and dirty talk.

When Ruby’s orgasm hit, her pink channel clenched around me. I pushed into her one more time, and I spilled myself deep inside her with a guttural moan, continuously micro-fucking her till there wasn’t a drop left.

I pulled out from my sister, seeing her gaping hole leaking some cum.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, breathing heavily. I found myself in the middle of our family circle, Ruby’s head resting on my chest while Diana curled against my right side and Cassandra nestled against my left. Our sweat-slicked bodies cooled in the night air, but the warmth between us remained.

“That was…” Diana sighed, unable to find the right words.

“Perfect,” Cassandra finished for her, pressing a gentle kiss to my shoulder.

Ruby hummed in agreement, her arm draped over my chest. “Definitely memorable.”

I wrapped my arms around them, pulling all three women closer. The weight of their bodies against mine felt right, like pieces of a puzzle finally coming together. Diana draped her leg over mine. Ruby nuzzled closer, her breathing already slowing as exhaustion claimed her.

“I love you all,” I whispered into the dimly lit room.

Three soft voices echoed the sentiment as we settled deeper into the mattress. Diana pulled the silk sheets over our naked bodies, creating a cocoon of warmth and intimacy. Cassandra’s hand found mine beneath the covers, our fingers intertwining as her eyes fluttered closed, and slowly but surely, we all descended into sleep.
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Thank you so much for reading Pink Mansion Inheritance 3! If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.




If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo story—you can sign up for my newsletter at tommysilver.com.




If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com.




That’s all for now!
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