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      It was hard to have a proper argument by yourself, which was exactly what it felt like was happening right now.

      “All this time! How long have you been planning this?” I yelled.

      “I know, it’s bad, and I’m sorry, but I think if we just talk about this—” Natalie tried to defuse my anger by speaking calmly, but it only enraged me further.

      “How long?! When you suggested we moved in here? Since our first date? Before then!?”

      Natalie stood and patted the air in a calming fashion, “It’s something my Mom have discussed for some time and we thought that you might be open to⁠—”

      “No, you didn’t think I would be open to it, that’s why you lied to me—both of you!” I looked at Carol who remained quiet and simply sipped her coffee like she wasn’t a part of this. “So all this time… Your Mom hooking up with me and trying to get caught, you getting mad and yelling… that was all a show. Just steps in this lie?”

      I felt like a fool and unbalanced, like the ground was uneven, and I didn’t know what I could trust. In the matter of minutes, I looked at the house differently as if everything was a mirage waiting to reveal itself. Carol and Natalie had been playing with me this entire time. Leading me like a dog right into their trap.

      And all the while, I thought I was making my own decisions.

      “Nick, I’m sorry,” Natalie said, taking a step toward him. “I didn’t mean—I didn’t want to hurt you. I just wanted you to understand.”

      “How about, let’s have some coffee, sit down, and discuss this like adults,” Carol offered with a raised eyebrow.

      I gasped in disbelief and shook my head, “I need to take a drive.”

      “What? Wait!” Natalie ran after me, but I hopped in my car and drove away, ignoring her shouting.

      I drove around for most of the morning. I left in such a hurry that I had nothing with me. I knew I had a right to be angry, but I didn’t know exactly what I was upset about. The fact that I was manipulated and lied to? The fact that my girlfriend and her mom are strange? It was complicated, and I had to simplify things.

      It was around noon when I returned home.

      “Okay, let’s talk,” I said, resigned, when I went inside.

      We sat around the kitchen table for about an hour and Natalie and her mother explained to me everything. How they’ve always dreamed of having a man they could share. Some one who could take care of them and provide and they would take care of him. Natalie said she had tried being open with it before me and she only attracted creeps and weirdos. Thus, her strategy to ease me into it came to be.

      “I am sorry I lied to you,” Carol said.

      “We both are. We meant to tell you the truth eventually,” Natalie said, “but I understand why that might not be good enough.”

      I sighed and sat back in my chair, “Okay, so no games or bullshit, how do you guys think this will work?”

      Natalie and Carol shared a small smile.

      “Just like it was working, basically,” Natalie said, “Like a normal relationship.”

      “Except there’s three of us,” Carol added, “That’s three pairs of hands to take care of the house, three sets of money to pay for things, and two sets of hands to take care of you.”

      Natalie smiled and tested the waters by reaching out and placing a hand on mine.

      “And what about the world? What do we tell all our friends?” I asked.

      “Whatever we want,” Natalie said. “We could tell them the truth, we could tell them nothing, I don’t care. We can just be that weird couple that lives with their mom.”

      Carol smirked.

      After another moment of thought, I took Natalie’s hand in mine and they reached and took Carol’s in my other hand. “Okay, let’s give it a try.”
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      That evening was a bit different than the previous evenings—either because of their argument or because finals coming up in the next week. Neither Natalie nor I watched TV with her mother and instead we stayed in our rooms studying. Natalie was in her room, and I was in her mother’s since it was her mother’s night.

      “You can have the living room if you like,” Carol said when she came into the bedroom, removing her earrings. It was around midnight. “I’m going to bed.”

      I yawned and looked at my notes, laptop, and books sprawled over her bed, “I should go to bed, too.”

      “Yeah, you should. Had an early start today,” she said, flashing me a grin.

      I cleared my things, and we both used the bathroom to get ready for bed. Passing Natalie’s room, our eyes met, and she smiled.

      “I’m, um, going to bed,” I said.

      “Okay,” she said, and stood from the bed to come over and kiss me, “goodnight,” she said, and returned to her studies.

      “Goodnight,” I said and went back downstairs.

      Carol was already in bed with the lights turned off. I went to my side and stripped down to my boxers, climbing under the covers. Immediately, Carol curled and formed to my side. her thick thigh sliding over my leg. My arm trapped between she and I palmed her inner thigh and she leaned over and kissed me. The kiss we shared was long and lingering. I felt my cock rouse and my other hand slide down from her back to around her ample ass cheek as I turned into her, but was surprised when Carol pulled away from me.

      “Uh Uh Uhhh,” she whispered. “No naughtiness until you pass your exams.”

      “Seriously?” I said as I felt my cock swell only harder, apparently it didn’t get the message.

      Carol pecked me a quick kiss, “Serious.”

      Despite her words, Carol’s hand briefly rubbed down from my belly to my stretched boxers and she hummed a note of approval at the feel of my cock. Still, after a brief grab, she brought her hand back to my chest and nuzzled her nose into my neck. It took half an hour or so, but the erection finally went away, and I went to sleep.

      The next day was about the same. After Carol made breakfast for Natalie and I, we both retreated to our rooms to study for the rest of the night.

      “You too!?” I said, incredulous. Natalie only giggled that evening and pecked me on the cheek.

      I was in bed with her for sleep that night when I tried to crawl on top of her, and she pushed me away with a teasing smile.

      “My Mom told me about her plan, and I thought she had a good idea,” Natalie shrugged, looking up at me from my shoulder. “No sex until you pass all your exams. Think of it as motivation.”

      Natalie curled into me almost exactly how her mother did—one of many shared commonalities I was discovering between them.

      “I think the word you’re looking for is ‘frustration,’” I muttered, displeased. Natalie only gave me an affectionate squeeze and went to sleep.

      My exams were on Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday, but to be honest, I was crawling up a wall by Tuesday. Now that everyone’s cards were out in the open, I was slowly becoming more comfortable with the idea and ‘sharing’ each other. With that said, I was a young man living in a house with two gorgeous women, sleeping with them, and I haven’t had sex with either in nearly a week.

      What the hell?

      It was Wednesday night, after I took my first final in math, that I decided I was going to fix this somehow. Natalie was at a friend’s apartment doing a late study group, so it was just Carol and me at the house. I left my studies to join her in the living room where she sat.

      “How’s it going?” she asked when I slumped down beside her on the couch.

      “My brain’s tired,” I said, and lay my head in her lap.

      “Awe, my poor baby,” she sighed as her hand fell to my brow and cheek with ease, petting me in a nurturing way. “What can I do to make it better?”

      I looked up at her with a raised eyebrow, “Well, there is something…”

      “Nuh, uh. Ah ah! Mister,” she wagged her finger down at me as she smirked, “That’s not happening until you pass all your exams.”

      “Agh!” I playfully growled in frustration, and Carol giggled. We watched TV in this position for a while as her hand continued to soothe me.

      My head nuzzled in Carol’s lap. Getting comfortable, Carol put her feet up on the leg rest and lay back as she brushed my shoulder.

      I turned and readjusted so my face pointed towards her at one point. Mere inches that stood between my mouth and her crotch. The proximity made Carol flush and made her fan her cheeks with her hand. I could feel the heat radiating from her sex.

      It was then I reached up and deftly cup Carol’s cheek and shoulder, nuzzling my head into her lap, I brushed my thumb against her cheek and Carol smiled at how sweet of a boy I was.

      My hand rubbed down to her chest, cupping her large breast through her thin shirt. Immediately, Carol’s face turned beet red as she ineffectively pushed her my hand away. I smiled up at her, “I just want to feel…”

      “Oh, no, no...” Carol tried to laugh it off. “Nick- sweety, We can’t- I’m not- ahhh.” My drunk fingers had found her pointy nipple through her shirt and pinched and pulled on it just so to cause a dampness from the crotch of her pants. My thumb dragged messy circles on her nipple over and over again as he mashed her breast into her chest in a wide circle. “Oh, my god... sweety, we talked about this...” Carol gasped, unconvincingly.

      Her hand was on top of my hand while I massaged her breast slowly, but no force was exerted on it. Stuck in a place between wanting me to stop, but not at the same time. Too many factors worked against her. It had been so long since she had felt someone rub her like this, too.

      Mmm, it’s working…

      My other hand moved to her other breast unattentively and made long, warm rubs down the outside of her breasts, pressing them together as I massaged them. Every few rubs, I would stop and lift her breasts and rub and tease her hard nipples through her shirt. Over and over again.

      Carol pursed her lips as she pretended to still be watching TV, though her breathing increased and her cheeks were flushed. “Mmmm…”

      Carol touched her forehead while closing her eyes. She tried to breathe. She tried to rally what little self-control she had to stop her me from rubbing her breasts, but I could smell how wet her pussy was becoming.

      Carol took a deep breath and exhaled, hoping to cool her warming cheeks, and at the exact moment she looked down, she pulled the loose neck of her shirt down so one of her breasts fell from her shirt. Before Carol could react, I had wrapped my lips around her nipple.

      My warm, wet lips closed around her nipple as my tongue lapped back and forth on it. The guttural groan she released surprised even Carol. “Ohhh my god... you’re soo naughty…”

      Carol felt her pussy flood as her arms, without thought, clutched me to her chest. It was her weakness and easily one of her most erotic areas of her body, I had learned. Carol’s breath became labored as I played with her other nipple through her shirt but sucked harder on her nipple.

      “Oh god oh god...” Carol whined. Rational thought was lost on her as she pressed her head back on the couch and gasped. Arching her back, she felt me bite down on her nipple.

      It hit her hard and fast. The jolt ran through her body as her hips writhed and ground against nothing. Her sex begged for touch as I tongued her hard nipple. “Oh god I’m cum- ...fuuuck!” Carol moaned as her hips trembled and the orgasm she started on her was finished by her daughter’s boyfriend and flooded her pussy.

      She heard me moan on her nipple. Felt my hot breath and vibrations course through her breast. Carol cupped her forehead with one hand as she tried to gain control of herself. Her hands fell from her breast as my mouth lifted from her nipple.

      But to her dismay and pleasure, Carol felt a sudden movement and pressure on the crotch of her yoga pants. The a brief tearing of fabric she realized I had found the small finger sized hole in the crotch of her old yoga pants she wore and widened it to expose her whole wet vagina.

      “Oh god, honey, wait wait wait wai- oohhhh my god...” Carol groaned as I pressed two fingers easily into her drenched pussy. Carol covered her mouth, and her eyes went wide. “This… This wasn’t part of the rules… oh, shit…”

      My fingers pushed deep inside her and dragged out, pressing on the roof of her pussy before pushing back inside. Carol kept her eyes closed and her head pressed backwards towards the ceiling. Between pants, she felt me pull her other fat and plump breast from the neck of her shirt as his lips closed on that nipple.

      “Ahhh! Oh my... oh baby... oh baby please...” The words fell from her lips as her eyes tried to roll backwards.

      When her wandering hand closest to me began pressing farther down my front, Carol’s fingers found a hard bulge in my jeans. Her palm closed around my shaft and she felt how stiff I was.

      “Ohhhh yes...” she cooed as my tongue slapped her nipple up and down. I knew she was mine.

      When one of my hands went down to his pants and unzipped them, Carol didn’t wait for me to finish with the button as she pulled my boxers down and saw his enormous cock protrude from my pants. Carol’s hand closed around my bare shaft and she felt me groan into her nipple as I pressed harder into it.

      “Ahh ooohhhh,” Carol moaned as she looked down at my throbbing cock. She couldn’t believe how big it was, I had swollen after a week of teasing. She had to use her entire arm to jerk it from base to top. She saw the pre-cum ooze from the tip of it.

      “Oh, Jesus, oh my Ahh ahhh...” Carol moaned as my fingers went from slow and steady to hard and fast. She forced her thighs open wide, inviting, as I fucked her good with two fingers. She felt my cock flexing in her grip as she stroked it when she could, but her pussy was so close. I could feel it twitching, her thighs shuddering.

      “Fuck me... oh yes, baby, fuck me just like that...’’ Carol whimpered. Her fat breasts bounced from the neck of her shirt as she arched her back and writhed. “Ahhh I’m gunna cum I’m gunna cum...”

      Helen’s ass clenched and her body went stiff as her eyes fluttered to the back of her eyelids as the orgasm splashed over her. Her breathing froze and for a minute all she heard was the splashing sound as she squirted around my fingers as I continued to fuck her.

      The orgasm was unrelenting. It ebbed and flowed just enough so her diaphragm would stop seizing long enough for her to breathe again, but my fingers continued to pound her pussy like Carol was her twenty year old daughter.

      “God- baby, I- oh my god, Nick, I’m- I can’t Ahh ahhh! Please, don- oh my god...” Carol grunted.

      Out of the corner of her eyes as Helen’s mind struggled to focus and her body refused to stay still, she saw my cock flexing tall. Without thinking, she went back to jerking it again. She leaned after it, pulling her tits from my mouth, but she didn’t care. She had to have it in her mouth. If I wasn’t holding her thighs open and down with my hands and upper body, Carol would’ve climbed on top of my cock and worked her pussy down around it by now. Something I planned to rectify.

      Her tongue salivated as the hot pink head neared her lips. Carol made a long lap with her tongue across the tip of the shaft and tasted my cum on her tongue and felt the string connect between her tongue and the tip of my cock. When she slid the entire head down her lips, she heard me groan, and my cheek fell to her moist inner thigh.

      As Carol hummed a moan on my cock, she had to brush her blond hair over to one side. Her small hoop earrings bounced and changed against her other earrings as she bobbed and bounced on my shaft. She sucked down to her gag point and back up while her palm stroked my shaft up and down, up and down.

      I moaned, thinking this was exactly what I needed, and I could tell Carol was loving it. She imagined her hand milking my cum free and into her mouth. It was all she was focused on. She needed my cum, she wanted it. She wanted him to fill her pussy, but if I could then her mouth would have to. She was cum drunk and desperate.

      Carol could feel my hips rise and dance beside her, so she knew I was close. My fingers sprinted inside her. They pumped ravenously and so hard I worried I was hurting her, but Carol only moaned with pleasure.

      “Mmmm! Mmmmahh! Ahhhhh oh fuck oh fuck! Nick, ahhhh!” Carol’s lips exploded off my cock as I finger fucked her like no one had before. Her hand continued long, messy strokes on my shaft while her other hand gripped her large, thick breast that swayed with her rocking body.

      “Nick oh god your fucking your- oh baby yes yes don’t stop!” Carol screamed as she pumped my cock, stiffening it in her hand.

      Her whole body lost control as she shook and squirted again over my hand and chest in a messy, powerful orgasm. The feeling made Helen’s mind go blank and weightless as the high refused to leave.

      Squeezing her massive tit tightly as her earrings, hair, and tits bounced from her own orgasm, her pumping hand felt a massive flex and a strong grunting orgasm from me. The messy spunk exploded over her tits and her face before she managed to stuff the head of my cock back in her mouth.

      Tasting the last shots of cum shooting on the back of her tongue, Carol hummed a moan as she swallowed, then circled her tongue around the head of my cock over and over again. She continued for several minutes while listening to me groan until she felt my cock soften.

      “Mmmmm…” she groaned and slowly pulled her lips off of my cock. Her eyes were closed as she panted, and slowly they opened. “That wasn’t allowed. You play dirty…”

      I smirked up at her, parting my hands. My palm and shirt were still wet from her juices. “Looks like you like dirty.”

      That night, despite my bit of trickery and it being Carol’s night to be the night girl, I was unable to get a little more out of Carol. We fell asleep in each other’s arms after separate showers. My plan was a success, but not a complete success. By Thursday, I figured it was time to try the same strategy on her daughter.
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      Thursday was two exams for me and the last one for Natalie. We celebrated by going out with some of her friends for food. It was strange to be a ‘normal’ couple in public when I knew there was this strange threesome thing happening at home. As wrong as it felt, it also felt exhilarating. Like we were hiding being superheroes or something.

      That night Natalie and I lay on her bed as I studied for my final exam and she scrolled on her phone. I had felt confident on my previous exams and felt even better on the one coming up tomorrow so this whole thing felt ridiculous.

      “Come on…” I complained.

      “Nope, those are the rules,” Natalie said without looking from her phone. She lay on her back, looking up at her phone beside me.

      “But rules are meant to be broken,” I countered.

      She laughed, “Aren’t you studying for a business law exam?”

      “Yes, and it is teaching me how to get around all these stupid rules,” I said with a smirk as I sat up. My fingers tickled her ribs, and she squirmed away.

      “Stop it, handsy!” she said and quickly went back to scrolling.

      I continued to poke and rub playfully and nonchalantly for a minute. Trying to make it look more like I was being a goof than I was building to something. But then I somewhat accidentally lightly pinched a patch of her shirt with the intention of lifting it from her chest, only to pinch her nipple and pull up on it. Natalie let out a short, quiet, but high-pitched sound. It was a sound that roamed the mysterious land between pleasure and pain. It startled me at first. I almost apologized, but then realized my lower half had a completely different reaction. I was worried she might feel or see my erection growing in my jeans. I considered dismounting her, but then I also realized that she was still lying there. Her cell phone was in both her hands, floating a foot above her now pointed nipples, and her eyes were locked on the phone and not her boyfriend, who was not supposed to be touching her, straddling her.

      I drifted my right hand back down to her breast, but this time there was nothing playful about it. My palm and fingers wrapped around her and massaged her breast slowly. My fingertips brushed against her bare skin as they pushed up her chest. My thumb circled her hard nipple through the thin fabric that restrained it. I switched to her other breast, only this time he brushed his fingers down inside the shirt and felt her bare breast in my palm. Her nipple grew so hard it felt like a small blade against his skin.

      Natalie didn’t move her eyes from her phone. I could feel her chest rise and fall as her breathing sped up. I leaned back and brought my hands onto both her breasts. I pulled them out from her shirt and made long rubs across her skin. Giving her chest a deep massage as he mashed her breasts together and into her chest. They felt glorious. While not as big as her mom’s, they were perfect, larger than average, and perky with smooth skin.

      She was panting quietly now. Her mouth hung open, and she pushed and pulled air through her lips silently, like I might not notice. Like her nipples weren’t getting harder by the moment, and she wasn’t getting more and more aroused.

      Rules are rules, apparently.

      I scooted myself to the side of Natalie. Enough that my hands could slide down her taut belly and brush over the tiny pair of shorts she wore. My fingertips dipped over her sex enough that I could feel the grooves of her lips. My middle finger found the center and wiggled a little deeper into the crevasse of Natalie’s pussy before I pushed down between her thighs. I dragged my fingers back up and pushed down again. I could hear Natalie struggling to keep from moaning. Air whipped in and out of her mouth between her sporadic breath-holding as she bit her lip.

      While Natalie’s eyes may have had the discipline to stay on her phone screen, her thighs seemed to have a mind of their own. They begged to open up to me. I felt her open some to make room for his hand as it dipped deeper between her thighs, then when I took my free hand and pulled on her inner thigh, it spread wide with ease.

      This time when my hand pushed down and into her pussy lips, I felt my middle finger disappear along with a part of her shorts inside her lips. It was too much for Natalie. A surge of brief, high-pitched coos escaped her. Inside her, it was warm and tight, just like I had always imagined. I pushed the opening of short’s leg hole to the side. The fabric was loose and stretchy. It was easy to expose her bald pussy lips. A string of her juices stuck to the crotch of her shorts as I did.

      She’s not wearing any panties.

      I looked up at her as my fingertips kissed the lips of her pussy. Her mouth opened as she panted, her eyes locked on her phone. She wasn’t typing so much anymore. Her mind must’ve been elsewhere. I kept waiting for her to stop me. To draw the line somewhere. I slipped my middle finger deeper inside her tender, wet lips

      I had to wiggle my middle finger back and forth to push it deeper inside her. The walls of her pussy were so tight they contracted on my finger. I dragged my finger tip gently out against the top of her pussy again and again. Natalie’s hips maneuvered in tiny circles. Lifting and lowering. She pressed her lips together, but still, light, gentle moans hummed out of her.

      After slowly pumping my finger in and out of her pussy for several seconds and seeing her juices start to pool on my finger and hand, I decided to go for it. I rested my thumb over her clitoris area and let it rock back and forth with each penetration. She didn’t react at first, but as he slowly applied more pressure and let the meat of my thumb drag wide circles over her clit area, I saw her arch her back at one point. She threw her head back as she took in a deep breath and exhaled, trying to focus. After a minute, she looked back down at her phone.

      I realized when she arched her breasts were still out of her shirt, and they bounced as she moved. Her nipples were thick and hard. They pointed away from another to the corners of the ceiling as she laid there. I reached up with my free hand and groped her left breast, then her right. The rock nipple raised between my fingers. Clamping it slightly between my knuckles.

      Natalie was moaning now. The combination I entered over her body was correct, because she could no longer lie there and pretend nothing was happening. “Ohm- Mmmmm... gah...” she squealed. No words came out. Just syllables. The back of her left hand pressed against her mouth. I was pumping Natalie’s pussy faster now. More firmly. Every sound she made only made it worse for her. I followed her cues like it was a game. The more she moaned, the more I did what I was doing.

      “Oh fu- fucmmm...” Natalie bit the meat on the back of her hand to keep from crying out in her cute, high-pitched moans. Her eyes stayed on her cellphone, clutched in her one hand, but she didn’t text. I doubted the screen was even on anymore. Her whole body rocked up and down with my thrusts, making her arm holding her cellphone bounce haplessly.

      My thumb made firm circles around the edges of her clit. They drew messier and wilder as juices from her pussy slicked the surface. My entire hand became wet as I pumped inside her. I felt the walls of her vagina squeezing my finger and her hips angled down.

      It was at that moment that I saw Natalie’s whole body was rigid and arched. Her stomach taut against my forearm as I stretched to keep her nipple pinched. As if she had just surfaced from a long dive underwater, she gasped for air. I didn’t even notice she was holding her breath. I was so focused on the pushing of my finger inside her tight hole and the faster and faster rubbing of her clit.

      “Ohmyga- hmm- fuck!” Natalie grunted out. Her left hand was still covering her mouth. Her right hand clenched her phone to her chest. “Oh my god oh my...”

      I finally felt Natalie’s pussy loosen for a moment before clenching on and off around his finger. Her juices slicked all my fingers and her pussy lips as her thighs trembled around my hand. Natalie arched her back, then rolled her head back as her thighs clapped together around my hand, tucked between them. After a brief paralyzing moment, her body relaxed.

      But I wasn’t finished… she and her Mom wanted to torture me, I’ll show her torture.
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      “Ohm- ahhm... mmmm...” Natalie moaned, and her breathing slowly came under control as she panted. Her eyes opened and looked up at the ceiling. She rolled her eyes like she was trying and failing to control herself.

      I had stopped torturing her clit with my thumb as that seemed all what I was doing. Every touch or brush nearby seemed to set her stomach and hips into a small convulsion. My index finger still traced the length of her pussy lips. Every few moments, dipping inside and making her hold her breath or bite her lip. Natalie, once she finally regained control of her faculties, took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then. Raised her phone and started clicking on the screen. My finger was slowing on her pussy. It retreated backwards off of her.

      I took my hand away from her sex just to undo my belt. I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans, finally giving relief to both my throbbing erection and my strained zipper on my pants. I thought she would start protesting at the sound of his jingling belt. But on the contrary, when I stood, I heard nothing from her but thought I saw her from the corner of his eye, looked down from her phone to see my cock.

      Rules are rules my ass.

      I realized her loose, and now messy, black and pink shorts were still on. It didn’t matter. I could not wait a minute longer. I lifted her legs up and to the side. She helped some by bending them at the knee and keeping them in place when I pulled the leg hole of her shorts to the side again. My throbbing head was slick and dripping with sticky pre-cum. I watched a droplet ooze from the head and fall on her moist pussy lips.

      Bending over some, I pushed my veiny shaft down until I felt the hard tip of my cock lick the lips of Natalie’s pussy. Holding her right under thigh open to the side with one hand and pulling open her leg hole with the other, I pushed the head of my cock into pussy and it felt like water to a man dying of thirst.

      “Eh ahh ahh ohmmm!” The beautiful, high-pitched moans leaked from her lips as I entered her. I could feel her pussy squeezing on me so tightly and yet because of how wet she was I continued to push inside her. I felt the wet warm friction around my shaft as I buried my cock deep inside her. Her hand retreated back to her mouth. It was all I could do to avoid cumming at that moment. The gorgeous sight of my gorgeous girlfriend struggling not to moan with her luscious tits bouncing free as she shook. I pulled out slowly and pushed back firmly.

      “Ohmygod... oh my god oh my god oh my god oh,” Natalie kept repeating to herself. Both her hands covered her face now. One over her mouth and the other with the phone blocked her eyes. The erotic sounds she made only guaranteed that the clock was ticking.  Pulling out again, I pushed inside her, harder this time.

      “Oh fuckk!” Stephanie cried out under the muffle of her hand. “Yes! Oh, my godmmm.” Matt kept thrusting into her. His right hand struggled against her thigh while his left gripped her shorts roughly. Matt turned her shorts into a handle. He pulled on it as he pushed forward, fucking his step sister’s pussy. The fabric of her shorts dug into her waist and cracked as it stretched, but he didn’t care, and neither did Stephanie, it appeared.

      “Ohmygah- ohmymmm!” She cried. Her breasts slapping together wildly as I thrusted inside her harder. Finally, she ditched her phone, tossing it to the floor as her hands wrapped around my back. “Goddammit, Nick—fuck me! Fuck me!” she cried.

      Her quivering thighs clenched around my waist as her eyes rolled backward. My hard cock slipped in and out of her tight twat with ease as she dribbled juices everywhere. Natalie’s hands clawed at the mattress as I pounded her hole and she looked up at me, blurry-eyed.

      Whimpering, she cried, “I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna—ughhhh!”

      I felt her tight pussy clench even harder around my shaft as her toes curled the orgasm struck her. All her muscles tightened at once and a splash of juices drowned my cock. I kept fucking her. Hard and deep bucks of my hips into her. Her fingers gripped me tightly. Her moans were ragged and guttural. I was close and at the edge.

      “Cum—ugh! Cum inside me! Cum inside my pussy!” Natalie screamed.

      Thrusting my cock all the way inside her, I held as I did just that. My balls flexed as my shaft throbbed and warm semen spilled inside her pussy.

      “Oh my God… Oh my God…” Natalie repeated breathlessly as I fell beside her. “Oh my God… don’t tell Mom we fucked. She’ll be so mad.”

      I chuckled, catching my breath, “I think she heard already.”
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      Friday came and went and finally exams were over and summer was here. Not that it meant it was play time for us or anything. I had a job that was going to increase to full-time for the summer while Natalie had an unpaid internship which was basically a full time gig. Getting a taste of the real world wasn’t as great as either of us had hoped for but it was made a bit easier because, well, there was three of us.

      The ‘shared relationship’ became more normal the longer we practiced it. I even began to think of home as, well, home. Natalie and Carol both desired a more traditional home, which was strange to me, having never been raised that way, but it was kind of nice. I’d come home from work and receive kisses from both my girls. They would be making dinner and pouring me a drink. The house would be clean, my laundry folded, and the dishes done. After a month of living this way, I found myself questioning how I could ever be mad or weirded out by this lifestyle.

      Date nights began in June and took some getting used to. The weekends I went with Natalie were normal. We’d go around town to the usual college bars and movies, and those were great. The nights with Carol, however, we’d usually go out of town to avoid someone we knew seeing us and asking questions. Even still, there were more than a few strange looks we received. After a month or so, we were able to ignore them. Date nights were easier to manage when all three of them went out. Then it just looked more like a mom taking her daughter and boyfriend out to dinner.

      It would be easy for a man to get lost in fantasies of mother-daughter threesomes with this kind of arrangement, but Natalie made it clear that they had no interest in that. While they both were sexually comfortable with each other, they were not interested in it. That didn’t mean certain overlaps didn’t occur now and again.
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      It was mid-July when were all watching TV late one night. I had been pulling overtime by going in early and coming home late, partly for the money and partly to make a good impression. I decided to major in Business and Marketing and was currently working for a large machine parts factory. Right now, I worked on the assembly line but several supervisors were eyeing me for different positions once I got my degree. I just hoped I wasn’t being led on.

      Both Carol and Natalie went above and beyond to take care of me on my overtime days which was nice. Back massages, cold drinks, and someone to be there for you when you need them was more than appreciated

      I yawned as Carol switched from one channel to the next.

      “Yawning already?” Natalie commented, “It’s only 9:30.”

      “Aw, but he was up at 4am,” Carol said, rubbing my chest.

      “Sorry, I tried not to wake you,” I said.

      “It’s okay, I would’ve noticed you missing from the bed anyways. I always do.” Carol said and we kissed.

      “Oop, someone’s not tired,” Natalie commented. Her hand rested on my lap and felt my cock flex in my jeans.

      “Go on, dear, why don’t you give that head some attention?” Carol commented with a smile. Natalie undid my pants and my cock pushed out immediately.

      Natalie smiled up at me deviously as her lips wrapped around the head of my cock as she began to bob her head up and down. All the while, her mother kissed my neck, and her hands massaged my shoulders.

      “Such a good boy, you work so hard for us. You deserve to be taken care of,” Carol whispered between kisses. Her lips found their way back to mine just as her daughter’s lips deepthroated my cock. She made small gagging sounds as I felt her wet lips kiss the base of my shaft. I groaned and Carol giggled as she swallowed them hungrily. “That’s it, my good boy… let it go… let it all go for us…”

      Our making out intensified as Natalie’s blow job grew wilder and wetter, her head bobbed up and down, up and down. I cupped Carol’s cheek as her tongue explored my mouth and pulled her closer to me. I heard her excitement, but every time my hands tried to slide to her breasts or lower, she intercepted, drawing a line.

      Finally, I climaxed and moaned as Carol smothered me with her kisses and Natalie gagged herself on my shaft. Both women were equally enthused when my cock began to erupt and Natalie swallowed every drip of my spunk.

      “Mmmmm… good boy,” Carol whispered in my ear as her daughter’s lips popped off of the tip of my still pulsating cock.

      It was later that weekend when Natalie was out with her friends for a girls’ night, that Carol and I were supposed to be having our ‘date night’, but we both decided to stay in and watch a movie. This quickly descended into a make-out session on the couch that ended with me peeling her shirt off to reveal Carol’s massive breasts restrained by a black lacy bra.

      “God, Carol… I love your tits…” I groaned with her straddling me on the couch, and my hands rubbing over her breasts through her bra.

      “Ah ah ahhhh…” Carol said, flicking her blonde hair over one shoulder as she looked down on me, “I’m not Carol tonight. I’m Mrs. Wells to you…” she giggled and slipped her tongue between my lips.

      Grounding her crotch into my bulge in my pants, she smashed her breasts into my chest as my palms slid down her body and squeezed her ass. Her moans became light and high pitched as my fingers rubbed her pussy through the thin fabric of her pants. As we made out her breathing became stagnant and her moans more guttural as I felt a wet spot form in her crotch.

      Mrs. Wells’ eyebrows went tall as she was kissed, and she seemed to shrink and shake in my arms as the orgasm struck.

      “Oh fuck—” she cried out, breaking the kiss. She raised and lowered on top of me as my hand continued to molest her pussy as she came. She moaned loudly as a spray of juices leaked from her pants. “Oh, my God!”

      Mrs. Wells blinked and immediately resumed kissing me, and kissing me hard. With renewed vigor, we both stripped off our pants and underwear as she wrapped her gentle palm around my throbbing shaft.

      “You… want to fuck me, baby? Hm? You want to fuck Mrs. Wells tight little pussy?” she purred in my ear and I moaned. I felt her dragging the tip of my swollen cock across her drenched pussy lips. She giggled as she teased me, her blonde bangs dangling in my face. “I bet you want to burry that cock deeeep inside momma, don’t you? Yeah… I bet you want to shoot your load all over mommy’s pussy, don’t—ughhh fuuuuck…” she groaned as I timed her teasing with the buck of my hips and penetrated her pussy.

      My fingers squeezed her fat ass as my cock hooked deep inside her soaking slit. When I pulled out, I lifted her ass only to slam it back down when I bucked into her again.

      “Ahhh! Fuck me… yess… yes… fuck mommy… fuck—ughhh shit! Fuck mommy!” Mrs. Wells screamed as she began to ride me on pace with my bucking. Her heavy tits bounced in unison inside her black bra as her pussy sloshed up and down on my iron rod. Reaching behind her, she undid her bra and let it fall away.

      Mrs. Wells’ enormous breasts were released and swayed between us as they began to clap together. She watched me watch them and smiled deviously at the pleasure I got from them. It was just then the door closed and we both looked over my shoulder.

      “I guess date night was staying in tonight,” Natalie said with a smile.

      Breathlessly and with my cock still inside her, Mrs. Wells asked, “How—How was girls’ night?”

      “Fun, but not as much fun as you’re having,” Natalie said as she dropped her purse and jacket. From behind the couch, she came behind me and snaked her arms around my neck. Her lips found mine as we kissed, and she purred a giggle into me.

      I felt her mother begin to ride me again. Slowly at first, then faster and faster, until the heavy sound of her breasts smacking competed with Mrs. Wells’ whimpering moans. As my hands slid up and groped Mrs. Wells’ breasts, pinching her nipples. Natalie’s tongue reached deep inside my mouth, and her hands rubbed my arms and my chest.

      “Oh my G-God…” Mrs. Wells panted, “Oh, my God—I’m going to cum… I’m going to cum so hard!”

      My right hand pinched her nipple, twisting it, and making her scream, while my left reached back, cupping the back of Natalie’s head as I licked the roof of her mouth.

      “Oh, my—fuuuuck! I’m cumming!” Mrs. Wells moaned and shuddered on top of me. “Oh, Godddd!”

      Mrs. Wells trembled and her breasts convulsed and her pussy seized on my cock. A splash of juices squirted on me just as Natalie bit my lower lip and hugged me tightly. I moaned in response and jammed my throbbing cock deep inside her mother. My orgasm launching slings of ropey cum deep into Mrs. Wells’ pussy, filling her up.

      “Oh my God…” Mrs. Wells gasped as she collapsed beside me. Natalie came around to my other side, and they each tucked under my arm.

      “Date night is always fun when it’s the three of us,” I said, and my two girls laughed.
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…3 Years Later…

        

      

    

    
      “Oh, I like this one…” Carol said brightly. “Lots of natural lighting, ooo look at that pool!”

      “It’s huge,” Natalie said, walking beside her mom.

      “It’s a great house for a big family,” the realtor conducting the open house said. She was nice enough. A short, squat lady who was easy to smile at. “How long until you’re due?”

      I slid my arm around Natalie’s shoulders and placed my palm on her round but small belly. “Not for another four months.”

      “Plenty of time to get settled,” Natalie said.

      “How wonderful,” the realtor said and glanced at Carol, “and you’re house shopping for you two?”

      “For all of us,” Natalie said, smiling at her mom, “My mom is going to help with the baby.”

      “Isn’t that great. I tell you what,” the realtor said, looking at her phone, “I have some calls to make so I’ll step outside and let you three take your time and have a look around.”

      “Sounds good, thanks,” I said.

      I had graduated the year before and had already received two promotions at my work. With a much higher salary now, Carol, Natalie, and I thought it was time to upgrade our living style. This was how much bigger than we actually needed, but at the same time, it was far below our price range. Natalie was still in school, getting her master's, and Carol was still over a decade away from being able to pull on her retirement, so it was mostly me bringing in the money, which was how it should be.

      The three of us toured the house easily and found our way back into the kitchen. It was a big kitchen with a large island and white quartz countertops.

      “I could see us here,” Carol commented, looking around.

      “Me over here making drinks in our margarita machine,” Natalie laughed as she mimed using the imaginary machine by the sink.

      Carol reached over the island, rubbing the quartz, “I could make some great meals here, we could have parties!”

      I saddled up behind Carol. She wore a red sundress that emphasized her breasts.

      “And I could be right here, distracting both of you,” I said as I slid my hands up Carol’s sides and around her front, cupping both her breasts. She melted in my hands, looking over her shoulder and into my eyes.

      “Oh, I like that idea,” she moaned, her hand reaching behind her to grab my ass and pull my bulging crotch into her ass. “I like that idea a lot.”

      Natalie laughed, “Oh my God, guys, the realtor could be in here at any moment!”

      I kissed Natalie’s mother, long and deep, over her shoulder, and my hands easily slid inside the neck of her dress and scooped her breasts out.

      “Oh, you naughty boy,” she growled as she was already lifting the skirt of her dress.

      “You guys!” Natalie said, incredulous, that she was always a bit more bashful than her mother.

      “Keep a lookout,” I said as I undid my pants.

      “Oh, my God, you guys are crazy!” she gasped between giggles. She held her belly as she ran over to the front door and peaked out the window.

      Bending Carol over the kitchen island, I spread her feet, lined up my cock, and shoved it inside her. She let out a guttural groan and quickly clapped a hand over her mouth as I began to fuck her pussy hard from behind.

      “Oh, my God, oh, my God…” Carol panted as her tits brushed and mashed against the cool countertops.

      The thumping sound of my body banging into hers grew louder and echoed in the empty house. My hand gripped her shoulder and squeezed her hip on the other side.

      “Jesus, Nick!” Natalie whispered and sounded more than a little jealous as she watched the window and us.

      “Oh, my fucking God, yes! Yess!” Carol moaned as I fucked her like a slut bent over the kitchen counter. “Fuck me! Fuck me!”

      For a minute straight, I pounded her pussy in a spint. With her pinned between me and the counter she had nowhere to go and nothing to do but moan as my cock slammed in and out of her sopping wet cunt.

      “Ahhhhh fuck—I’m cummming! I’m cumming! Shhhhhiiiit!” she moaned as a splash of juices rained down on the hardwood floor.

      “Jesus—wait, wait, wait for me,” Natalie said, taking a final glance out the window before carefully running over to me.

      Leaving Natalie’s mom collapsed on the kitchen counter, I turned to face Natalie after helping her down to her knees. With a wicked smile on her face, she took my glistening cock in her mouth. Sucking on the tip of my cock while her tongue flicked back and forth, her hand jerked the shaft until I exploded in her mouth. My semen bathed the back of her throat, and she swallowed every drop.

      A minute later there was a brief knock on the door before it opened and the realtor came inside. Confusion came over her face as Natalie was still wiping the corners of her mouth, Carol was still adjusting her breasts inside her dress, I was tightening my belt from behind the kitchen counter.

      “So, um,” the realtor said, in dazed confusion as she tried to figure out what she just walked in on. “What, um, what do you think?”

      Without hesitation, Natalie, Carol, and I said in unison, “We’ll take it.”
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Indecent Book Club

        

      

    

    
      “Ohh Derek! Don’t stop!” Angela moaned.

      He couldn’t if he wanted to. The gorgeous MILF he fucked had her feet touching behind his back as he thrust inside her and her right hand hooked around the back of his neck, keeping her balanced on the kitchen counter. Glancing up at the rustic mahogany clock Angela kept on her kitchen wall, he could see the big hand hovered a centimeter behind the little one.

      It was nearly noon.

      “Mrs. Thompson, it’s almost noon,” he said. “They can show up at any minute.”

      “Ugh! I don’t care! I don’t care! I need this. I need this now! Now fuck me like the deprived slut that i am!” she screamed so loud I was sure people walking their dogs on the sidewalk in this quiet neighborhood heard her.

      What began a week ago as a ‘well, it seemed like a good idea at the time,’ an opportunistic fling with the mature neighbor was about to ruin Derek’s life in one minute. This insatiable woman he had somehow sexually unlocked was the social butterfly with her nose weaseled, not only in Derek’s personal life, but apparently farther than Derek’s liking into his professional life, too. In fact, the longest attending member of her monthly book club also happened to be Derek’s boss’, boss’, boss at the law firm he was just hired into for his first job out of college.

      Only I could ruin my career at twenty-five years old, three weeks into my first job as a lawyer.

      Another attendee of this well-known book club was the mother of his ex-girlfriend, another gem that connects to every friend and acquaintance he had in real life or social media. So that was a bomb ticking closer to zero, and yet, that wasn’t the bomb he feared the most and the reason he dreaded the two clock hands coming together. This book club, which was beginning in the next few minutes, also attended his mother.

      How could things have gotten so fucked in just a week? I’m about to lose all my friends, ruin my career, and be despised by my own family all because I got tipsy and had rebound sex with the hot neighbor.

      “Oh, yes. Give it to me! Harder!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

      Derek knew from experience if he were to try to disentwine himself from the horny woman her voracious sexual appetite would only urge her to cling tighter and demand more. The fastest way to extricate himself from this conundrum was to finish what he started.

      Sliding his left hand up her chest, Derek groped her breasts one at a time. Squeezing and mashing them into her chest, he scooped them out of the white and blue flower-patterned sundress she wore. Mrs. Thompson’s breasts were pale compared to her tanned arms and neck. The heavy and round tits bounced wildly in her sundress and now clapped together with every thrust outside her dress. Out of her hairstyle, which she had scolded him for calling it a ‘Karen haircut’ (it’s a blond with streaks inverted bob with side-swept bangs cut at an angle, she had said after one passionate night of powerful orgasms), the only part of her perfectly sculpted hair that moved was her bangs shook from side to side as her body rocked.

      “Yes, take me. Make me your whore!” Mrs. Thompson demanded.

      Derek’s hand slipped behind her neck, grabbed a lock of her crispy, product-filled hair, and yanked her head down to the kitchen.

      “Ahhh! Fuck! Yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!” Mrs. Thompson screamed.

      Flipping the skirt of her dress over her belly, Derek saw his thick throbbing cock force open her tight pussy lips as he entered her. Scooting her lower on the kitchen counter by her hair, he bit his lower lip hard as he rammed her pussy harder.

      “Ah ah ah ah ahhh–oh god!” she grunted with every thrust.
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Comforting Neighbor

        

      

    

    
      The phone rang for the first time, and my stomach fell deeper into my core. I didn’t think I could feel any more humiliated than I already am…

      “Mom, do I have to do this—it was just a joke,” I complained over your shoulder.

      “You humiliated a respectful lady behind her back. I raised you better than that,” my mother snapped from the hallway.

      A second ring.

      “But I’m 18 years old, this is stupid. She doesn’t even know⁠—”

      “That’s right, you’re 18 years old and still acting like a juvenile. Maybe you’ll think about this the next time.”

      A third ring. Mrs. Finnish answered as it finished.

      “Hello?” she said.

      I sighed, rubbing my fingers over my brow as I tried to imagine how this conversation was going to play out. “Hello, um, Mrs. Finnish?”

      “Yes.”

      “This is Matt. Uh, Matt Conwright. Your neighbor from across the street.”

      “Oh, yes! Hi there, I thought you were off to college. I haven’t seen you around much,” she said brightly.

      “Um, yes, no, I mean. I’m leaving soon. A few weeks…” I stalled and stole a glance over my shoulder and confirmed, yup, mother was still there. “Listen, this is kinda uncomfortable for me to say… I saw you gardening yesterday, and I might have—” my mother slapped the back of my head, “Did. I definitely did take a few photos and a video of you for… personal use… and, well, I just feel really guilty about it now and wanted to apologize.”

      “Oh?” the brightness had left Mrs. Finnish’s voice as she measured my words. Okay, now I really did feel a little guilty.  Mrs. Finnish was always a nice lady growing up. She was a little older than my mom but certainly didn’t look that way. When I was little, I would go over to her house with other neighborhood kids for cookies and milk. But that was a long time ago. Cookies and milk were not what I was interested in anymore.

      “Yeah,” I said in a slump, “And I just wanted to say I’m really sorry for disrespecting you and—and I deleted everything and I hope you can forgive me.”

      Turning around with a beet-red face, I shrugged at my Mother as if asking if that was enough. She might have nodded approvingly, but she rolled her finger forward. It was not enough.

      “And…” I sighed again and winced, “And to make it up to you, if you like, I’d be happy to help with gardening this week if you need a hand.”

      Please say no. Please say no. Please say no…

      “Um, well,” Mrs. Finnish giggled uncomfortably like she was as eager as I was to change the subject, “Now that you mention it, I could use another pair of hands for my rose bushes. They always cut me up.”

      Fuck!

      “Great, I’d be happy to help.”

      “Oh, that’s so nice of you. I always knew you were such a good boy. Um, see you tomorrow, say around eight?”

      “Eight in the morning?” I blurted out and felt a swift smack to the back of my head.

      “Too early?” Mrs. Finnish asked.

      “Nope, nope. Eight sounds great. I was just making sure. See you then.”

      “Bye-bye,” she replied and hung up.

      “Gardening at eight,” I said, turning to face my Mother. “Happy now?”

      “You stay there until she tells you you can go,” she warned with an extended finger, “If she keeps you all day, so be it.”

      “Yes, Mom,” I moped.
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