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Summer Break
Chapter 1:
Zack watched all the familiar houses slowly pass by the car as he coasted through his old neighborhood. Almost home, he thought. Zack hadn't been back for a few months, when drove back from the nearby state university to surprise his sister, Kayleigh, on her eighteenth birthday. Their parents, pretending to be busy setting the dinner table and decorating her birthday cake, had asked Kayleigh to get the door. When Kayleigh swung the front door open, she was genuinely shocked. After the realization set in that it was actually her brother at the door, Kayleigh's face lit up. She excitedly wrapped both arms around Zack and held him closely for a moment. Zack vividly remembered the feeling of Kayleigh's perky little breasts pressing against his toned chest. He was glad that his unexpected visit had made her so happy. He only wished he could have stayed longer.
Turning the steering wheel, Zack pulled his sedan into the driveway of his parent's house and rolled to a stop in front of the garage door. After putting the car in park, Zack turned off the ignition and stepped out. It was a beautiful summer day and the sun shone down on him, warming his skin. Zack shielded his eyes as he made his away around the garage and up to the front door. He fished his keys out of his pocket and unlocked the door. Turing the knob, he pushed the door open and stepped inside. The house was quiet. Zack didn't see any sign that his sister was around.
"Kayleigh?" he called out, apprehensively.
There was no response. Zack felt just a bit uneasy. His sister WAS expecting him, after all. Still, he reassured himself, she probably just went out for something. Forlorn, Zack returned to his car and pulled his bag from the back seat. He slowly carried it upstairs to his old bedroom. Zack placed his belongings on the floor near his bed and unpacked some clothes. Afterward, he sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the floor, and contemplated what to do. Zack decided to take a short nap until Kayleigh got back.
Lying on his back Zack looked up at the white ceiling of his bedroom and reflected. His first year of college was certainly memorable. Zack had plenty of fun times and made some new friends. He got to know some interesting places to go around the area. Academically, however, college kept Zack very busy and there was a lot of pressure. It was nice to be back home to regroup. Better yet, Zack would have the opportunity to keep his sister company while their parents were away. He always enjoyed spending time with her. Zack drifted to sleep fondly looking forward to his time with Kayleigh.
As Zack slept, the front door quietly creaked open and shut downstairs. A minute later, he was startled awake when a slender figure silently appeared in the doorway.
"You're home!" Kayleigh said cheerfully.
"Yeah," Zack replied, sitting up on the bed.
"How are you doing, big bro?" she asked, standing over him, her hands on her hips.
Zack could tell that Kayleigh's blond hair was pulled back in a simple ponytail. She wore a fitted pink t-shirt and a pair of denim shorts that hugged her waist tightly. Zack's eyes scanned his sister's body as he took her in. She was a becoming quite the beautiful young woman. He also noted her long eyelashes and sparkling, green eyes.
"I'm good," Zack responded, his heart beating faster. "Just got back about an hour ago."
"Well, I can't wait to hear all about your year at college." Kayleigh raised the shopping bag in her hand. "Let me just ditch this stuff first."
"No problem," Zack called after her, fixing the wrinkles in his clothes.
Moments later, Zack and Kayleigh were sitting cross-legged on the bed facing each other. Kayleigh wanted to know all about the friends he was making and campus life at the university. Zack obliged. The two talked animatedly for over an hour. Kayleigh was fascinated by the details of Zack's new experiences. Zack was equally interested in Kayleigh's senior year of high school and how she had been holding up alone in the house while their parents were on vacation.
"So, no boys have come by to see you while I've been away?" Zack asked playfully.
"Of course not!" Kayleigh laughed, blushing slightly.
"Oh, come on," Zack insisted. "They must be trying."
"Not really. I mean, some have been interested, but..."
"But what?" Zack pried.
"Well, I've just been busy with my AP classes," Kayleigh searched for words. "And besides, with college coming up, I didn't want to get involved with somebody just to go away and lose touch."
Zack was relieved at first. Kayleigh had a good head on her shoulders. The idea of some shallow, high school doofus pawing at his sister disgusted him. She deserved someone who would respect her, and always be there for her. Still, Zack's heart went out to his sister. He knew Kayleigh was missing out on an essential life experience, a part of being an adult.
"That's too bad," Zack attempted to be sympathetic.
"It's okay," Kayleigh reassured him. "This fall I'll be joining you in college, so now you'll get to screen my suitors for me and make sure they're decent guys, anyway." She chuckled at her own joke.
"Hah, that's true," he forced a laugh.
"How about you?" Kayleigh inquired. "Any girls?"
"Well, uh, yes." Zack answered sheepishly. "I mean... I've gone on a few dates, but nothing serious."
"Oh?" Kayleigh was intrigued.
"It's tough, you know." Zack elaborated. "In college, where do you turn for a serious, lasting relationship?"
"Not at a frat party, I'd guess." Kayleigh nodded.
"Exactly!" Zack exclaimed, glad his sister understood.
Zack's stomach growled audibly. He hadn't stopped for food during the long drive home.
"Hungry, bro?" Kayleigh giggled.
"Yeah." Zack rubbed his belly. "Do we have anything in the house?"
He didn't want to go back out, but he was willing to if that's what Kayleigh wanted.
"We do have stuff for burgers, actually," Kayleigh remembered. "It's such a nice evening, how about we barbecue on the patio?"
"That's a great idea!" Zack was pleased.
Kayleigh bounced up and down enthusiastically. "Great! I'll fire up the grill and get the burgers ready while you change."
"Sounds good. I'll be right out."
Kayleigh's hips swayed rhythmically as she left Zack's room. Zack tossed on a loose pair of sport shorts and a comfortable t-shirt. He had always liked the way the shirt hugged his shoulders, causing the sleeves to ride up and show off his toned biceps for ladies. It was his go-to.
The sun had begun to set by the time they were both on the patio. Zack and Kayleigh stood next to each other as the burgers sizzled on the grill. Kayleigh closed her eyes and took in the evening air. She breathed deeply and her small breasts rose and fell with her chest. Zack tried not to look at his sister, but his eyes were drawn to her.
"It's cooling off nicely out here." Zack observed.
"Yeah. It's just lovely."
Zack smiled.
"Burgers are ready!" Kayleigh exclaimed. "Grab a bun."
Zack picked up a burger bun from the patio table and placed it on a plate. Kayleigh did the same. As she leaned over, her firm, round ass stretched the material of her denim shorts tightly. Zack was entranced by the sight.
"Hey, can you give me a hand?" Kayleigh asked.
"Um, a hand... with, uh, what?" Zack stammered, trying to regain focus.
"With the veggies, silly. They're in the kitchen."
"Oh, right," Zack recovered. "Sure."
Returning with the toppings, Zack helped load the burgers. He and Kayleigh took seats opposite one another at the table. They continued their conversation from earlier, between bites of food. Seamlessly moving from one topic to another, the siblings lost track of time out on the patio. More than once, Kayleigh's eyes drifted to her brother's upper arms and shoulders. He had clearly bulked up some while he was away. Zack soon found himself getting drowsy.
"I'm getting pretty tired, sis." Zack said, fighting back a yawn. "I'd better head in and get to bed."
"No problem." Kayleigh assured him. "You had a long day."
She and Zack brought the plates back inside. Zack opened the refrigerator, casting a dim light into the kitchen. Kayleigh flicked the switch for the small overhead light, and proceeded to turn on the faucet. She rinsed dishes while her brother put away the leftovers.
"I'm going up to bed," Zack announced.
"Sounds good," Kayleigh said, turning her head. "I'm just going to finish washing these dishes before I come up."
"Goodnight, Kayleigh."
"Goodnight," she returned.
Zack started to leave the room.
"Hey, Zack?" Kayleigh called out before her brother could disappear into the dark house.
"Yeah, sis?" Zack answered, turning to her.
"I'm glad you came back home."
"Thanks." Zack was touched. "Me too."
Chapter 2:
Zack awoke on his side. Sunlight poured in between the planks of his wooden blinds. Shielding his eyes, Zack rolled over onto his back. It must be late morning, he thought to himself. He had slept well. He sat up and put his feet on the floor. Zack stretched his arms wide as he waited for his mind to fully wake up. He tossed on a t-shirt, pulled the bunched legs of his boxer shorts back down, and opened his bedroom door. The house was quiet.
Proceeding down the hall, Zack noticed that Kayleigh's door was open and her room was empty. She must already be up. He wondered if Kayleigh was home, or if she had gone out. Zack continued into the bathroom, before making his way downstairs. As he descended the staircase, Zack could hear a faint clicking of flatware against dinnerware. Kayleigh was already in the kitchen, eating breakfast while waiting for him. She was still in her sleepwear; a pair of loose-legged white pajama pants decorated in images of cartoon flowers and a solid lavender camisole.
"Morning, Zack," Kayleigh greeted her brother.
"Morning, sis."
Collecting his breakfast, Zack took a seat at the table next to his sister. Pouring cereal and milk into his bowl, he looked over at Kayleigh, who was taking a spoonful of vanilla yogurt into her mouth. Her lips closed over the rounded utensil, sucking off the creamy yogurt. Zack watched intently as her tongue slid along the underside of the spoon, collecting the last of the yogurt.
"Got any plans for today?" Kayleigh asked, putting her spoon back into her bowl.
"Nah, not really," Zack admitted. "Do you?"
"I was thinking we could go to the lake."
Zack was never one to turn down an opportunity to be around a bunch of women in bathing suits.
"Sounds good to me, Kayleigh." He took a bite of cereal.
"Great!" She was beaming. "I'll text Nikki and tell her to meet us there."
"Nikki?" Zack tensed.
"Yeah," Kayleigh confirmed, "she practically insisted the three of us get together when I told her you were back in town."
"Oh. Okay." He was trying to be a good sport.
Kayleigh took her bowl to the sink.
"I'm going to start getting ready. We'll leave around eleven?"
"Sure." Zack didn't need that much time, but he didn't want to rush Kayleigh. "Eleven it is."
Zack sullenly finished his cereal. Oh, well. He knew that he might as well make the best of it. Zack returned to his room and put on his two-tone blue swim trunks and a white t-shirt with the logo of his college on the front. He grabbed his sunglasses, a towel, and sunblock from his dresser. Across the hall, he could hear Kayleigh getting ready in the bathroom. She was humming to herself as she applied makeup. Zack made his way downstairs. Taking a seat on the couch, he scanned through a few YouTube videos while he waited.
A little while later, Kayleigh made her way down the stairs and into the living room. She had piled her hair up into a bun, held together with a large clip. She wore a pair of black swim shorts and an aqua tank top over her bathing suit. In one hand, Kayleigh carried her towel and in the other, her beach bag.
"Ready?"
"Let's go."
Zack followed his sister outside and opened the car door for her. He climbed in the driver's side and started the engine. The siblings drove off, heading to the local lake. As they drew nearer, the road grew busier. Zack turned off onto the long access road, joining the line of cars at the gated entry booth. He finally spotted the beach and parking lot. A few people had already claimed spots near the water and were setting up for a day in the sun. Zack drove around, looking for an empty spot. Finding a spot, he pulled the car in and cut the engine.
"Here we are!" Kayleigh cheered.
"Great."
The two exited the car and began walking toward the beach.
"Hey, guys!" A female voice called out.
Kayleigh and Zack turned. A young woman with brown hair was waving at them from the sand. She wore navy blue lady's board shorts and a cream and navy fitted t-shirt with stripes.
"Nikki! There you are!" Kayleigh waved back, gesturing.
Zack silently gave a single, unenthusiastic wave of his hand.
"Bring it on in, girl!" Nikki greeted Kayleigh with a brief hug.
She then turned her attention to her friend's brother.
"Zack! It's been forever since I've seen you!"
Nikki threw her arms around Zack's neck and hugged him, pressing her body against his. He patted her back with his hands.
"Hey, Nikki."
Zack laid down his towel, leaving enough space for his sister between her bestie and him. She could be a buffer between him and Nikki, he thought. She could also talk to either of them equally well that way. It was a solid plan. Unfortunately for Zack, his sister didn't take his cue. Kayleigh stepped to the other side of her friend, and Nikki crouched down and slid her towel over closer to Zack. His only consolation was watching her little shorts tighten and ride up, exposing her smooth, tan, upper thighs. The thin blue material also nicely highlighted the curve of her butt.
The two ladies talked for a bit while Zack watched the tiny waves crash against the sandy shore. He'd occasionally look around. There were some good-looking women at the beach that day. None were exactly wearing bathing suits that would be considered indecent, but Zack saw enough to keep his interest. For the most part, he tried to remain an afterthought in the animated conversation Kayleigh and Nikki were having. Zack only chimed in when he needed to.
After a while, Kayleigh and Nikki were ready to cool off and go for a swim. The two of them started removing their outer layers of clothing. Kayleigh untied the drawstrings of her swim shorts and slid them down her long legs while Nikki pulled her striped shirt over her head, revealing a blue bikini top. Zack couldn't help but stare at Nikki's sizable rack. Her breasts swayed and bounced as she freed her arms from the confines of her top. "Don't be a creeper!" Zack told himself. More importantly, Zack didn't want to give her mixed signals.
Once the two ladies had removed their unneeded coverings, they ran off toward the water. Zack was left sitting on the beach by himself. Watching them wade into the lake, Zack noted how different the two young women looked. Nikki's curly brown hair, blue bikini, and slightly curvier build versus Kayleigh's straight blond hair and slender body. He didn't recognize her aqua bikini from previous trips to the lake. It must be new, he guessed. She looked amazing in it.
Kayleigh turned around, abruptly.
"Zack!" She yelled from the water's edge. "What are you waiting for!? Get over here!"
The two ladies watched closely as Zack stood up and peeled his shirt off, tossing it onto his towel. Their eyes wandered from his broad shoulders and chest to his arms.
"Okay, I'm coming."
Zack jogged the short distance to the beach and walked the rest of the way into the water.
"So, Zack. How's college?" Nikki began questioning him.
"It's alright. Some of the classes are pretty tough."
"No, silly!" She interrupted. "I mean college life. What do you do for fun? How many parties have you gone to?"
"Parties?" Zack felt like he was being assaulted with questions. "I went to one."
"Only one! Well, I bet it was pretty crazy! Right?"
"It was actually pretty laid back. Just a big group of friends at the house one of them is renting."
Nikki wasn't finished.
"What about girls?" She continued. "You MUST be meeting plenty of ladies; a nice, handsome guy like you."
"Not really." Panicked, Zack looked past Nikki to his sister, hoping for some assistance.
"Oh, now, no need to be modest," Nikki insisted. "You can tell us."
Kayleigh came to her brother's rescue.
"Zack's courses don't leave a lot of time for anything else." She interjected. "That chemistry class sounds intense. And what's the other science course you're taking?"
"Introduction to Newtonian Physics for non-science majors. I'm also taking an English Composition class. There are a lot of massive, time-consuming writing assignments in that one."
"Well," Nikki stammered, "that does sound... very... demanding."
Zack was grateful that Kayleigh had helped derail the conversation for him. He owed her.
"I'm going to go dry off," Zack excused himself.
The warm sand stuck to Zack's wet feet as he made his way back up the beach to his towel. Laying down on his stomach, he let the sun heat his skin and began to relax. Once his swim trunks were no longer soaked, Zack sat up and resumed people-watching. Nikki and his sister were playing around, splashing each other, on their way out of the water. Their skin glistened in the sunlight. Back ashore, they stretched out on their towels and sunned themselves.
The trio talked some more as they dried off in the sun. Nikki made a few more attempts at flirting with Zack, but he managed to deflect them gracefully. She eventually eased off, much to Zack's relief, and the conversation became more casual. The three took a break to buy food from the concession stand. Although he hadn't saved up too much money during the semester, Zack bought Kayleigh's food as well as his own. After talking for a while longer, they were ready to wrap up their time together.
"I think the sun is taking its toll on me," Zack announced. "I'm starting to feel a little drained."
"Yeah," Kayleigh agreed. "We should probably get going."
"Okay," Nikki acknowledged. "It was nice seeing you guys again. I'm glad you could make it, Zack."
"See you later. I'll text you soon, Nikki," Kayleigh concluded.
"Yeah, nice seeing you," Zack half-heartedly responded.
Zack and Kayleigh put on their outer clothing, gathered up their belongings. Parting ways with Nikki, the siblings returned to the parking lot. As they climbed into the car, Zack noticed his sister looking inquisitively at him. They pulled the car doors shut.
"I think she likes you," Kayleigh teased.
"I know," Zack revealed.
"Well, what do you think?"
"Don't get me wrong," Zack qualified his response, "Nikki is nice and everything, and she's very cute."
"But...?"
"She can be a bit much for me, sometimes," Zack chose his words carefully. "I mean, after spending all that time around her, I feel kinda exhausted."
"I'm sorry, Zack," Kayleigh sincerely felt for her brother. "I promise, the rest of the day will be super chill. Just you and me hanging out at home."
Zack smiled warily.
"Sounds good, sis."
Zack cranked the engine and reversed the car out of the spot. He and Kayleigh made small talk on the drive home.
"Have you been working out lately?" Kayleigh innocently asked.
"Yeah." Zack was surprised by the question. "The college's gym is open to students, when it's not in use by the sports teams. I've mostly been doing some running and a few upper body lifts."



"I can tell," she coyly admitted. "You look great."
"Thanks."
"I was going to go for a jog when we get home. Care to join me?"
The offer was tempting. Zack wanted to maintain his fitness, especially now that he knew it was making a noticeable difference. It would also be a good way to spend some time together sharing a common interest. Still, he was tired from their day at the lake.
"Normally, I'd love to," Zack began. "But today, I think I just need a nap, instead."
"Don't sweat it," Kayleigh cheerfully replied. "I shouldn't be gone long, then we'll have the rest of the evening together."
"Great."
Zack pulled into the driveway and parked his car. He and Kayleigh returned to their rooms to change. Zack brought a fresh pair of athletic shorts and a t-shirt into the bathroom and took a shower. When he had finished drying off and dressing, he opened to the bathroom door to find his sister waiting patiently outside. She was in exercise clothes - a brightly colored sports bra and black sport leggings with matching accents.
It occurred to Zack that without him, Kayleigh was likely to draw the attention of almost every pervy guy around. The thought turned his stomach. Even so, Zack wanted to avoid being overbearing. She had to be able to make her own decisions and live her own life. It wouldn't be right for him to interfere. Zack kept his concerns to himself.
"I need my headband," Kayleigh said, slipping past her brother, "then I'm ready to go."
"Enjoy your run."
"Thanks, Zack."
Zack started down the hall, toward his room.
"I'm going to go lie down for a while."
"See you when I get back!" Kayleigh said, bounding down the stairs.
Chapter 3:
Leaving his bedroom door open, Zack tossed himself onto his bed. Lying flat on his back, he closed his eyes and relaxed. He could hear the front door close, followed by the sound of Kayleigh locking the deadbolt with her house key. The family home was now completely silent. Despite ample light coming in through the window blinds, Zack found himself immediately nodding off.
A dream played out in his head. He was still at the lake, only now the beach was deserted. He could hear voices from the water. They sounded like his sister and Nikki. He heard their playful giggles and squeals. Then, he could see them. They were walking out of the water. Kayleigh's aqua-colored bikini clung tightly to her body, accentuating her small, pert breasts and her tiny waist. She leaned forward, scooping up water with her hand and splashing it on Nikki. Zack was shamelessly staring at his sister's cleavage. As she flung water at her friend, Kayleigh turned, giving a clear view of her cute ass, packed into her bikini bottom.
Zack's focus changed. Now he was seeing Nikki react to the cold water as it splashed against her chest and belly. She reflexively jumped and drew her shoulders back. Nikki's plump tits lifted and bounced with her sudden movements. She reached down and swatted the water's surface, sending a fine spray of chilly water back at Kayleigh. Zack watched closely as his sister's friend bent forward, hoping in vain that her large breasts might slip out of her blue bikini top so he could see them in all their glory.
Kayleigh laughed as her friend retaliated. They agreed to a truce, sealing it with a hug. Zack looked intently as their breasts pressed together. His gaze shifted downward. Nikki's legs were a bit thicker than Kayleigh's, yet the softness of her thighs was balanced by a taut tummy and toned, rounded hips. Kayleigh's ass partly faced her brother. Her bikini bottom covered the lower portion, leaving the sides of her tight, round butt cheeks exposed. Zack couldn't help but notice that Kayleigh had a fantastic ass. Zack's eyes returned to Nikki's large breasts, which were now sandwiched firmly against Kayleigh's perky boobs.
Nikki took the opportunity to reach behind Kayleigh's back and untie her friend's top. As she stepped back, the thin aqua strings fell loose at Kayleigh's sides. The cups slid down in slow motion, barely covering Kayleigh's nipples. Zack was aware that his heart was nearly beating out of his chest. He felt strange realizing it, but he desperately wanted to see more. Kayleigh's top dropped off her tits, landing on the wet sand, leaving her topless. She turned away before Zack could see anything, covering herself with one arm.
Spinning back, Kayleigh reached behind Nikki with her free hand and attempted to untie her friend's bikini top. The strings slipped through Kayleigh's fingers as Nikki backed away defensively. Kayleigh lunged toward her, feebly trying to even the score. Abandoning modesty, Kayleigh stopped trying to cover her chest and chased after her friend with both hands. Even asleep, Zack felt palpable guilt, yet he couldn't take his eyes of her. Kayleigh's bare, exposed breasts shook as she moved. They were smaller than her friend's, but still shapely. Her light pink nipples stood firmly, hardening in the cool breeze.
Kayleigh finally succeeded, catching up to Nikki and undoing the tied back of her blue bikini top. Zack gawked in astonishment. He was finally seeing his sister's friend topless. Her tan breasts hung heavily. The large, round globes drooped slightly as they swayed, but her brown nipples pointed proudly upward. Zack's gaze was fixed on Nikki's massive tits. He felt himself getting hard. Zack's swim trunks tented unmistakably.
Nikki's full breasts continued to move seductively, bouncing and shaking, as she and her friend wrestled, playfully. They were having an informal competition. The two girls attempted to untie each other's bikini bottoms without losing their own. Zack was in heaven, watching the show. His sister's perky butt jiggled as she tried to reach her friend. Nikki's large tits and big, round ass bounced and flexed as she moved. Nikki managed to grip the end of one of the aqua strings at Kayleigh's hip, and pulled forcefully. She swiftly yanked the knot loose, then continued to swing her arm away, taking her friend's bikini bottoms.
Kayleigh was left standing with her hands covering her bare pussy. Nikki cheered in celebration, raising her arms. Her heavy, bare tits bounced and shook wildly. Both girls laughed and hugged each other. Nikki leaned in and whispered something into her ear. Kayleigh put one arm around Nikki's waist and motioned at Zack to come to them. Zack's pulse quickened. He stood up and approached his sister and her friend. As he neared, Kayleigh's eyes met Zack's. She smiled warmly at him. He didn't know exactly what she had in mind, but he didn't care. He was overcome with desire for her.
"Zack!" Kayleigh called out from the bottom of the stairs. "I'm home!"
Zack was startled awake. His cock strained inside the confines of his boxers and athletic shorts. He quickly arched his legs upward, easing the tension at the front of his pants and, Zack hoped, concealing the bulge taking place there. He had never experienced such an intense dream before. His cock was unbelievably sensitive as it rubbed against the soft material of his boxer shorts.
"Welcome back!" He yelled back from his bed.
Moments later Kayleigh stopped by Zack's door.
"I'm going to take a quick shower, then we can settle in for the evening," she announced.
"Sounds good."
Kayleigh disappeared down the hall. Zack needed release, badly. He should have enough time while Kayleigh was showering. He grabbed his cock through his shorts and slowly ran his hand along the rigid shaft inside. Building pace, Zack's breathing and heart rate sped up. He felt warm. Suddenly, he stopped. "What are you doing?" he asked himself. "Getting all worked up from a dream about your sister and her friend!?" He feared giving himself away. If he was blushing and flustered, she might suspect he was jerking off, which would be humiliating. Sure, she wouldn't know about his dream, but Zack would. He didn't know how he would be able to face her if he proceeded.
Zack grappled with his thoughts. Settling down, he resolved to move on, somehow. Zack needed something productive to occupy his mind. He pondered how he and Kayleigh should spend the evening together. "Well," he thought, "normally I might propose going out to see a movie." Zack was short on cash, so he'd been hoping to limit his spending. They could just watch one at home. It was worth suggesting. Maybe she'd even have some ideas for what to watch. Zack waited for his sister to return from her shower, so he could discuss his plan.
As Kayleigh stood under the hot water in the shower, she was excited to know her brother's visit had barely just begun. She was especially looking forward to showing him the new outfit she'd purchased. Kayleigh had always valued her brother's opinions and she was curious if he would approve. She was accustomed to being able to turn to Zack any time she wanted advice, or simply whenever she wanted to talk end enjoy his company. Kayleigh smiled, thinking of the times her brother would play with her and her friends when they were younger. She missed him. The past year had definitely been an adjustment for her.
Restless, Zack dragged himself from the bed. He wandered down the hall, groggy, toward the closed bathroom door. Approaching it, Zack could hear the shower running. He reached out with a closed hand, then hesitated. Zack gently knocked at the door to announce his presence.
"Kayleigh!" He called through the door.
"Yeah?" She shouted back over the running water.
"I was thinking we could watch a movie, when you're done," Zack proposed. "What do you say?"
"Sure. I'll be out in a few minutes."
"Great. I'll be in the basement."
Satisfied with the plan, Zack started to leave. Turning left, he looked into the open door of his sister's bedroom. Her bed was neatly made, covered by a light-colored comforter and a few decorative pillows. Some clothes were left out on top of the comforter. Zack's gaze locked on a small, shiny piece of material. He stood at in the doorway, conflicted. Zack knew he shouldn't walk into his sister's bedroom uninvited, but he was entranced.
Stepping up to the bed, Zack picked up the shiny black fabric and held it out curiously. It was a pair of panties! The material was soft and smooth in his hands. They felt nice. Zack's senses were overcome by the mental image of Kayleigh walking around the house in nothing but the shiny black panties and a matching push-up bra. The dark material contrasted sharply with Kayleigh's fair skin. She would look stunning, he imagined, barely covering her most private places with the sexy lingerie. Zack shook his head violently, shedding the intrusive fantasy. He was genuinely ashamed of himself. Zack carefully placed the panties back on the bed and tried to compose himself.
Rushing from Kayleigh's bedroom, Zack nervously eyed the bathroom door. Thankfully, it was still closed. Suddenly, the water turned off, startling Zack. He quietly snuck down the hall to the stairs. "Calm down," he told himself. There was no way Kayleigh could have heard his footsteps coming from her room with the shower running. She'll probably still be in the bathroom getting ready for quite a while, Zack reassured himself. He just needed to make his way to the basement and relax.
On the first floor, Zack decided to open a window. By now the summer air was beginning to cool off outside, and it was feeling a little too hot in the house for Zack's comfort. He took a deep breath of fresh air. That helped ease his nerves. Zack descended the stairs into the basement and looked around the family room. It was the same as when he'd left. The familiarity was soothing. He sat on the white leather couch, and flipped on the TV.
Navigating the onscreen menu, Zack searched through movie summaries. He didn't have anything picked out, but Zack could at least narrow the choices down. He didn't want to watch anything too violent or gory. Nudity and sex scenes were also out of the question - it would be awkward to watch anything like that with his sister. Zack spotted an action-oriented romantic comedy. He figured that both he and Kayleigh might like it for different reasons.
Zack heard footsteps approaching on the stairs. His pulse quickened. "Here we go," he thought.
"Hey, big bro. Whatcha watching?" Kayleigh asked, walking into the family room.
She was wearing a tight seashell colored tank top and mint green pajama shorts. Her blond hair was damp from the shower, but combed and brushed.
"Not sure yet," Zack replied. "I think you might like this one."
Kayleigh looked at the screen.
"That looks okay," she agreed. "Let's watch it."
He pressed the button on the remote to start the movie. The opening credits began.
"Oh," Kayleigh said. "I'm thirsty. Do you want anything?"
"Yeah, a water would be great," Zack answered.
Kayleigh hopped off the couch and walked toward the kitchen. As she turned away, Zack's eyes followed his sister's cute little behind in the tight shorts. Her pajama shorts were barely long enough to cover the bottom of her cheeks. Zack had just seen Kayleigh in bikini bottoms earlier that day, but this was different somehow. After all, they weren't out in public, surrounded by prying eyes. They were alone, in the privacy of the house. Zack's cock stirred in his pants. He quickly adjusted his position on the couch, attempting to prevent a full erection.
"Here you go," Kayleigh said, handing a cold bottle of water to Zack as she re-entered the family room.
"Thanks," he replied, trying not to look down the front of her tank top.
Zack watched the movie intently. Kayleigh laughed at the funny parts and occasionally made comments. Zack was glad she liked the movie. It was a the perfect way for them to pass the time together. Their banter was effortless. It was just like old times, Zack thought to himself. He was beginning to clear his mind and simply enjoy watching a movie with his sister. It was a normal, wholesome experience, after all.
Kayleigh sat at the other end of the couch, curled up and facing Zack. As the movie progressed, she gradually inched closer. Zack was too distracted to notice. The main characters in the movie had just met and were awkwardly talking over drinks. A moment later, the lead female actor was sitting on the lead male actor's lap, kissing him. Kayleigh, sitting just beside Zack, pretended not to watch. Her interest, however, was piqued. Zack looked over at his sister. Kayleigh's cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright. She was a beautiful young woman.
The movie continued. Kayleigh was now sitting much closer to Zack than when it started. He could smell the soap and shampoo lingering in her damp hair. It was a pleasant aroma. The couple in the movie had moved past kissing and the scene had gotten considerably steamier. Kayleigh's skin was flush with desire. Her knees alternately shifted up and down. The smooth skin of her inner thighs rubbed together. Zack was becoming aroused again. His erection strained against the fabric of his pants.
Kayleigh reached forward for her water bottle and set it back on the coffee table. Her eyes darted in Zack's direction and landed on his bulge. Zack hastily moved his water bottle onto his lap, holding it in front of his erection. The room was quiet, aside from the voices on the TV and the sound of breathing. Both Zack and Kayleigh innocently moved on, neither seeing the need to acknowledge what had just happened. Thankfully, the sexually charged scene of the movie ended, and the next sequence was considerably tamer.
"How do you like the movie, so far?" Zack asked his sister.
"It's really good. The leads are so cute together."
"Yeah, they are," Zack agreed.
A short while later, the movie was nearing its climax. Kayleigh, tired, leaned her head on her brother's shoulder. It was getting late. The sun had already set, ceasing to cast light into the basement windows. Zack became aware of the feeling of his sister's body leaning on his. He was enjoying their closeness, even though his arm was starting to fall asleep. Kayleigh didn't seem to have any intention of moving, so Zack resigned himself to being her pillow for a while longer.
Kayleigh felt warm and content. She loved having her brother home. His strong shoulder made a nice pillow. Zack smelled masculine, and his skin was lightly scented with cologne. She remembered that scent well. The movie was winding down. A chase scene was unfolding on the TV, leading to the final confrontation with the villain. Kayleigh had always enjoyed this type of scene, where the hero has to fight an enemy and save his love-interest.
The hero of the movie was fighting bravely against the villain. Zack watched intently. Kayleigh was impressed how much her brother was emotionally invested in the movie. It was obvious to her that Zack was rooting for the hero. She felt him tense up when the villain threatened the heroine. Kayleigh squeezed her brother's upper arm sympathetically.
"I'm sure he'll save her," she assured him.
Zack appreciated his sister's encouragement. The hero and the villain were fighting. The hero threw a hard punch and the villain was stunned. Kayleigh felt Zack relax. She kept her hand on his arm, absently rubbing his bicep. The hero was able to grab the villain and force him to surrender. Zack and Kayleigh sat up. Kayleigh stretched her arms out, yawning.
"Well, big bro," she said, "that was a pretty good movie."
"Yeah, it was," he replied.
Zack picked up the remote and turned off the TV. The basement was dark. The only light in the room was the pale moonlight spilling in through the long, narrow basement window.
"That actress was really pretty, wasn't she?"
Zack thought it over.
"Yeah. I guess she was."
"Is that your type," Kayleigh timidly asked. "Do you usually go for girls with dark hair?"
"My type?" Zack was taken off-guard. "Nah, I definitely wouldn't say I prefer brunettes."
Kayleigh smiled a bit.
"Well, it's getting late," Kayleigh commented, stifling another yawn. "I'm going to bed."
"Alright," Zack replied. "I'll be up in a second. I'm just gonna grab these water bottles."
Kayleigh stood up from the couch and walked across the dark room for the stairs. Zack started collecting the water bottles for the recycling. Kayleigh found the light switch as she turned the corner. Light flooded the room. Zack squinted, temporarily blinded. He opened his eyes and saw his sister standing at the base of the stairs.
"Good night, bro. Love you."
"Love you, too."
Zack watched Kayleigh's legs disappeared up the stairs, as she climbed to the first floor. Water bottles in hand, Zack turned off the basement light on his way up to the kitchen. He opened the cabinet under the sink and dropped the empty plastic bottles into a small bag-lined bin. Closing the cabinet, Zack made his way to the stairs in the stark moonlight. As he ascended the staircase, Zack heard Kayleigh's electric toothbrush shut off, followed by a couple light switches clicking and her door closing. He continued upstairs to the second floor.
Reaching the landing, Zack could hear his sister rummaging around in her room. He went into the bathroom and brushed his teeth. When Zack was done, he turned off the bathroom light and stepped back into the dark hallway. Looking down at the floor, Zack saw that Kayleigh's bedroom light was no longer on. He walked down the hall to his room.
Zack entered his bedroom, closing the door, and took off his shirt. He undressed, leaving him in only his boxers, and crawled into bed. As Zack closed his eyes, he tried to clear his mind and fall asleep. Despite his attempts, however, his brain was buzzing with thoughts. He wondered how his parents' vacation was going. He was glad they were finally getting away on their own. They had certainly earned it, in his estimation. He also wondered what his friends from college were doing. Maybe he should have stayed and partied. Then again, he knew it was important to his parents that he come back and keep Kayleigh company while they were out of town. Zack rolled over and adjusted his pillow. He sighed heavily, eventually drifting off to sleep.



Chapter 4:
During the night, Zack found himself half-awake. Lying in bed, he opened his eyes and looked around his room. He had no idea the time, or how long he had been asleep. Moments later, his door slowly cracked open.
"Zack?" A soft voice whispered from the dark hallway.
"Kayleigh?" He murmured.
"I think I heard something."
"Yeah," Zack agreed, "I think I did too."
He pulled the covers off and got out of bed. The situation was too urgent for Zack to feel self-conscious. Dressed only in boxer shorts, he hurried into the hall and looked over the railing at the front door. It was fully closed. No lights were visible on the first floor. Everything was silent. Zack turned to Kayleigh. He gently took her hand.
"I'm sure it's nothing," Zack assured her. "But I'll have a look around just to make sure."
Kayleigh felt better. She trusted her brother. If he thought the house was safe, then it must be. Zack released his sister's hand and headed downstairs. A few of the steps creaked under Zack's feet. Kayleigh winced, imagining the sound alerting and intruder, if there was one downstairs. She anxiously waited for her brother to return.
Zack checked the front door. It was locked. Tiptoeing around the first floor, he looked for any sign of trouble. The kitchen and laundry room were clear. The door from the laundry room to the garage was locked too. The half-bathroom was empty. Making his way into the living room, Zack spotted the window he had opened earlier that evening. "You bonehead!" Zack chastised himself. The window was still open. Zack closed it as quietly as possible and secured it with the two lever latches. Luckily, the screen was still in place, so it was unlikely that anyone had let themselves in.
He looked out at the neighborhood. The street was empty. Next door, the neighbor's car was parked in the driveway. There wasn't much to see. Zack was about to continue searching the house when the neighbor's door opened, casting dim light from the entryway. A man stepped out and retrieved a small travel bag from his car. Zack listened to the dull thud of the car door closing. Of course! The neighbor had just returned from traveling and he went inside to see his wife before bringing in his bag. He and Kayleigh must have heard the driver's door slamming closed through the open window. Just to be thorough, Zack swept through the basement.
Kayleigh's heart fluttered when she saw her brother returning. She was still uneasy about the strange sounds.
"It was just the neighbor's car door," Zack explained. "The window was still open from earlier. I forgot to shut it before bed."
"Whew," Kayleigh was relieved.
She was feeling silly for getting worked up about nothing. Still, her nerves were frayed.
"Hey, Zack?"
"Yeah?"
"Would you mind staying with me in my room tonight? Just until I fall asleep?"
"Of course," he assured her.
Zack reasoned that he owed Kayleigh. She had really helped deflect Nikki's attention at the lake. More than that, Zack felt terrible for leaving the window open. Nothing harmful had happened, but it COULD have! Someone could have broken in easily and assaulted Kayleigh during the night. Zack would never have been able to forgive himself if something had happened to her. In any case, he blamed himself for putting her through this frightening mishap.
"Thanks, Zack. You're the best."
Kayleigh walked into her room and got under the covers. She scooted to one side, giving her brother room to join her. Zack was nervous. This was uncharted territory for him. He was used to a certain level of independence. It was strange being in his sister's room, getting into bed with her. He couldn't shake the feeling that he was doing something wrong, although he couldn't say exactly what. Nonetheless, Zack did his best to be gracious. He rolled onto his side, with his back to his sister, and before long he was asleep once again.
Kayleigh remained awake, slowly calming. Zack's presence was extremely comforting. Kayleigh pictured Zack, leaning on the railing, scanning for danger. His shoulders were rather broad, from what she remembered. His biceps flexed and swelled as he gripped the rail firmly. Kayleigh found herself short of breath. She was suddenly aware of her own vulnerability. Kayleigh could sense Zack's power. He was a man, in full control of the situation. He seemed fearless as he protected her from danger, even if it did turn out to be imaginary. Kayleigh felt safe, lying beside her brother. As her eyelids grew heavy, Kayleigh fell asleep, at last.
Hours later, Kayleigh's eyes slowly fluttered open. The sun was beginning to rise. Her room was still dark, but she could make out the silhouette of the furniture. Kayleigh could feel Zack's warm body behind her. His warm, soft skin brushed against her as he breathed. One of Zack's hands was lightly draped across her tummy. The other was tucked beneath her pillow. Kayleigh's eyes grew wide. What was that uncomfortable sensation behind her? Was Zack's cock pressing into her? It was! His thick member was pressed firmly between his lower body and Kayleigh's butt cheeks. His erection was warm and stiff.
Kayleigh didn't know what to do. Should she wake her brother? Should she move and give him some space? She couldn't risk him waking up. Zack had been so sweet, making sure the house was safe and agreeing to spend the night in his sister's bed with her. Letting him sleep in was the least she could do for him. Kayleigh tried to remain motionless and allow Zack to rest as much as he needed. She was shocked to discover that she was actually enjoying the experience. It was strangely arousing to have his body wrapped around hers. She felt so small and safe in his protective embrace.
Zack restlessly shifted in his slumber. His solid erection slid along the valley between Kayleigh's ass cheeks. She gasped, startled by the unexpected movement. It felt surprisingly nice, Kayleigh realized, even through her pajama shorts and panties. She was getting curious. Kayleigh knew she was being naughty, but she decided to test her limits. What harm could a little harmless teasing cause? Besides, her brother was sound asleep. Kayleigh subtly rocked her hips, sliding her butt along the underside of Zack's cock. It was exhilarating.
Kayleigh felt Zack's breath on the back of her neck. It was becoming stronger and more rapid. Zack's hand slid up to Kayleigh's hip and lightly pulled toward him. She froze. Had she gone too far? Zack thrust once against his sister, entirely on his own. Kayleigh wondered if he was dreaming.
"Kayleigh," he mumbled.
She said nothing. "Oh, my god!" she thought to herself, "is he having a dirty dream about me?"
"Did you sleep okay?" he asked, withdrawing his hand from under her pillow and shifting back to give her space.
She was relieved. He must have been just waking up and getting his bearings. Kayleigh had no reason to believe that Zack was aware of the intimate contact they had shared. Her concern faded.
"Like a rock," she told him.
"Me too. Well, I should get out of here and let you get ready for the day."
As soon as Zack was out of sight, Kayleigh let out a sigh of relief.
Chapter 5:
After finishing breakfast, the siblings remained at the kitchen table, talking. They hadn't decided how to spend the day.
"Let's go for a walk," Kayleigh suggested, "It's such a nice day."
"Alright," her brother agreed. "Do you have anywhere specific in mind?"
"I was thinking the creek would be lovely. It should be shady under all the trees, and the sound of the water flowing is so tranquil."
"The creek it is!"
They cleared the table and began to clean up.
"I have a surprise for you, bro."
"What is it?" He asked.
"I'm about to go upstairs and get it ready. Can you do me a favor and wait down here?"
"Sure," he answered, wondering what it could be.
Zack wandered into the living room and plopped down on the couch. He waited for what felt like an eternity. Kayleigh descended the stairs and rounded the corner into the living room. She was wearing a pair of tight, blue jeans and a light, reddish-brown V-neck t-shirt. She did a full rotation in front of Zack, as smoothly as if she had been on a turntable. She was stunning.
"What do you think of my new outfit? I just bought it yesterday!" Kayleigh exuberantly asked her brother.
Zack was at a loss for words. The clothes accentuated Kayleigh's feminine curves and features. She looked so sexy. His mouth was dry. He licked his lips.
"You look gorgeous, sis. I love it."
"Thank you. Are you ready to go for a walk?"
"Yep. Let's head out."
They hopped into the car and drove off. The creek wasn't far away, but the ride provided enough time for pleasant small talk. Neither Zack nor Kayleigh had spoken yet about the night before.
"I really appreciate you staying with me last night," Kayleigh bashfully commented. "I don't know if I ever would have fallen back asleep of you hadn't."
"It's no big deal," Zack replied. "You can rest assured, I'd never let anything bad happen to you."
Kayleigh smiled and blushed. She was so fortunate to have such a loving, protective brother.
"So," Kayleigh started, "Do you think the trail will be crowded?"
"Well, it is summer vacation," Zack considered. "But maybe everyone will be at the lake, or in a nice cool movie theater."
"Too bad we can't have the whole place to ourselves!" Kayleigh said, wistfully.
Zack was surprised by her response.
"Yeah, it would be nice," he offered. "Then we could enjoy the walk at our own pace."
The two of them were silent for a moment.
"Oh, look. We're here," Kayleigh was animated as she spoke.
Zack pulled into a small parking lot near the trail head. He turned off the engine and the two stepped out of the car. Kayleigh removed her new sneakers and put on the old waterproof hiking shoes she had brought. The siblings strolled side-by-side, admiring the natural beauty. The weather was perfect. It wasn't too hot or humid, and the canopy of the trees mostly shielded them from direct sunlight.
"This trail is so beautiful." Kayleigh took in her surroundings.
"You know," Zack pointed out, "it's funny, but this is the first time I've ever been on a hike in the woods."
"Really? Why is that?"
"I don't know." Zack reflected. "I think I've always viewed it as a date activity."
"A date activity?"
"Yeah, you know," Zack explained, "going on a long walk is a good way for people do to get to know each other better when they're on a date. I've never really wanted to go alone. I guess I was saving it for someone special."
Kayleigh's heart skipped a beat.
"I'm glad you could share this with me," she responded.
"Me, too," Zack said, earnestly.
The two of them continued down the trail. After a few minutes, Kayleigh broke the silence.
"What's that?" She asked, pointing into the distance.
"Looks like a waterfall," Zack observed.
"We have to go there!"
"Let's do it."
Zack escorted his sister to a fork in the pathway. Straight ahead, a simple wooden bridge provided a crossing for the creek. The two siblings turned at the fork, following the water. He allowed Kayleigh to lead the way up the steep dirt foot path leading to the waterfall. Her foot landed on a stone that protruded from the dirt. Kayleigh wobbled as her balance was thrown off. Zack placed his hands on both sides of her and held Kayleigh steady; one firmly at his sister's waist, the other wrapped around her hip, his palm resting against the side of her ass.
"Thanks, bro."
"No problem. I'm right behind you."
As Kayleigh continued forward, Zack released his grip on her. His touch lingered on her body for a moment, until the warmth faded. Zack watched her cute ass as his sister led him to the waterfall. The jeans hugged her figure perfectly, he noticed. Finding several large rocks near the falls, Zack and Kayleigh sat together on one and listened to the sound of the rushing water. Huddled close, neither of them said anything. Zack's hand slid carelessly from his knee and gently landed on top of Kayleigh's hand, which was resting on the same rock. Zack and Kayleigh turned, each locking eyes with the other. Neither was able to read the other's expression.
Kayleigh felt her brother's touch. It was warm and comforting. She liked having his strong hand resting on hers. Kayleigh's cheeks flushed. Her face was only inches from Zack's. He was so handsome, with his short brown hair and his piercing brown eyes. The corners of his mouth twitched, curling into a smile. She couldn't resist him.
Zack was looking at his beautiful sister, whose delicate lips were so close. He leaned closer, closing his eyes and tilting his head. His lips met hers, and Zack and Kayleigh shared an affectionate kiss. The moment ended as quickly as it had begun. Neither of them spoke. What could they say? Neither dared to risk tarnishing the wonderful moment they had shared. Zack gently squeezed his sister's delicate hand.
"I'm getting pretty hungry," Zack didn't mean to sound suggestive. "How about you?"
"Yeah. I could eat."
Zack and Kayleigh stood up from the rock. He held his sister's hand as they climbed down the foot path, leading back to the main trail.
"Are you alright, sis? Your face is looking a little flushed."
"I'm fine," Kayleigh said. "I think the walk is just taking a little more out of me than I thought."
"You'll feel better once you get some food in you," Zack replied. "I've actually got a place in mind. I think you'll love the food, and the atmosphere is great."
"I'm looking forward to it."
***
Zack pulled into a large parking lot surrounded by storefronts and restaurants. Kayleigh looked around, trying to guess where her brother was taking her. It was a nice area. Kayleigh had never been there before, but the plaza looked new. Plenty of well-dressed people were walking about. Kayleigh was surprised and flattered that her brother had chosen a restaurant there for lunch. Zack parked the car, and the siblings exited the vehicle. Kayleigh took her phone from the storage compartment and slid it into her pocket.
"Are you sure I'm dressed okay for this place?" Kayleigh inquired, a little nervous.
"Absolutely," he assured her. "Trust me. You look great. Besides, this place is amazing. You'll love it."
They approached a building. A row of concrete planters lined the sidewalk. Tall grassy blades and leafy vines grew from them. Patrons were dining on the patio at the side of the building. The exterior was painted a shade of cream. A black awning hung above the doorway, extending far enough to cover the entire width of the walkway. Kayleigh gazed up at the large lettering on the face of the restaurant.
"Amore Mio," Zack cryptically stated.
"Excuse me?" Kayleigh was baffled.
"It's the name of the restaurant," Zack clarified. "Amore Mio. It's an Italian restaurant."
Zack held the door for his sister. While Zack approached the hostess and gave his name, Kayleigh fished her phone out of her pocket and searched for a translation of the restaurant's name. She discovered that it means "My love." It was a cute name. She wondered if Zack had any idea what it meant.
"This way," the hostess told them, escorting the siblings to their table.
Zack pulled out the chair for Kayleigh, who sat down. He walked around to the other side and joined her. Zack opened his menu and glanced through the lunch options. The waitress soon appeared and introduced herself.
"Welcome to Amore Mio. Can I get you two started with drinks?" The waitress asked. "Maybe an appetizer?"
"Just water, for me," Kayleigh ordered.
"And I'll have an iced tea," Zack followed.
"I'll have those out in just a minute." The waitress turned her attention to Kayleigh. "Can I say, you are just lovely! Your boyfriend over there is a lucky guy!"
"Yes, he is lucky, isn't he?" Kayleigh playfully went along with the server's misunderstanding.
Zack was stunned.
"Yeah," Zack managed to join the ruse, "I'll say! I landed the girl of my dreams!"
"Well, you two certainly make an adorable couple," The waitress concluded. "I'll be right back with your drinks."
Zack and Kayleigh chuckled as the waitress walked away.
"Sorry," she whispered, "I couldn't resist. It was just so funny."
Zack smiled. He agreed.
"Did you find something you like?"
"Oh, I think I have."
The waitress returned with the drinks.
"Have you two had a chance to decide on what you'll be having today?"
"I'm ready," Zack replied, "how about you, baby?"
Kayleigh grinned and shook her head at Zack's little joke.
"I'll have the eggplant parmesan sandwich."
"Chicken Marsala, for me," Zack added.
"Perfect," the waitress remarked. "I'll put that in for you two and come back in a few minutes to check on you."
The waitress walked away. Kayleigh noticed how nice the restaurant was. It was clean and the tables were all dressed with white cloth and napkins, and each had a single red rose in a thin glass vase. The family rarely dined out, preferring to bring in food from chain restaurants and small, casual establishments. This was the fanciest place Kayleigh had ever been. She gazed down at the lit candle at the center of the table, then back up into Zack's eyes.
"This place is incredible!" Kayleigh assured her brother. "I'm having a wonderful time with you, Zack."
"I'm glad you like it," he warmly responded.
The waitress returned, interrupting the conversation.
"An eggplant parmesan sandwich for the lady," she announced, placing a plate down in front of Kayleigh. "And your chicken marsala."
Zack thanked her politely.
"Is there anything else I can get you two right now?"
"We're good, thanks."
"You're welcome. Enjoy your meal."
Kayleigh took a bite. It was delicious. The sandwich was warm. The bread and its filling were fresh. The sauce was a perfect blend of herbs and spices. Kayleigh hummed with satisfaction as she chewed. She and Zack worked on their meals, only occasionally trying to talk between bites. As they finished eating, the waitress made her way back to the table. Zack looked up from his plate as she approached.
"Would you two care for some dessert?"
"Two cannoli, please." Zack confidently answered.
The waitress confirmed the order and excused herself.
"Cannoli?" Kayleigh was unfamiliar with the dessert.
"Yeah." Zack was showing off now. "They're a crispy, filled pastry."
"Well, then," she jested, "consider me intrigued."
The waitress returned with a single plate holding two cannoli. She placed the plate between Kayleigh and Zack, along with two clean forks and the check.
"Before you two get started," the waitress addressed them, "would you like a picture of your romantic date?"
Zack and Kayleigh's eye's met, filled with uncertainty. They nodded in unison. Kayleigh handed her phone to the waitress as Zack brought his chair over to her side of the table. The waitress stood across the table from them, holding up the phone. Zack and Kayleigh scooted as close as they could, putting their arms around one another. The waitress allowed the phone to focus and balance the light and color. She snapped a picture.
"How about a kiss?" The waitress urged them. "That would be so cute!"
Zack and Kayleigh exchanged glances. This wasn't part of the plan. Kayleigh looked into her brother's eyes. His expression was soft and compassionate. She had never noticed his eyelashes before. They were a ways from home. No one there knew them. All that anyone would see is a loving couple being affectionate. Nobody would suspect that they were siblings.
Kayleigh tilted her head and closed her eyes. She was going to do it. Zack leaned in, his lips pressing against Kayleigh's. They boldly kissed, surrounded by a restaurant full of witnesses. Kayleigh's heart raced. This was wrong, but she didn't care. Who was it hurting, anyway? Zack's strong hand drifted down from Kayleigh's waist to her thigh. He gave the soft flesh a tender squeeze. Kayleigh apprehensively extended her tongue, probing Zack's mouth. He responded enthusiastically. Their tongues wrestled. Kayleigh moaned softly into her brother's mouth.



The waitress captured another image. Kayleigh and Zack reluctantly pulled apart. Zack felt his cock growing stiff, tenting his pants. Kayleigh was wet and her nipples were hard. The waitress handed the phone back to Kayleigh. She briefly looked over the pictures.
"They're perfect," Kayleigh struggled to sound composed. "Thank you."
"My pleasure." The waitress was proud of herself. "Enjoy your dessert!"
Zack and Kayleigh turned their attention to their dessert plate. Kayleigh's mind was reeling. Her emotions were racing. She had enjoyed kissing her brother. It was a reaction she couldn't control. Was this too much? What about Zack? How did he feel about it? What was going through his mind right now? She reached for the plate and took one of the cannoli into her fingertips.
"How do you eat these?" She asked.
"There isn't really a right or wrong way to do it," Zack explained, picking up his cannoli. "You can use your hands if you'd like to."
Kayleigh imitated her brother. Zack was enthralled, watching her bring the cream-filled tip of the pastry to her lips. She delicately bit into the crisp shell, forcing a glob of white filling to spurt into her mouth. She recoiled in surprise. It was rich and flavorful. She chewed and swallowed. Kayleigh licked a stray smear of filling from her thumb. It was delicious.
Zack's head was swimming. First the kissing, now this. He couldn't believe how intensely everything was effecting him. Zack's imagination ran wild, as Kayleigh ate her dessert. He pictured himself dipping the tip of his hard, swollen cock into the excess cream on the dessert plate and offering it to his sister. She'd look up at him and lick her lips, then wrap them around the tip of his cock, suckling him gently. He saw himself blasting his load into Kayleigh's open mouth, causing her to jump at first, before recovering and swallowing all of it.
Zack knew he needed to stop thinking this way. His hormones were out of control. He loved his sister. Over all the years, his relationship with her had always been great. He was a mentor and protector. He listened well and was sympathetic. In turn, Kayleigh was always sweet and caring. He would never knowingly jeopardize their friendship. But what if he accidentally said or did something that made things uncomfortable between the two of them? Zack was afraid of his feelings.
"That was delicious," Kayleigh announced.
She was feeling a little embarrassed. She was aware of the sexual undertones, and she assumed that Zack have been too. Still, the dessert was exquisite, and the restaurant had been so nice.
"Glad you liked it," Zack said, dropping his credit card onto the check. "I know I did."
Once the check was paid Zack and Kayleigh were ready to leave. Zack pulled out his sister's chair for her and offered her his hand. Leaving the table, Kayleigh patted her pocket, verifying that she had her phone. Together, they exited the restaurant and made their way to the car. Without any other plans, it was time to return home.
Chapter 6:
Even as the day progressed, neither sibling said a word about the events that had unfolded that morning. The two spent hours lounging around, watching shows in the basement. It was a lazy afternoon, with a pleasant breeze coming in through the open windows. Zack was stretched out on the couch, his legs extended toward one end, while his head was propped up against the arm rest. His plain white t-shirt was pulled up slightly, exposing a strip of his firm abs. Kayleigh sat with her back braced against the front edge of the couch. Her legs were bent and her arms were crossed over her knees, keeping them in place. It was a fun afternoon, in a laid-back sort of way.
Kayleigh stood and stretched, letting out a yawn. Zack looked up from the show. Kayleigh was standing over him.
"I'm going upstairs to get something. I'll be back in a minute," she declared.
"Okay." Zack was mystified.
Kayleigh went upstairs and shut her bedroom door behind her. She exhaled slowly. Unbuttoning her jeans, Kayleigh began undressing. She took out her phone and tossed it on the bed before wiggling out of her snug denim bottoms. Kayleigh grasped the bottom hem of her V-neck and pulled it over her head. Picking up her phone, Kayleigh reviewed the two pictures of her and Zack that their waitress had taken for them. She relived the experience in her head. All the emotions, and all the sensations, came flooding back to her.
"This is crazy," she thought.
What was she doing? Her body was trembling. Kayleigh removed her bra and slid her panties off. Standing nude in front of her full length mirror, Kayleigh assessed her appearance. She was fit and her breasts were full and supple. Looking over her shoulder, she admired her ass. It was nice and round. Kayleigh ran her hands over her body. Her nipples stiffened and became sensitive. She pinched and rolled them between her fingertips. She felt naughty. Kayleigh's hand wandered down, teasing her clit. She desperately craved release, but not now, not like this.
Kayleigh opened the dresser and pulled out her brand new, shiny black panties. She slipped them on, checking her reflection in the mirror. Kayleigh reached into another drawer, grabbing the matching push-up bra she had purchased. Her breasts were full and round, gathered up by the cups of her bra. She felt sexy. It was a rush!
"Oh my god!" She said aloud. "I can't believe I'm doing this!"
Kayleigh took one more look at her body, admiring the lingerie. Brimming with confidence, she smiled and posed seductively.
Down in the basement, Zack was getting bored. He wondered what was taking so long.
"Kayleigh? Are you coming back?"
He was about to get up and go upstairs to check on her when she rounded the corner, emerging from the shadows. Her hair was down and flowing over her shoulders. Zack froze immediately, sinking back into the couch. He recognized the lingerie. It was the set he had seen in her room. He was speechless. She looked every bit as sexy as Zack had imagined. His cock twitched.
"Holy shit!" Zack involuntarily muttered.
"Does it look okay?"
"You look amazing." Zack was awestruck. "You're beautiful."
Zack was captivated. The shiny black material accentuated her figure. It was so sleek and elegant. It made his sister look sophisticated.
"Aww. So you like it, then?" Kayleigh turned in a slow circle for him.
Zack unabashedly examined his sister's body, from head to toe.
"To say the least!" There was no hesitation in Zack's reply. "I mean, I can't think of a more irresistible sight."
"I'm so glad you like it, Zack. I was really hoping you would."
Zack was accustomed to helping Kayleigh choose outfits, albeit not underwear, so it wasn't entirely outlandish for her to seek his opinion about what she had picked out. However, it was odd for her to be so concerned about having his approval. Zack didn't want to give the impression that his approval was necessary.
"So, did you get these for a special occasion?" Zack tensed. "Do you have a date coming up?"
Kayleigh walked over to the couch. She stood next to her brother and faced him.
"Nope." She was amused by his question. "These are for me. I wanted something nice and comfortable. They're super cute too. Very sexy."
Zack nodded vacantly.
"That's why," Kayleigh began, "I thought you might like to see me in them."
"I, uh..." Zack fumbled for words.
Kayleigh had crossed a line. For better or worse, her relationship with her brother would be forever changed. There was no going back now. Kayleigh hunched down and put her hand on Zack's lap.
"Would you like to see more?" She daringly teased.
Zack's cock was fully erect. It throbbed and pulsated in his forest green lounge shorts. The heat of his arousal radiated outward, warming his crotch and surrounding him.
"Fuck, yes!" Zack was shocked by his own response.
Kayleigh smiled, pleased by his answer. Reaching behind her body, Kayleigh's shoulders were drawn back. Her perky tits were pushed out, straining against the black fabric of her push-up bra. Kayleigh's hands felt blindly for the clasps. Zack watched her in wide-eyed astonishment. Kayleigh recognized the intense look on her brother's face - it was pure lust. Casting an alluring gaze to her brother, she stopped.
"Do you think you could give me hand?"
Zack didn't ask how he could help. He knew what his sister wanted. His heart pounded in his chest. Kayleigh turned away as her brother neared, looking over her shoulder at him. Zack's eyes locked on the tiny metal hooks securing the bra. He clumsily attempted to unfasten the hooks. His inexperience showed. Kayleigh assisted her brother by pulling her bra straps back, releasing the tension on the clasps. One at a time, the hooks were freed. The shiny black straps of Kayleigh's bra fell loose, leaving it dangling from Zack's hand.
"There," Zack's voice cracked, "all done."
Kayleigh turned and took the bra, casually dropping it onto the floor. She could hear her brother's shaky breathing. It was obvious that he was aroused, staring slack-jawed at his sister's bare chest. She stepped back a couple paces, giving Zack a better view. Her modest, yet full, breasts jiggled as Kayleigh shook her shoulders playfully. Her small pink nipples stood stiff and erect.
"You're so beautiful, Kayleigh. I can't believe this is happening."
"It is," Kayleigh purred, "if you want it to."
"Of course I do," Zack softly reassured her. "I love you, Kayleigh."
"I love you too, Zack. More than anything."
Kayleigh and Zack closed the distance between them, in perfect unity. Kayleigh leaned in and kissed her brother on the lips. It was a tender, passionate kiss. Kayleigh's soft, warm, lips parted, allowing Zack's tongue to slip into her mouth. He eagerly probed around, exploring the inside of his sister's mouth. Kayleigh moaned as their tongues intertwined. She had never felt more aroused. Her brother was making her hot. His hard cock brushed against her inner thigh. The feeling of Zack's smooth lounge shorts caressing her sensitive flesh made Kayleigh's pussy tingle.
Kayleigh wrapped her fingers around her brother's shaft through his shorts, cupping her hand. His cock pulsed. Zack groaned, overwhelmed by the pleasure and relief. Kayleigh tugged on Zack's solid rod, assessing its length. His breathing grew heavier and his heart raced. Pre-cum oozed into the front of Zack's boxers, partially sticking them to the tip of his dick. Kayleigh broke their kiss, hooking her thumbs into the two layers of Zack's waistbands.
"Let's get you out of these," Kayleigh instructed.
She tugged his shorts and boxers down, past his hips. They slid down his legs, and Zack kicked them off. Kneeling, Kayleigh gripped her brother's rigid cock firmly. Her delicate hand stroked his length, slowly at first, then more quickly. Kayleigh marveled at how soft the skin was, considering how hard Zack's cock was beneath it.
"Oh, god, sis!" Zack exclaimed. "That feels amazing!"
Zack had masturbated countless times before, but never had he experienced anything that felt as good as Kayleigh's hand did. He looked down and saw her looking up at him. She was wearing a sexy expression, biting her lower lip. His cock bobbed and swelled, somehow becoming harder.
Kayleigh was thrilled, watching the effect she had on her brother. Her pussy was wet. She was desperate to touch herself. But this was about him, and his pleasure.
"Your cock is so thick, Zack. I can't wait to feel it inside me."
Kayleigh's comment drove Zack wild. He had never imagined his sister would say such a thing.
"Oh, fuck, Kayleigh!" He gasped. "I can't wait for that either!"
Zack offered Kayleigh his hand, helping his sister to her feet. They kissed deeply once again. Kayleigh took the bottom of Zack's t-shirt into her hands and guided it up over his head, revealing his muscular chest and toned midsection. Kayleigh ran her hands over his body. His skin was hot and smooth. Kayleigh gently pressed in with her hands and gave some light squeezes, testing the firmness of Zack's fit body.
Zack had never been touched this way. The attention and admiration his sister was showing him made Zack feel incredible. Kayleigh's hands felt good on his skin, too. Her touch was exciting and comforting all at once. Zack felt a connection to Kayleigh that he had never felt before. He was completely naked before his sister. There was nothing left for him to hide from her. It was exhilarating. It was freeing!
Kayleigh was captivated by her brother's body. She found him so incredibly attractive. His physique was flawless. Kayleigh wanted him badly.
"I've got one more surprise for you, big bro," she cooed.
Kayleigh reached for her panties, pulling the sides past her hips and down her slender legs. Her panties slid easily over her thighs and dropped to the floor. Zack was awestruck. He had never seen his sister naked. Zack admired his sister's figure, appreciating the effort she had gone through to prepare for their encounter. Her pussy was smooth and hairless. Zack's mouth watered.
"I shaved it," Kayleigh explained, "just for you, Zack."
"It looks wonderful," he replied. "You're so beautiful, Kayleigh."
"Thank you. I'm glad you like it."
Kayleigh had never exposed her body to anyone else. She was aware of her own vulnerability, but she didn't feel it at all. Rather, Kayleigh knew she was safe. She was sharing herself intimately with someone who cared deeply for her. Kayleigh had surrendered herself to the moment.
Zack and Kayleigh embraced and kissed. Their naked bodies pressed firmly together. Kayleigh was excited to finally be able to express her feelings for her brother, in this new and intimate way. Her sensitive nipples rubbed against Zack's strong, unyielding chest. Waves of stimulation coursed through Kayleigh's body. She trembled in anticipation. Zack lowered a hand to his sister's ass. He caressed her smooth skin, kneading and squeezing the bare flesh.
"Mmm," she moaned, "that feels nice, Zack."
"Your ass is incredible, sis!"
Kayleigh reached down and stroked her brother's thick shaft, guiding him closer. She rubbed the swollen head against her slick folds. Kayleigh's pussy was hot and wet. Her arousal was building. She rocked her hips, grinding her delicate pussy lips along Zack's cock. Zack lowered his head, watching a shiny trail form on the top of his stiff manhood. Seeing his sister's pussy juices was electrifying. She was just as excited as he was.
"Oh, fuck, Zack!" Kayleigh gasped.
"Yeah? Do you like that?"
"Oh my god, yes! Your cock feels so fucking good against my pussy, Zack!"
Kayleigh's legs trembled. The stimulation was driving her mad.
"I need you, Kayleigh." Zack's voice was urgent.
"Me too. Please, Zack. I need you inside me."
Kayleigh's breathing was heavy and labored. Zack pulled away, allowing his sister to catch her breath. He took Kayleigh's hand and led her to the couch. Bending his knees and stooping over, Zack placed his lips around Kayleigh's nipple and began suckling. Zack raised his hand and brought it to his sister's other breast. Massaging and squeezing, Zack delighted in every sensation her body provided him. Kayleigh sighed contentedly, surrendering herself to the pleasure. Zack's hand drifted down to his sister's stomach, eventually settling between her thighs.
Kayleigh's pussy was dripping. Zack's fingertips slowly traced over the wetness that was forming at the tops of her inner thighs. Hesitantly, he worked his way up to Kayleigh's smoothly shaved mount. Reaching his goal, Zack rested his palm there. His middle finger laid down over his sister's tender folds. Zack wiggled his finger from side to side over Kayleigh's supple pussy lips. The stimulation caused her to gasp, arching her back and thrusting her pelvis toward him.
"Oh, god! Yes!" Kayleigh cried. "Play with my pussy, Zack!"
Her encouragement inspired him. Zack pressed the full length of his finger along Kayleigh's slit. He could feel the heat emanating from her core. His finger glided smoothly, lubricated by his sister's fluids. As Zack explored Kayleigh's most private recesses, she bucked and struggled to keep balanced. The intensity of Zack's touch was unlike anything she had ever experienced on her own. Kayleigh felt as though her legs might give out at any moment.
"How is it, Kayleigh?"
"Oh, it's fucking amazing, Zack! Please don't stop!"
"Your pussy is soaking wet."
"That's what happens when a girl is really turned on, Zack."
Kayleigh had lost control of her inhibitions. She was being guided purely by her instincts and emotions. The experience was overwhelming. Her mind raced, trying to process everything that was happening.
"It feels amazing, sis."
Kayleigh's entire body flushed, overcome with a powerful warmth.
"Mmm. You like the way my pussy feels, big bro?"
"Oh, I fucking love it!"
Zack removed his hand from Kayleigh's dripping folds.
"Sit down on the couch, sis." Zack's voice was determined. "Let me take care of you."
Kayleigh complied without a second thought. Whatever Zack had in mind, she wanted it. She needed it!
"Spread your legs," he instructed, "let me see that lovely pussy."
Kayleigh was surprised by the intensity and command in her brother's voice. Still, she couldn't resist him. His passion was spurring on her own desire. With Zack's assistance, Kayleigh laid back onto the couch, with her shoulders pressing into the back cushion and her tailbone supported by the front edge of the seat. She teased her brother, keeping both knees together as Zack knelt before her. Zack stared eagerly as his sister gradually and seductively swung her legs apart. He gazed into the soft, delicate pink petals of his sister's pussy, glistening with moisture.
"Your pussy is beautiful, Kayleigh. It's so fucking hot!"
Zack lowered his head and leaned in close. He was going to savor everything about this experience. Zack subtly inhaled through is nose, unsure of what to expect. There was no strong odor, just the fine undertones of lightly scented soap. Kayleigh was fresh and ready for him. Zack prepared for his first taste of his sister's forbidden nectar. He parted his lips and extended his tongue. A gentle wave of pressure brushed over Kayleigh's labia. Zack closed his eyes and attempted to focus on the unfamiliar sensations.
There was an interesting blend of sweet and salty flavor that coated his tongue. The taste wasn't unpleasant at all, it was just different. It was a unique combination, and Zack was fascinated. Invigorated, he slurped audibly while exploring his sister's cunt.
"Oh my god, Zack! Don't stop! That feels incredible!"
Kayleigh was shocked and impressed by the sudden surge of pleasure. It was so unexpected, yet so welcome. She was overwhelmed by her brother's attention.
"I'm just getting started." He replied.
Zack was inspired. His curiosity was piqued. He pressed the tip of his tongue against the bottom of Kayleigh's slit. Drawing his tongue upwards, Zack dragged his tongue along the entire length, making contact with his sister's clit. He flicked the tip of his tongue there before dropping down for another pass.
"OH FUCK!" She screamed. "Zack, that's fucking amazing!"
Zack was intrigued.
"Do you like that?" He asked, his tone playful.
"Yes, baby!" She begged. "Please do that again!"
Zack smiled, satisfied. His tongue slithered and danced, teasing Kayleigh's tender clit. Her breathing was shallow and fast. He lapped hungrily, sending her into a frenzy.
"Holy fuck, Zack!" She cried. "Keep doing that! Your tongue feels so fucking good!"
Zack continued, eager to please his sister. He had never seen her behave this way. It was fascinating to him. He felt his cock throb and pulse. It was begging for attention. Zack withdrew his face between his sister's thighs and gazed adoringly at his handiwork. Kayleigh's pussy and thighs glistened with a mixture of juices from her pussy and Zack's hungry mouth. Zack decided to go in for one more taste of his sister's delicious cunt before things went further. He extended his tongue as far, and as low, as possible and applied as more pressure than before. He felt something different, soft in its own way. Zack liked it.



"Zack, that's my ass!" Kayleigh interrupted.
"Oh, my god!" Zack exclaimed in embarrassment. "I'm so sorry! I didn't know! It's hard to see down here, sis."
Zack couldn't apologize enough.
"It's okay, Zack. Really." She smiled down at her brother. "Don't worry about it."
As he intended, Zack took another full lick of his sister's hot, wet pussy. Kayleigh was getting close. She wondered if her brother was able to guess her level of arousal, but she suspected that wasn't likely, given their conversation about dating.
"That's feeling, amazing, Zack!" Kayleigh complimented her brother. "Now I want to do something for you."
She sat upright, leaning forward to kiss him.
"Lie down, right here, Zack."
Kayleigh patted the seat cushion of the couch. He lay down on his back. His cock was still raging hard. It looked even bigger now than it had earlier.
"I bet that feels painful. It looks like it's ready to burst!"
"Yeah, kind of." Zack confessed. "I'm pretty horny right now, sis."
"Let me see what I can do about that, bro."
Kayleigh gripped her brother's thick cock, stroking its length.
"You have such a nice, big cock, Zack."
"Thanks, Kayleigh. It's all yours."
Kayleigh had never tasted a dick before. She was curious what it would be like.
"Just lay back and relax, Zack. I'm going to take care of you." Her voice was so loving, so adoring.
Zack was in awe. This was his sister. She was so sexy. Zack had fantasized about this in the restaurant, but he had never imagined that it would actually happen. He watched, enthralled, as his sister wrapped her lips around the tip of his stiff manhood. It was a sight that he'd never forget. Her full, pink lips caressed his swollen cockhead. Kayleigh's cheeks were hallowed, accentuating her beautiful face. The powerful suction on his engorged manhood made him groan.
"Mmm," Kayleigh cooed, "I must be doing something right."
"Oh, god, Kayleigh! It's so incredible. You have no idea how much I've dreamed of this moment!"
Zack's words inspired his sister. She wanted him to know how much she enjoyed sharing this moment with him. She was happy. They were happy together. The realization caused her to blush. Kayleigh bobbed her head, slurping away at Zack's cock with renewed enthusiasm. Her hand gripped him just below the head, preventing Kayleigh from taking her brother too deeply into her mouth.
"That's amazing, Kayleigh! I can't believe how good that feels."
Zack's hands roamed around freely, exploring his sister's body. The intimacy was electrifying. One hand cupped her perky tit, gently rubbing Kayleigh's nipple with the palm while stroking the remaining flesh with the fingers. Zack slid the other from Kayleigh's narrow waist, around the curve of her hip, to her backside. Zack's drew his fingers inward, pressing them affectionately into his sister's butt cheek. He enjoyed the soft, resilient feeling.
Kayleigh was becoming overwhelmed. After the way he had lavished her with erotic kisses and licks, she was desperate to return the favor. However, Kayleigh was having a difficult time focusing on what she was doing for Zack. His touches were profoundly distracting. Even amidst his own pleasure, Zack was still generously and caringly giving Kayleigh his attention. He clearly wanted to make her feel good. Kayleigh pulled her head back. Her brothers cock head slid out from between her pursed lips with a loud slurping and popping sound.
"Oh, fuck, Zack!" She cried.
"Is everything okay, sis? Is something wrong?"
"No, it's perfect, Zack. Your hands are driving me crazy."
"Oh, good!" He was relieved. "You have an amazing body, sis. I just love touching it."
Kayleigh took his cock back into her mouth. She let go of his cock and lowered her hand. Gently massaging Zack's balls, Kayleigh attempted to take more of Zack's cock into her mouth. Cautious at first, she bobbed her head slightly.
"That's it, Kayleigh. You're doing it."
Zack's encouraging words emboldened his sister. She took Zack deeper and deeper with each forward motion, until he reached the back of her throat.
"Oh, god, sis!" He exclaimed. "Your mouth is so warm and wet. It feels so fucking good!"
Zack moaned contentedly as Kayleigh continued. Gazing dreamily up at her brother, Kayleigh was enjoying his grunts and groans. Hearing the satisfaction in her brother's voice was turning her on. She was becoming more aroused by the moment. Kayleigh unknowingly began rocking her hips back and forth in the air, matching the rhythm of her sucking. She was consumed by what she was doing, completely unaware that she was bringing Zack to the brink. His eyes locked with Kayleigh's.
"Oh, shit! Careful sis!" He struggled to speak. "You're getting me real close!"
Kayleigh reduced her pace, but couldn't convince herself to stop entirely.
"I need to be inside you, Kayleigh. I can't wait any longer. I want to feel your pussy on my cock."
Zack and Kayleigh switched places. Kayleigh laid back on the couch. She folded her legs back into her chest with her knees together, holding herself by the back of her thighs to secure them. The position opened her legs, exposing her smooth snatch and widening her hips a bit. Zack admired the view, particularly appreciating the enhanced curve of Kayleigh's hips and ass. He couldn't help but notice that Kayleigh's cute little asshole was still shiny from the accidental rimming, and he had to admit, it turned him on seeing it. He lined his cock up with Kayleigh's waiting pussy. It was wet and inviting.
"Fuck, you're so beautiful, sis."
Zack slid himself in. He could feel his sister's slick, warm pussy wrapping tightly around his cock. He eased in, slowly and gently. Zack tried his best to restrain himself and give Kayleigh time to adjust to his sizable shaft.
"Oh, fuck, Zack." She exhaled.
"You're so fucking tight, Kayleigh."
Zack realized he was going to have to be extremely disciplined not to come right away. It was a struggle.
"Your cock is huge, Zack. I've never felt anything like it."
Zack continued easing his thick shaft in and out, gradually working his way deeper and deeper into his sister's steaming hot cunt. He could feel his cock being bathed in the wetness of his sister's arousal. His tender thrusts became less labored as Kayleigh's pussy adjusted to his cock. Covered in its lubrication, Zack pumped at his sister's hot, wet pussy with increasing vigor.
"How's that, Kayleigh? Am I going too fast?"
"God no, Zack! Don't slow down! I'm loving it!"
Kayleigh was amazed by how good her brother's cock felt inside her. He was stretching her pussy and filling her in a way that no one had ever done before. She loved it. She loved him.
"I love you, Kayleigh." He panted.
"I love you too, Zack."
They had waited for this moment for a long time. They were making the most of it.
Zack reached under his sister and took hold of her round, supple ass. It fit perfectly in his hand. He wedged his other hand under Kayleigh's thigh, awkwardly grasping for her perky tit. He fondled his sister's breast, gently kneading the soft mound and pinching her nipple. Kayleigh's entire body flushed, overcome with a powerful warmth. Zack's body rubbed against hers, stimulating her clit.
"You're pussy is so fucking hot and wet, sis!" Zack exclaimed. "It feels unbelievable!"
"Oh, Zack! Keep fucking me!" She cried. "Fuck me like crazy!"
Zack was in ecstasy. He was living out his wildest fantasy. The pleasure was surreal. He had never imagined his first time would feel so good. He had no idea that it could be so special. The way he felt about her, the closeness that he had always enjoyed with Kayleigh, made it beyond anything he had ever thought possible.
"Oh, fuck, Kayleigh! This is so damn good!"
"Come for me, Zack! Please!" Kayleigh pleaded. "I'm almost there!"
Hearing those words caused Zack's balls to tighten. Zack stopped thrusting and fumbled for composure. He wanted to finish well. Gliding in effortlessly, Zack bottomed out in his sister. Buried completely in Kayleigh's sopping wet cunt, Zack brought his hands to her hips and held on tightly. Pulling his cock out until only the head remained inside his sister, Zack was ready. He drove into her forcefully, pounding away at her with utter abandon. The basement was filled with the sounds of Zack's hips slamming into the backs of Kayleigh's thighs, punctuated by the couple's heavy breathing and guttural vocalizations.
"Oh, fuck! Kayleigh! I'm so fucking close!"
"I'm almost there too, Zack! Just keep going! I'm gonna come all over your cock!"
"Okay, I'll try..."
Zack continued to ram his cock forcefully into his sister. A trail of liquid dribbled from Kayleigh's pussy, running down the front of the couch.
"Yes! Yes! Fuck me hard, big bro!" Kayleigh urged him on. "Fuck your little sister!"
"Oh, yeah! I love fucking my sister!"
"Fuck! Oh, Zack!" Kayleigh's orgasm was beginning. "I'm gonna come!"
Kayleigh bucked and thrashed beneath her brother. She had masturbated plenty of times before, but none of those experiences could even compare to this one. It was the most intense experience of her life. She was exhausted, but also thoroughly fulfilled.
"Ah, me too, Kayleigh!" Zack grunted. "I'm gonna come, sis!"
Zack could feel his sister's pussy constricting around his cock. Her fluids were leaking out. They covered his balls. Her body tensed and relaxed in succession, milking his shaft.
"Oh, fuck! Kayleigh, I'm gonna come!" He warned. "Where do you want it?"
"On my chest." She quickly answered.
Zack withdrew his cock and immediately started stroking it. He aimed for his sister's chest. She lowered her legs and leaned forward, pushing her tits out and offering them to her brother. Zack lurched forward, resting one knee on the couch, barely getting into place in time. The first blast of cum landed directly on Kayleigh's breast, just above the nipple, and splashed all the way to her neck. Zack lost balance and fell forward slightly, catching himself with an open palm to the wall behind the couch.
"Wow!" Kayleigh marveled.
She hadn't finished her remarks when the next torrent was unleashed. Zack's cock erupted, with a powerful spasm, sending copious amounts of semen into Kayleigh's open mouth. She snapped back in surprise, but the couch didn't give her far to go. Kayleigh reflexively closed her lips and swallowed the mouthful of her brother's cum. It didn't resemble anything else she had ever tasted. It wasn't necessarily the most appealing flavor she could think of, she found herself oddly fond of it anyway. Taking in a very personal part of her brother in that way made it extra thrilling.
Zack groaned as he unloaded onto his sister. His mind was blank. All the built up desire was finally being released. There was no stopping it. It felt fantastic. The third load was smaller, but it hit her solidly on the lips and drizzled down her chin. Kayleigh stuck her tongue out and swiped up the creamy treat, licking her lips. The taste was more pleasant that time. Using her finger, she scooped the glob forming under her chin and deposited it in her mouth, sucking on her finger clean as she removed it from between her lips. Zack shot two more spurts, one on each of his sister's tits. The last of his seed dribbled out freely, forming a rope connecting the tip of Zack's cock to Kayleigh's cleavage.
"I guess I can see why girls like that." She laughed, having joyfully finished consuming her brother's semen.
"Holy shit, Kayleigh! You're amazing!"
Zack looked down at his sister, covered in his jizz. He felt so dirty. It seemed so wrong. But, somehow, it felt right.
"I'll grab a washcloth from upstairs and help clean you up."
"Thanks Zack. You're so sweet."
"Be right back, sis."
Zack was shaking as he jogged upstairs. He was tired, certainly. But there was more to it than that. He felt uneasy, but everything was too fresh to fully grasp why. Everything that had just done seemed so surreal. On the one hand, it was all vividly committed to his memory. On the other, it was as though he had suffered an intense delusion; a hallucination. Most confusing of all, he couldn't say he regretted it.
Zack returned to the basement, washcloth in hand. He had dampened it in warm water for Kayleigh's comfort. Carefully, Zack soaked and wiped his cum from Kayleigh's body. She enjoyed the gentle, caring way that her brother was cleaning her. It felt very personal, and romantic.
"I had no idea sex could feel like that." Zack said, shaking his head in disbelief.
"I didn't either." Kayleigh replied.
She stood, allowing Zack to wipe the last of his cum from the couch. He crouched down to blot up the fluids from the carpeting underneath. Looking over his shoulder, Zack noticed Kayleigh fondly watching him.
"It's still a little early for dinner." She started.
"Yeah." Zack concurred.
"Wanna cuddle for a while?"
"Absolutely."
Kayleigh stretched out on the couch, lying on her side. Zack slipped in behind her, resting one arm under Kayleigh's neck and the other over her waist. Zack shifted, making himself more comfortable. With his semi-erect cock pinned down between his body and his sister's butt cheeks, Zack was content. He and Kayleigh relaxed there, basking in the glow of their newfound intimacy. Neither had fully processed the reality of what they had done, quite yet, but there was still time. Their parents wouldn't be returning from their vacation for several days. Besides, Zack and Kayleigh had always been there for each other. They knew they could get through anything together.
-End Part 1
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Chapter 1:
The passenger jet began slowing as the engine noise dulled slightly. Gradually the nose declined just a bit, signaling the start of the landing procedure. Stanley Gilmore, gazing expectantly out the window, continued to silently hold his wife's hand. Searching for islands, or land of any sort, was a waste of time. Their destination, a warm island getaway, would not be visible until the plane touched down on it, or at least until the aircraft maneuvered in preparation for it's final approach. Stan gave his wife's hand a gentle squeeze to call her attention.
"Well, Tiff, we're almost there." He turned to face her.
"Finally! What should we do first?" Tiffany asked, the volume of her voice elevated by excitement.
"I guess... we should check in to the resort. I'm sure it'll be easy to find something to do once we get there."
Stan felt like an idiot for lacking a better answer. In most areas he knew exactly what to do. Everything was pretty well thought-out and planned in advance. He and Tiffany had the day-to-day events down to a routine, perhaps too much so. Vacations, however, were shockingly unfamiliar territory for the Gilmores. They never seemed to find an opportunity to step away from it all and try anything new together.
"It's on the beach, right Stan?"
"Uh, yeah. The hotel description said 'seaside' somewhere in it. I'm pretty sure it's on the beach."
"Pretty sure?" Tiffany was concerned. "Didn't you read everything? Did you look at any of the pictures of the place?"
"I tried to scan through it all." Stan calmly replied. "I was in a hurry. As it was, I barely managed to set aside the time to book our reservations at all."
"I know. I'm sorry. I just really want this trip to be special. I can't remember the last time we took a vacation, just the two of us."
"Don't worry. I'm sure it will be special. The resort looked top-notch! And they cater to classy couples such as ourselves."
"Oh, really? How so?"
"I'm honestly not sure, but I definitely got the impression that Ver el Océano is considered the premiere destination for couples. It seemed like all the reviews I found everywhere were from couples who felt they couldn't possibly recommend it enough and who said that words could not possibly do it justice. 'You have to see it for yourselves to understand!' was basically the message."
"Sounds lovely, Stan. I'm looking forward to our romantic getaway."
"Me too. And while we're off enjoying ourselves here, Zack and Kayleigh will have a chance to catch up."
"That will be great for them. I'm glad Zack drove all the way back from Victory University for the week."
"Me too. I know Kayleigh can handle watching over the house while we're away, but it's still nice to know that she won't have to be there by herself."
Tiffany was rather young when she had Zack. At least, she was younger than she intended to be when having children. Stan and Tiffany never thought of the pregnancy as an "accident." As they liked to say, he was an unexpected gift. Nonetheless, their lives were profoundly and irrevocably changed when they realized that Tiffany was pregnant.
She had met Stanley early in her Freshman year at the nearest four-year college, Victory University. Stan, already in his Senior year by this time, padded his fall schedule with a physical education elective, just to keep his coursework down. An athletic, dark-haired young man with solid shoulders and well defined arms, Stan figured the class would also help him easily bump up his grade point average. He never expected that a cute, bubbly underclassman would catch his eye. Tiffany's curly red hair announced the warmth of her personality even before she spoke. She had caught Stan glancing her way a few times during the first week of the semester, flattered by the attention she commanded with her fit body. She had no idea the beefy upperclassman would soon approach her and introduce himself. His calm and stable mannerisms made Stan so appealing. Tiffany was instantly comfortable opening up to him. Suddenly they were talking every day before class, before finally deciding to see each other outside of class.
It truly was a whirlwind romance, culminating in a pregnancy well before the end of Tiffany's first year of college. She and Stan had many impromptu discussions about their future, both near and long-term, and how to proceed. Ultimately, they agreed that Tiffany would disenroll from Victory and stay at home to raise the baby. While they had never ruled out the possibility of her return to school or eventual employment, it didn't matter. After graduation, Stan struggled to find a job that would be sufficient to support his new family. The first couple months were rough, but together he and Tiffany weathered the storm. Their luck turned around when Stan was able to leave his job for a better paying and more promising one with another company. Now they weren't just surviving, they were really living.
Tiffany was accustomed to caring for Zack and doing the household chores, and it was all too easy to be consumed by these responsibilities. Months went by like they were days. It suddenly dawned on her one day -- she would not be going back to school, nor looking for a job. This was her life now. She talked it over with Stan, and he was completely supportive. With that decided, they felt it was time to expand their family. Both hoped for a daughter. Two children seemed reasonable to them and they'd likely have the full parenting experience covered. Dolls and action figures, sports and dancing, shopping and video games. Not that another son would have been unwelcome, but they were glad when the ultrasound technician confirmed that their second child was a girl. Born 16 months after her brother, they named her Kayleigh.
Looking out the airplane's window the couple watched as the ocean's surface appeared to be just below the aircraft's landing gear. A strip of sand briefly passed by, followed by a short stretch of grass, and finally the runway's pavement. They touched down and started to taxi toward their gate. At last, they made it! They had reached their tropical paradise retreat. The anticipation was palpable. If only they could shove everyone out of their way and go running through the airport. Instead, they tried to be patient as they made their way into the line to exit the airplane. Though it felt like hours, it wasn't long before they were walking down the corridors to the baggage claim. Once there they had no choice but to watch one bag at a time parade down a sloped conveyor to join the others circling the pickup area.
"There it is!" Tiffany exclaimed.
"Got it!" Stan proclaimed, sneaking through the crowd and grabbing it.
Giddy as school children on the last day before summer vacation, the couple bounded off, hand-in-hand, to wait for the ride Stan had arranged. Ever the planner, Stanley couldn't help but review the details of the trip in his head. Why was Ver el Océano so special? Would the room be ready? He hoped nothing went wrong with the reservation. Tiffany smiled at her husband, knowing the concerns he must have. This vacation is just what he needs, she thought. Once he has a chance to settle in, surely Stan will loosen up and have the time of his life on this romantic getaway with his adoring wife. A dark silver luxury sedan swooped in gracefully to the curb of the pickup area, snapping the couple back to reality.
"Ah, looks like our ride is here." Stan recognized the vehicle from the ride service's details. "After you, my love."
Chapter 2:
Stanley waved to the driver, signaling him to pull away from the curb and proceed to his next customer. Gripping the handle of their shared suitcase, Stan led the way through the automatic sliding doors and into the resort's grand lobby. He and Tiffany were immediately surrounded by the most posh decore they'd ever seen. From the leather couches and chairs in the sitting area to the paintings on the walls to the elaborate lighting fixtures, everything was top-notch. They slowly advanced through the lobby, taking time to absorb the details and appreciate how much money and effort was invested in providing such opulence to welcome them.
The couple slowly made their way toward the reservation counter. The clerk, a slender woman who appeared to be in her early or mid-twenties, was occupied looking down at a tablet on the desk in front of her, occasionally dragging a fingertip across the screen; her long, straight brown hair pulled back and secured by a plastic clip. The clerk's outfit, a uniform of sorts, almost seemed out-of-place in a tropical resort -- a light gray blazer with black trim worn over a white button-up top and a roughly knee-length skirt to match the blazer. Before Stanley and Tiffany could approach the desk or announce their presence the woman glanced up instinctively. Straightening up in her office chair, she enthusiastically greeted them.
"Welcome to Ver el Océano! You must be the Gilmores."
"Yes..." Stan was caught off guard. "I'm Stanley and this is my wife, Tiffany."
"Perfect! We've been expecting you. My name is Jen. I'm the resort's 'Guest Satisfaction Liaison.' If you have any questions about our facilities and amenities, please let me know. Or if you'd like recommendations for restaurants or activities in town, I'd be happy to assist you with that as well."
"I do have one question." Stan looked over into Tiffany's grayish blue eyes for a moment before continuing. "The resort is on the beach, right?"
"Why, yes it is!" Jen smiled warmly at the couple, glad to alleviate their concern. "The beach is conveniently accessible through the doors behind me, just past the elevators. While guests may visit the beach freely, it is not actually owned by the resort. It is public land owned by the island, therefore I always advise guests to read and follow any rules posted there."
"Fair enough." Stan was taken aback.
"Now let's get you two checked in. No kids -- excellent. I see you're already aware of our exclusive 'Couples Only' policy."
"I didn't actually notice..." Stan trailed off, puzzled.
"It's really the only way to leave behind all the routines, stresses, obligations, and restrictions that our guests face in everyday life and to have the type of experience we provide." Jen elaborated. "Let's see... how does the fourth floor sound?"
"That's fine."
"Great! Room 412. Here are two room keys, and you're all set!"
"Thanks." Stan and Tiffany responded in unison, still dumbfounded.
"If there is anything else I can do to make your stay more enjoyable, don't hesitate to ask. Remember, no matter how simple or demanding the request, I'll do my best to assist you two."
Chapter 3:
Up in their room, Tiffany and Stan were settling in. Stan carried his toiletries bag into the bathroom. Eyeing the dual sinks, he eventually laid out his things by the left one. Returning, he watched his wife look through the suitcase, for what he wasn't sure. Tiffany eventually pulled out a casual dress and placed it on one of the hangers provided in the room's wooden clothing closet/dresser combo. Facing away from her husband, Tiffany squatted down and continued her search. Stan's heart nearly skipped a beat. Filled with a palpable glee, he took in the sight of his lovely wife's round ass, hugged tightly by the jean shorts that barely covered it.
"What should we do first?" Stan inquired absentmindedly.
"I was thinking we could go to the beach."
Stan imagined Tiffany's butt, covered by a smooth bikini bottom; her wet skin glistening in the sunlight. "Yes! Yes, let's do that."
"Great!" She stopped digging through the clothes. "I can't wait to try out my new bikini!"
Before long, the couple had changed and were on their way to the beach. Stan couldn't keep his eyes off his wife. The aqua bikini top looked extremely supportive -- it contained and emphasized her breasts like a push-up bra. He caught himself staring down at Tiffany's cleavage more than once, desperately wishing he could bury his face between her luscious tits right then and there, onlookers be damned. The bottom revealed as much as it possibly could without exposing her butt cheeks. She really knew how to pick a bathing suit!
As the couple made they way down the sand, Tiffany spotted a sign and pointed it out to Stan. Carefully studying it, he didn't see anything unusual. There certainly wasn't anything that would normally warrant a disclaimer. It simply stated that they were entering a public beach, bathing suits were mandatory, all trash must be placed in the trash cans, and that unruly behavior could result in being asked to leave or potentially in arrest. Confident that they would be able to abide by these rules, they looked around for some space to claim as their own.
Not too far from the water's edge they found an open spot. Tiffany laid out two large beach towels while Stan planted the beach umbrella they had borrowed from the resort into the sand for shade. Looking around, Tiffany noted that everyone on this section of the beach seemed to be from the resort. They were surrounded by couples, from young to old, but no children. The families were all far away, near other hotels. No wonder it was so quiet and peaceful. There were no screaming kids being chased after by their exhausted parents. She turned to her husband, who was preoccupied with something in the sand.
"Hey, Tiff." He started. "Did you see this?"
"That? It looks like the outline of someone who was lying there, why?"
"I know. But did you see these ovals by the sides? They look like knee marks."
"Oh my god!" Tiffany chuckled knowingly. "You think someone was getting freaky on the beach?"
"It seems like it." Her husband grinned back.
"Maybe we could try that tonight. I've always wanted to find out what it feels like to have sex on the sand!"
"Well, we could really get into trouble." Stan automatically responded. Knowing how much it meant to Tiffany, he tried to remain open to the idea. "Maybe we could come back tonight and at least scope things out. Sound good, hun?"
"Okay. I'll hold you to it, too."
"Alright. For now, what do you say we go for a swim?"
The water was the perfect temperature. They needed no time to adjust. As they ventured shoulder deep into the water the gentle waves carried them off their feet, only to set the couple back down again. Stan ducked his head under the surface and swam behind Tiffany, startling her as he breached the surface. She splashed his face playfully in response. They were playing like newlyweds. Thoroughly refreshed, they decided to take a break in the shade of the beach umbrella.
As they relaxed under the cover of the umbrella, Tiffany and Stan watched the other couples around them. Some were sipping drinks in the shade. Others were laying out in the sun. A fit younger couple to their left were putting on sunscreen. Tiffany couldn't help but watch the man's shoulders and biceps flex as he massaged the lotion into the woman's skin. A surge of excitement ran through Tiffany as she watched the man publicly touch and caress nearly every part of the woman's body without showing even a hint of modesty. Working his way up her thighs, he pulled aside the edge of her lavender bikini bottom, sliding it inward toward the valley between her firm cheeks, and vigorously rubbed sunscreen into the freshly revealed skin. Before long, he was at her shoulders. The man squeezed a generous portion of lotion onto his hand and proceeded to spread the white goo all over her collar bone, the exposed upper flesh of her breasts, and even her cleavage. The woman tipped her head back; eyes closed in delight. Tiffany, wondering if she was alone in seeing this suggestive display, turned to her husband, who had the same shocked expression on his face that she felt on her own.
"I can't wait for you to cover me in white stuff tonight." She joked.
"Don't worry -- I definitely will. I always do." Stan replied in a hushed tone.
Together, they watched the man rather aggressively force his fingers under the snugly tied bikini top, before withdrawing them and working them back under from another angle. The woman's eyes shot open. Placing her hand on the man's forearm, she quietly said something to him through a forced smile. The man paused momentarily, only to confidently whisper something in her ear, then resumed his lewd touches. Curling his fingers, the man cupped his entire hand around the woman's breast, resisting the tension of the bikini top. Suddenly, the tied strings slipped through and the bathing suit top flew open from the back. Propelled further by gusting winds, it flew several feet in front of the unsuspecting woman, landing in the sand. The man pulled his hand back and froze for a moment. The woman shrieked and lunged forward for the missing top without thinking. Her breasts bounced and swayed with the abrupt movements. As she bent forward, her breasts hung down freely, further emphasizing the size and weight of them. Horrified by the realization that the entire beach was seeing her topless, the woman brought her arm across her chest for cover while grasping frantically for her bikini top with the other. The man was apologizing profusely while helping her put the top back on. They walked off toward a nearby parking lot, engaged in what appeared to be one intense argument.
"Well, that was something!" Stan broke the silence.
"Yeah. It sure was."
"That must have been humiliating, to be seen like that -- exposed to everyone. Complete strangers seeing so much of her body."
"I suppose so." Tiffany was holding back. "But in a way, it might also be really thrilling."
"Oh, really?"
"Yeah. It could be very empowering, having everyone's attention. Knowing that all eyes are on your body, and everyone wants to see and admire you."
"I suppose you have a point." Stan conceded.
Chapter 4:
Stan finished buttoning his shirt. As usual, he was ready first. Bored, he peeked around the corner. Tiffany was leaning over the counter, carefully applying eyeliner. From his vantage point Stan looked into the mirror, gazing at the reflection of his wife's luscious cleavage. His eyes drifted to her rear. The hem of her dress rode up from her knees to her mid thigh. Stan studied her smooth, creamy thighs, dreaming of planting kisses on them before working his way up. He envisioned pulling up Tiffany's dress to her waist and burying his face between her plump butt cheeks, treating her puckered asshole like an all-you-can-eat buffet.
"Where are we going for dinner, Stan?"
"I'm not sure, Tiff." He fumbled. "Hopefully there's someplace nice within walking distance, although I guess I could get us a ride anyway."
"We could ask Jen what's around here."
"Good idea, my darling. Are you ready?"
"Almost." Tiffany adjusted a strand of red hair. "Now I am!"
The lobby was virtually deserted that evening. Stan approached the counter, his wife in tow. Jen was reading a paperback novel of some kind. Waving his hand to get her attention, Stan called out as he stepped up to the counter.
"Jen!"
"Mr. Gilmore! What can I do for you and your lovely wife, this evening?"
Tiffany blushed.
"We were wondering where you would recommend going for a nice dinner."
"Well, there are many fine dining establishments in town. However, I personally suggest trying our very own 5-Star rated dining room. It's down that hall, through the double doors on the right."
"Thanks."
The dining area did not disappoint. It had a classy modern, semi-formal atmosphere. There were no booths. All tables were covered with expensive looking table cloths. Napkins were intricately folded and placed by an array of perfectly laid-out silverware. A handful of couples were currently dining there; the occupied tables generously spaced with one or more empty tables between them. A short blond woman with a ponytail welcomed the couple and escorted them to a table. Looking over at the table immediately to their side, they were disappointed by the lack of privacy.



A sharply dressed Asian couple were seated there. The man, embracing the fashion sense of his generation, wore a pastel suit. Despite her youth, the woman favored a more traditional style. She was covered in a shiny, form-fitting, red silk dress with accent designs. Her hair was gathered up in a bun, anchored in place by two jade pins. The two talked quietly between bites of food.
"You know, Tiff," Stan started, "I can't remember the last time we went out someplace this exquisite."
"Neither can I. Especially just the two of us."
"It really is nice to have this time to reconnect. This is a great opportunity to make sure we're bonded on the deepest possible level."
"Mmm. Sounds sexy, when you put it like that!"
Their banter was briefly interrupted when the waitress came over to take their orders. As she left, Stanley was distracted by movement at the nearby table. The woman had kicked off her heals and was kneeling down on the floor by the side of the table. Stan looked back into Tiffany's eyes, then tilted his head a couple times in the direction of the other table, indicating that they both should turn and see what was going on over there. They watched as the petite woman poked her head under the table cloth and crawled under; her small ass swaying a few times before disappearing entirely from view.
The man leaned back in his chair, slouching. His eyes closed, in concentration. The table cloth swayed lightly in the air, like waves tickling the sandy shore. Before long, he tensed, then relaxed, exhaling a long, slow breath while opening his eyes. The woman gracefully emerged from under the table, slipped her heals back onto her feet, and took her place at the table, across from the man. The woman's lips were puckered. The man silently nodded. Following his cue, she obediently took one large gulp, completely emptying her mouth. A satisfied smile crossed the man's face as the woman scooped a shiny trail from her chin with her index finger and sucked it clean. When the waitress returned with Stan and Tiffany's dinner, the couple ordered dessert and continued as though nothing had just happened.
Tiffany stared at her plate. Neither she nor Stan could think about eating after what they had just witnessed. They couldn't believe it had actually happened. And to think, the couple was just sitting there, casually sharing a dessert after what they had done. First everything at the beach, now this. What was it about this place?
"I guess we figured out the mystery of who left those imprints in the sand." Stan awkwardly jested.
"It certainly looks that way."
They finished dinner and returned to the lobby. The couple from dinner were already there, unfortunately, blocking the elevator call button with their passionate make-out session. Stan had to admit, he admired how freely and openly they expressed their affection. Just barely finding enough space, he blindly felt around the wall until he was able to press in the metal circle. He and Tiffany boarded the elevator, relieved to finally be alone. Their elation didn't last long. Before the doors could respond to the "Close Doors" button, the amorous couple tumbled in to join Stan and his wife.
Crashing into the wall of the elevator, the strangers didn't miss a beat. They kissed deeply as the man flattened his back against the side of the elevator and swatted one of the numbered floor buttons. Their hands danced all over each other's bodies. Tiffany and Stan couldn't resist the urge to stare. This type of behavior was so outlandish to them. They were surprised to notice, for the first time that evening, the man clearly looking in their direction. It was as though he wanted to make sure they were watching. Redirecting his attention back to the woman, his hands drifted down. Slowly, he brought up the back of her dress, revealing shiny white panties. Holding the dress in place with one hand, he rubbed and squeezed the woman's tiny butt with the other, all the while peeking around her head to take in Stanley and Tiffany's stunned, yet fascinated stares. The elevator's chime abruptly sounded as it slowed to a halt on the third floor. The two swiftly rolled out into the walkway and out of sight, leaving Stan and Tiffany alone, at last.
Chapter 5:
Stanley took a deep breath and stepped out into the darkness, greeted by the gentle crash of waves on the shore. The sand yielded to his footsteps. Turning to his wife, he waited for his eyes to adjust. Glowing dimly in the reflection of a full moon, Tiffany walked beside him. As far as he could tell, no one was around, at least.
"I told you I'd hold you to this." Tiffany whispered over the tumbling of water.
"You did. Just remember, all I said is that we'd have a look. If anyone shows up, we're only having a night swim. That's all."
"Relax, Stan. It's just you and me out here."
"You're right, Tiff."
Looking down the shoreline in either direction, Stan verified that they were indeed alone. It was time to step up and get out of his comfort zone. Stan leaned in and placed his arm across the small of his wife's back, drawing her closer. Their lips met. Tiffany's tongue pressed against his, initiating a dance between their open mouths. Stan's palm found her ass. He gave it a couple playful squeezes, then slid his hand under Tiffany's bikini bottom, relishing the feel of her bare flesh. It was so smooth and soft to the touch. Stan felt himself harden, pushing into his wife's thigh. Backing away, he reached behind Tiffany with both hands, tugging at the strings of her bathing suit top. Her breasts eased down slightly, no longer confined. The warm ocean breeze ran over her nipples, teasing them. Wasting no time, Stan bent down and took one into his mouth. Bringing up a hand to gently massage his wife's perky tit, he suckled loudly. The caress of his lips combined with tender, deliberate suction sent waves of pleasure through Tiffany.
"Oh, Stan!"
"I love you, Tiff." He managed to utter, momentarily pulling away.
"I love you too Stan."
As Stan lavished attention on her breasts, Tiffany reached down and gripped Stan's rigid cock through his swim trunks, abundantly filling her hand. Slowly, she rubbed up and down along its length, massaging her husband's member. She loved the way it felt, and how Stan's body responded to her touch. The course material of the swim trunks might chafe if she continued, Tiffany thought. Untying the waistband, she carefully pulled his swimsuit out and slid it down, freeing Stan's meaty cock. Without the cloth material to interfere, it was much easier for her to wrap her fingers around it and pump away. She enjoyed the sensation of her husband's cock jumping and twitching as she pleasured him.
"I need you, Tiff! Let's get in the water."
"Yes! I want you inside me so badly, Stan."
Tiffany slid her bikini bottom off and followed Stan into the water. They waded as deep as they could, while still being able to stand comfortably. Facing his wife, Stan cupped both of Tiffany's butt cheeks with his hands and pulled her toward him. Swept off her feet, literally, Tiffany wrapped her legs around Stan's waist and hugged him tightly. Releasing her ass with one hand, Stan guided his rock hard cock toward his wife's delicate pussy. Her soft outer lips rested on the head as he slid it back and forth. Lifting Tiffany up, he firmly drove his cock into her warm, velvety cunt. Her tight, steamy womanhood enveloped him, welcoming him inside.
"Oh, fuck!" She cried out.
"Your pussy is so tight and wet!"
"You feel so good!"
"So do you. Your pussy is massaging my cock with every thrust!"
Tiffany reveled in the sensation of weightlessness. Stan effortlessly bounced her on his prick as he pummeled away. She had never felt anything like it before. There was something primal about it. Tiffany felt so small, so fragile, so feminine, being handled this way. Stan was big and powerful in comparison, taking what he wanted without even exerting himself. Even his cock felt different in some difficult to identify way, forcing its way into her deepest recesses while the couple semi-floated in the ocean.
"Oh, Stan!"
"Tiffany!"
"I don't want to come yet!"
"Neither do I. I want to fuck you all night!"
"I mean, can we try doing it in the sand?"
"Of course! Anything for the love of my life!"
They disengaged and scrambled ashore, Stan following his wife onto the beach. Eagerly, he watched her ass rock side to side with every step. Tiffany was truly the most beautiful and seductive woman in the world, he told himself. Stan smiled, looking forward to slamming into that butt of hers. Tiffany lowered herself onto her elbows, making sure not to let her pussy or ass touch the sand, then flopped onto her back. Legs held back against her body, Tiffany looked up at Stan.
"Like this?" She asked.
"That looks good to me!"
Kneeling in front of her, Stan slapped his cock onto his wife's pubic mound. He teased her by rubbing the underside in circles on her clit. Rocking back, Stan lowered the tip and pushed it back into Tiffany's waiting cunt. His hands, now free, found their way to her ass cheeks. Making space in the sand below, Stan clutched the rounded pillows of his wife's ass cheeks. The feeling drove him absolutely wild.
"I love this ass of yours!" He declared.
"And I love that you love it!"
Stanley increased the pace of his pumping.
"It feels amazing to plow into it like this!"
"Yeah. Really let me have it!"
Tiffany felt her pussy getting more sensitive. Squishing sounds began emanating from between her legs with every thrust of Stan's mighty cock. She was overwhelmed by the realization that her husband was helping her live out a life-long fantasy of hers. The pleasure kept building until it could no longer be resisted. Tiffany was gripped by the most intense orgasm of her life. Tensing and spasming uncontrollably, she called out to her beloved husband.
"Oh, fuck! Yeah! Stan, I'm coming! I'm coming!"
Stan eased up his pace and gave his wife time to recover, before laying into her again. Soon, he was pounding away at her with abandon.
"I want to cover you in cum!" He proclaimed.
"Oh, yes! Do it, Stan! Cum all over me!"
As if by command, Stan pulled out, ready to climax. Pushing Tiffany's legs apart, Stan unleashed a massive spurt of cum on her neck. The next blast splattered directly on her right nipple. Another hit the underside of her left breast. The last of Stan's load sprayed his wife's taught belly and dribbled toward her pubic mound. Spent, he collapsed onto her, kissing her forehead.
"I love you, Tiff."
"I love you too, Stan."
"You were right -- this was a great idea!"
Chapter 6:
Lying in bed together, Stan and Tiffany contemplated how to begin the day. Their first day at the resort had certainly been eventful. How could they top that? Maybe it was time to slow things down. After last night, it couldn't hurt to keep things simple and just relax. They decided to get dressed and head downstairs for a late breakfast. Stan ordered his usual pancakes. He could never pass them up on a special occasion. Tiffany chose avocado toast. Both were happy with their selections. On the way back to the room, they put more though into their plans for the day.
"You know what we should do?" Tiffany inquired.
"What's that?"
"See if the hot tub is busy."
"Sure, it should be right over there."
Rounding the corner, they looked in through the long window to the pool and spa area. What they beheld stopped them dead in their tracks. Several couples were making use of the facilities. All were completely naked. One couple was stepping into the pool. Another was in the middle of performing sixty-nine on one of the lounging chairs, while a man and woman, presumably a third couple, stood nearby, watching them and pleasuring themselves. Stan and Tiffany couldn't tear themselves away from the scene, at first. Unsure whether they were intruders or if they were at risk of being whisked into something they weren't willing to be a part of, Stan took Tiffany by the hand and dragged her out to the lobby.
"I can't believe that!" He exclaimed.
Tiffany was speechless.
"I don't normally get involved in other peoples' business, but I think I need to say something."
He spotted Jen at the counter, reading her novel.
"Jen!? What the HELL is going on here!?"
"What do you mean, Mr. Gilmore?"
"I mean, why are there naked couples in the pool area? And why are some of them having sex in there?"
"Well, it's not exactly an uncommon sight around here." Her amusement was evident.
"Why is that?" Stan was perplexed.
"Oh, my goodness!" Jen's smile instantly faded. "I'm terribly sorry, but I believe there may be a misunderstanding. Ver el Océano is THE premiere destination for exhibitionist and voyeur couples."
Stan backed away from the counter, stricken by panic.
"Oh, god! Tiff, let's get back to the room, NOW!"
"Okay, Stan. Calm, down."
Back in the safety of the room, Stan was able to think. How could he be so careless, overlooking the defining aspect of the resort? How could all these people so comfortably expose themselves to complete strangers? How could they reveal their most intimate moments to one another? They seemed so odd to him. What about the rest of their vacation? Had he ruined it for Tiffany? What if he couldn't find another place for them to stay? Stan was reeling.
"I can't believe it." He lamented. "What do we do now? Should we look for another hotel? It might not be as nice, but I'm sure we could find SOMETHING else."
"I don't know." Tiffany hesitated. "I really like this place. It's so fancy! Maybe we should just try to make the best of it."
"Make the best of it? But what about all the public nudity and sex? Who knows where these people draw the line on their behavior."
"Honestly, I'm a little curious what it would be like to experiment with it ourselves."
"Tiffany! You're not suggesting we strip down and ask those couples around the pool if they'd like to have an orgy with us, are you!?"
"Of course not! I was thinking that we could do some things at our own pace, just the two of us."
"What exactly do you have in mind?"
"I thought maybe we could go out onto the balcony and fool around outside, in the sun."
"Out in the open? Where anyone could see us?" Stan sighed. "I have such a naughty wife, don' I? Alright, I'll give it a try... for you, my love."
They removed their clothes and stepped tentatively out through the sliding door to their balcony. Stanley eyed the lounging chair, then placed a bottle of lube on the small patio table next to it. It was always best to have it within arm's reach, just in case, even though it was rarely needed. Tiffany took her place on the lounger, legs apart so that her feet laid flat on the concrete patio. Gazing down at his wife's pussy lips, Stan nearly forgot his surroundings and was instantly more at ease. Kneeling down, he began running his tongue along his wife's delicate folds.
"Oh, Stan! Your mouth feels so nice!"
"Mmmph."
Stan continued licking up and down, focused solely on Tiffany and how her body responded. Every jump encouraged him to continue. With her juices running down his chin, Stan worked his middle finger into her sopping cunt, easing in to the last knuckle. Slowly, he pulled back, then firmly thrust in again. Over and over, his digit pummeled away. Unbeknownst to them, their neighbor was walking out onto their own patio.
A dark-haired, muscular man with a flames streak tattoo down his left arm emerged from his room and turned toward them. He waved back into his room, motioning toward himself. Occupying himself in the meantime, the man started rubbing his cock, engorging the stout member. With his erection complete, it pointed defiantly skyward. A short, thin woman with sandy brown hair joined him on the patio, pressing up against his rippling back muscles. Struggling to fully wrap her fingers around the impressive girth of the man's cock, she began stroking it with her small hand. Returning the favor, the man slipped a hand back between the woman's legs and curled a finger up into her.
Stan finally noticed the other couple.
"It looks like we have an audience." He informed his wife.
"Oh, yeah?" Tiffany opened her eyes and looked over. "It looks like they like what they see."
The man next door nodded silently.
"That gives me an idea, Stan!" She gently pressed on Stan's shoulder, interrupting him. Gathering herself up, Tiffany got on her knees and turned away from her husband. Holding her hair back from her face, Tiffany scanned the adjacent balcony for the couple's reaction.
"I like the way you think!" Stan responded, climbing to his feet.
The excitement of eating out Tiffany was all Stan needed to be ready. He placed his left hand on her hip, leaving a shiny trail of pussy juices on her skin, and grabbed his cock with his right hand. Playfully, he rubbed the head up and down the soaked entrance to his wife's cunt, preparing it with her intimate fluids. Doing his best to embrace this unfamiliar situation, Stan looked directly over at the couple next door. If he and Tiffany were going to do all of this around anyone else, he was going to be damn sure they appreciated it.
The petite woman released the bulky gentleman's stubby cock, sending it momentarily bouncing. Stepping out from behind her lover, the woman let Stan and Tiffany view her small, perky breasts and hairless snatch. Making her way around, she turned and squatted down in front of him. Rhythmically, her head bobbed back and forth as she sucked and slurped away at the man's chubby cock. The man glanced over at Stan, briefly, before fixing his gaze on Tiffany. No one was being bashful here.
Stan drove into Tiffany, bottoming out. The walls of her pussy held on tightly to his member. Using both hands to steady himself, Stan chose a slow pace to start. His cock glided effortlessly against Tiffany's slick insides. Stan concentrated on the growing heat and firm caresses Tiffany's pussy was treating him to. She felt so amazing. He wanted this feeling to last forever. Beyond that, Stan caught himself getting self-conscious. With other people watching, he felt obligated to put on a good show. He placed his thumb on Tiffany's clit and rubbed in circular motions.
"Oh, fuck! Stan! Yes! Keep doing that!"
"You got it, darling!"
"Just like that! Ah! Fuck, yes!"
"Come for me, Tiff! I want to make that pussy feel so good."
"Fuck! I'm coming, Stan! I'm coming all over your cock!"
That's when Stan noticed that they had a bigger audience than he had realized. Tiffany's screams of ecstasy must have caught their attention.
The balcony on the other side was now occupied by its residents. A somewhat tall man with a moderately fit build and close-cut hairstyle was excitedly looking back and forth between the two balconies of amorous couples. Beside him stood a slightly chubby blond woman of average height. They hurriedly stripped out of their clothing and took in the erotic scene before them, touching each other tenderly all the while.
After some deep kisses, they were ready to join in the fun. Mirroring Tiffany and Stan, the woman turned the head of her lounger to face their balcony, then climbed onto it, resting on all fours. Her sizable breasts hanging down and swaying with the slightest move. Holding her head up, she watched Stan pummel his wife's cunt while her own man took his place behind her. Watching along with his partner, the man slapped her ass cheeks with his cock a few times. He slowly began to slip it in to her. Pumping away, he matched Stan thrust for thrust.
Feeling a bit competitive, Stan went still. Leaning in, he whispered in Tiffany's ear.
"I bet we could show them a thing or two." He motioned toward the couple on the lounger.



"Oh, yeah?"
"I want to fuck your ass while they watch!"
"Oh, Stanley! Let's do it!"
Stan reached for the bottle of lube on the patio table and applied it thoroughly to Tiffany's asshole. Next, he coated every inch of his prick. Finally, he dispensed more of the lubricant onto his middle finger. Firmly pressing into her tender ass, Stan breached the hole with his fingertip. Overcoming the resistance, he gradually worked it onward. Once to the knuckle, Stan carefully backed out until on the fingertip remained inside. He squirted plenty more lube directly onto the puckered ring that held his fingertip so snugly, then slowly worked it into her as his finger disappeared inside. Slowly withdrawing his finger, Stan replaced it with the tip of his cock. Tiffany's ass resisted at first, but before long it relented to Stan's insistent cock.
"Oh, fuck! Your ass is so tight!" He announced, for all to hear.
"Yes! Your big cock is filling it up!"
"You're just massaging my cock with the little ass hole!"
Stan gently thrust away inside Tiffany's ass. Using smooth, slow strokes he buried himself deep in his wife's most private opening. He marveled at how giving Tiffany was, to share it with him. To enjoy his wife like this was something truly special. Stan caressed and squeezed Tiffany's plump, firm butt cheeks as his manhood slid in and out between them. He was enjoying her ass in every possible way at once. Stan wasn't sure how long he would last. He needed to finish. He needed to fill her ass with his cum. He needed to leave his mark -- to show everyone that she was his.
"Fuck! I'm gonna come!" Stan grunted.
"Fill my ass with your cum, Stan!"
"Oh, god, I'm coming!"
Stan unleashed torrents of cum inside Tiffany's ass. It seemed like the spurts would never end. Stan was exhausted. Waiting for his erection to subside enough to remove it from his wife's ass, Stan checked in on the other couples. On one side the taller man was muttering something. Every time his hips collided with the blond woman's rump, her breasts were sent jiggling and flopping. Suddenly, the man slipped his cock onto the woman's back, the underside resting between her large butt cheeks. Following a couple feeble thrusts, ropes of cum splattered across the small of the woman's back, some of it getting stuck in her hair. On the other side, the beefy man reached out his flame tattooed arm and placed his hand behind the petite woman's head. She obediently took his cock as deeply into her mouth as she was able. The man groaned loudly. Abruptly, the woman pulled back, making slurping and coughing sounds as she tried to devour all the man's cum.
Tiffany and Stan stopped looking around at the strangers and repositioned themselves to face one another. They gazed lovingly into each other's eyes, feeling closer than ever. This unexpected experience had done more to bring them together than anything they might have deliberately planned. They considered themselves very fortunate.
"Well, Stan, what did you think?"
"I think I could get used to this."
"That's great! I really like it too."
"Just think, our vacation has only just begun!"
-The End
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Chapter 1:
Only 20 miles to go. It has been a long drive. Bethany hasn't seen Clara and Jillian in quite a while. It's difficult to try to jump back into friendship after so long. The energy in the car is finally settling down, now that everyone is caught up conversationally. It may also be helping that Jillian and Clara have had time to work the in-flight drinks out of their systems. Bethany glances up at the rearview mirror, unintentionally fixing her gaze on Clara's chest, hugged tightly by a tank-top.
"We're almost there. Is there anything you ladies want to do when we get there?"
They both look at each other, waiting for the other to reply.
"You said it's pretty remote there, right Beth?" Clara finally responds.
"Yeah."
"Maybe we'll just stay in, then. We can go out tomorrow."
Jillian makes eye-contact with Bethany in the mirror.
"Sounds good to me." She adds.
"What should we do for the evening?" Clara asks.
"There's supposed to be a hot tub. Let's have a drink and relax."
With that decided, Bethany wonders how the night will go. She is already a bit stressed out. Bethany desperately wants to release all that tension. Being able to get out of the car and move around will be a decent start. Hopefully a hot soak will help. It certainly will be nice to get undressed, and the hot tub is the perfect excuse. If only Bethany didn't have to wear a bathing suit, that would be truly freeing. She imagines shocking her two friends by stepping out completely naked to join them in the hot water. The thought makes her shudder.
The GPS on Bethany's phone demands her attention. Following it's orders, Bethany makes a few turns. Within minutes, Bethany pulls off into a long dirt driveway. At it's end, the three ladies arrive at the cabin. Bethany watches her friends open the front door and bring their bags inside. It's going to be a long weekend, she reminds herself. Bethany hopes she's up for it.
Chapter 2:
Dressed in their bathing suits, each with a partly folded towel slung over one shoulder, Bethany and her friends are ready for a relaxing evening. Bethany follows them to the sliding door at the back of the cabin, mesmerized as their butt cheeks shift and sway rhythmically with every step. Cool air greets Bethany as the three step out into the darkness. Instantly, her nerves are on high alert. Collectively, they look toward the end of the cabin, attempting to make out the hot tub in the pale moonlight. Clara makes her way to it first and feels around blindly for the controls.
"How do you turn it on?" She asks.
Closing the sliding door behind herself, Bethany spots a box with three buttons.
"I think this does it." Bethany says, pressing the first button.
Light fills the hot tub. Bethany tries the next button. Suddenly the air is filled with the rumble of hot tub jets and tumbling water. Satisfied, Clara climbs in first. Approaching together, Bethany allows Jillian to hop in next. Turning, she leans down and side-steps into the water. Bethany patiently watches her breasts bounce and jiggle while waiting her turn. Joining her friends in the soothing water, the women begin discussing their plans for the next day. Before Bethany knows it, the conversation has shifted from one topic to another, and Bethany loses any awareness of time she might have had. Drawn in, she finds herself talking excitedly.
"Hey! We should skinny-dip!" Bethany proposes.
"I don't know, Beth." Jillian resists.
"Come on! We're already in the water anyway." Bethany bargains.
"But what if someone from another cabin walks by?" Clara gets involved.
"This late?" Bethany counters. "Besides, nobody can see anything through the bubbles anyway."
Convinced, the girls begin removing their bathing suits with Bethany. The friends discretely slide the soggy material under their towels. Any passers by would have no idea that the three ladies in the hot tub are completely nude. Having this naughty shared secret with the girls is exhilarating. It makes Bethany feel a special kind of closeness with them.
They continue talking for some time. Then, mid-conversation, Bethany trails off, distracted by a sudden silence. The jets have shut off! They must have been on a timer. The surface of the water goes still as the tiny bubbles fizzle away, removing the thin veil of cover they had offered. Shocked, the three of ladies sit, unexpectedly and involuntarily exposed to each other. Bethany remains frozen, curiously examining her friends' naked bodies in the generous illumination of the hot tub's lights, as they do the same.
Bethany's eyes drift down from Clara's stunned face to her breasts, just below the water's surface. Partially buoyed by the water, they appear fuller and more gravity-resistant than normal. Bethany estimates that they would fill her hands relatively well, although it's difficult to tell for sure through the distorting effect of water. Bethany wonders how they would feel when squeezed, compared with her own. How smooth would her wet skin feel, Bethany asks herself, if she reached out and caressed Clara's tit-flesh? Vividly, Bethany imagines placing her palms against her friend's breasts, the nipples poking firmly into them. Bethany's hand moves, rubbing Clara's nipples as Bethany's fingertips glide from the tops of her tits into her cleavage. Bethany squeezes and caresses as her friend stays silently captivated by the attentive stimulation her beautiful friend lavishes upon her chest. How could she deny herself the pleasure that Bethany would provide?
Emboldened by the excitement of Bethany's imaginings, Bethany lowers her gaze. To Bethany's disappointment, there isn't much to see. Clara's legs are crossed, the back of one knee resting on the top of the other. Desperately, Bethany lowers her head to see if she can see under her leg and catch at least a partial glimpse of her pussy lips, but no such luck. At least, Bethany reasons, she is getting an accentuated view of Clara's hip and the edge of her butt cheek. There is even a certain thrill in the situation, as though she is playfully teasing Bethany, daring Bethany to try to see more of her. Bethany can't help but envision herself going down on Clara as she uses her crossed leg to secure Bethany's head in place and encourage Bethany to continue enthusiastically pleasuring her. Bethany would bring her to such an intense orgasm that she'd reflexively throw her legs apart and release Bethany's head from between her thighs. Beaming with sexual confidence, Bethany concludes the fantasy.
Next, Bethany looks on toward Jillian. Bethany's gaze reaches her knees, taking note of the narrow gap between them. Searching deeper, Bethany basks in the sight of her mound, partly shaded by her thighs. Seeing no evidence of hair, Bethany focuses lower, identifying the pink folds of her snatch in the dim light. Although Bethany can't see it well, a spark is lit in her mind just the same. For the first time in her life, Bethany tries to view a woman's pussy in a sexual way. Staring into the threshold of her friend's deepest and most personal recesses, Bethany asks herself what it was like the first time Jay saw Bethany's pussy, trying to share and relate to that most intimate experience. Desire floods over Bethany, overwhelming her with the urge to fill Jillian the only way she can, exploring her as deeply and completely as possible. Bethany sees herself passionately ramming her index and middle fingers into Jillian's sopping wet hole; the squishing sounds of her thrusts and Jillian's moans fill the air, a testament to Bethany's ability to satisfy her. As if deliberately, Jillian interrupts Bethany's imaginings by lowering a hand to cover herself.
On the way up, Bethany's attention lingers on her chest. Larger than Clara's, Jillian's breasts look almost obscene by comparison, magnified by the water. Bethany's head still abuzz from all the naughty thoughts, she pictures herself surrounding Jillian's nipple with her lips and suckling. At first merely massaging it with her lips, Bethany increases suction and tugs lightly. Soon, Bethany tries taking in as much of her friend's plump tit into her mouth as she can. No wonder Jay enjoys doing this with Bethany. It feels so comforting to Bethany to fill her mouth with a luscious breast. Closing her eyes, Jillian throws her head back. Placing a hand on the top of Bethany's head, she lovingly strokes her hair while delighting in the intense sensations Bethany provides. If only it was real, Bethany catches herself thinking.
Bethany glances up. Jillian's eyes are fixed on Bethany's chest. Bethany's heart skips a beat at the realization that her friend is eagerly admiring her body. Bethany takes a protracted breath, drawing her shoulders back while doing so. Bethany's full, perky breasts are on display for her. Parting her legs, Bethany turns her head toward Clara, who watches, rapt, as Bethany gives her friend an unobstructed view of her shaved pussy. Looking up, Bethany catches Clara licking her lips. Her eyes shift up, drifting back and forth from one of Bethany's breasts to the other. Turning back toward Jillian, Bethany sees that she is leaning in, trying to get a better view between Bethany's legs. Bethany loves knowing that both her friends want to devour her lovely cunt with their eyes. That gives Bethany an idea. Bethany starts to rise, bringing her breasts out of the water, level with her friends' faces.
"Bethany! What are you doing!?" Clara demands.
"I'm going to turn the jets back on." Bethany coolly replies.
"But someone could see you!" Jillian interjects.
"It's dark out there. No one is going to see me, except you ladies." Bethany says, dismissively.
Turning to exit, Bethany's rear is clearly visible in the glow of the hot tub lights. Bethany hesitates, giving her friends plenty of time to admire her curvy butt openly, without the social pressure to act as though they aren't staring at Bethany's gorgeous body. Bethany slowly steps out the hot tub, slips on her sandals, and scurries off into the darkness. Clara and Jillian exchange a quizzical look as Bethany taps the hot tub jets button. That was the last thing they ever would have expected. Returning, Bethany decides to take her time and make a show of it.
Backing out of her footwear, Bethany sits down on the edge of the hot tub. Pivoting, Bethany swings one leg over into the water, then continues to rotate. Directly facing her friends, Bethany brings her other leg over the side of the tub and into the water. She remains seated on the edge of the hot tub, legs spread wide, her pussy right in front of her friends' faces. In case this wasn't enough, Bethany leans down to speak, causing her weighty breasts to hang forward and sway a bit. The cool air hardens Bethany's nipples to fine points. Both Jillian and Clara's eyes are held wide in astonishment at Bethany's boldness.
"See. No one else saw me." Bethany declares, slipping down into the bubbling water of the hot tub.
"Oh, my god, Beth!" Clara exclaims.
"I can't believe you did that!" Jillian joins.
Bethany only smiles. Moments later there is vague movement in the darkness. A fairly tall figure passes by at a respectful distance.
"Good evening ladies." The man's voice calls out in passing. "Perfect evening for a hot soak, huh?" He sounds like a pleasant older man, out for a stroll before bed.
The three friends all politely agree. Clara shoots Bethany a look as if to say, I told you so.
"That was close!" She says.
"Yeah, maybe we should go in." Jillian adds.
The three women retrieve their bathing suits from under their towels and slip back into them under the cover of the bubbling water. Without a word, Bethany, Clara, and Jillian return to the cabin. Shutting off the hot tub before closing the sliding door behind her, the evening's events replay in Bethany's head. As she walks to the bedroom to rejoin her friends, Bethany wonders what tomorrow has in store for the three of them. Together, they all change -- Bethany occasionally sneaking glimpses of her unsuspecting friends -- and prepare for bed.
By the time Bethany is ready, Jillian has staked out one bed, while Clara sits on the other, staring into her phone. It occurs to Bethany that they have left a monumental decision up to her: who gets a bed to themself and who will sleep with Bethany? At first, Bethany is tempted to choose Jillian, assuming that she will feel softer and more comfortable if Bethany finds herself waking up unintentionally cuddling with her bed-mate. But on the other hand, as the lone unmarried lady of the trio, she would be the least accustomed to sharing a bed. Reluctantly, Bethany settles in next to Clara. One image after another flashes through Bethany's brain at rapid pace as she lies awake. Eventually, her mind settles down and Bethany to drifts off to sleep, eagerly anticipating another day of unexpected thrills with her friends.
Chapter 3:
Groggy, Bethany's eye lids part only slightly. It is still dark. Bethany turns onto her side, ruffling the comforter. The muffled sound doesn't seem to wake Clara. She remains still, quietly breathing at a slow and steady pace. Trying to fall back asleep, Bethany waits, silent and motionless. Bethany hears some muted rustling coming from Jillian's bed. Apparently, Bethany isn't the only one having difficulty sleeping. Fully awake, Bethany stealthily slides out of bed and makes a trip to the bathroom. Returning to silence, Bethany slips into bed and resumes slumber.
Upon waking, Bethany discovers that she is the last to rise. Clara stands in front of a full length mirror, trying on a few pairs of shorts to accompany her top. She seems to have settled on a snug pair of sand colored capri shorts. Looking over, Bethany sees Jillian's bed unoccupied, the covers pulled most of the way up. The shower can be heard running through the open door to the vanity portion of the bathroom. The water abruptly stops and shortly after Jillian emerges to work on her hair in front of the vanity, covered only by the towel wrapped tightly around her body.
"I guess it's my turn." Bethany says out loud, to no one in particular.
Walking past Jillian, Bethany is careful not to knock down the yellow and white flower sundress hanging behind her. Bethany closes the second bathroom door and undresses. As hot water rains down on her body, the shower fills with steam. Bethany's skin becomes particularly sensitive. Her hands make their way around her body, massaging soap all over. Bethany gives her breasts some firm squeezes. Taking a nipple between her index and middle fingers, she lightly tugs, then rubs her fingertips back and forth. Bethany's pussy begins to throb. She reaches down and traces circles over it. Bethany is incredibly horny, but she can't make her friends wait: the three of them plan to go out to breakfast first thing in the morning. Hurriedly, Bethany rinses off and wraps herself in a towel.
Stepping past Jillian, who is finishing drying her hair, Bethany winces at the loud hair dryer. Back in the bedroom, Clara is now sitting on the bed. Bethany decides not to crowd her, instead taking a seat on Jillian's bed. There is something hard under her. Puzzled, Bethany pulls back the covers, revealing a massive, realistic dildo. No wonder there was so much rustling coming from her bed last night!
"Holy shit!" Clara exclaims, as Bethany holds it up for her to see.
"I know! It must be eight or nine inches long."
"And THICK!"
Neither of them notice the sound of the hair dryer stopping.
"Hey guys, are --" Jillian freezes in the bathroom door frame.
"Damn, Jillian!" Clara chides. "Were you actually using this last night, while the two of us were sleeping right by you?"
"Well, after everything last night, I was just really horny!"
Completely missing the implications of Jillian's statement, Clara continues, "Couldn't you have at least waited until morning and played with yourself in the shower, like I did?"
"Wait!" Bethany interrupts. "I'm the only one who hasn't gotten off since we got here!?"
No one speaks up.
"Well, it's time to fix that!" Bethany announces.
Untucking the folded towel, Bethany opens it and lets it fall back onto the bed behind her. Bethany throws herself back. Lying flat on the bed, Bethany's knees are bent, allowing her feet to rest comfortably on top of the mattress. Parting her knees as far as possible, Bethany reaches down and begins playing with herself. Bethany becomes wet as she rubs her clit with the tip of her middle finger.
"Beth! What the fuck are you doing?" Clara's head is partway turned from Bethany.
"Why should I wait any longer? You two certainly didn't."
"But... don't you want some privacy?" Jillian can't help but stare at the shocking scene before her.
"You'd both KNOW I was doing this anyway." Bethany pauses. "Besides, no one is making you watch!" Bethany shoots a look to Clara, who is obviously watching her too, out of the corner of her eye.
Gathering up the juices from Bethany's pussy lips, Bethany glides her fingers up and down their folds. Thoroughly lubricated, she guides her middle finger to the entrance of her juicy cunt and works it in slowly. There is no rush, Bethany tells herself. Might as well give the ladies all they can handle before moving on. Bethany plunges in deeper, gently thrusting in and out of her steaming hot canal while using her palm to work her sensitive clit.
"Well, how long does it normally take you?" Jillian probes. "I'm hungry."
"I don't know. I've never timed myself!"
"Fine, but could you hurry?"
"The interruptions aren't exactly helping." Bethany manages, between gasps. "If you think you can do it faster, be my guest!"
"Whoah!!!" Clara blurts.
"I wasn't making an offer." Jillian chuckles.
Bethany continues the erotic display without another word.
"But... if it'll speed things up, I'll give it a try."
Bethany nods in agreement and withdraws her finger. Sliding to the edged of the bed, Bethany's legs dangle to the floor. Jillian approaches cautiously and kneels before Bethany. For the first time in her life, she closely examines another woman's pussy. Bethany considers herself lucky to receive this special honor. Jillian intently studies every detail of Bethany's lovely womanhood. It glimmers with moisture, begging her to fill it. Tentatively, she reaches out and places a fingertip to Bethany's slick lips, taking in the warmth and wetness. Jillian watches, enthralled, as her finger glides into Bethany, gripped firmly by the tight walls of her pussy.
"Oh, fuck!" Bethany exclaims. "Yeah!"
"How does that feel, Beth?" Uncertainty is plainly evident in her voice.
"That feels nice."
"How fast should I thrust?"
"Just like that, for now. Could you slide in a second finger?"
She nods and complies.
"Fuck, yeah! Oh, Jillian!" Bethany stops to catch her breath. "That feels so fucking good!"
"Wow, Beth! Your pussy is so tight... and so wet."
She leans in closer, observing how her fingers shine with Bethany's juices. Her face nearly grazes Bethany's inner thigh. By now Clara has stopped pretending to be offended and silently joined her friends by the foot of the bed. She silently watches the sexual display.
"Keep pummeling that pussy, Jillian! It feels amazing!"
"Good! Are you getting close, Beth?"
"Mmm! I'm getting there." Bethany pants. "I could use a mouth on me, though!"
Jillian is taken aback.
"You want me to eat you out?" She slows her pumps.
"It would really help me come faster."
"Well," she stalls, "I guess, if it means finishing up faster."
Jillian withdraws her fingers from Bethany and tenderly brings her lips to Bethany's waiting cunt. Lightly, she presses them against her friend's soaking wet pussy lips. Her tongue slips out and gently runs up and down Bethany's folds. As she becomes more comfortable, Jillian applies more pressure and slurps away. Bethany's juices run down her chin as she brings Bethany ever closer to climax.



"Oh, my god, Jillian!" Clara interrupts. "I can't believe you're doing that!"
Momentarily stunned, Jillian resumes eating Bethany's pussy while glancing over at her indignant friend.
"What's it like?" Clara can't resist asking. "What does it taste like?"
"Hmmph!" Jillian hums into Bethany, unable to speak comprehensibly.
Pulling away, she is able to answer.
"I don't know. It's soft and wet. It tastes good. I can't really compare it to anything."
"Oh." Clara sounds unsatisfied. "Hey, Beth?"
"Yes?" Bethany answers.
"Would it help if... you know... there was a second mouth on you?"
"Oh, yeah!" Bethany coos back. "Definitely!"
Jillian shuffles over to her right, still licking away at the side of Bethany's pussy. Taking her place, shoulder to shoulder with Jillian, Clara squeezes in and probes the tip of her tongue out from between her lips. Timidly, she presses her face in, cheek to cheek with Jillian, and guides her tongue up and down the available side of Bethany's cunt. From time to time, their tongues meet while exploring Bethany's sensitive womanhood.
"Oh, yes! Just like that, ladies! Don't stop!"
Looking down, Bethany feels more empowered than she ever could have imagined by the sight of her friends' faces smiling up from between her thighs. She knows that both are trying their best to make her feel good and they crave Bethany's reassurance and approval. Responding to Bethany's encouragement, their mouths meet up. Together, they share a deep, passionate kiss. Their lips joining with Bethany's pussy lips during the act. As if that wasn't enough, their tongues roam once again, stimulating Bethany immensely. Bethany is finally ready to let go and come.
"Oh, fuck, girls! I'm coming!" Bethany tenses and thrashes in place. "Oh, you're making me come! Oh, yeah! Uhhh! Yes!"
Bethany takes a few minutes to compose herself before speaking again.
"Just imagine if our guys knew that we did this!" Bethany tests Clara, stroking her hair.
"That'd be crazy." She obliges.
"Or if they could see it!"
"Their heads would explode!"
"BOTH of their heads." Bethany laughs.
Chapter 4:
Bethany and her two besties amble out of the bar in search of their ride. As it turns out, using a ride service into town was certainly the right choice. All three of them are feeling tipsy, if not a bit more impaired. The day together has been fun, albeit with a lack of variety. Breakfast was followed by a brief stroll along the paved lakeshore path, but the remainder of the day revolved around drinking in one location or another, starting with lunch at a bar and grill. Next, the trio stopped by another bar while walking around town, followed by drinks and dancing at a country bar. It was now time to regroup at home to decide how to conclude the day's activities.
"It's not here yet?" Clara inquires.
"No." Jillian answers, pulling her phone from her purse. "It says they're still 10 minutes away."
"I guess they keep pretty busy, with all the bars here."
Bethany feels restless and the cool lake breeze prods her to keep moving.
"I know!" Bethany begins. "We should walk down to the shore again for a few minutes."
Without anything else to do, the girls agree. Bethany leads the way down the handful of stairs next to the bar. Clara crouches down on the rocky shore and reaches for the water with one hand. Bracing herself on a rock with the other hand, she leans forward, causing her capris to pull tight over her butt. Her top separates from the waistband of her shorts, revealing the small of her back. Bethany looks over to Jillian, who is standing almost over Clara, clearly peaking down the back of her friend's shorts into the small valley between her cheeks.
A gust of wind chills Bethany to the bone. Clara shivers, then hops to her feet and whips around. Both Bethany and Jillian do their best to act casual.
"It's cold." She declares.
"Yeah." Bethany and Jillian reply in unison.
"Let's go back up."
"Okay." Bethany agrees.
Taking a slower pace, Bethany allows Jillian and Clara to ascend the stairs side-by-side before her. With both their asses directly in front of her, there is plenty of time to watch the hypnotic bounce and sway of their round butt cheeks. A sudden gust of wind blasts Bethany from behind. The bottom of Jillian's dress is caught, lifting it nearly to her waist. Time seems to stand still. A pair of silky, golden bikini cut panties lie a mere foot or two from Bethany's face. Their shiny material doesn't fully contain the pillowy mounds of flesh beneath. Everything she sees looks so smooth and soft. What would it feel like, Bethany wonders, to squeeze two handfuls of Jillian's plump rear. What would it be like to pull down those panties and bury her face in it, kissing and slurping away at her friend's puckered ass hole. Bethany knows how much Jay enjoys doing that to her. Would she enjoy being on the giving end of rimming too? "Alcohol really does make you horny, doesn't it," Bethany thinks to herself.
At the top of the steps, the ladies spot a car pulling up to the curb in front of the bar. No one gets into or out of the vehicle. Jillian checks her phone.
"That's our ride," she announces. "I call front."
"Fine." Bethany says, opening the rear passenger-side door.
Waiting for Clara to get in, Bethany looks over. The door swings open. Clara leans in low as she enters the car, her loose, low-cut top hanging far from her collar bone. Bethany sees down her cleavage easily. Her bra only barely conceals Clara's nipples from Bethany's view. Taking a seat, she fixes her top.
"Where are we headed, ladies?" The driver asks.
"The cabin." Bethany attempts to answer.
"Oh, yeah?" He sarcastically replies. "What's the address?"
The three friends fumble for an answer, giggling at the awkwardness of the situation. Finally, Jillian remembers and tells the driver. The ladies laugh and applaud. After a short ride, they are back at the secluded cabin. Bethany's first order of business is returning to the bedroom to discuss what to do for the evening, and possibly to change clothes for the occasion. Jillian's oversized dildo remains prominently displayed on her bed.
"Look who waited up for you, Jillian" Clara jokes. "He must be missing you badly too, because he's all ready to go!"
"Yeah," Bethany joins. "He's so huge!"
By now Jillian is blushing.
"I don't how you can fit that thing inside you!" Clara notes.
"Really! I mean, Jay is plenty big, but still... I can't even imagine."
"Hah!"
"Honestly, I'd kinda like to see that!"
Jillian looks skeptically at Bethany.
"Seriously," Bethany continues, "we'd love for you to show us! Right, Clara?"
Clara nods in agreement. "Absolutely!"
"Well, alright." Jillian relents.
She picks up the toy, slips out of her sundress and underwear, and sits on the foot of the bed. Laying back, she draws her legs up into a "V" shape. Bethany and Clara gawk openly at her smooth snatch. Both of them kneel and lean in for a better look as Jillian holds the huge dildo out next to her hip. Blocking their view, she brings the toy's bulbous head to her lips and traces circles. Gathering fluids, the tip shines. Jillian aims the dildo directly at the entrance to her wet cunt. Fighting the resistance, she drives it slowly into herself. Fully opened by the invading sex toy, she pauses to adjust to its massive size.
Bethany and Clara wait patiently for their friend to continue feeding their curiosity and arousal. Finally, Jillian begins plunging the giant artificial cock in and out, panting all the while. As she builds pace and force, they hear soft squishing sounds. Juices dribble from her pussy, leaving a wet circle on the bed by her ass. Bethany and Clara are captivated by what they see and hear.
"Look at how her pussy just stretches out to take that dick!" Bethany says to Clara.
"Yeah! That must be such a tight fit!" She responds.
"That's so hot! Keep pounding that hot, wet pussy, girl!"
"Yeah, Jillian! Show us how you like getting fucked!"
"You love having your tight pussy rammed by that giant cock, don't you?"
Jillian tries to look down at Bethany in the midst of her pleasure.
"Yes!" She cries. "It feels so fucking good to be filled by this big dick."
Bethany reaches out and gently places her hand on Jillian's while it continues to work the dildo.
"I'll take care of this for you, Jillian. You can just lie back and enjoy!" Bethany offers.
"Mmm. Do it, Beth!"
Now the lone spectator, Clara watches Bethany thrust away at Jillian's pussy with the dildo.
"You know, Jillian?" She begins. "You ate Bethany's pussy this morning... now you should try mine!"
"Sure." Jillian manages, between gasps. "Get up here, girlfriend!"
While still pounding away at Jillian, Bethany watches Clara get up and walk to the side of the bed. Stopping, she unbuttons her capris then gradually lowers them. She leans forward, sliding the khaki material down her thighs, bending over completely as she brings it to her ankles. Bethany takes in the sight of her tensed legs and ass. A white thong fills the gap of her ass and just barely covers her pussy. Bethany studies the shape of her exposed butt cheeks, accentuated by her pose. If only Bethany could give that ass a playful slap. Straightening again, Clara hooks her fingers around the waist of her panties and lowers them in the same manner, teasing Bethany as she slowly presents her naked pussy and ass hole to her admiring eyes. Bethany approves. Soon, Clara has removed her top and bra, dropping them unceremoniously on the floor.
Clara climbs onto the bed. Balancing on her knees, she shuffles over to Jillian and straddles her neck, facing Bethany. At first, Jillian is too wrapped up in the pleasure Bethany is providing to notice her friend's pussy hovering just above her face. Her eyes closed, Jillian massages and squeezes her own breasts, occasionally pinching a nipple lightly. Opening her eyes, she is greeted by Clara's ready cunt, mere inches from her face. Jillian removes both hands from her breasts and takes hold of Clara's hips, pulling down toward her face.
Clara subtly rocks and bounces as Jillian laps at her pussy. Bethany enjoys seeing Clara's breasts hang down slightly and bounce as she reacts to Jillian's licks. Soon, the sounds of sucking and slurping fill the room. Bethany realizes there are many dimensions to her excitement. Before long, it will be Bethany's turn to receive her friends' attention. In the meantime, it is surprisingly thrilling to watch and listen as they fool around, knowing that their arousal is building toward a powerful climax. Not only that, but Bethany feels capable and powerful knowing that she can bring sexual satisfaction to her friends.
"Sounds like you're really making a meal out of that pussy, Jillian!" Bethany encourages her.
"Mmph hmm." She replies with her mouth full.
"Oh, yeah! Jillian! Your tongue feels so good!" Clara joins.
Jillian pushes up on Clara's ass, briefly freeing her mouth.
"Good! I'm going to eat that juicy pussy until you come all over my mouth!" Jillian boasts.
"Fuck, yeah! Make me come with that soft mouth of yours!"
Jillian is bucking and shifting constantly now. It dawns on Bethany that she may be approaching orgasm. It's too soon for this experience to end. Bethany needs to keep it going. Thinking fast, Bethany forms a plan.
"Uh, Jillian." Bethany tries to sound hesitant. "My arm is getting tired. Maybe we should switch things up."
"Hmm." She pulls away from Clara's pussy with a puckering sound. "Aww. Okay."
"Beth," Clara interjects, "I think it's only fair that since I ate your pussy, you should return the favor."
"I suppose so." Bethany coyly agrees. "Come down here to me."
Jillian rolls off the bed, allowing Clara to take her place. Clara's legs hang off the bed on each side of Bethany. Bethany plants kisses on the smooth flesh of her inner thighs, gracefully working her way up toward Clara's body. Building suspense, Bethany pauses before resting her lips against the tender folds of Clara's pussy. The feeling of her warmth invigorates Bethany. Savoring the experience, Bethany sticks her tongue out and explores the length of her slit. Now acquainted with her body, Bethany extend her tongue fully, allowing herself to salivate freely while licking Clara's pussy with greater intensity.
"Enjoying your box lunch, Beth?" Jillian asks, stepping beside Bethany.
Still enthusiastically eating out Clara, Bethany glances over at Jillian, who is holding out her phone with both hands while strategically moving to find the best viewing angle.
"Sure am!" Bethany says with a smile.
Clara notices Jillian and looks up, her face tensed in panic.
"What are you doing?" She interrogates Clara.
"I remembered what you two said this morning." Jillian replies calmly. "I thought you might want a few pictures for your guys. I was thinking of captioning this one 'Missing Our Men.' "
"Are you crazy!? Don't send that!"
"Fine. But I'm still going to take a few anyway, just in case you change your mind."
"I'd be okay with that." Bethany dares.
"I don't know... " Clara trails off.
"You should take video!" Bethany suggests. "We can watch it afterward!"
Jillian taps video mode and starts recording. Bethany brings her hand to her mouth. Placing the tip of her middle finger against Clara's pussy lips, Bethany wets it with her tongue. For additional lubrication, Bethany sucks on the whole finger, before inserting it into her friend. Bethany looks closely as the first knuckle easily disappears inside Clara, followed by the second. Heat and wetness surround Bethany's digit. Bethany's hand comes to rest against her friend's parted lips. Wildly, Bethany pummels her cunt with her finger.
"Oh, yeah!" Clara moans. "Finger that pussy!"
"Sure thing!" Bethany responds. "Take that finger!"
"My pussy has ached for this for so long!"
"I'm going to fill you up!" Bethany adds her index finger. "And fuck you like crazy!"
Bethany resumes her oral assault on Clara's clit as Jillian continues recording the scene.
"You're really giving it to her, Beth!" She chimes in. "How does it feel, Clara?"
"It feels so fucking good!"
"Is she going to make you come?"
"My pussy feels like it's going to explode!"
Bethany redoubles her efforts. Bethany is determined to give Clara the best orgasm of her life.
"Don't forget to tell us when you're going to come! You know, for the camera."
"Oh, fuck! Oh, yeah! Bethany! Oh, girl! You're going to make me come!"
"Do it! Come for me!" Bethany momentarily pulls away.
"Oooh, yeah! I'm coming, Beth! I'm coming!" Clara bucks and thrashes, no doubt having the most intense orgasm she's ever experienced.
"Well, Beth, are you ready to finish what you started?" Jillian lowers a hand to her mound and rubs herself.
"Are you sure you can handle it?" Bethany challenges, gesturing at Clara, who is just starting to recover from her powerful climax.
She simply laughs and helps Clara to her feet.
"Don't stop recording for anything, got it?" She asks Clara. "Ready, Beth?"
"Ready."
"How do you want me?"
"Hmm." Bethany looks up at Jillian from her knees. "On all fours, at the foot of the bed."
Jillian climbs onto the bed, facing away from Bethany. Placing both palms on the mattress, she gets into position. Her large, round ass is pointing in Bethany's direction, inviting Bethany to study it's curves thoroughly. Bethany's eyes stop between her pillowy cheeks, inspecting the puckered star of her ass hole. It looks so inviting, nestled in between the two soft, plump mounds of Jillian's butt. Drifting onward, Bethany admires her shaved snatch for a while. The lips still shine with lubricating juices from earlier. She is eagerly waiting for Bethany to have her way with her. Bethany, however, has other ideas.
Slowly, Bethany rises to her feet. Bethany places a hand on the small of Jillian's back and starts caressing, working her way toward Jillian's butt cheek. With Bethany's hand fully over the soft roundness of it, Bethany squeezes firmly. Reaching out with her other hand, Bethany cups it around her friend's dangling breast and hefts it. The nipple gently tickles Bethany's palm. Bethany senses Clara standing behind her shoulder, capturing the whole scene with Jillian's phone. Suddenly, Bethany feels a hand playfully gliding over her ass, occasionally stopping to grab it. Now it's time to proceed.
Bethany steps behind Jillian and holds on to her hips for balance. Leaning forward, Bethany buries her face between Jillian's large butt cheeks and extends her tongue into the delicate folds of her pussy. Nodding, Bethany pushes her face into Jillian's ass as her tongue runs up and down her friend's sopping cunt. Jillian nearly falls forward, swaying as Bethany laps away at her. Clara zooms in on Bethany's tongue dancing over the entrance to Jillian's depths. Bethany brings her lips firmly against Jillian's pussy lips and gives them a kiss as she inserts her tongue as far as possible.
"Oh, fuck! Beth! Eat that pussy!" Jillian begs.
Bethany continues lavishing oral attention on her as Clara pans over to Jillian's bouncing tits.
"Oh, Beth! you're making me feel so good!"
"Is she going to make you come?" Clara asks.
"Oh, yeah! I'm gonna come all over her mouth!"
Proud of what she has been able to accomplish, Bethany decides to slow things down.
"Beth? Why'd you stop?" Jillian pouts.
"You said that you were going to come. I'm not done with you yet."
"Oooh."
Bethany brings two fingers to Jillian's pussy. Having seen the size of toy she can handle, Bethany isn't surprised when both slide effortlessly into her worked-over cunt. Bethany positions another finger by the others. It too makes its way inside, with a bit more resistance. Now Bethany is thoroughly filling her. She pumps in and out while leaning in low and attempting to lick her clit from that awkward angle. Clara stands behind Bethany, making sure to get every detail of what she is doing with Jillian, but also keeping Bethany's lovely ass in view the whole time.
Tiring quickly, Bethany decides it's time to make herself more comfortable and do something bold. Bethany straightens up, still ramming three fingers in and out of Jillian's pussy, and places her lips against Jillian's ass. Cautiously, Bethany protrudes her tongue. The tip comes to rest against the taught flesh of her ass hole. Thinking back to how Jay rims Bethany, Bethany begins by swirling circles around it. Coating it in Bethany's saliva, she licks away. Bethany wants to go further. Pressing her face into Jillian's ass, Bethany pokes her tongue out as far as she can and prods at her rear entrance. With her free hand, Bethany massages and squeezes her butt cheek.
"Bethany, you're eating my ass!" Jillian exclaims.
"Is she really? How does it feel?" Clara asks.
"Her soft tongue feels so good massaging my ass hole!"
"Yeah, toss her salad, Beth!"
Bethany reaches forward, gliding her hand from Jillian's ass to her hips. Slowly, it makes its way to her front side, finding her chest. Bethany cups her hand over her breast, hefting it. Taking in the weight, Bethany lifts and lowers her hand, Jillian's nipple tickling her palm. Soft flesh fills Bethany's palm as she closes her fingers and grasps her friend's tit. Alternately, Bethany squeezes and releases. With every squeeze, Bethany draws her fingertips in and gently takes Jillian's nipple between them. There's no way she can last too much longer.
"Oh, fuck, that feels good." Jillian encourages Bethany.
"Do you like having your ass eaten?" Clara teases.
"Oh, god, yeah!"
"I had no idea you were so dirty, girl!"
Bethany's fingering and rimming have her at the edge and the dirty talk pushes her over.



"Oh, shit! Fuck! Beth, you're making me come! I'm coming!"
Jillian tenses and repeatedly pushes her ass back into Bethany's face as Bethany finishes giving her the most intense orgasm of her life. Bethany gives her a playful slap on the ass as she withdraws her fingers from Jillian's pussy. Jillian momentarily collapses forward onto the bed. Turning toward Clara and the phone, Bethany seductively takes her fingers into her mouth and cleans Jillian's juices from them.
"Well, now it's Beth's turn." Clara narrates for the video.
Jillian scrambles out of the way, making room for Bethany on the bed. Bethany sits down on the foot of the bed, deciding how to proceed. Curling her legs inward, Bethany forms a ball and tips back onto the bed. Bethany's pussy and ass hole are completely exposed for the video. Slowly and smoothly, Bethany straightens her legs vertically, pointing her toes at the ceiling. Bethany reaches down and runs her fingertips over her pussy. Jillian is standing over Bethany, looking down admiringly on her body.
"Jillian, how about getting down there and eating my pussy?"
She obediently kneels at the foot of the bed and presses her mouth to Bethany's womanhood. Bethany revels as her friend's tongue dances along the folds of her pussy lips. Jillian is slurping up Bethany's pussy juices with genuine enthusiasm. Bethany's pussy tingles as she realizes that her friend is enjoying pleasuring her.
"Ah, yeah!" Bethany coos.
"Damn, Jillian! Look at you eating that pussy!" Clara remarks.
"Eat my pussy, Jillian! It feels so damn good!"
"You like it, don't you, Jillian? You like eating Bethany's hot little pussy?"
Jillian nods her head, keeping her mouth on Bethany.
"Jillian, put a finger in me!" Bethany demands.
"You heard her! Finger that pussy!" Clara joins.
Jillian brings her middle finger to Bethany's pussy. Slowly, she plunges it in. Sinking in to the last knuckle, her finger fills Bethany. Working at Bethany's clit with her tongue, Jillian begins pumping in and out. After warming Bethany up, she adds her index finger.
"That's right! Really give it to that steamy cunt!" Clara goads her on.
"Oh, fuck, yeah!" Bethany moans.
Clara places a pillow on the center of the unoccupied bed and leans the phone against it. She then moves to the opposite side of Bethany. Turning her head partially, Bethany watches her bend forward. Her face is suspended just above Bethany's chest. She parts her lips and swoops in, taking Bethany's firm nipple into her mouth. Clara suckles lovingly at Bethany's perky tit. Reaching across Bethany, she takes the other breast into her palm and gently rubs circles. Her palm feels nice on Bethany's sensitive nipple. Her mouth applies stronger suction as she tugs at Bethany's plump tit.
She deserves a reward, Bethany reasons. Bethany looks down at Clara, making eye-contact as she sucks on her middle finger. Reaching out, Bethany caresses Clara's hips before settling in on her ass. Bethany enjoys the toned, yet soft and feminine feeling. Surprising her, Bethany places her wet fingertip on her friend's ass hole and draw circles on it. She says nothing as Bethany sensually massages her back door.
"Jillian, can you eat my ass?" Bethany asks.
"I don't know. Pussy is one thing, but an ass is really personal." She objects.
"Please! I really need it and you'd make me feel so good!" Bethany pleads.
"Okay." She relents. "Fine. I'll give it a try."
Without breaking the pace of her fingering, Jillian shifts in place. Drifting lower, she slobbers on Bethany's ass hole while reluctantly dragging the tip of her tongue around the insides of Bethany's butt cheeks. Bethany finds herself turned on by the timid way Jillian is servicing her ass. Bethany feels as though she is being teased. Anticipation builds as she gets closer and closer to Bethany's ass hole. Finally, Bethany's close friend is French-kissing her ass hole.
"That's it!" Bethany cries. "Stick that tongue in my ass hole! Get it all the way in!"
She rhythmically shoves her face into Bethany's backside, jabbing into Bethany's ass with her protruded tongue.
"Okay, girls. Time to finish me off!"
They both freeze, confused.
"Clara, I want you to finger my ass. Jillian, keep fingering me and lick my clit."
Jillian moves back up to lick Bethany's pussy while Clara climbs off the bed and joins her on the ground. Bethany brings her knees to her chest and again curls into a ball, holding the backs of her knees to keep them in place. With full access to Bethany's most private areas, Jillian dutifully licks Bethany's clit as Clara sucks her middle finger and prepares to do her part for Bethany. She gently places her fingertip on Bethany's ass hole. Providing pressure, she is unable to enter Bethany at first. Pushing more firmly, Clara's finger gradually works its way inside Bethany's ass. The feeling is incredible. Both friends are filling Bethany deeply in so many ways. Bethany feels thoroughly desired and cared for.
"Oh, fuck! Yeah! Finger that ass!" Bethany encourages Clara.
"I can't believe you're taking me back there, Beth! That's so fucking hot!" She remarks.
"It feels so fucking good, Clara! Keep going!"
Bethany looks down at Jillian, who is pulling double duty licking and fingering Bethany's pussy.
"Jillian. you're really giving my pussy all it can handle! I had no idea you were such a good pussy-eater!"
Bethany sees a faint smile as her friend continues favoring her orally.
"Don't stop, girls!" Bethany exclaims. "I'm so fucking close!"
Bethany begins having spasms. Warmth and pleasure wash over her. Bethany is having the most satisfying orgasm of her life. It feels oddly appropriate that the experience is shared among the three of them. She has never felt closer to them.
"Oh, fuck! Oh, yeah! I'm coming! I'm coming!" Bethany practically convulses. "Ahh! Ngggh!"
Bethany has no idea how long it takes to recover from the intensity of her climax. When Bethany regains awareness of her surroundings, both Clara and Jillian are gently stroking Bethany's ass and thighs with their hands. Bethany watches intently as Jillian stands and walks over to the other bed, stopping the recording on her phone. Clara is still gracefully guiding her hand over the exposed portion of Bethany's ass cheeks, occasionally rubbing her fingertip on Bethany's ass hole. Bethany feels silly for worrying about how the trip would go. This was truly the best get-together with the ladies ever!
-The End
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Chapter 1:
Walter and Abigail Preston had been discussing gift ideas for their son, Lucas, for several weeks now. They considered all the usual things that a young man might want for his eighteenth birthday. Were there any new gaming consoles being released? Did he already have studio-quality headphones or earbuds? What about a new computer or smart phone? Nothing seemed sufficient for the occasion. None of these items could appropriately convey the significance of this milestone. None of them said, "You are a man now. Congratulations!"
The couple knew they would have to get creative to make Luke's birthday truly memorable. While Lucas would certainly enjoy material goods, those alone felt too impersonal. Abby and Walt gave him a premium pair of headphones and a smart phone on his big day, agreeing that they needed to spend some time looking for a more fitting gift for their son, even if it was a week or two late. Maybe conversations with him would reveal subtle clues, they thought. If Lucas wanted anything in particular, he wasn't dropping any hints, as far as his parents could see. He had always been grateful for everything that his parents provided. They were on their own to find an answer. Was there anything else they could do to surprise him?
Lucas leaned into the kitchen, spotting his mother standing at the sink. Abigail had finished washing the dishes and was now preparing her coffee. She was wearing a soft pink robe, tied loosely around the waist by a flat belt. She turned to greet her son. Lucas took the opportunity to steal a glance at his mom. Her robe was thin, and the material was sheer. Abigail was not wearing a bra, and the outline of her breasts could be seen through the robe.
"Morning son!"
"Good morning."
"You're up earlier than usual. Are you having breakfast before you head out today?"
"Yeah. It's Friday, so I have tennis practice after school. I'm going to need as many calories as possible today."
Luke moved in next to his mother and reached up for the cabinet, retrieving a box of bran flakes with raisins. He opened the next cabinet over and pulled a bowl down, too. He poured the cereal and milk and took his breakfast to the table.
"I know your birthday was two weeks ago, but is there anything else you would have wanted? Anything special?"
"I'm not sure mom. I think I'm okay, really. The stuff you and dad already gave me on my birthday is great."
Abigail looked back over her shoulder at Lucas. His eyes were wandering along her body. Abby couldn't help but smirk a little.
"You're sure there's nothing else we can get you? Anything you want to do?"
Abby leaned forward and grabbed her son's empty cereal bowl. As she lifted it, Lucas looked up at her chest. The top of her robe gapped open. The valley between her breasts was exposed. Lucas was caught off-guard. He found himself shamelessly staring at the plump mounds in front of his face. It only occurred to Lucas later, that his mother could easily see where his eyes were directed.
"Nothing I can think of." Luke was lost in thought. "At least, nothing you and dad could offer."
Abigail was aware that Lucas was looking at her chest. She smiled, making the best of the attention. It was flattering, in an odd way, knowing that she could still turn heads. After all, her son was an attractive young man who spent his school days surrounded by cute young ladies who often dressed to show-off their bodies.
"Well, then," Abby concluded, "I guess we'll just have to surprise you."
"Sounds good, mom. I'd better get going."
Luke briskly walked off, grabbing his backpack and tennis racket from the entryway and leaving. The sound of his car engine faded as he drove away.
After Lucas left, Walter came downstairs. Abby was standing in the kitchen, drinking her coffee. Her back was to her husband.
Walter came up behind Abigail and wrapped his arms around her. He cupped her breasts with both hands and squeezed gently. Abigail closed her eyes and smiled.
"What was that for?"
"You just looked so sexy. I had to feel you."
"Well, I like it. It's a welcome surprise."
"Speaking of surprises, did Lucas open up to you and give you any ideas for a nice, meaningful present for him?"
"None at all."
"I was afraid of that. We'll have to engage in an intense brainstorming session tonight, then."
Abby nodded, enjoying the feeling of her husband caressing her breasts through the soft material of her robe. Walt's cock pressed up between her legs as they swayed. Abigail reached back and rubbed her husband's bulge through his slacks.
"We may have to engage in intense session of something else to clear our minds first." Abby knew exactly how to appeal to her husband.
"Most definitely! Of course, now I don't know how I'll be able give today's lecture with THAT on my mind!"
Walter kissed his wife excused himself to leave for work. Abigail stood alone in the kitchen as her husband slipped on his sport coat and picked up his brief case. Following him into the entryway, Abby stood in the door waving as Walter stepped outside and walked to his car, which he had parked in the driveway. She was going to miss him. Abby was always self-sufficient, and she managed to stay busy enough during the day. What she felt was unusual to her. There was a clear sense of loneliness. She wondered if all the attention and affection she had received was what made the empty house seem so quiet. Abigail couldn't wait to continue what Walter had started with her in the kitchen that morning.
Chapter 2:
Lucas returned home later than usual that afternoon. He had stayed after school for a couple of hours, practicing tennis and taking advantage of the empty courts and the extra time. Lucas loved to play tennis. He had developed a powerful backhand and a strong serve. He was quick on his feet and his forehand was a deadly weapon.
Lucas came into the house, and dropped his tennis gear by the door. The house was silent. He walked into the kitchen and grabbed a water bottle from the refrigerator. He opened the lid and tipped the bottle to his lips. He drank the entire bottle, feeling the cold water rush into his throat and wash over his tongue. The chill refreshed him, and he exhaled audibly.
Lucas walked down the hall to his room. He opened the door and sat down on his bed. His phone was on his nightstand, and he picked it up. Lucas had a text message from his friend, Perry.
"Hey. Wanna hang out tonight?"
Lucas responded, "Burnt out from practice. Gonna crash."
"See ya tomorrow? We're going to the lake. Lauren and Kaytee are gonna be there."
"Those two girls from the Junior College?"
"Yeah."
"Nice! I can't wait to see them in bikinis!"
"You're a fucking dork. Pick you up at one."
"Ok. Later."
Luke tossed his phone aside and lay back on his bed. His shoulders felt heavy, and his lower back was tight. He stretched out there, then tried to allow his body to relax. Lucas became aware of a sound. It was deep and steady. He couldn't tell if it was distant and sharp, or close and muffled. Reluctantly, Luke got up from his bed and slunk into the hallway. Following his ears, Lucas crept down the hall and approached the closed doors of his parent's bedroom. The doors rattled slightly in their frame. Knowing what he was overhearing, Luke's heart began racing.
Lucas pressed his ear to the door, careful not to bump it audibly. He listened intently over the quiet thumping coming from inside the room. Luke heard a faint sound. It was his father's voice. Lucas was unsure what Walt was saying. A series of loud and rapid smacks followed. They sounded wet and heavy. Lucas recognized the rhythmic cadence. His mother's voice was next. Her tone was high and excited.
"Oh God, baby! Yes!"
"Take that cock, Abby!"
"It's so fucking big! You fill me up so well!"
"Fuck! I love how your pussy swallows my dick!"
"I'm getting so close, baby! I'm gonna cum so hard!"
"Yes, Abby! I'm almost there!"
"Me too, Walt. You're gonna make me come! Oh, fuck!"
Luke's heart pounded. His stomach was knotted and his throat was dry. The sounds continued from the other side of the door. Walter grunted, and the slapping noises stopped. Abigail squealed, and there was silence. Lucas' mouth was open and his jaw was trembling. His breathing was heavy. His mother had just orgasmed. This candid moment was more thrilling than any porn Lucas had ever watched.
"That was incredible," Lucas overheard his mother say.
"You were fantastic, as usual."
"You're just saying that."
"I mean it!" Walt reassured his wife. "The way your pussy squeezes and massages my cock is fantastic! You just milk the cum right out of me."
Lucas slowly backed away from the door, terrified that he might give away his presence. His parents' voices continued to murmur back and forth, getting increasingly quiet, as he tiptoed back down the hall. Luke returned to his room, carefully shutting the door behind himself. His heart pounded. His head was spinning. Luke became aware of a discomfort in his lower body. He had a massive hard-on. Seeking relief, he unzipped his shorts and pushed them down. Wasting no time, Lucas slid the waistband of his underwear to his knees and grabbed his engorged cock.
The sounds vividly replayed in Luke's head. He reflected on the dirty talk, matching the words to vague images of the actions taking place. It was all very exciting to him, but Lucas wanted to push things further. He thought back to his texts with his buddy. He couldn't wait for the opportunity to see Kaytee or Lauren wearing skimpy bathing suits. At least, he hoped they would be skimpy. He tried his best to recall how they had looked the very few times he had seen them and make a guess what their bodies might look like when barely covered.
Lauren was the shorter of the two. He had been taken with how round her butt was. Lauren had a soft look, without being overweight. Kaytee's boobs were enormous compared to Lauren's, but her frame was thin and her ass was small. Luke imagined Lauren and Kaytee wearing their swimsuits and playing around at the lake. They were tossing a volleyball back and forth. He imagined them laughing, and jumping up and down as they tried to return the ball. Lucas envisioned their chests bouncing and jiggling. Their butt cheeks would shift and sway as they moved around the sandy court. Lucas' hand moved faster and faster. He felt his cock get harder. His body was tense, and the excitement built.
"Take that cock, Abby!"
The sound of his father's voice repeated in his head.
Lucas gripped his hard cock firmly and stroked, imagining the girls in their bikinis. Restlessly, the fantasy changed. Lauren was bending over and shaking her back side at him. Her bathing suit was gone. He could see her pussy and asshole. Kaytee was naked next to her, fondling her own tits. She occasionally released them, causing her breasts to drop and bounce for Luke's amusement. The first time he met her came to mind. From the moment Perry introduced him to Kaytee, they were able to talk effortlessly. He remembered the way she listened and smiled at him. Then there was the time she stopped by the tennis courts after her classes were done for the day. After finishing a match, there she was, calling out and waving to him before coming up and excitedly talking to him through the chain-link fence.
Suddenly, he was overcome by determination. Even if it was only in a fantasy, he was going to have her. Luke envisioned Kaytee in his room. She was lying on her back, on his bed. Her legs were pulled back and bent at the knee. Lucas climbed onto the bed and took his place, with Kaytee's calves resting on his shoulders. He was holding her firmly by the hips, using his grip for leverage. With every wild thrust, Luke was pulling her by the hips, ramming his cock into Kaytee as deeply and forcefully as possible. Kaytee was moaning, and screaming out encouragement to him.
"Give it to me, Lucas! Fuck me harder! Your cock feels so good!"
"God, you're so fucking tight!"
His father's words ran through his mind.
"The way your pussy squeezes and massages my cock is fantastic! You just milk the cum right out of me."
As he recalled his father's words, the fantasy shifted. He was still fucking Kaytee, but now she was sitting on top of him, riding his cock. As she bounced, her enormous tits jiggled.
"God, you're so big and thick, Lucas! It fills me up so much!"
"Your pussy feels so good. I'm gonna explode!"
"Yes! Cum for me, Lucas! Cum in my pussy!"
Lucas groaned, and his cum erupted. Amidst the most intense orgasm he had ever experienced in his young life, he shot out long strands of cum everywhere. When it was finally over, his balls felt thoroughly drained. Some of the semen landed on his bed sheets. More of it dripped down the shaft of his cock. Dazed, he scrambled clumsily around his room. Pulling several tissues from a box on his desk, Luke wiped up his mess as quickly as possible, hoping to clean up his load before any of it could soak into the bedding. He didn't want to have to explain why he was washing his sheets. Lucas popped out of his room to grab a wash cloth from the bathroom, wetting it before heading back.
Satisfied with the cleanup, he tossed the wash cloth into his laundry hamper and started getting ready for bed. All the while, Lucas was burdened by shame. It felt pathetic and feeble, jerking off to fantasies. He considered himself defective. Why didn't he have a girlfriend? There had to be some way to actually connect with Kaytee and form a real relationship. He just wasn't sure what it was. How could he take an ordinary conversation with her and boldly make the step of showing her that he was interested?
Chapter 3:
In the afterglow of a passionate session of lovemaking, Abigail and Walter continued to talk. Despite all their discussions over the past weeks, the couple found themselves without a solution to their dilemma on the eve of their son's big day. Drawing on his professional expertise, Walt had devised a backup plan. He had hoped to find a more conventional alternative, but since none had presented itself, he shared his proposal with his wife.
"Jeez, Walt." Abby began, tossing a lock of curly auburn hair from her face. "Are you serious?"
Her husband nodded in reply.
"When I suggested doing something for him I was thinking of taking him on a trip somewhere or signing him up for an activity, like zip-lining or something!" Abby was trying her best to be patient and hear her husband out, but it was extremely difficult under the circumstances.
"Now Abigail," Walter calmly responded, "I would never suggest anything without thorough research and deliberation."
Abby knew this was true. Walter, the head of the Anthropology Department at the local university, was nothing if not analytical. His sharp mind was one of the traits that caught Abby's eye when they first met, although it could also be trying at times as well. He could, and often did, turn even the simplest issue into a spirited intellectual debate. If there was a way to incorporate his area of expertise, comparing and contrasting ancient civilizations and cultures to modern societies, so much the better.
"I know that," Abby acknowledged. "But I still don't think I can do it."
Walter remained silent for a moment, carefully choosing his words.
"I'll admit it would be a sacrifice, but it would also provide an indispensable opportunity to provide guidance in a very personal way. Many civilizations throughout history have employed similar practices to guide their young men into productive adulthood. Sometimes it was used as a reward system for culturally valued behaviors or accomplishments. Other times it helped by delaying the need to seek out a mate until after necessary life-skills were acquired. It has also been viewed as a way to develop interpersonal talent and confidence. The one common aspect was that it was done in a caring and nurturing environment."
"But he's our son!" Abby halfheartedly protested, sensing her husband's insistence.
"Exactly! He is our pride and joy. He is part of the lasting mark we leave on this world long after we're gone. Our legacy, in large part, will be determined by the man Lucas becomes. I want him to start that journey with confidence and determination. This arrangement would provide him a safe and comfortable setting to do so, free of heartbreak or, god forbid, sexually transmitted infections."
"So," Abigail hesitated, "You consider this essential to his development as a healthy adult?"
"That's right!" Walter was relieved that his wife understood and appreciated his perspective.
Abby considered the proposal. As a devoted and supportive wife, she felt that she owed it to her husband to at least hear him out. Walt was very passionate about his beliefs. She didn't want to disappoint him. More importantly, Abby cared about Luke every bit as much as Walter did. She considered herself and extraordinarily caring and selfless mother. Would this be the best thing for him? Abby had always told herself that there was nothing she wouldn't do for her son. Surely she could keep this unspoken promise, no matter how difficult it might be.
"Alright." She finally conceded, "If it's really what he needs."
"Just think what this will mean for his future!" Walt reassured his wife. "Besides, when it's all over, you might be surprised how satisfying it feels knowing the unique role you played in shaping the kind of man he becomes."
"I hope you're right."
Chapter 4:
Walter awoke to the familiar sound of his alarm. Despite waking earlier than he normally would on a Saturday, Walt was energized. This was a big day for him. Reaching out slowly with his arm, Walt felt for Abby in the bed. He was alone under the covers. Sitting up, Walt looked toward the bathroom door, which was open. Abigail must have already finished getting prepared, he thought. Everything was exactly as he had planned.
After readying himself for work, Walt headed off to set his plan into motion. Halfway down the hallway he reached Lucas's room. The door was closed, a sure sign that his son was still asleep inside. Walt knocked gently on the door, hoping not to startle Luke. He could barely hear muttering coming from the other side. Walt knocked again, louder.
"Wha-?" Lucas groggily mumbled.
"Good morning, son. May I come in?"
"Uh, huh. Something wrong, Dad?"
"Not at all." Walt explained. "I had to be up early for a department meeting. Normally I try to avoid scheduling them on Saturdays, but there was no way around this one. Anyway, I just wanted to be there when you see your final, belated birthday present."
"Oh, cool. Where is it?"
"Follow me, Luke."
"Sure. I'll thrown on some clothes real quick and I'll be right out!"
"Don't worry about it. We need to hurry or I'll be late for my meeting."
"O... kay, Dad." Lucas climbed out of bed and followed his father down the hall.
Abigail waited anxiously in the basement, wearing only a lacy pair of light pink panties under a forest green silk robe. Leaning back on the large, leather sofa, she brought one knee up and rested it over the other while she thought about the situation. Her doubts were intensifying as the moment approached. What if Lucas was appalled by the outlandish nature of the offer? His relationship with her and Walt could be irreparably damaged. Or if he told someone, their lives would be ruined. As terrifying as these possibilities were, Abby was comforted by the realization that neither was likely.
Thinking more rationally, she reflected on the details of the proposal. Would Lucas even be attracted to a 43 year-old woman, let alone his own mother? Sneaking a peak of her at the breakfast table was one thing, but wanting to take things further was another matter. Abigail took impeccable care of herself and remained fairly trim for a woman her age. Even so, like most women, she lamented that her youth had passed. How could she compare to Luke's classmates or any of the girls he'd be surrounded by when he goes off to college? Abby wondered what most caught her son's eye in a woman. Picturing herself showing off and teasing her son in various ways, Abby caught herself enjoying the idea of figuring out what excited him the most. It certainly would be flattering to see the desire she could ignite in a virile young man like Luke. Abby's reverie was interrupted when her husband led their son down the basement steps.



"Ah, your present is ready!" Walt announced.
"What present?" Luke was confused.
"Why, right there! Sitting on the couch."
"Mom?!"
"Surprise, son!" Abby casually chimed in.
"I need to get going." Walt declared. "Your mom will explain everything."
Luke was stunned. His father was already out the front door before Luke even attempted to process whatever was happening. His dad was clearly in a hurry to get to his meeting. He must have meant that Luke's mother would give him his present, but what was it? For that matter, where was it? He did say that she would explain everything. Maybe, Luke thought, his mother was going to tell him what it is now, but he would have to wait until his father comes back to get it. That made sense!
"Lucas, honey," his mother softly patted the empty space next to her on the couch, "Why don't you take a seat here, by me?"
"Sure, Mom."
As he approached, Lucas finally realized that neither he nor his mother had dressed for the day yet. He worried that sitting down might cause the leg of his boxer shorts to ride up enough to expose the tip of his penis, if he wasn't careful. While deciding how he might tactfully take a seat without flashing his mother, Lucas caught himself looking directly down her robe. Her breasts appeared larger than Lucas would have expected, given that he was accustomed to seeing his mother in relatively conservative outfits around the house. As Lucas studied her chest, he noticed that she did not seem to be wearing a bra. He could barely believe his eyes. His mother's breasts were surprisingly plump and perky for an older woman. Fearing that she would catch him, Lucas maneuvered himself onto the couch.
"This is a momentous occasion." Abby began. "You are a man. I'm sure it hasn't been easy getting here. Your hormones have been going crazy for years. Everything in you is driving you to shut down your mind and chase after every woman in sight."
"Yeah." Luke had never been more embarrassed.
"Your father and I are very proud of you for remaining so level-headed through it all. That's why we both want to give you an opportunity to explore these impulses with a woman for the first time. I've volunteered to help with the experience to assure that everything is safe and clean for you. How does that sound, Luke?"
"How could you help with this, Mom? Did you have someone in mind?"
"Actually, I will do anything you need myself."
Luke was overwhelmed by the situation. Obviously this meant a great deal to his parents. After all, they had certainly discussed it at length. One of them had even thought up the whole idea. Lucas wondered which of his parents had suggested it to the other. Was this something his dad cooked up and dragged his poor mom into, or maybe his mother was simply desperate for a way to celebrate his passage into adulthood. In any case, it was important to them and he didn't want to let them down.
Looking his mother in the eye, Luke considered her side of the deal. It must have been scary for his mom to be so vulnerable with him, he reasoned. She was incredibly brave to suggest what she had, with no idea how he would react. Now what should he do? On the surface, what his mother had offered to do with him sounded crazy. Nonetheless, rejecting his mother could be devastating to her on such a deep, personal level. Luke certainly wanted to spare his mother's feelings. Besides, the offer she had made was undoubtedly a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Luke was being given a chance at his first sexual experience in a unique, if not unprecedented, way. Not only that, but the encounter would be with a lovely woman who dearly loves and cares about him. How could he say no?
"Mom," Luke spoke up, "I'm not sure what say."
"That's okay, honey. We don't have to do anything you don't want to do."
"No, it's not that, Mom."
"Well, what if we just talk for a while." Abby reached out and took her son's hand in her own.
"Okay. It's just that I don't know where to start."
"That's why I'm here, son. I'll help you."
"Thanks, Mom."
"Maybe we should start with a kiss. What do you say?"
"Sure." Luke leaned in gave his mother a quick peck on the lips before pulling back. "Like this?"
Abby was disappointed by the distance they kept during the fleeting kiss. She had hoped to feel her son's body pressing against hers. Looking him over, Abby noted that Lucas was exceptionally fit. He played tennis for his high school's varsity team and regularly ran at the park for his conditioning. Luke also strength-trained with a free weight set, which occupied the corner of the room. His solid shoulders and sculpted arms were a testament to the time he spent lifting in the basement. Abby longed to feel those strong arms wrapped around her. Admiring her son's muscular thighs, she saw a slight movement in his lap. Was he getting an erection from their kiss?
"That was nice," Abby encouraged her son, "Now, let's try holding it a little longer."
"Sure thing, mom."
This time their lips met fully. Abby reached an arm behind her son and pulled him against her. Their tongues joined and slowly intertwined. The two were engaged in a long, passionate kiss, no longer as mother and son, but as lovers. Luke instinctively began embracing his mother while Abby's hand drifted slowly downward from her son's firm back, making its way to his upper thigh. Massaging his leg, Abby slid her hand back and forth from the top to the inside, intentionally grazing her son's partially engorged penis. With each pass it felt larger and more rigid against the back of her hand.
"How does that feel?" Abby interrupted their kiss.
"Your hand feels nice, mom."
"Good, baby. I'm glad you like it."
Her son's approval was all Abby needed. Abandoning any pretense of modesty, Abigail placed her hand directly on her son's lap and tenderly encircled his hard member with her fingers. Lucas enjoyed the sensation of his soft boxer shorts rubbing against his skin as his mother took his manhood into her hand. She proceeded to glide along the length of his shaft in a prolonged caress, causing Lucas to squirm back into the couch.
"That's right," Abigail cooed, releasing her son from her grasp. "Lay back and relax. Mommy's going to take care of you."
"Take care of me?" Luke dreamily repeated.
Abby lowered herself from the couch, turning to face her son along the way. Kneeling between his legs, Abby reached for Luke's boxer shorts with both hands and tugged lightly downward. Her son's eyes shot wide open with shock. He knew what his mother wanted. Luke lifted his hips from the couch cushion as his mother pulled his boxer shorts to his ankles, before freeing them entirely and setting them beside her on the carpeted basement floor. Abby beheld her son's thick cock, extended triumphantly upward.
"My goodness!" Abby playfully exclaimed. "It's so big!"
"Thanks, mom." Luke blushed.
Abby tenderly grabbed her son's cock. Lucas thought he might lose control right then. The feeling of his mother's bare hand on his sensitive flesh was unlike anything he had ever experienced before. He was forced to redouble his efforts to stave off an early climax when his mother started slowly pumping.
"Does this feel okay, honey?" Abby asked.
"It feels incredible!"
Abigail continued skillfully jerking her son.
"Oh, fuck!" Lucas immediately regretted his lustful outburst. Normally he would never use that type of language around his mother.
"Sorry, mom. I didn't mean to swear."
"That's quite alright, son. We're both adults doing very adult things. You can express yourself whatever way feels natural to you."
Abby picked up the pace on her stroking. Lucas's pleasure was plainly evident, and it flattered his mother to see the effect she was having on him. It occurred to Abby that it had been a long time since Walt was that age. From what she could remember, he didn't last nearly as long back then. Sexual endurance was something that progressed with time and experience. She was determined to make sure Lucas's first time did not come to an end too early, which meant she would have to carefully monitor his reactions and back off a bit, if necessary.
"Oh, mom! You really know how to work my cock!"
"Why, thank you, dear."
"I love the way your hand feels squeezing my cock! It's so soft!"
"Hmm, yeah. Mommy wants to make make you feel good."
Looking into her son's eyes, Abby smiled up at him. There must be more that he'd like to do. He probably still feels self-conscious, she speculated. Not only is the experience completely new to him, but he would also be asking his own mother to comply with his requests. She would need to take things further for the time being, until Lucas started taking the initiative.
"Would you like to see your mom's breasts, honey?"
"Really!? Yeah, mom! Please show me your tits!"
Abby took a brief rest from stroking her son's cock. Still kneeling, she pulled each end of her robe's belt, untying the bow that held it closed. Abby gracefully drew back the silk robe behind her shoulders, causing it to slide down her back and land in a pile behind her feet. Her supple breasts were now fully on display for her son, as was most of her body. Only a pair of pink lace panties concealed anything from Lucas's view.
"Wow, mom! Your body is amazing!"
"Thank you, son. You really are quite the gentleman."
Whether from the slightly cool basement air, her son's gaze, or both, Abby noticed her nipples tighten and become more sensitive. She could almost feel his stare on her breasts. No doubt he was imagining what it would be like to squeeze them. It turned Abby on to be desired with the intensity of a young man at his prime. She took Lucas's cock in her hand, once again, and resumed treating him to a fantastic handjob.
"Oh, mom! I like seeing how your tits bounce while you stroke me. It's so hot!"
"That's right, Luke! Watch mommy's tits shake for you!"
"I didn't realize they were so big!"
"I didn't want to tease my poor son by showing them off around the house."
"Well, it's nice to finally see them!" He paused. "Do you think I could touch them, mom?"
"Of course, son! Whatever you want."
Luke reached out for his mother's chest, gently cupping her breasts in his hands. His mother's erect nipples pressed into his palms. Slowly curling his fingers, Lucas gave her left breast a tender squeeze. His hand was filled generously with Abby's ageless, pert tit. Craving more, he brought his left hand back and guided the tip of his index finger to his mom's firm nipple, lightly rubbing up and down.
"That feels wonderful, Luke!" Abby was getting worked up now.
"Thanks, mom." He leaned in closer and gave his mother another deep kiss, prolonged kiss. "Can I suck on your tits?"
"Absolutely."
Lucas released his mother's breasts and held out his left hand for his mother to hold as she rose to her feet. Returning the favor, she braced to help her son up from the edge of the couch. Hunching down and leaning to his left, Lucas surrounded his mother's nipple with his eager lips. He suckled at it ravenously. Occasionally, he used the suction to give his mother's breast a playful tug. It was so familiar for Abigail, yet entirely different.
"It's been so long since the last time you had your mouth around one of my nipples. I never dreamed you'd be doing it again now, as an adult!"
"How does it feel?" Lucas momentarily released her breast.
"It feels unbelievable!" Abby considered the question further. "Your mouth feels so good on my body, son, but there's more to it than that. It's like we're bonding anew, in a naughty and forbidden way."
Lucas shifted his attention to his mother's neglected left breast. This time he did his best to get his tongue in on the act. Subtly waving back and forth, Lucas used the tip of his tongue to caress Abby's nipple. She let out a sultry moan in response. As her son licked and sucked away, Abby caught herself instinctively lowering her hand to the front of her panties. Pressing inward with her middle finger, she could feel her juices beginning to soak into the soft fabric. Meanwhile, Lucas's hand had made its way around her left hip and his fingertips were testing the firmness of her ass cheek.
"Mom," Lucas stood up straight and looked his mother in the eyes before continuing, "I was wondering if... we could try having sex?"
"Yes, baby. Like I said earlier, mommy will do anything you need."
Lucas couldn't believe his ears. It was as though he was in the midst of a vivid, waking, erotic dream. He didn't know how to proceed. This was all new territory for him. He looked to his mother, speechless, hoping for guidance. Abby recognized her son's obvious distress.
"I'm going to lie back on the couch and you can follow me over when you're ready." She eased his burden. "Don't worry, son, you'll know what to do."
"Okay, mom."
Abby serenely turned away from her son and began removing her panties. Lucas watched as his mother's ass was gradually revealed to his eager gaze. Stopping at her hips, his mother swayed her butt from side to side, freeing the panties from her plump cheeks. Her son stared intently as Abigail stooped forward, lowering the lacy pink material to her knees before letting it drop to the floor. The motion accentuated the curve of her rear. To Lucas, it was like his mother was presenting a gift to her adoring son. His cock twitched. He imagined himself tactlessly shoving it into his mother from behind and pounding away, using her sexy rump to soften the impact, but he didn't dare to actually try.
Keeping her legs together, Abigail took a seat on the edge of the couch. Pivoting, she brought her heels up onto the farthest couch cushion, forming an arch with her legs. The deliberate movements perfectly hid her most private area from her son. Lucas appreciated the growing anticipation. His beautiful mother was seducing him better than any other woman ever could. Basking in her son's longing gaze, Abby spread her legs, supporting one against the backrest of the couch while setting the heel of the other down onto the floor. For the first time in his life, Lucas enjoyed an unobstructed view of a woman's pussy, and it belonged to his own mother. Their intimacy was advancing to another level.
"Your pussy looks so smooth!" Luke marveled.
"I shaved it this morning. What do you think?"
He leaned in for a closer look.
"It's beautiful!"
"You're so sweet, Luke."
"It looks shiny, too."
"Yes, honey. You're making me so wet with excitement. Mommy's pussy is ready for that big, hard cock of yours!"
"Okay, mom, here I go!"
Lucas rested one knee on the couch, beside his mother. Placing a hand on her hip, he pulled Abby's lower body toward his own. Now balanced and positioned comfortably, Lucas let go of his mother's hip and grabbed the base of his shaft, pointing it downward, toward his mother. Shifting his weight forward, Lucas guided the tip of his penis to Abby's waiting cunt. With a small push, Lucas's cock parted his mother's slick inner lips and drove into her yielding pussy. Abby felt her vaginal walls resist at first, only to relax and firmly grip her son's thick member. She relished the sensation of being filled by her son. They were now engaged in the ultimate taboo.
"Oh, shit! You're pussy is so tight!"
"Oh, yes! You're really filling mommy's pussy with that big cock!"
"Your pussy feels like it's giving my cock a massage!"
"It is. My hot little cunt wants to milk it!"
Lucas started thrusting his hips at a leisurely pace, focusing on the caress his mother's clamped pussy was providing. Before long, his manhood was glistening from her fluids. He watched with fascination as his cock glided in and out of the same canal that had once brought him into the world. Now, it was bringing him immense pleasure, instead. Abby grunted and moaned with her son's plunges.
"Oh, fuck! Give it to mommy!"
"Aw, yeah! It feels so damn good to fuck my mother!"
"You're such a good mother-fucker!"
"Uh, huh! Your pussy was made to take my cock, mom!"
"Yes! Don't stop! Keep fucking your mom, honey! Fuck me for all I'm worth!"
Lucas wanted to bury his cock as deep as possible in his mother. Wrapping his arm around Abby's leg, he bottomed out inside her. His thrusts became longer and more forceful; each one causing Abby's tits to bounce. Abby appreciated her son's enthusiasm, knowing how thoroughly he wanted to to claim her for himself. In that moment, she was genuinely giving herself to him in the most personal way she could. As he continued to work his mother's juicy pussy, Lucas felt a tightening within his body. He wasn't about to end surrender to the impending climax.
"Mom, I'd like to try something different." He went still, balls deep in his mother.
"What is it, honey?"
"I want to pound you from behind."
"Sounds fun, baby."
"Good."
Luke reluctantly withdrew his cock from Abby's pussy. Plentiful amounts of fluids were running down Abby's pussy lips and forming a pool by her ass. She was proud of her son's stamina. He had been fucking her vigorously for quite a while, and he wanted more. She couldn't remember the last time she had been treated to such an intense or long-lasting session of lovemaking. It was exhilarating.
Lucas shambled back, still halfway on the couch, to give his mother some space. Rising to his feet, he extended both hands to help her upright. Abby sat, catching her breath for a moment. Lucas patiently waited, entertained by the rise and fall of his mother's breasts. Soon enough, she was ready. Abby took Lucas's hands, allowing him to pull her toward him so she could stand. Bringing her chest forward, Abby glanced up to see her son shamelessly staring at her cleavage as she took to her feet. Lucas led his mother to the end of the couch.
"Face the armrest." Lucas attempted a confident tone. "Now bend over. You can put your forearms along the armrest for balance."
His mother gladly complied.
"Holy shit!" Luke involuntarily exclaimed.
"Do you like what you see, son?"
"Damn right, I do!"
This position accentuated the curve of Abby's hips and nicely highlighted the roundness of her ass. She looked back at her son, who was meandering around behind her, taking in her contours from every angle. No detail escaped his attention, from the smoothness of her toned legs, to the taper between her hips and waist, to the folds and recesses of her pussy lips. Lucas also found it surprisingly thrilling to see his mother's puckered asshole. Taking his place behind her, Lucas teased his mother, sliding the tip of his cock along her inner lips. He backed away momentarily, taking the opportunity to give her ass cheeks a few gentle slaps with the underside of his swollen member. That's enough playing around, he thought. Lucas couldn't wait to be inside his mother once again.
Resting on the arm of the couch, Abby anxiously waited for her son to make his next move. She felt a hand suddenly gliding over her left butt cheek. Her son alternately caressed and kneaded the fleshy mound in with his hand. Abby swayed her ass from side to side, hoping that Lucas would get the message. She desperately needed her darling son back inside her. Using his right hand, Lucas guided his cock to its destination. Steadying her with his left hand, he pressed on firmly, sliding back into his mother's velvety cunt.
"Oh, mom! It feels like you're squeezing my cock even harder."
"Yeah, baby. This position makes it such a tight fit. You're really filling mommy up!"
"Goddamn, it feels great to be back inside you, mom!" Lucas added, gingerly starting his humping motions.
"It feels wonderful for me too, son!"
Lucas decided to pick up the pace. Before long he was pounding away like a madman at his mother's resilient pussy. Each mighty thrust jiggled her ass cheeks, much to her son's delight. Luke's hands lightly traced his mother's curves, from the small of her back to her hips. The basement was filled with the sounds of Abby's pillowy rear being slapped by Lucas's oncoming hips, accompanied by the intoxicatingly obscene squishing sounds of her soaking wet cunt being pummeled by her son. Abby couldn't deny her pleasure. Something that been intended solely as an arrangement for her son's benefit was in reality turning out equally fulfilling for herself.



"Don't stop, honey! Keep pounding your mother!"
"Okay, mom! I'm gonna fuck you like crazy!"
"Yes, baby! Do it! Really let my pussy have it!"
"Fuck, yeah!"
"Just like that, son. You're making mommy feel so good!"
Abby shifted her left elbow to carry the full weight of her upper body and discreetly slid her free hand back between her legs, under her body. Finding its way to her clit, Abby rubbed small circles while her son continued pumping away at her. Her muscles tingled and clenched against her son's cock. She knew she wouldn't last much longer.
Lucas was aware of his mother's arousal. She had been getting noticeably more open about her satisfaction. The frenzied stimulation that Abby was providing herself, however, added a new layer of intimacy. It appeared to Lucas that his mother wanted to experience an orgasm while he fucked her. He looked down at his shaft, gliding easily in and out of Abby. Thanks to his mother's pussy, it shined with copious amounts of juices. Studying her round bottom, Luke was captivated by her asshole. Thoroughly coated in lubricating fluids, he wondered if she could take his cock into the tight opening. He desperately wanted to explore his mother's ass and he couldn't imagine that he'd ever have an opportunity to do that with her another time. She did say she would do ANYTHING that he needed. Still, he reasoned, that might be asking too much. He didn't want to risk offending his mother and bringing the whole encounter to an immediate end.
"Oh, Lucas! Ah! I'm coming! I'm coming, honey!"
"Oh, fuck! Mom!"
"Ugh, yes! Yes!!!"
"Come all over my cock, mom!"
"Oh, my god! Fuck!" Abby whined, concluding her orgasm.
Abby had struggled to support herself during her climax, causing Lucas to briefly lose his rhythm. With his mother balanced on both forearms again, Luke picked up where he had left off. It finally dawned on him that he could have more control over his thrusts. He stopped squeezing and stroking his mother's ass and grabbed on to her hips. With more leverage, Lucas found the most pleasurable speed and depth for his pumping. He wouldn't be able to hold out much longer.
"Are you getting close, honey?" Abby could feel her son occasionally swell and twitch inside her.
"I think so, mom. It's feeling so fucking amazing!"
"Okay, son. Slowly pull it out."
"Alright, mom."
"Good! Now mommy's gonna finish you off."
Abby knelt down and turned to face her son. His cock was still slick as she gripped it and worked up and down its length. Abby surprised her son by pointing his cock upward and licking the underside. She suspected that Luke would be excited that his mother was both administering to his sensitive manhood and lapping up her own juices from it. Having adequately teased her son, Abby resumed diligently jerking him while running her extended tongue from side to side under his shaft.
"Mom, what do I do when I'm ready to finish?"
"Just tell me you're going to come, honey. You can finish on mommy. Don't worry about the mess."
As if the new tactile sensations weren't enough, she seamlessly moved to the tip of Lucas's cock and surrounded it with her lips; her hand maintaining its steady strokes all the while. Abby took the head in, wrapping her lips tightly around the back of it. She sucked, gently at first, to allow Lucas to familiarize himself with the sensation. Concerned that he might get overwhelmed, Abby cautiously started bobbing her head. Her lips massaged the upper half of her son's cock, stopping against the sensitive brim of the head on each pass. Abby gradually applied more suction as she expertly tended to her son with her mouth and hand simultaneously, pushing him over the edge.
"Oh, shit!" Lucas nearly forgot to warn his mother. "I'm gonna come, mom! I'm gonna come!"
Relaxing her mouth, Abby retreated, but it was too late. Her mouth was directly in front of Lucas's cock when he released his first powerful jet of cum, between his mother's open lips and directly to the back of her throat. Abby barely managed to swallow it without getting choked up. As she recovered from the surprise, another massive spurt hit her left cheek. Her hand still frantically stroking away, Abby aimed her son's cock lower.
"That's it, baby! Come for mommy!"
"Yes, mommy! I'm cumming all over you!"
"Cover me son!"
"I'm gonna drench you, mom!"
She watched as a blast of cum splattered at the base of her neck, followed by another above her right nipple. Suspecting that Lucas wasn't done yet, Abby did not let up. Swinging her son's cock to the side, Abby took another spurt of cum across her left breast. Lucas's body shuddered slightly with the intensity of his orgasm. A final spattering of cum landed below Abby's breast. She slowed her jerking motions and lightened her grip on her son's cock, gently coaxing out the last dribbles while wiping them onto her soft tit flesh. Lucas relished the sight of his naked mother, thoroughly coated in his warm jizz.
"You did terrific, honey!" Abigail panted.
"Thanks, mom." Lucas barely had the energy to respond.
"I hope this was a useful learning experience for you."
"Absolutely!"
"It should give you a nice head start in this aspect of adulthood, anyway."
"Yeah." He was at a loss for words. "I love you mom."
"I love you too, honey." Abby got up with her son's help. "You should probably go upstairs and take a shower. I'll be right up to do the same."
Chapter 5:
Walter returned home with a bounce in his step, eager to learn if his idea was a success. Did sweet Abigail go through with the plan? Was Lucas receptive? Would the experience prove as beneficial as he thought it would? Walt wasn't even sure whether he would seek out his wife or his son first for answers as he sprung from his car and rushed toward the front door. His hand shook from the anticipation, making it difficult to align his house key with the deadbolt lock.
Abby was in the master bathroom, drying her hair in front of the vanity mirror after a well-earned shower. While her husband unintentionally slammed the front shut as he hastily entered their home, she could barely hear the sound of the door closing at all. She flicked off the switch on the handheld dryer and gently placed the now silent device on the hard countertop. Abby's heart raced as panic set in. Walter would certainly want to know how the encounter went. Would he ask Lucas first, or her? It didn't really matter. Either way he would be asking their son about it at soon enough. How much might Lucas tell him? Abby struggled to listen for her husband's approaching footsteps over the sound of her own heartbeat. Halfway down the hall, they stopped.
Walter turned and lightly tapped the door frame to Luke's room with his knuckle before leaning in.
"Do you have a moment, son?"
"Sure, Dad." Luke obliged.
"How was your special present? Did everything go well?"
"Yeah." His son awkwardly confirmed. "It was great! Thanks."
"I'm glad to hear it. Congratulations, son!"
"Honestly," Luke elaborated, "I was a little nervous at first, but then Mom explained how important it was to both of you. That helped a lot."
"That's only natural. You've entered a new phase of your life. You are officially a man. Before long you'll be going off to college and out into the world on your own. Your mother and I wanted to help you prepare for what lies ahead." Walter, beaming with pride, started for the door, then turned to offer some final encouragement. "I have a feeling you'll have the opportunity to do something like this again, soon enough."
Misunderstanding his father's words, which were simply meant to inspire him to meet a woman and form a relationship of his own some day, Luke was convinced that his father had just given him indefinite permission to practice his sexual technique with his own mother. He was elated. His deepest and most intense desire had been granted: one he somehow didn't even realize he had until today. When would it happen next? Would the experience be essentially the same, or different somehow? His head was spinning. He couldn't believe his parents' generosity.
"Thanks again, Dad!"
Abby stared into the mirror while clumsily attempting to fix her hair. The incomprehensible voices down the hallway stopped. She drew in a slow breath, hoping to calm her nerves. What had Luke told his father, she wondered? What exactly was Walt going to ask her? The bathroom door rattled as Walter swung open the door to the master bedroom. Abby nearly jumped. Recomposing herself, she resumed adjusting her hair. Walt would be in any second now to ask about her time alone with their son.
Walter slowly opened the door to the master bathroom and peered in. His beloved Abby was facing slightly away from him. She hadn't noticed him yet, it appeared. Walt admired his wife as she absentmindedly arranged strands of her hair. Scanning her form, Walter's gaze stopped on Abby's ass. He noted how her smooth, shiny, aqua, bikini-cut panties exposed just the right amount of skin while also leaving something to the imagination. Her body still drove him wild just as much as it did when they were newlyweds. Walter's focus shifted to the mirror, where he could see his lovely wife's breasts emphasized by a matching push-up bra. His mind wandered, recognizing what a thrill it must have been for Luke, nearing his sexual peak peak as a man, to see this gorgeous woman in much the same way.
"There's my seductress." Walt began. "How did things go while I was away?"
"I think they went well." Abby modestly replied.
"Were you able to do everything we discussed?"
"Yes. I did everything." Abby intended the double-meaning of her statement.
"You stroked him to orgasm," Walter clarified, "AND you exposed your breasts while you did it?"
"Of course."
"Wonderful! I bet he appreciated that."
"He certainly did." Abby coyly responded.
"Now, that wasn't worth all the apprehension, was it?"
Abby merely smiled back at her husband.
Walter was ecstatic. Abby had really come through. She was truly the most loving and caring mother imaginable. She had put their son's well-being above all else. Walt was proud of her. Best of all, the arrangement had already proven beneficial. The improvement in Luke's demeanor was immediately apparent during their conversation earlier. It was almost like speaking to a peer. What his son said, and what he did not say, about the encounter with his mother showed remarkable thoughtfulness, maturity, and respect. Walt was impressed. He also felt a tremendous sense of accomplishment, as his idea had served its purpose flawlessly. Walt was glad that he had the conviction to bring the proposal to Abigail and to advocate his views on it. Although she was reluctant at first, Abby had clearly seen the merit in the plan. Brimming with pride, Walt retreated to the bedroom to change out of his work clothes.
"You were right, it really is satisfying knowing what I did for our son." Abby called out from the bathroom, masking her glee. Walter was completely unaware of the extent of what had transpired between her and her son.
-The End
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Craig Yuthers was crouched over the dirt surrounding the paved walkway to his front door. Looking back over his shoulder, he noticed the vibrant sunset. He needed to hurry if he was going to finish clearing the weeds from the tiny flower garden in front of his house. He made to sure to keep powder blue tulips there at all times, replacing any that struggled to thrive. His wife, Cindy, had always loved them. The rest of the planting space was filled with yellow daisies, since they complimented the tulips so well. Everything was so tranquil, for the moment. Craig dove back in to his work with ever greater urgency.
Grasping the last of the invasive growths at soil level, Craig chiseled at the earth around it with a trowel. Loosening a circle, he thrust the blade deep into the ground and started to pry up. A sudden rumbling distracted him. It became louder by the second. He quickly identified it as a car stereo, blasting out thunderous bass through open windows, he presumed. Turning his head to the side, Craig watched a sporty red coupe speed up the street toward him. It had an air scoop and a spoiler. "Here comes trouble!" Craig thought to himself, recognizing the car.
Turning abruptly into the driveway next door, the driver hit the brakes hard and put the car into park. The booming music stopped as the driver's door swung open. A slightly chubby girl in jean shorts and a snug mini t-shirt climbed out of the car. Her her waist-length brown hair trailed behind her. It was Ellie, the neighbor's daughter. She had left for college around ten months before. Craig had hoped, against all odds, that she would stay there until she graduated, if she graduated at all. Apparently, she was back for the summer. He reminded himself that plenty of time had gone by, so maybe, just maybe, she had grown up a little. Maybe she and her friends were done causing problems around the neighborhood.
Suspiciously, Craig's icy blue eyes followed the girl as she made her way to the door. She certainly wasn't dressing any differently. Ellie's top was short, leaving her soft midsection exposed. The "legs" of her shorts barely covered the bottom of her ass. Craig could see the entire denim garment shift up and down with her butt cheeks. He noted how smooth her thighs were. Her skin looked taught, yet supple. Still holding her keys, Ellie reached out and unlocked the front door of her parents' house. Before Craig knew it, she was gone and the door was shut. He felt uneasy.
Finishing up his day's work, Craig returned his yard waste can to the back yard and walked into the side yard. Entering the garage, he tossed his gloves on the shelving unit by the door and hung the hand trowel up on the pegboard. Once inside, Craig poured himself a glass of cool water from the pitcher in the refrigerator. Refreshed, he headed upstairs to the bedroom and got a change of clothes together for after his shower.
Stripping off his old, faded yard work t-shirt, Craig looked in the mirror. His hair was getting close to half gray, most of which had turned that way over the past few years. His chest and arms maintained solid muscle definition. At his age, he was glad to look the way he did. He was in the best shape of his life. The yard work helped keep him active, and the past few years had unexpectedly given him more free time than he wanted, or knew how to fill. It wasn't that long ago that Craig regularly made plans, went out more on the weekend, and had grander plans for his time. But, things had changed.
Craig reached in the pocket of his jeans and pulled out his phone, before removing them. He turned on the wireless speaker that he kept on a shelf over the toilet. Returning to his phone, Craig swiped through a list of music collections, settling on one that included many of his favorite rock songs from his early twenties. Adjusting the volume, he found the sweet spot that would be loud enough to hear over the water, but not loud enough to bother the neighbors. Turning on the shower, Craig stepped in and tried to relax after a long day pushing himself to accomplish his lawn care goals. Clean and at ease, Craig jogged down to bask in the fruits of the day's labor.
Craig looked out the entryway window into his front yard. The sun had already set, leaving only a purple glow from over the horizon. He loved summer. He could maintain the yard. He like to keep it impeccable - deep green grass, well-trimmed lawn, no weeds, leaves raked and removed. Admiring his handiwork, Craig was proud of what he had accomplished that day. He was ready to go to bed, but not eager. He missed the days when his wife would find him and ask if he was staying up to finish his household projects or if he'd be getting ready with her. The last six years had been difficult for him, to say the least.
Scanning his yard, everything was in order. Moving to the living room, Craig checked the side of his property. A movement caught his eye. A shadow wandered back and forth over a span of a few feet of grass. It seemed to dance around his tall maple tree, waving its arms up and down. The image was comical, but Craig was not amused. He wondered who was intruding on his property and what they were doing there.
He hastily jogged to the laundry room and opened a cabinet. Pulling down a flashlight, Craig clicked the button and directed the circle of light around the linoleum floor. Satisfied with its condition, he turned off the flashlight and opened the door to the adjoining garage. Quietly making his way through the garage, he stealthily opened the door to the side yard and peaked his head around the doorframe. He still couldn't see any detail of the uninvited guest. Running up before the mystery person could break their concentration, Craig tackled them. He had the intruder pinned to the ground.
"Hey!" A feminine voice angrily snapped.
Craig pointed the flashlight at his captive and clicked on the light.
"Ellie," he flatly noted. "I can't say I'm surprised."
Ellie squinted her brown eyes into the bright light.
"What are you doing, you perv?"
"What am I doing?" he asked in return. "What are you doing, skulking about on my property?"
"Skulking?" she sassed. "You make it sound like I was casing the place!"
"Well, I didn't invite you."
Craig risked lowering his guard, shining the flashlight's beam up at his prized tree. Flat white strands wrapped the branches. The brat had covered his tree in toilet paper. He should've known.
"Oh, you like that? It's pretty isn't it?" She laughed.
Craig had always considered himself lucky for living next door to her for so long without any issues. Ellie, and her idiot friends, had caused plenty of trouble with the rest of the neighborhood over the years. Craig thought he might be safe, when Ellie went off to college. Not only was she gone for a while, but he had hoped maybe she would grow up a little in the meantime. Unfortunately, she wasn't any more mature than before.
"I can't believe it!" He was shocked. "You're still doing this kind of shit!"
"Hah!" She scoffed.
"I'm calling your father," he announced, as he reached into his pocket for his cell phone.
"You can if you want." Ellie sounded confident as could be. "My parents are out of town. My dad won't even care by the time they get back, anyway."
He was dumbfounded, "So, you don't care what I do?"
"There's nothing you can do. I'll be just fine!"
Ellie had been away for almost a year, but she hadn't changed much.
"Alright!" Craig was desperate and his voice was firm. "You're coming with me!"
"What?!" She was incredulous. "I don't think so, old man!"
"Old man? I'm not too old to handle your punk ass!" he barked. "You've got no idea what you've gotten yourself into!"
Ellie tried to stand. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her to the ground again.
"You're crazy, creep!" She shrieked.
"Crazy? You're the one who though you could just wander into my yard and vandalize my property."
He tugged Ellie to her feet and dragged her by the arm, to the house. She flailed and pulled back, but Craig was determined to put an end to this nonsense. He dragged her to the living room. Sitting on the couch, Craig lowered his center of gravity. He wasn't going anywhere, and neither was Ellie, try as she might. Her struggling weakened, as she began to tire. Sensing Ellie's exhaustion, Craig pulled her toward him. Her resistance was feeble. He held her in front of him.
"Get your filthy hands off of me!" she screeched.
Craig didn't let go.
"Stop it!"
"I'll stop once you've been punished for what you did."
"What are you going to do? Put me on time out here?"
"No."
"Then, what?"
"I'm going to spank you."
"Spank me?" Ellie laughed, "Seriously? I'm an adult."
"I know. That's what's so frustrating. There's no excuse for what you did."
He pulled her, causing Ellie to stumble forward. Her knees collided with his. Unable to stop her momentum, Ellie lost balance and fell over Craig's lap. Her jean shorts pulled tight over her pillowy rear. He lowered one arm over her shoulders, pinning her upper body against his knees. Ellie's curly, flowing hair was caught, pulling her head back slightly. As she struggled, the hem of Ellie's shirt inched its way up, exposing plenty of her pudgy midsection. Craig drew the other arm back, preparing to swat Ellie's rear with an open palm.
"I can't believe you're doing this!" she lamented.
"Neither can I," he admitted. "But I have to do something to punish you for vandalizing my yard, and I don't know what else to do."
Craig gently slapped his palm against Ellie's round butt. She squirmed. His hand connected again, and she wriggled. He was careful not to strike her too hard, and avoided the tight skin of her thighs. Craig kept her subdued.
"What the fuck?!"
"Serves you right!"
He spanked her harder, lower on the rear. Unbeknownst to him, Craig's fingertips pressed Ellie's shorts against her pussy lips. She squirmed at the arousing contact. Thinking that he had found a tender spot, Craig deliberately aimed for it again. Ellie let out a restrained grunt. Craig smiled, falsely believing his efforts were paying off.
"It's like you came back from college just to trash my tree. Unbelievable!"
"I didn't come back for you, asshole!"
His hand made contact again, and Ellie let out another low moan. Her breathing was heavy. Craig followed up with two more swats from low, putting significantly more force behind them. He was surprised by how sexy the whole ordeal was getting. He had never thought of Ellie as anything other than a silly, spoiled brat. But, he could feel the heat emanating from her ass. He recalled how long it had been since he last could touch Cindy's backside. Vividly bringing the memory back, he imagined giving her a playful swat while plowing into her from behind. He missed his beautiful wife. It wasn't fair that she was gone, just as it wasn't fair that his neighbor's grown daughter was still toilet-papering other peoples' homes.
"Please," she quietly moaned.
"You want me to stop?"
"Yeah," she breathed.
"Are you ready to leave my property alone?"
"Yes," she agreed.
"You'd better not lie to me."
"I'm not!" Ellie pleaded. "I won't do it again! I swear!"
"I wish I could believe that." Craig was reluctant to be too lenient. "But I'm going to have to make sure of it!"
Without another word, he brought his hands around the girl's waist and started to unbutton her snug jean shorts. She squirmed in his lap, trying to resist, but her efforts only made it easier for Craig to pull her bottoms to her knees. A crimson thong nestled between her large butt cheeks, leaving them fully exposed to his swats. He rubbed her bare flesh, enjoying the warmth, then gave her a hard smack.
"Ow!" Ellie wailed. "No!"
"If you keep screaming like that, someone is going to call the police. Then I'll report you for vandalism."
"Fine!" she snapped.
She kept quiet, save for a few low grunts. He swatted her a dozen more times, alternating cheeks. Craig enjoyed how the supple flesh shook beneath his hand. As his neighbor wiggled in his lap, Craig caught a glimpse of Ellie's moist pussy lips on each side of her thong. The fabric between them was dark with wetness. Blood rushed to his cock, as it pressed into her soft belly.
"Stop!" she squeaked.
"Stop what?"
"Spanking me!"
"I can see how much you want me to 'stop' spanking you," he teased. "Your panties are soaked."
"What?" She was shocked.
"Did you think I wouldn't notice?"
He smacked her rear a few more times. Ellie writhed, rubbing her pussy against his thigh.
"Tell you what," Craig offered.
"Yes? What?"
"I'll stop slapping your ass, and start fingering your pussy!"
Craig pulled down Ellie's thong and leaned down for a look. Her mound was mostly shaved. It appeared silky smooth, except for a narrow strip of perfectly groomed pubic hair. He caressed the wet, warm lips of her cunt, running a finger between them and toying with her clit. Ellie moaned, and tried to move his hand away. Instead, she accidentally pressed it closer to her pussy. Her juices gathered on his fingertips.
"Please, don't," she whispered.
"You've got to learn your lesson somehow."
Craig pulled the girl's arms up and behind her, grabbing both wrists in one hand. With the other, he stroked her clit. Her breath became short and choppy, and she bit her lower lip. He slid a finger inside of her. Her hips gyrated, pressing against him.
"Fuck," she muttered.
He pumped his digit into her, curling it as he withdrew, stroking the sensitive lining. Ellie gasped. He pushed in a second, and she moaned. Craig worked her tight cunt, while continuing to stroke her clit with his thumb. She quivered and her body tensed, clenching around his fingers. There was no doubt in his mind that she was enjoying his touch. Likewise, he enjoyed being engulfed in the steamy canal of this feisty young woman. Her muscles responded to him, squeezing his finger with every thrust. It was as though her pussy was trying to keep him inside her.
"Fuck!" Ellie yelled.
She let out a strained cry, and her cunt convulsed, contracting and releasing in waves. Craig kept his fingers in place, until the pulsations subsided. She wasn't about to get off that easily, he was determined to make this experience last. It had been far too long since Craig had last enjoyed this type of personal contact with a woman. He needed this.
"That's a good start," he told her, withdrawing his fingers.
"A good start?"
"You're just getting started."
"No, please!" Ellie pleaded.
"Why not?" he taunted her. "You obviously like it."
"I don't."
"Well, that's not what I see."
He slid his hand between her thighs, stroking the sticky lips of her pussy. Juices were running down the insides of her legs. Ellie's body was betraying her. The rough handling had warmed Ellie up, and her neighbor's skillful fingering had pushed her over the edge. She craved an orgasm. The sly older man knew it, too. He was going to make her work for it, though. Craig would surreptitiously monitor Ellie's every comment and action. If she thought she was getting close to coming, he intended to back off and make her wait. Craig wanted her frustrated. He wanted her to beg him to make her come.
"Please," she murmured.
"I think you've earned this," Craig said, sliding a pair of fingers back into her cunt.
Her juices had cooled on his hand, but she was still hot and moist inside. Craig thought back, remembering how he'd pull out of Cindy's hot pussy, giving her time to miss him. When he'd plunge back inside, it drove her completely wild. He hoped this girl would respond the same way.
"Oh, fuck!" she exclaimed, when he was knuckle-deep again.
"That's right," he coaxed. "Give in to the pleasure. Tell me how much you love it!"
"Yes!"
He pulled his fingers out of her dripping hole, and ran them up and down her slit. He toyed with her, barely grazing the hood of her clit, until she was panting. Craig was rock hard, and he needed release. He was going to make his neighbor's daughter pay for the trouble she had caused him. He was going to fuck her, and make sure it lasted.
Craig lifted her up, and guided her onto the couch beside him. He was glad that Ellie wasn't protesting too much. He wasn't sure if he would've been able to take her if she was. He wasn't sure how he could justify to himself going from catching her toilet-papering his tree to forcibly bringing her to orgasm. It was already far beyond his moral threshold, but he couldn't stop himself. He couldn't help but want her, especially after he'd gotten her so aroused. The smell of her pussy hung in the air, and it made his head spin. He wanted to taste it. He wanted to know if she tasted as delicious as she smelled.
He pushed her forward, bending her over the arm of the couch. He grabbed a handful of her ass, kneading it. She didn't try to resist. Craig's cock strained against his jeans. He popped the metal button loose from the slit and tugged the zipper down by it's bronze tab. A metallic buzz filled the air. Ellie heard it. Her eyes shot wide open.
"What was that?" she wondered aloud.
"I'm just getting comfortable," he lied. "Don't worry."
"Okay," she sounded unconvinced.
"You'll like this," he assured her.
Craig pulled his jeans and boxers down around his thighs. He held on to his thick, rigid member and guided the tip along Ellie's delicate pussy lips. It was indistinguishable from a thumb tip, to Ellie. The plentiful drippings allowed it to glide along effortlessly. She had no idea that her angry neighbor was getting ready to take her. There was nothing she could do to stop the older man from filling her smoldering cunt with his cock. He'd give her everything she needed, and so much more. She wouldn't know what hit her. Craig couldn't wait to show her what he was capable of.
He pushed his fat cock-head against her. Ellie tried to pull away, but he was too fast for her. Before she knew what was happening, the bulbous head of his shaft was parting her folds. Ellie tried to get up. Craig reached out and grabbed her hips, pulling her back to him. He thrust forward as he brought Ellie to him, plunging fully into her. The backs of Ellie's thighs slammed against Craig's hips; her generous padding softening the impact. Craig delighted in the sight of the girl's round ass shaking and jiggling from his thrust.
"No!" she moaned. "Don't!"
"Too late for that." He was blunt. "You should have thought about that before."
Craig thrust in and out of her. His dick slid along her slick inner walls. They gripped his length, squeezing him. Craig couldn't have hoped for a better fuck. The girl was the perfect blend of experienced and inexperienced. She had undoubtedly taken some cocks already, but she was still tight enough to make him work for it. Twenty-four years of marriage had prepared Craig for this moment very well. He was certain that he would fuck his neighbor's daughter better than any of the punks she had hooked up with before. He was determined to make her remember his cock, hopefully for the rest of her life.
He plunged into her again and again, fucking her pussy with all of his pent-up anger and lust. "This is for poor Mrs. Nelson's flower bed!" Craig thought to himself as he thrust hard into Ellie. "This one is for that flaming bag on Bob and Mary's doorstep!" He pounded forcefully into her again. Vengeance had never felt so good. The next pump was for the time Craig would need to spend on a ladder, cleaning all the toilet paper off his giant maple tree. Then his mind returned to Cindy. He missed his beloved wife so dearly. It wasn't fair that she had been taken from him so early.



Craig dug his fingertips into Ellie's fleshy hip with one hand and slapped her ass with the other, leaving a dark pink hand print. He swatted twice more in rapid succession, causing the whole area to redden. Re-gripping her with both hands, the elder man plowed Ellie with all his might. His pace increased with every plunge. Ellie was grunting and moaning uncontrollably as she was bounced and shaken by the frenzied assault on her pussy. The couch scooted and rocked to the rhythm of the rough fucking Ellie was receiving. Squeaking emanated from its frame as the sofa skidded across the hardwood floor.
Craig's breathing was rapid, and his heart was pounding. His lungs burned and his muscles were exhausted. He wasn't sure how much longer he would last.
"Oh, god!" Ellie exclaimed. "Mr. Yuthers!"
Craig was elated to hear his name. Not only was his neighbor's daughter talking to him while he fucked her, she was addressing him respectfully. It was an improvement, as far as he was concerned. Even so, he couldn't take anything for granted.
"Uh!" Craig moaned between thrusts. "Yes, Ellie?"
She had even waited for him to respond. Craig was pleased.
"That feels so fucking good!"
"What does, Ellie?"
"Your cock!" she could barely utter the words. Ellie took a deep breath. "Your cock feels so fucking good inside me!"
"Oh, yeah!"
He was thrilled. Not only had she acknowledged him, but she was praising him. He had to have more. He had to hear it again. Craig needed to hear her say his name.
"Ellie," he began, "tell me exactly how good you feel, and where you feel it."
"Mr. Yuthers," Ellie paused to absorb another mighty pump from her old neighbor. "Your cock feels fucking amazing in my tight little pussy!"
Craig took in a quick breath.
"I think it would be okay if you called me 'Craig,' under the circumstances. Don't you, Ellie?"
She was doing more than he could've asked for. He couldn't have guessed what an eager, enthusiastic lover his neighbor's daughter would turn out to be. He considered the possibility that she had actually wanted this to happen, however remote it might be. Maybe she had even spared him the mischief all these years because she had a crush on him. He was curious if she had ever watched him from her bedroom window as he mowed the lawn, pulled weeds, repaired the back fence, or any number of other chores around the yard. He wondered if she had fantasized about him taking her over his lap, or throwing her down on the couch.
"So," he continued. "How does it feel in your pussy?"
"It feels so fucking big, Craig," she told him. "I'm so full. You're stretching me out!"
Craig felt a twinge of guilt. He was being a little rough, and he wasn't sure how much experience she had with that. On the other hand, her tight, wet pussy was a welcome treat. He hadn't experienced anything like this in over six years. Craig couldn't help but push himself deep into her hot, inviting cunt with reckless abandon. It was a primal urge, and it was too strong to ignore. He was lost in the moment. There was nothing in the world that could've stopped him from ravaging Ellie's pussy. Nothing could have distracted him from the pursuit of the climax that was drawing closer.
"Fuck!" she exclaimed.
"That's it, Ellie!" Craig encouraged her. "Just let go and enjoy it!"
"But," she whined. "I've never done it like this before."
Craig's cock twitched. It was engorged and sensitive to the point of borderline discomfort. He powered through, just the same, proud that he was introducing her to a different approach to sex.
"Fuck, Yeah!" Craig boasted, "Damn right, you haven't!"
Taking a hold of Ellie's voluminous hair, he pulled lightly. Ellie arched her back and tilted her head. Her ass raised in the air and pressed against his hips. With each thrust, Craig pulled her toward him. Her ample rear rippled as it slapped against him. Together, their skin made clapping sounds.
"Tell me," he said, between hard pumps. "Have you ever fucked anyone as well hung as me, Ellie?"
"No," she was honest. "Never."
Craig closed his eyes and soaked in the compliment. Cindy had always been generous in showing her appreciation for his body and sexual technique. He hadn't realized exactly how badly he missed that affirmation until Ellie reminded him.
"Is this the best fuck you've ever had?"
"Yes! This is the best fuck I've ever had!"
Craig smiled and opened his eyes. He momentarily released Ellie's hair. She turned and looked back at him, as best she could from her position.
"And who's giving it to you, Ellie?"
She smiled back at Craig, but said nothing. She was being naughty.
"Tell me!" her neighbor demanded, clutching and pulling her hair again.
"You are!" she complied. "You're the best fuck I've ever had, Craig!"
That was better. He decided she had earned a break. Her pussy would get a rest while she did something else for him. He leg go of Ellie's hair and helped her upright by the shoulders. Craig then sat on the couch, leaned back, and patted his lap. His shaft remained rock-solid, pointing triumphantly upward.
"Over here," he coolly ordered. "Get on your knees, between my legs. Take that top off and throw it over there. Your bra too."
Ellie did as he instructed, resting her knees directly against the hardwood floor. She had no area rug or towel to pad herself. Her knees immediately started to ache. She pulled her mini-t over her head and flung it free from her arms. Ellie was determined not to disobey Craig. She had fully surrendered herself to him. In exchange, he was satisfying Ellie's desires in ways she had never imagined possible. The way he manipulated her body, and stimulated it, were immensely pleasurable. It was incredible.
"You ready?"
She nodded, looking up at him in doe-eyed submission.
"I'm ready."
"Good." Craig couldn't contain his excitement. "Suck my cock!"
Ellie parted her lips and placed them around the spongy head of Craig's swollen dick. Sucking in, she dragged her puffy lips back onto his shaft, taking the entire head into her mouth. Slowly, Ellie bobbed her head up and down, slurping all the while. Establishing a rhythm, she pressed her tongue against the sensitive underside of Craig's large member. Her cheeks were sunken.
"Can you taste your pussy on me?" Craig questioned her.
"Mm-hmm," she answered with her mouth full.
"Yeah? Tell me, how does it taste?"
Ellie popped her neighbor's cock out of her mouth.
"I like it," Ellie admitted. "I don't know how to describe it, but it tastes good!"
Craig nodded his approval. Ellie got the hint and resumed servicing his member. Gobbling away loudly, Ellie sucked and caressed it with her lips. The strength of her suction was impressive. She was getting the hang of it, not just giving a blowjob, but a remarkable one. Her tongue gracefully danced around, teasing the underside of Craig's cock. Ellie was giving her all, committed to milking his cock with her mouth until he filled it with his cum. Craig had other plans.
"That's not quite right," he corrected Ellie. "Do it nice and slow, all the way down to the base."
"What?! I can't do that!" she instinctively protested. "It's way too long!"
Craig was willing to overlook her outburst.
"Yes, you can. And you will!"
He placed a hand on the back of her head, and simply rested it there.
"Shall we?" Craig's voice dripped with sarcasm and impatience.
"Okay. I'll try."
"That's better."
Ellie lowered her lips to his bulbous head again. She licked it with her tongue, lapping up the mixture of her juices and Craig's pre-cum. Her lips wrapped around his shaft. Reluctantly, she tried to take him deeper. His cock brushed up against the back of her mouth, reaching the threshold to Ellie's throat. She coughed and gagged. Craig gently pulled in with his hand, offering just enough pressure to let his neighbor know he wanted her to take it further. Ellie resisted, stiffening her neck. She needed more guidance.
"It's alright, Ellie," Craig reassured her. "Just take a deep breath first. Relax your throat. And remember, only breath through your nose."
"Okay, Mr. Yuthers," Ellie responded, pulling back away to get the words out.
"Please," Craig reminded her. "You can call me 'Craig.' "
"Oh, yes." Ellie remembered, blushing. "Craig."
Following Craig's directions, she took a deep breath. Ellie lowered her lips to his thick, swollen head. Opening her mouth, she sucked the spongy head between her full, moist lips. Sliding down the shaft, her warm, wet tongue was pressed to its underside. She continued venturing lower. Ellie had to work harder than she had expected. Finally, her nose brushed against his pubic hair. She inhaled his musky scent. Ellie was filled with Craig's cock.
"Very nice, Ellie," Craig praised her. "Now work that cock!"
Ellie slowly rocked, sliding her lips along the lower stretch of Craig's dick.
"That's it, girl!" he declared. "Deep-throat that rod!"
She hummed and gurgled away, her mouth thoroughly occupied with Craig's sizable manhood. As she adjusted to the sensation, Ellie picked up the pace. Craig's shaft glistened with saliva and Ellie's juices. The wet sounds of her slurps and suction was accompanied by the occasional creak of the couch's springs. Craig kept his hand on the back of Ellie's head, more than anything to maintain the illusion of control. In reality, she was gladly lavishing her attention on him. She enjoyed servicing him, just as she had reveled in being taken by him.
"Mmmm," she hummed, savoring the experience of having her mouth so full.
Craig couldn't believe his eyes, or his luck. Here he was, balls-deep in the throat of his neighbor's daughter. It was wild! He dragged his hand from the couch cushion to Ellie's chest. Her breasts were soft and plump. They swayed erratically as she sucked him off like a woman possessed. Craig squeezed and pulled at them. Finding a nipple, he pinched softly. She moaned, sending vibrations through his cock and into his pelvis.
Ellie's eyes were closed, and she was oblivious to everything around her. The world had narrowed. Her senses were overwhelmed by Craig's throbbing dick. She focused on her breathing and the movement of her tongue. She felt his balls bounce gently against her chin. The muscles in her face were beginning to tire, but Ellie continued, undeterred. She knew that she could bring her neighbor to climax. She wanted to make it happen. He was already getting close. She could feel his scrotum tighten and his cock pulse. He was on the verge. She just needed to keep going. Suddenly, Craig released her nipple and pushed his hand against her shoulder.
"Not so fast, young lady!" he scolded. "We're not done yet!"
Ellie backed away, gradually withdrawing one inch after another from her mouth. A trail of spit linked her lower lip to his wet shaft. Craig hadn't come yet, and he wasn't about to waste the opportunity to keep using her pussy. He took some time to catch his breath and step back from the brink. "A few idle moments should help dull the nerves down there," Craig thought. He used the brief respite to soak in the erotic visual before him. Ellie was quite the sight - a curvy beauty, sitting on her knees, between his legs. She was panting and her full, round breasts heaved. Her cheeks were flushed. A trickle of saliva was dripping from her lips, down her chin.
"Bring those nice big tits over here." Craig patted his lap.
Ellie rose up on her knees and hunched forward. She was still catching her breath. Craig held his cock by the base. Waving it from side to side, he slapped Ellie's breasts. Craig made sure the head grazed her erect nipples. A trail of saliva was forming, joining what was already running down her cleavage from earlier. Craig pushed Ellie's head down briefly to have her lubricate his manhood once more with her mouth. His slick member slipped effortlessly between her breasts. Craig guided the shaft back and forth, sliding between Ellie's ample, jiggling mounds. Her smooth skin felt exquisite on his sensitive organ.
"Fuck! Hold your titties together while I fuck them!"
"Like this?" she asked, squeezing them together with her hands.
"Yeah, just like that. You look so fucking hot holding your tits against my cock!"
Craig pushed his hips back and forth, thrusting his shaft between the fleshy cushions. Each thrust caused Ellie's breasts to shake and wiggle.
"God damn, that's nice!" Craig exclaimed.
He kept thrusting. Ellie looked up at him. His face was twisted and flushed from exertion. He brushed a droplet of sweat from his brow. She wondered how long it would be before he finished. Trying to bring him there sooner, Ellie bounced her chest up and down, countering his thrusts.
"You're really giving it to my big, soft titties, Craig!"
"I sure am! They feel so amazing!"
"Don't worry, they can take it as hard as you can give it!"
"Fuck yeah, Ellie! I love titty-fucking you!"
"Good. I like the way it feels too!"
"Oh, fuck! I'm getting so close, Ellie!"
She continued bouncing her breasts along the sides of Craig's shaft even after he went still.
"Okay, Ellie," he began. "It's time to finish up."
She looked quizzically back at him.
"Finish up?" she asked, dazed.
"Yes. Stand up."
Her knees were sore from the hardwood, making the process slow and clumsy. Craig got up and approached her. With a hand on Ellie's ass, he pushed her back to the couch.
"Lie back and fold your legs up against your chest," Craig calmly ordered. "Hold them in place, with your hands."
Ellie complied, anticipating what might happen next.
"That's one beautiful, sopping wet cunt!" Craig admired her.
Ellie blushed. Craig was delighted. He ran a finger along her folds. It was coated in her juices. Craig slid the finger into his mouth. He savored the sweet and salty flavor of her pussy. Ellie's jaw fell slack. She was shocked that Craig had so casually done something that personal. It was violating, in a way, but his reaction made her feel so intimately appreciated and desired. She had no idea what to say. Craig struggled to slide his hands under Ellie's butt cheeks.
"Hips up, darling!" he said with a wicked grin.
Ellie curved her back, raising her hips off the couch cushion. Craig maneuvered his hands under Ellie, taking handfuls of her large rear. He lifted, tensing and flexing his muscles, bringing Ellie's lower body up to waist-level. Ellie balanced on the back of her shoulders, with her head craned uncomfortably toward her collar bone. Craig's hands were full, squeezing the flesh of Ellie's substantial butt. He pulled the soft cheeks apart. It caused the lips of her pussy to open up, revealing her delicate folds and bright pink clit. He gazed down, marveling at the sight before him. He was about to plunge his cock into that gorgeous pussy, once more.
Ellie's cunt was saturated and ready, welcoming him back inside. Craig entered her, slowly pushing in to the hilt. Ellie gasped. Craig subtly moved about, probing around. His head brushed the sensitive spot deep inside her. Her body quivered, and she exhaled sharply. He could see her chest rise and fall. He rocked his hips back and forth, gliding in and out. Every stroke was exquisite. He was lost in ecstasy. Everything that was wrong ceased to exist, as far as Craig was concerned. The frustration, the sadness, and the loneliness were gone.
"Ugh, yeah!" he grunted.
"Your cock feels so damn good inside me!" Ellie shouted.
"I'm going to fuck the shit out of you, Ellie!"
"Do it, Craig! Fuck my tight pussy for all it's worth!"
Craig was hammering away at his neighbor's steaming, velvety cunt. Her juicy hole massaged his cock. Its head poked and rubbed at the front wall of Ellie's pussy. Before long, she tensed up. Craig had found her G-spot, and he was prodding it vigorously. Ellie couldn't hold out long. The pleasure was more than she could take.
"Holy shit!" she exclaimed. "That's the spot! Right there!"
"You like that, huh?"
"Oh god, yeah! Keep doing it!" she panted and gasped for air. "Just like that!"
"Come for me, Ellie! Come all over my cock!"
Her eyes rolled back. Sweat beads formed on her forehead. Her body involuntarily bucked and writhed. She was in the throes of the most profoundly intense orgasm she had ever known. She had no idea they could be so powerful, or so satisfying.
"Oh, fuck! Mr. Yuthers!" Ellie tried to stay coherent. "I'm gonna come, Craig! Oh fuck, yeah! I'm coming!"
Her body was shaking. She moaned and vocalized unintelligibly. Craig's cock was still pounding her cunt, forcing her to ride out her orgasm on his throbbing, veiny member. She could feel him somehow swell and harden inside her. His cock twitched a couple times. He was finally going to come. Craig withdrew from her, slapping his hard, sensitive prick against her delicate folds. Grinding against her, Craig prepared for his own climax.
"Oh, Ellie! I'm going to cover you in cum! Ah! Here it comes!"
Craig's cock erupted. Ellie closed her eyes as the first blast landed from her eyebrow to her cheek. The next hit squarely on her lower lip, dripping its way down over her upper lip. She parted her lips and extended her tongue, interrupting the stream of semen. Licking circles, she collected as much as she could and swallowed it. Craig unleashed another torrent onto the undersides of her breasts, first one, then the other. The shaking motions of his thrusting caused it to spread around as it dripped down. One more large white gob touched down on Ellie's folded belly. Craig continued to rub the underside of his cock against the neighbor girl's used up cunt while fine strands of his seed drizzled her pubic mound and clung to the fine line of hair over her clit.
Ellie wiped globs of semen from her squinted shut eyes. Once clean, her eyes cautiously fluttered open. Craig was standing over her. His cock was hanging down over her abdomen. The head glistened. Thin ribbons of cum still connected it to the sticky mess below. He wore the biggest, most proud smile she had ever seen on his face. Craig was obviously completely satisfied with the experience. She had performed well. Her neighbor had been repaid, with interest.
"Well done, Ellie," he complimented her.
"Thank you, Mr. Yuthers," she shyly responded.
Craig stepped to the side, turning her sideways on the couch, before releasing her ass cheeks. Her lower body dropped unceremoniously onto the couch cushion. He picked up her clothes and tossed them by her head.
"Okay Ellie, it's time for you to leave."
"Oh," shock and disappointment were evident in her voice. "Okay."
"I want you to remember this night the next time you consider doing something like that again."
Ellie nodded.
"Don't worry," she assured him. "I'll never forget this, Craig."
"I'm glad," Craig sincerely responded.
Ellie started for the door, still naked and coated in her older neighbor's cum.
"I won't set foot on your property again," she turned, looking over her shoulder at him with a mischievous grin. "Unless I'm ready for another nice, hard... spanking."
With Ellie gone and his door locked, Craig cleaned up and prepared for bed. He lied awake for what seemed like hours. His mind raced with images of his encounter with Ellie. He recalled the adrenaline rush of confronting a stranger in his yard and the recognition of Ellie's face. He couldn't even make sense of how the anger and frustration had so smoothly transitioned into passion and arousal. There was no clear line of where one ended and the other started. It was completely foreign to him. Cindy and he had always resolved their minor disagreements and made love under the most warm and tender of circumstances.
What confused Craig even more, was that he liked the angry and rough nature of what he had done. He enjoyed dominating Ellie. He felt powerful and in control. He wanted her badly, so he simply took her. It was primal. Better yet, once his intentions were clear, Ellie surrendered to him. She let him take her, completely. She belonged to him from that moment onward. Craig had never felt that way before.



Craig eventually drifted off to sleep, but he got little rest. Nightmares plagued him, fueled by his regrets and fears. Numerous scenarios involving his arrested played out. He saw himself in a courtroom having charges read to him by a judge. He looked to his lawyer, but there wasn't much that even an experienced professional could do to help him. Later he envisioned himself cowering in the corner of a prison cell, his cellmate descending on him. Craig desperately wanted to forget what the large man did to him next. Cindy's face appeared, surrounded by blackness. Her eyes were red and puffy, and tears streaked down her cheeks. She shook her head at the horrible misdeeds of her poor widower husband.
Craig awoke trembling. The irony of his sleepless night was not lost on him. Everything he imagined was similar to how Ellie may have felt. His nerves were absolutely shot. He slowly got dressed in sweatpants and a t-shirt. There was no reason to go out. He wondered if the police would be stopping by soon. In a trance, Craig lumbered down the stairs to the kitchen and absently looked in the refrigerator. With no appetite, he didn't see a reason to make himself eat. One labored step after another took him to the living room, where everything that troubled him had transpired. He sat down on the couch.
A notification chimed on his phone. Slipping it out of his pocket, Craig half-heartedly checked it. There was a new text message from his daughter.
"Hey dad," it began. "Really busy week at work. Haven't heard from you in a while. Everything okay?"
Craig stared at the screen. Her question was tough to answer. Was he okay? Craig wasn't sure himself. He didn't know what was going to happen. A muted splattering sound brought him to attention. Looking up at the side window, Craig saw a clear film surrounding a yellow gel. He got to his feet and approached the window. A spray of water splashed the glass and washed away the egg, before it could harden. Craig looked out through the obscuring shower of water, identifying the unmistakable figure of Ellie, holding his garden hose. She lowered the spray and held up her free hand. Palm up, she waved her index finger slowly and seductively toward herself.
Craig looked back down at the phone in his hand.
"Yes, honey," he texted back. "Everything is great."
"I'm glad to hear that dad. I thought we'd have Sunday brunch today, if you've got the time."
Craig looked back up at Ellie's curvy young body.
"Better make it lunch. I've got something I need to take care of first."
-The End



        