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I took a push and cruised down the street. It was 4 PM, and the sun was beating down upon me. I was drenched in sweat, and my hair streamed behind me. I had been skateboarding since early in the morning, and I was now heading back home.

I was exhausted. Not only had I battled a ten stair for hours, but last night, I had also been up all night editing some videos. I had called out my friends, who were becoming lazier every day. I already saw cracks in our friendship, but it wasn’t my fault. I did almost everything nowadays, from filming to editing, while they slowly turned to smoking weed and munching on junk food.

I was nineteen years old and ran a clothing brand with my friends. We had plenty of followers, and they were mostly there for our skateboarding, not pot and laziness. Our popularity had grown enormously over the past year when we decided to go all in. Even if we didn’t go to the gnarliest spots, we had chemistry and a friendship that was addicting to watch. I understood from the beginning we had something good going on, and it was not something I would like to go to waste.

After high school, I decided to take a break from the classroom and just have a year with my friends. My mother wasn’t against it. She was the sweetest and most caring mother one could have, and she was the one who’d always told me to follow my heart. She was a yoga instructor and sold courses on the side. She had previously run a beauty shop, which she had sold. She knew that entrepreneurial skills didn’t come from sitting on a bench and taking notes. You had to get your hands dirty if you wanted to learn something.

My older sister worked as a waitress at an exclusive restaurant in downtown LA. Shortly after she turned nineteen, she moved out. With her looks, there were plenty of men vying for her attention. I knew that personally since my friends usually asked about her.

Last night, Mom had told me that she would move back today. She apparently fought with her friend, and they split up. It was tough already paying the rent while being two but impossible on her own. I wondered what they’d fought over because, to my knowledge, my sister was tight with Christy, and they’d known each other since high school.

I rolled over the crosswalk and ollied onto the sidewalk. I cruised down the neighborhood until my home was in sight. Right in front of me, my sister hopped out of the Uber. She got out two duffel bags and dumped them near our driveway. She wore ripped mini jeans and a white crop top. Her long, golden hair swayed in the gentle breeze as she tried to push her hair behind her ears. Her boobs sat high and firm on her chest, straining against her tight top. Blessed with Mom’s beauty, she was as gorgeous as a girl could be. She was the type of girl who made other girls green with envy and made men turn their heads.

As soon as she heard the wheels of my skateboard, she looked up at me, and a smile blossomed on her face. But it didn’t last for long. Behind that twinkle in her eye and upturned lips, I noticed that something weighed her down. I couldn’t blame her for that since it wasn’t easy to part from a friendship.

“Alina,” I said and jumped off my board.

“Hi,” she said, smiling so her dimples showed. She opened up her arms and invited me for a sibling hug.

“Uhm … I have to warn you, I’m sweaty and I have some bruises.”

“I don’t give a damn,” she said playfully while giving me a look. “It feels like I haven’t hugged you in ages.”

I yielded. I fell into her arms, and she wrapped them around me tightly. She wasn’t shy about pressing her beautiful bust to my chest, a bit more intimately than she usually did.

She let out a sigh of relief. “It feels so great to hold you,” she said, sounding relieved to see me. We hadn’t seen each other since Christmas.

“A bit too tight, sis,” I said.

She loosened her embrace a little. “Better?” she asked.

“Perfect,” I said. I wasn’t sure where to put my hands. Every part of her was like a sexual landmine. For the first time while embracing her, I felt my cock stir. I wasn’t sure whether it was because of her breasts or her orchid perfume, but they sure didn’t help either.

She broke the hug, and I looked into her blue eyes. She had the perfect bow-turned lips, painted glossy and strawberry pink. She also wore eyeliner and mascara, but not too much. It was just the icing on the cake.

“Should we go inside?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said and glanced at her bags. “Let me take one for you.”

“Ugh, you’re a lifesaver,” she said with a hand over her heart. “My shoulder is already aching.”

I hoisted one up onto my shoulder. “Weighs less than my backpack.”

As I walked up to the door, she looked worriedly at my bruised arm. “Christ, Alex, what happened to your arm?”

“I battled some stairs earlier … But it’s all good.”

“It doesn’t look all good to me,” she said and studied my arm. “It looks like a wound and not some bruises … Can I clean it for you?”

“Sure,” I said. If it hadn’t been her, it would have been my mother. They were equally as sweet in their own way. I helped her lift her duffel bags to her bedroom, and she opened the door with a sigh.

“I guess I’m back here again,” she said.

“Why the sigh? Don’t you miss it?”

“I’ve missed you and Mom,” she admitted, looking around her bedroom as memories probably flooded her. “But it’s kind of a downgrade. I didn’t think I would move back two years ago.”

I patted her shoulder. “Life happens,” I told her.

“It sure does,” she said. “Just dump them on the floor. I just want to get some fresh air and clean your wound.”

I didn’t think it was really necessary, but since she wanted to, I didn’t want to deny her the joy of tending to me. Descending the stairs, we went outside to the terrace and slumped down on the sun lounger. It wasn’t just my arm that was in pain but my legs too. When you were all pumped up, you didn’t feel the fatigue, but once it faded, my legs felt like sticks. Alina snatched the first aid kit and came outside, her breasts lightly jiggling inside her bra.

“Do you know when Mom gets back?” she asked me as she sat on the edge of my sun lounger.

“She should be here in an hour or so,” I said. “She wanted to get home a bit earlier since she knew you’d be back.”

“That’s sweet of her,” she said. She removed any visible dirt and debris from the wound and used mild soap to clean it. Then she bandaged it and patted my hand.

“Looks so much better. You need to be careful. I can’t stand it when you get hurt.”

“Chill,” I said.

“I’m not gonna chill,” she said. “I remember when you broke your arm. Mom and I spent the entire week with you at the ER.”

I remembered that too. “Enough about me,” I said. “What’s going on with you? I honestly didn’t expect you to come back.”

“I had a fight with Christy,” she said and sighed. “I can’t live with her any longer.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said and gave her a sympathetic look. “Do you mind telling me?”

“I won’t go into details, but we had a little side gig going on, and I did most of the work, and that’s where it started. You can’t really embark on adventures without having someone who shares your vision.”

“I feel you on that one,” I said. “I have the same problem with my guys. They’re getting lazy too.”

“You see?” she pointed out and looked skyward. “But it’s not just that. It feels like I’ve hit some quarter-life crisis.”

I blinked at her, not understanding what she was saying. “What?”

She chuckled and playfully punched my shoulder. “Since you’re nineteen, you don’t understand.”

“Explain it to me then,” I said.

“I thought I’d have my life sorted out by now, but apparently not. You know when you were young and had all kinds of dreams, then life hits you like a ton of bricks? It’s kind of my situation.”

“You talk as if you were a grandma,” I said.

She laughed. “No, I don’t mean it like that, but time moves so fast, and I at least wanted to live on my own or do something more adventurous than becoming an old waitress.”

“You’re exaggerating by calling yourself old.”

“Okay, I don’t mean mom-old, but I would have liked to do so much by now, which I haven’t. I just feel a bit lost.”

I still didn’t understand what she was talking about, but maybe I would when I turned twenty-one. “It sounds like there was a lot more to that fight.”

“There was,” she admitted.

“It’s okay if you don’t want to talk about it,” I said.

“You’re the best,” she said and briefly smiled. I made room for her, and we shared the sun lounger like we usually would. She raked her fingers through my hair. “It’s grown so long. Why don’t you cut it?”

I shivered with pleasure as she ran her fingers over my scalp. “It’s not that long,” I said.

“It’s growing past your shoulders. Everyone knows that shoulder-length hair is the hottest.”

I exchanged glances with her. “Fine, but only if you’ll cut it since you know more about a man’s looks than I do.”

She beamed. “That’s a deal,” she said and looked around. “Where’s Luna?”

“We broke up,” I said and scratched my neck.

“Who broke up with who?” she asked and looked at me curiously.

“It was me… She accused me of cheating and started getting paranoid, so in the end, I said goodbye.”

“Oh,” she said, her smile fading. “I hate girls like that. Girls should be able to share a man.”

I laughed. “Where the hell do I find girls like that? If you know any, sign me up.”

“I’ve known plenty,” she said and giggled. “But seriously, you’ll find someone better. Just give it time.”

“Well, at the moment, I need better friends; that’s my number one priority.”

She leaned forward. “What’s going on with them?”

“They just smoke weed all day long,” I said. “It’s getting annoying. They hardly want to do anything. We talked about taking a trip across the country—buying a van, splitting the cost, and cruising all the way to Miami—but those plans went up in smoke, literally. They hadn’t saved a penny; only I had.”

“Oh,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “I’m sorry about that. That sounds like quite an adventure.”

“Yeah, I was so stoked for it, but it is what it is.”

“Hmm, have you tried it, by the way?” she asked, dropping her voice to a whisper. “I promise I won’t tell Mom.”

“I know I can trust you. There’ve been a couple of times, but I became paranoid and lazy, so it wasn’t for me.”

“You’re too ambitious,” she said, ruffling my hair. She drew in a deep breath. “You sure are sweaty.”

“Let me take a shower. I don’t want to gross you out.”

She took my hand. “Baloney. You’re my brother, so it’s fine, but as a boyfriend, it wouldn’t be fine. Big difference.”

“I gotcha,” I said. “But I would have taken a shower anyway.”

She let go of my hand. “Make sure to use the Victoria’s Secret So Sexy shampoo.”

“So Sexy?” I asked her with a grin. “Is that what it’s called?”

“Uh, yeah? It’s the most popular shampoo.”

“I’m assuming for girls.”

“No,” she said firmly. “It’s for you too. Not only girls are sexy; boys are too.”

“Fine … where’s this Victoria’s Secret, and what’s so secret about it?”

“The secret is that it will make you sexy,” she said playfully. “I’m just joking. It’s just the name of the brand.”

“I get it now, but I still don’t have any.”

“I have some in my duffel bag that you carried. Just go and take it. A gift from me.”

“Thanks. Give me a minute.”

“For a shower, it should be thirty minutes at least,” she said.

“Yeah, for girls.”

“I want to pillow fight you so badly,” she said with a grin that infected me.

I laughed. “Bring it on, after my shower. You know I’ll win.”

“In your dreams,” she said and blew me a raspberry.

I went inside and ascended the stairs. I opened her bedroom door, and my eyes bounced from duffel bag to duffel bag. They looked identical, and I couldn’t remember which one I carried. I just chose one, pulled the zipper, and a scent of pure femininity billowed up to my face. I felt a sudden warmth and drew in a deep breath. “It’s like a garden of roses,” I murmured. My sister smelled as sweet as fruit, that was for sure.

I peered inside and saw a bunch of panties, bikinis, and bras. I felt something oddly erotic looking at her clothes. Some of her panties were used too, judging by the fact that some were folded and some were crumpled. I gently moved the pile of her clothes aside, trying to see if her So Sexy shampoo was somewhere there. Then I discovered lingerie and a tripod. I didn’t pay attention to the tripod, but the lingerie caught me off guard. I knew our mother had those, but I didn’t know my sister had started wearing them too.

I kept looking around a little bit longer till I touched something soft and sticky. It was the tip of a dildo. My eyes widened, and I gently moved her clothes aside. There wasn’t just one kind of sex toy, but several of them, vibrators, clit stimulators, dual stimulators, anal beads, butt plugs, nipple clamps, remote vibrators, kegel balls and several dildos.

“Wow,” I mouthed to myself. I started playing a film in my head, seeing her use them, sliding them in and out of her. I started feeling my cock stir, a type of taboo arousal that was completely foreign to me.

I quickly shook my head, believing I was taking it too far, but I looked at them for a bit longer. It was difficult to look away. Eventually, I gently moved the pile of clothes back over her stash. This was her private life and none of my business.

I moved to the other bag and opened it. I saw a toiletry bag and another filled with shampoos, soaps, and makeup. “Why the hell does she need so many?” I asked myself as I searched for the So Sexy shampoo.

It was something I’d never understand about girls. Snatching the bottle, I closed the bag and went into the bathroom. As I undressed, I noticed my cock was almost at full mast. What’s been seen cannot be unseen, and I knew damn well that I would think about this for years to come. I couldn’t get her lingerie and vibrators out of my head. Why did she need so many sex toys? She must be horny as hell. I thought I was bad, masturbating twice a day, but I couldn’t compete with her.

I turned on the shower. I stepped into the warm water, but my arousal didn’t subside. I tried not to think of it, but it was a mission impossible. I had fantasized about her before, but those fantasies usually occurred after a wet dream that I had no control over.

I popped the shampoo bottle open and lathered it onto my hair. I had to focus on the task at hand, so I washed my hair and body, massaging the soapy lather into my skin, trying to get my mind off the unexpected discovery in her room. But the images of her with those sex toys couldn’t be shaken. My arousal only grew stronger.

I finished my shower, and as I stepped out, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I looked at my hard, pulsating erection and couldn’t help but feel my face flush with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. This newfound arousal was taking over my thoughts, making me question my desires and fantasies.

I took a towel and dried myself. I regretted not masturbating. I didn’t want her to see my boner, and it was difficult to hide since it was way thicker than average.

When I was dry, I went into my bedroom, choosing jeans shorts that were a bit baggier and a shirt that wasn’t too tight. I descended the stairs, and she sat in the shade, waiting for me. She crooked her finger, and I approached her. She drew in a deep breath. “That’s way better,” she said.

“Am I sexy now?” I joked with her.

“One hundred percent,” she said. “But you would have been sexier with tighter clothes.”

“Uh,” I said, scratching my neck. “For another day.”

“Can you do me a favor?” she asked sweetly.

“Sure,” I said, eager to do something for her.

“Can you help me apply sunscreen?” she asked. “There are some spots that I can’t reach myself. And I want to wear a bikini.”

“Without a doubt,” I said.

She jumped to her feet and held her finger up. She ran up to her room, and I sat back and waited. It sure started to feel a bit different having her here. I had forgotten how it was earlier, but I didn’t remember checking her out the way I did now. These teases made it feel a bit unusual, and then there was the discovery on top of it.

My sister descended the staircase, her long blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. She wore a bright red string bikini, her toned figure and the outer parts of her breasts on display for me to see. Luckily, it wasn’t too skimpy, but I knew from her Instagram that she had some skimpier ones that barely covered her areolas. One of her earlier accounts had even gotten deleted when she’d taken it too far.

“Catch,” she said playfully and tossed the sunscreen bottle to me. I caught it in my hands, and she lay down on the sun lounger, flashing me her sexy butt. Thank God, I chose the baggy pants. I shook the bottle and popped it open, releasing a strong coconut scent. I filled my hands with sunscreen and looked at my sister, admiring her toned body. I gently started on her back, noticing how smooth and velvety her skin was.

I traced my fingers down her spine, following the curve of her back, while her body relaxed under my touch. “Your skin is as smooth as a baby’s,” I said.

“Yours could have been too if you didn’t get hurt all the time,” she said.

“I hear you,” I said and rubbed it over her shoulders. I continued to apply the sunscreen, working my way along her arms, feeling the softness of her skin and the subtle warmth of her body beneath me. I couldn’t help but think about how beautiful she looked and how much I admired her.

Then I continued down her body, reaching the borders of her ass. I slowed down and became a bit nervous.

“Don’t be shy,” she encouraged me. “Take some on the outer part of my butt and down my thighs.”

I chuckled. “Alright,” I said. I had a perfect view of her ass that was symmetric and slightly bubbly. I gave her buns an extra massage before continuing lower down her thighs and to her petite feet. “Is that alright?”

“Yeah, but you have to do the front of my body too,” she said. She turned around, her hair spilling out over her body. We shared a glance, and I filled my hands with sunscreen again. “You’ve got strong hands.”

I flexed my arms with a chuckle and started on her beautiful legs.

She sighed in relief. “You treat me like a princess,” she said. “I feel so much better already.”

“Free from drama?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, nodding. “This is exactly what I needed—Quality time with you.”

I slowed down, wanting this to last a bit longer. I slowly moved up to her toned waist, and looked at her breasts before flicking my eyes to hers, seeing an impending grin. “You can do your breasts yourself,” I told her.

“What made you think I would ask you?” she asked flirtatiously.

I shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said, moving up her neck and shoulders. “You let me do your butt, after all.”

“But that’s impossible to reach,” she said.

“So,” I said, dusting off my hands. “You good?”

“Thank you,” she said. She sat up and opened her arms to me. I couldn’t resist another hug. I was just a bit worried she would feel my hard-on as she pressed herself to me. I couldn’t recall ever embracing her while she was just wearing a bikini, but the skin-to-skin contact felt incredibly good. She broke the hug and drew in a deep breath. “You smell so sexy.”

I laughed with her. “They nailed it with the name,” I said. I felt overjoyed to be with her, but at that moment, I reminded myself that I had a bunch of videos to edit and I had to update our web shop on top of it. “Is it okay if I go upstairs and get some work done? We can talk after dinner. I have to get it done as soon as possible.”

“Do what you got to do,” she said, placing her hand on my shoulder. “As long as you don’t stress.”

“Well, I forgot about it when I saw you. Mom should be home soon anyway.”

“Don’t feel guilty about it,” she said, taking my hand and giving it a squeeze. “But I want you for the evening.”

“You’ll have me,” I said. I felt a bit bad parting from her like that, but I didn’t have much of a choice. We were behind schedule. Truth be told, I had never felt so aroused in my life, and I was still as hard as a rock down there, but I needed to get my mind on something else.

I ascended the stairs and plopped down in my computer chair. I fired up my computer and went straight to work. It wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. I kept thinking of my sister. She made my heart tingle. I realized there was a real difference between being with those who truly cared about me and the friends I skated with, and I wasn’t sure if I still wanted to call them friends.

I fixed the website and pushed the updates to the live server. I grabbed the camera and checked all our clips. There were some good tricks in there. I uploaded them to my computer and started editing the videos. I heard Mom’s car pull into our driveway. She entered the house, and I heard her say, “Hi, darling.”

“Hi, Mom,” Alina said. I imagined them embracing.

“How’s it going?” she asked sympathetically.

“It’s fine … Alex cheered me up.”

“Oh, yeah? Where is he?”

“Upstairs, he has some work to do, but he kept me company before you came.”

“I see, he’s been busy lately. Let’s go outside and talk.”

I hoped Mom didn’t think badly of me for being up here by myself. If only Dan and Kyle could also help me out, I probably wouldn’t have been stuck here all day. I DMed Dan and asked why it said that some of the products were out of stock even though they were available. He also knew a thing or two about web design and coding, so he didn’t have an excuse.

He DMed me back, “Sorry bro, I’ll fix it later.”

I shook my head. He said later yesterday, that lazy prick. “I already fixed it, dude. I’m getting tired of doing everything by myself.”

“Chill man … Are you down for some CS2?”

I frowned. “No, I’ll edit some videos.”

“Alright man, you do you, but it’s summer. We have to take a break now and then too.”

“Sure,” I DMed him, not enthusiastic about speaking with him. Summer or not, we had a schedule to adhere to.

I put my phone aside, but then the screen lit up. I read his DM. “We will still skate the Carlsbad ledges tomorrow?”

“Yeah, I’ll be there,” I answered him.

“Sick, I need to get a line there.”

I had almost forgotten that he owed me money. He had promised to pay it back today, but I hadn’t gotten any. “Do you have the money?”

“Sorry bro, I’ll pay you tomorrow.”

I put my phone aside. It was always tomorrow. I went back to listening to Mom and my sister.

“Tell me, sweetheart, what happened?” Mom asked her. I knew it would be impossible to focus. I wasn’t a person who liked to meddle, but she was my sister. I could tell something was bothering her when I first saw her step out of the Uber.

“Well, to keep a long story short,” she said. “Christy and I had a side gig going on … I ended up doing better than her, and she became jealous.” She drew in a deep breath. “She also started spreading rumors about me.”

There was a pause. I imagined them hugging each other. “Alina, listen,” Mom said in her serious tone. “Anyone who gets jealous of you or shows any signs of envy is not your friend and never has been.”

“I kind of realized that now,” she said with a sigh.

“It wasn’t anything too nasty?” Mom asked her.

“Enough to make me cry,” she said, and I could hear the emotion in her voice. There was another pause, likely filled with more hugs. I felt bad for her immediately, thinking about that vicious girl who’d hurt my sister. I knew girls didn’t fight physically, but the words they hurled at each other could be more painful than daggers.

“I’m fine, Mom,” Alina said. “I just need a time-out.”

“Sure, I understand,” Mom said. “Just be careful who you hang out with, and who you call friends.”

“I know.”

“Anything else on your heart?” Mom asked her.

“It feels a bit weird to be back here again. I thought I would have my life sorted by now.”

Mom chuckled light-heartedly. “Come on, you’re twenty-one. Your life is just starting.”

“Difficult to explain,” she said. “How old were you when you moved out?”

“It’s not a fair comparison because housing was actually affordable then,” she said. “I know it’s tough for you kids nowadays.”

“It is,” she said with a sigh. “I barely even managed to split the rent with Christy, and we didn’t go out much either.”

“You can live here as long as you want, guilt-free. Save the money you make and just take a nice vacation.”

“Maybe if Alex wants to come with me,” she said. “But it sounds like he has plans of his own though.”

“He has, but I heard him fight with his friends too,” Mom said. “He also broke up with Luna recently.”

“He told me … I think she was pretty.”

“She was, but Alex can find another,” Mom said. I heard Mom kiss her. “Let me talk to him and … maybe you can give me a helping hand with dinner?”

“I’d love to.”

I waited a little bit until she called for me, “Alex, you there?”

I opened the door and went down the stairs. She stood there in yoga shorts that hugged her flexible figure. Her sports top lifted her big breasts generously, deepening the valley between them. Her hair was golden and thick, framing her flawless face. She had identical dimples to her daughter, but Mom’s lips were slightly thicker, and she was tall, only a few inches shorter than me. “Hi, Mom.”

She stiffened and drew in a deep breath. Letting go, she searched my face. “What kind of perfume are you wearing?”

I had to think for a second before answering her. “Ah, no, Alina helped me with the shower. No, I mean I used her shampoo.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I gotcha.”

“It’s the So Sexy,” Alina said from the terrace.

“What she said,” I said.

“Right,” Mom said. “Give us an hour and dinner will be ready.”

“What’s on the menu?” I asked her.

“Burgers,” she said with a wink.

“Let me know when it’s ready,” I said and went back up to my room.

* * *

“Alex, dinner’s ready!” Mom called for me.

I cracked my knuckles. I had finished editing the video at record speed. I just wanted to get it done and be over with it. I still wanted to do some updates on our website, but it would have to wait for now.

I turned off the computer and headed downstairs. I was greeted by the scent of charcoal and meat. I loved everything Mom cooked, and it must be better now that my older sister had helped her.

The table was already set, and Alina patted the seat next to her. “I’m holding your spot,” she said.

“I can count on you,” I said and sat down next to her. While Mom put the plate of burger patties onto the table, Alina raked her fingers through my hair again.

“Don’t you think he should cut it?” she asked Mom.

Mom sat down as well. “I think it looks just about right,” she said.

“I prefer shoulder-length. That’s the hottest,” Alina said.

I patted her back. “When you cut it, I’ll give you a free pass.”

“I’ll make you look like a rockstar instead of a skater,” she said.

“Ugh,” I said jokingly, making them laugh.

“Does Alina cook as well as you?” I asked Mom.

“Have a bite and tell us,” Mom said.

“You can trust me, you grom,” Alina said and nudged me with her elbow.

“Let’s see,” I said. I reached for the buns, which were already buttered and had a slightly smoky flavor to them. I slapped on the meat that had the perfect grill marks, cheese that melted over the meat, and some lettuce. I also poured some barbeque sauce over it. Squeezing the buns together, I took a bite. The meat was juicy and filled with smoky and salty flavors.

“It doesn’t taste much of a difference,” I said and enjoyed the burger. “It’s delicious.”

Mom winked at her daughter. “You nailed it.”

“We did,” Alina corrected her.

We dug in and talked about various topics. The burger patties and buns quickly disappeared from the plates, and then it was time to reach for the napkins.

After cleaning her thick, red lips, Mom looked at me, a smile tugging at the corners of her lips. “What have you been doing today? You sure as hell are hungry.”

“We skated some stairs.”

“I hope you didn’t get hurt,” she said and searched my face with her dark blue eyes.

“I got heel bruises, but it’s not that bad,” I said.

Mom rolled her eyes. “If you come here with no arms one day, I wouldn’t be surprised if you say, ‘Don’t worry about it.’”

Alina burst out laughing. Slapping her thigh, she said, “Mom, look at his arm. He had a terrible wound, and I had to ask for his permission to clean it.”

“That’s sweet of you,” Mom said, smiling proudly at her daughter. “But coming home with broken arms and wounds is not okay.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said.

“Will you let me massage your heels afterward?” Mom asked. It was typical of her to tend to me whenever something happened. She had a soft touch despite her age of forty-two. She had preserved her beauty better than any other mother out there.

“Sure,” I said and couldn’t resist her offer. “How’s your day been?”

“Thanks for asking,” Mom said and put her elbows on the table. “It was lovely. I taught some yoga, did some stretches. I was supposed to meet my sister, but I wanted to see Alina, so that will have to wait for tomorrow. So you know, tomorrow, you’ll have to make dinner for yourself.”

Alina beamed. “I’ll cook for us.”

“That can’t go wrong,” I said.

I relaxed while Mom and Alina took the dishes, enjoying the sunshine. When they were finished, Mom patted the sofa and sat down. “It’s easier to massage your heels when you sit here,” she said.

I came over and plopped down. I took off my socks and swung my feet onto her soft lap. Her yoga shorts didn’t cover much, so my ankles made contact with her thighs. Her yoga shorts were incredibly sexy. She’d given a pair to my ex, and I loved it whenever she wore them.

“They smell nice for once,” she said, examining my feet.

“I’ll hook you up with shampoos later,” Alina said and went behind me to massage my shoulders. “Can I see what you filmed?”

“Sure,” I said. “The camera’s in my room.”

Letting go of my shoulders, she eagerly ran upstairs. Mom checked out my heels and had the ointment next to her. “Yeah, I can see the heel bruise. What happened?”

“I tried a flip trick but caught it completely wrong. I kind of spaced-out mid-air and forgot how to bail properly.”

“Accidents happen,” she said in her caring voice. Placing my ankles back on her thighs, she shook her golden hair away from her face and breasts. She filled her hands with the anti-inflammatory cream and started rubbing it into my feet, her breasts jiggling with the effort.

While wearing her bikini, my sister came scurrying back down with the camera in her hand. “Move in,” she said.

“There’s barely any space for me here,” I said.

“We’ll cuddle up tight,” Alina said.

“Fine,” I said and inched closer to the edge of the sofa. She sat down right next to me and moved her hips closer to mine. She had to press herself to me to fit. I drew in a deep breath of her sweet, honeyed scent. I looked at her long legs, admiring her tan and how toned they were. At the same time, my mother kept massaging my feet, making me purr.

“You didn’t find time to change your bikini?” I asked my sister.

We exchanged glances, and since we sat so tight, our lips weren’t far from touching. “What, you don’t like my bikini?”

“It’s fine,” I said and waved my hand dismissively. All of a sudden, I had a beautiful girl and a gorgeous woman in front of me. I tried to look away, knowing my sister had an effect on me earlier that I wished hadn’t happened.

She looked at the camera and found a random clip. “Ouch,” she said and frowned.

“Which one’s that?” I asked. She showed it to me. It was my first attempt jumping down the stairs we were skating. The bail wasn’t too bad. I stuck it but didn’t roll away. “If you think that one was painful, then I would advise you to look no further.”

“I don’t want to see you fall,” she said, lowering the camera. “I want to see you roll away.”

“Give me the camera,” I told her. I found a couple of makes and showed them to her.

“You want me to massage you harder?” Mom asked as she kneaded my heels.

“That’s lovely,” I told her.

“You’re so cool,” Alina said, leaning her head against my shoulder. “Maybe we can cruise to the beach together.”

“I’d have to hold you all the way.”

“I have balance too,” she said.

“Show me,” I said.

She swung her feet off the sofa and snatched the cruiser board. She jumped on top and rolled back and forth. She stuck her tongue out. “Told you so.”

“Her balance is fine,” Mom said as we shared a laugh.

She jumped off the board, seeing our mother rub my feet. “Alex massaged sunscreen onto me earlier too,” she said happily.

“That’s nice of you,” Mom said and stroked my leg.

Alina smiled and looked at me with a twinkle in her eye. “You’re always taking care of me.”

I knew it wasn’t the case. She’d done more for me than I’d done for her. Mom looked between the two of us, a thoughtful expression on her face. “You two have always been close. It’s good to see that hasn’t changed.”

“Yeah, we have each other’s backs,” I said, meeting Alina’s gaze again.

“Also, Olivia asked if you want to come with us to the mall tomorrow,” Alina said.

Olivia was our pretty cousin. I hadn’t seen her since Christmas either. “I would love to, but we plan to go to Carlsbad tomorrow.”

Alina sighed. “How long will you be there?”

“I’ll be back by dinner,” I told her.

“Blah,” Alina said. “Why can’t we just take a day together, you and me?”

“How about on Saturday?” I suggested.

“That’s fine,” Alina said and smiled.

“I’m so glad you’re getting along,” Mom said, her gaze softening. “My client told me a horror story of her children fighting. It sounded like World War 3.”

“Make love, not war,” Alina said and rode back and forth. We exchanged smiles.

“What she said,” I added. “Are you finished with my foot massage?”

“I am,” Mom replied. “You should be good to go tomorrow.”

“But you have to be careful,” Alina added.

“Don’t worry,” I said and rose to my feet. “I have to finish some work.”

“It’s fine, sweetie,” Mom said. “As long as I get a kiss on the cheek for the foot massage.”

I leaned forward and kissed her cheek. “Thanks for dinner,” I said.

Alina tapped my shoulder. I turned around and saw her with her arms spread. “Another hug. I’m hug famished,” she said. I fell into her arms and embracing her while she wore a bikini felt so much better. “This might not be so bad after all.”

I laughed softly. “You’re stuck with me, Alina. Might as well enjoy it.”

She smiled and tightened her arms around me. “Wouldn’t have it any other way,” she said, her breath warm against my neck.

“You sure you don’t want to eat some apple pie with us?” Mom asked.

“Just put my slice in the fridge,” I said.

Alina let go of me, and I went upstairs. I sure as hell looked forward to spending more time with her. I realized now how much I’d truly missed having her here.

Upstairs, I settled back at my desk and tried to focus on my work. I opened the video editing software, but my mind kept drifting back to the warmth of Alina’s hug, the scent of her hair, and the sound of her laughter. It felt good to have her back in my life, and I couldn’t help but smile at the thought.

I glanced at the clock. It was getting late, but I still had some energy left. I decided to push through and finish the last bit of editing.
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The skate session hadn’t gone well. Dan came with the same lousy promise that he’d pay me the next day, and none of them had been helpful. I called them out on their bullshit, but it seemed they’d made up their minds: laziness was more important than their future.

I decided to make up my mind as well and left early, saying this was the end of our friendship. They hardly seemed to care, which made me regret ever calling them my friends.

As I drove home, I was still angry, not just at them but at myself for hanging out with them for so long. I should have realized a long time ago that it was a major mistake, but better late than never.

I hopped outside. I fumbled for my keys and locked open the door. I dumped my bag on the couch and went upstairs. I needed a warm shower to clean myself and relax. I swung the bathroom door open and jumped at the threshold. My sister sat on the shower seat with her legs spread wide open and a clit stimulator on her mound, vibrating. My jaw dropped, and her eyes widened. She looked like a deer caught in headlights. We looked each other in the eyes. Then I looked at her privates, seeing a wet, symmetric slit beneath her sex toy and then I looked back at her. She had a tripod in front of her with her phone attached to it.

“I’m … sorry,” I said, fumbling for words.

“It’s okay,” she said, her blush slowly spreading up her cheeks.

I stepped back and wasn’t sure what to say. I closed the door and went into my room, closing the door. “Wow,” I mumbled. I was speechless. I went from being livid to seeing my older sister masturbating. I was no longer angry, that was for sure. I couldn’t get the nude images of her out of my mind. She was … sexy, beautiful and gorgeous. I could use every adjective to describe her. Although, she earned the sexy one today.

I wondered if that was her secret gig. I just realized she had filmed herself on top of it. I sat down on my computer chair and stared at the wall. Eventually, she stepped out of the bathroom and knocked on my door. “Uhm, Alex, can I come in?” she asked shyly.

“Sure,” I said, admiring her courage for wanting to talk to me after what I’d witnessed.

She slowly opened the door, now dressed in her skirt, bringing her honeyed scent with her. She sat down on the edge of my bed, a hint of blush still present on her face. “Why didn’t you lock the door?” I asked her in a gentle tone. I didn’t want to blame her, but it was the least she could do.

“I’m used to not locking doors after living away from home for two years,” she explained.

“It’s okay,” I said. “You didn’t hear me pull in or walk up the stairs?”

She shook her head. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you like that.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “It’s fine,” I said. “I thought you were out with Olivia.”

“I was, but she got a tummy ache, so her mother drove me back here. And you? I thought you had plans too.”

“Well, I didn’t get along with them, so I headed back here instead.”

“I see,” she said, drawing in a deep breath. “Uhm, did you only see me or something else?”

I gave her a look and understood what she meant. “I did see the camera.”

“Okay … I don’t want you to get the wrong idea of me. It’s just that I don’t want to work for someone else, and I don’t like being a waitress that much.”

“That’s fine, I won’t judge you,” I said. “I was just caught off guard seeing you nude.” And how beautiful you looked, I wanted to say but didn’t.

“Thank you,” she said, a smile curving on her lips. “I also love sex … So that’s why I started doing this.”

“What is this exactly?”

She took another deep breath and looked down at her hands. “I’ve been doing OnlyFans. It’s not just about the money, though it helps. It’s about doing something I love doing.”

I nodded, trying to process everything. “So, you’re doing this because you want to, not because you have to?”

“Exactly,” she said, her eyes meeting mine. “It’s my choice. I enjoy it, and it gives me freedom. But I understand if it makes you uncomfortable. I didn’t mean for you to find out like this.”

“It’s just a lot to take in,” I admitted. “But if it’s what you want and it makes you happy, then I support you.”

“Thank you, Alex,” she said softly. “It means a lot to me.”

I smiled, feeling a bit of the tension ease. “Just, maybe next time, lock the door.”

She laughed lightly. “I will. Lesson learned.”

We sat in a comfortable silence for a moment, the awkwardness slowly dissipating. It was a strange situation, but we were siblings, and we had always supported each other. This was no different.

“You don’t think I’m a slut?”

“No… but it’s kind of hot,” I told her.

She beamed. “Thank you for being understanding.”

“Is this what you fought Christy over?” I asked.

She nodded. “We had two accounts, one duo and one solo. I had way more followers than her, and she started getting jealous and did everything she could to sabotage me.”

“I’m sorry about that,” I said, feeling a pang of familiarity from my former crew. “What Mom said yesterday is true. She’s not your friend.”

“So you eavesdropped?” she asked, giving me a look.

“Not directly,” I said, jerking my head towards the window. “But when the window is open, I can hear everything down there.”

“I didn’t know that,” she said.

“So, are you still working as a waitress?”

“Yes,” she said with a sigh. “Deep inside, I don’t want to, but I can’t make a living off OnlyFans alone.”

“I’ve seen some girls pull impressive numbers,” I told her.

“From their asses,” she said with a chuckle. “Everyone lies online.”

“There must be successful girls out there.”

“Yeah, but you only hear about the stars,” she pointed out. “So far, I only make like two thousand bucks a month.”

“That’s not bad for a side gig,” I told her.

“I’m stoked for those numbers, but I want more.”

“You want to do this full-time, don’t you?”

She slowly nodded, watching my expression carefully. “Yeah… that would be a dream come true.”

“I see,” I said, unsure of what to say next. It had been a while since we had such an intimate discussion.

“Uhm… What went wrong with your guys? Why did you come home so early?” she asked.

I let out a sigh. “I’m done with them. I’ll have nothing to do with them ever again. I’ll sell the website and block their numbers. I’ll do something by myself instead and find new people to work with.”

“You don’t deserve those losers,” she said. “Dan is a creep too.”

“Yeah… you took the words out of my mouth,” I said.

“You should start hanging out with girls instead,” she said. “They’ll appreciate a hardworking man.”

“As long as they aren’t infected with paranoia,” I said.

“You’ve been unlucky. Most girls just want to have fun.”

“I guess you’re right,” I said.

“You can trust me,” she said.

“I do.”

We shared a smile and another pause until she spoke again. “I wanted to talk to you about something. Now that you’ve seen me, uhm, you have a great camera and know how to film stuff.”

“I can already put the puzzle pieces together,” I said, feeling a bit shocked that she would suggest this. “You want me to help you?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“I’m not sure… I’m still kind of processing… seeing you nude.”

“We’ve seen each other nude countless times,” she pointed out.

“But we were kids,” I countered. “It’s a bit different now.”

“Only if you say so,” she said.

“What exactly do you want me to help you with?” I asked.

“Filming, producing… maybe marketing,” she said. “I mean, you’re a guy, so you should know what turns you on the most.”

“If you weren’t my sister, I wouldn’t need to think twice about this.”

“So you want to?” she said, giving me a hopeful look.

“I think it’s a dream for many to make a living out of sex work,” I told her. It was already hot to film nude girls, but even better when you got paid. “Just give me some time to think about it, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, and then asked with a kinky grin, “You don’t mind if I get some content?”

“No… You plan to stop when Mom comes home, right?”

“Of course,” she said, rising to her feet. “You’re the best brother in the world. I’m so glad I can trust you.”

I rose from my seat, and she hugged me. She felt warmer than usual. She had just masturbated after all, and I believed I felt her sticky fingers as well, but I didn’t mind, instead, I slowly started feeling a bit aroused. “And again, don’t forget to lock the doors.”

“I won’t,” she said, the blush fully gone from her pretty face. As she left the room, I sat back down and tried to process everything. The idea of helping her with her videos was both thrilling and daunting. But I wanted the best for her, so I decided to give it serious consideration.

My sister was right. I did have a good camera and knowledge about filmmaking and editing. I had thought about this earlier too, but I hadn’t been bold enough to take the leap. It would feel nice to work with my sister, but I was afraid that I would develop feelings for her. How couldn’t I if I started helping her produce adult content?

“Ah, ah, ah,” she moaned in excess while I heard the vibrator. It wasn’t difficult to imagine the scene in my mind when I’d already seen her nude.

Her moaning sounded like music to my ears, and her voice was so sweet and captivating. Unfortunately, I couldn’t listen to it any longer. I would end up with balls bluer than her eyes. I reached for my headphones and plugged them into my ears.

I wanted to do something productive and help her. I went online and did some research. I visited Reddit and checked out some OnlyFans threads, reading every line and analyzing what they did. I absorbed as much info as possible, taking detailed notes and studying this craft to see what the successful girls did differently. They were good-looking, but one thing I noticed—none of them looked better than my older sister. It made me optimistic. With the right help, I knew she could succeed if she truly wanted to.

As I kept studying this profession, I realized I had to know what she was doing; otherwise, it would be difficult to point out improvements. Most of the girls I had seen so far were amateurs, and I knew I could find better clips on Pornhub if I wanted to get off. Honestly, not many of them were worth a ten-dollar subscription a month.

I unplugged the earphones and listened. I couldn’t hear any more excessive moaning coming from the bathroom. I was still hard as a rock, and I started feeling a subtle pain in my testicles. Beads of precum trickled down the shaft, and it began to feel borderline painful. I decided to pour cold water on it instead of rubbing one out.

I rose from my seat and opened the door. Just as I was about to reach for the handle, Alina opened the bathroom door, clad in a barely-there pink towel that hardly covered her breasts. Her nipples were peeking out from under the terry cloth, and her generous cleavage was on full display. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her stunning physique.

She waved at me, and I pointed at the bathroom. “Are you finished?”

“Yes, for now,” she said with a flirtatious smile. “Have you thought about it?”

“I’m thinking about it now,” I said, knowing she would ask me that.

“Okey dokey,” she said. “I’ll wait for you.”

As she turned around, I glanced over my shoulder, seeing her inner thighs lined with her sweet nectar. I stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. I realized a problem already. When I drew in a deep breath, I smelled her feminine scent. It was enough to turn me on even more, especially as I looked at the shower chair where I’d spotted her with her legs spread. I didn’t think I’d ever seen a sexier girl than her, but it felt so wrong to think that way since she was my sister.

It didn’t take long to forget what I was actually there for. I unzipped my shorts and brought out my cock into the sink. I started pouring cold water over it. I wanted to masturbate, but I was afraid she would catch me. Eventually, I made my cock slowly shrink, but as soon as I took it out of the cold water, it thickened again.

I sighed. Resistance seemed futile. I wasn’t sure how I would avoid having an erection while working with her. That would be mission impossible. I turned off the water and dried myself. I just had to tuck the erection into the waistband for now.

I mulled it over and made a decision. Since I wouldn’t be selling our gear and running that webshop any longer, I might as well team up with my sister.

Leaving the bathroom, I knocked on her door. “Sis, can I come in?”

“Hop in,” she said joyfully.

I slowly opened the door and peeked inside in case she was nude. While the towel was wrapped around her, she sat on the edge of her bed with a pair of panties at her ankles, slowly trying to pull them on. “What’s up?” she asked.

“Well, I thought about it,” I said, making her spring to her feet so the towel almost fell to the floor.

“And?” she asked eagerly.

“I would love to help you,” I said.

She gasped and attacked me with a sudden hug. I was completely unprepared for it. She threw her arms around my neck and wrapped her legs around me. She pressed her beautiful rack to my chest, and while she was only covered with a towel, I could feel her nipples stiffening against my chest, sending shivers down my spine. “Oh, thank you, thank you!” she said, squeezing me harder.

“Alina… let me breathe!”

“Sorry,” she said. She let go of the hug so we could look at each other, her eyes shimmering with unshed tears of happiness. “I’m just overjoyed.”

“I get that,” I said. “Well, I did some research, but I have to see what you’re doing. Only then can I come up with ideas for improvements and know how and what to film. But keep in mind that I know how to film, edit, and take photos. When it comes to advertising adult stuff, I’m a bit behind.”

“You forgot an important part,” she said and touched my chest with a grin. “You know how to advertise your own brand.”

“Adult stuff is a different beast,” I pointed out.

“What you know there can be applied here too,” she said and gently lifted both her tits, deepening the cleavage.

“I know,” I said. My eyes fell on her breasts for a second before they bounced back to her eyes.

“You also know what turns you on,” she pointed out and let go of her springy breasts. The way she played with them made me want to rip the towel away from her.

I looked at her when she said that, and I wondered why she didn’t feel weird about it. “I sure do.”

“I’m willing to split the pay evenly.”

“Let’s not get too ahead of ourselves,” I told her. “We can speak about that later, but for now, just show me, and don’t think for a second I’d like to see you nude… This is just work-related.”

She gave me a flirtatious look. “Yeah, right.”

“I heard your playful tone,” I told her and jokingly wagged my finger at her.

“Wrong, it’s always there, especially when I’m happy.” With her sticky hand, she took mine and led me to her bed. “I’ll just put my bra on.”

“Sure,” I said.

I was about to rise, but she stopped me. “Hold up, where are you going?”

“I thought you needed to dress,” I told her.

“You can still be here,” she said. “You’ll see me nude anyway.”

“Right,” I said and realized she had a point. She unwrapped the towel and tossed it onto her bed. She was left in her pink panties and nothing on the top. She went to the wardrobe, giving me a glimpse of the sides of her breasts, her nipples erect and suckable. They had the perfect teardrop shape—full at the bottom and slightly narrowed at the top. It wasn’t only her breasts that mesmerized me but also her long and slightly tanned legs. I couldn’t help but admire her beauty. She chose a bra and turned to me, making me come face to face with her boobs that jiggled with every twist and turn.

“Mind giving me a helping hand?”

I jumped to my feet and went behind her. I had hooked bras on girls before, but it felt way more special to do so on my sister. “Is that alright?”

“Perfect… You’ve definitely done this before,” she said and tossed her hair over her shoulders. She’d chosen a push-up bra that generously lifted her breasts.

We sat down together on the edge of her bed. She reached for her iPad, and we exchanged glances. “I’m so stoked,” she said. “I have so much to look forward to.”

“So do I,” I said, wondering what her screen name was.

“So,” she said. “My OnlyFans account is called Sister’s Pink Secret.”

I chuckled. “That’s a clever name.”

“Do you like it?” she asked me.

I tasted it a couple of times. “Yeah… it’s a marketable name.”

“I’m glad,” she said and glanced down at her privates. “My pink is no longer a secret, though.” She logged onto her OnlyFans account, and it felt like slow motion as the screen loaded. I realized this would be a taboo sexual gold mine. After it was done loading, she handed me the tablet. The screen filled with thumbnails of Alina in various provocative poses. I scrolled down her spicy content. Each photo and video clip showcased her in different outfits and settings, always highlighting her best features. In some she was playing with toys and some others were bathroom pics with a naughty smile. I couldn’t help but notice how hot the photos were, but I also saw room for improvement. The lighting could be better, and some angles weren’t the most flattering.

“You have a lot of content,” I said, impressed.

“I’ve been busy,” she replied with a wink. “But I know it can be better. That’s where you come in.”

I nodded, scrolling through her posts. I clicked on a video where she seductively masturbated with a dildo till it was drenched. She slipped it into her mouth, sucking on it before pushing it inside her again. It was getting difficult to concentrate. “We can work on the lighting and angles. Maybe even set up some themed shoots to keep things fresh and interesting.”

“I like the sound of that,” she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “I knew you’d be the perfect partner for this.”

It was insanely hot to see her in every photo. My cock started to thicken again, and I knew it would do so later when we started working. I tapped a photo with her privates up close. My eyes widened, as I stared at her slit for longer than necessary.

“Damn … Your pussy is beautiful.”

“You think so?” she asked, her cheeks pinkening like the vagina that I was looking at.

“Without a doubt,” I said and studied how symmetric it was. The lips weren’t too big, just the perfect amount of puffiness. She looked sweeter than a peach, and my mouth salivated. “You’ve done a great job. I mean, you look hot and all, but there is room for improvement. Especially the photos since they’re a bit grainy.”

“I know,” she said. “But I can’t afford a proper camera, and before this, I’ve never even taken a professional photo, just selfies. I know you’ve been interested in filming and cameras for more than a decade.”

“That’s true,” I said as I reminisced over the time my parents gave me my first camera. “Do you do PPV content as well?”

“Uhm, no, I’m not sure what to offer,” she said with a shrug.

“You have to be creative, and there’s always consumers willing to pay for exclusive content, especially with a body like yours.”

“I would rather that you say we,” she corrected me and knocked on my shoulder.

I patted her thigh. “We have to be creative,” I said and glanced at her. “You happy now?”

“Only if my photos make you hard,” she boldly said.

I gave her a look.

“Don’t give me that look … Why can’t we talk about sex?” she asked.

“We shouldn’t be stepping over that line.”

“Which line?”

“The genetic one,” I said, making her laugh.

“You know, I hate laws. Even for a side gig, I have to fill a bunch of stupid tax reports.”

“I feel you with that one,” I said.

“Sometimes I wished we could be free and do whatever we want.”

I agreed with all her words. We were siblings after all. Although, I wasn’t completely on board with taking this too far. I could help her shoot photos and produce the content, but I didn’t want to be intimate with her. “Well, Mom doesn’t come home till late in the evening, so we might as well shoot some photos while we can.”

“Do you want to?” she asked me eagerly.

I nodded. “If you do … I don’t have anything better to do. I usually get more ideas while working too. It happens when I get into the flow.”

“Okay,” she said. “I’m ready to take my panties off when you are.”

“I’m not wearing any panties,” I said.

She burst out giggling. “I didn’t think of that one properly. I meant I’m ready when you are.”

“Let me get my equipment while you find something sexy to wear.”

She beamed and got right to work. I headed into my bedroom and found the lighting equipment and also the camera. I returned shortly after, and my eyes landed on my sister wearing a red, crotchless lingerie with open cups, leaving nothing to the imagination. My face flushed as she gave me a seductive smile and playfully tossed aside a pair of lacy panties. “I won’t be needing these.”

It was something different seeing her nude in front of me compared to on a camera, and she looked even sexier before my eyes as her lustrous blonde hair adorned her frame. I was lost for words, my eyes sweeping over her.

“How do I look?” she asked and twirled on her foot, so her blonde hair fluttered.

“Gorgeous,” I said. It was getting hot in here.

“Give me a sec, I’ll put some makeup on.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I set up the light equipment and pulled the curtains together.

She stepped out of the bathroom with rosy lips, perfectly lined eyes, and thick, dark lashes. The makeup added a finishing touch to her already stunning appearance. “Better?”

“It’s like the icing on the cake.”

“I prefer pies … ” she said and reached down to her crotch, “creampies.”

Her comment made me chuckle. “I prefer fruits … Peaches and mangoes to be precise.”

We ended up giggling. “I love your laugh … Now what do you want to see?” she asked and twirled her hair on her finger. Truth be told, just seeing her nude was all that I wanted.

“Let’s try to redo a couple of the photos you shot. I also have an idea, skip the dildos and toys for some photos and let’s go for some household objects, but we have to upload them somewhere else.”

“You’re a smartass for reading their TOS. I found out the hard way.”

“Did you get a strike?” I asked her, which wasn’t the best start.

“Yeah, but I explained to them that I didn’t know. Christy and I uploaded nude beach photos. I didn’t know their mods would throw a hissy fit at me.”

“You can upload those photos elsewhere as a teaser though.”

“I didn’t think of that, but good point.”

“Should we dive in,” I said and held up the camera.

“This time, not we but my fingers will,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

I was surprised when she hopped onto the bed and spread her legs for me. I thought at first it would feel a bit awkward to take photos of my nude sister, but I ended up becoming more aroused than earlier. It felt so natural to work with her as well.

I couldn’t help but feel a mix of emotions – excitement, arousal, and a sense of familiarity. This was my sister, after all, the person I grew up with, shared secrets with, and now we were about to do something completely different from our usual lives.

“Stick your finger in a bit deeper,” I told her.

She spread her legs and pushed her finger into her slit. “Like that?”

“Perfect,” I said.

She let out a soft moan as she slid her finger in and out, adjusting her position to make herself more comfortable. I focused on capturing the perfect shots, adjusting the lighting and angle to emphasize the sensuality of the moment. With each click, I felt a thrill of anticipation, knowing that these images would be the start of something new and exciting.

“That’s some great pics,” I said and snapped some more as she showed her wet fingers into her mouth.

“Do you think I should take off my lingerie?” she asked after sucking her fingers.

“Not yet,” I said. “Make some dildos wet first.”

“I’m super comfy here, can you grab the box for me? It’s in the closet.”

I went to the closet and opened it. I thought she would have it hidden somewhere, but it was right in front of me. “Uh, you aren’t afraid of our mother finding it?”

“Why?” she asked me funnily. “Our mother has dildos too.”

“How do you know?” I asked and glanced over my shoulder.

“Because I borrowed the first dildo I used from her.”

“No comment,” I said, making her laugh. I reached for the purple one, and based upon the consistency, I could tell that she hadn’t properly washed it. Although, I considered her juices perfectly clean. “Catch.”

I tossed it to her, and she caught it. I jumped onto her bed and found the best angle. “Spread your legs a bit more,” I told her and got so close I could feel her honeyed scent. She made my mouth salivate and my cock was about to break through the zipper. “That’s perfect. Make sure to look horny now.”

“I don’t have to, I am,” she said. She wasn’t kidding with that one as she rubbed the dildo along her pussy, flitting her eyes to the camera lens. She definitely wasn’t a novice, knowing how to keep eye contact with the camera. I took multiple photos. My favorite was when she slid the dildo deep inside, and she let out a moan. I captured the perfect moment and gave her a thumbs-up. Her face was flushed and her breaths were heavy as she continued to pleasure herself with the dildo. I couldn’t help but notice the desire in her eyes, the same desire that I felt for her. The image of my sister being aroused, experimenting, and sharing this intimate side of herself with me was exhilarating.

“It’s unbelievable how sexy you look,” I said. I took a couple of breaks now and then to look at her boobs and womanhood, but I was proud of myself that I had concentrated well by now.

“Do you want to take a break?” she asked and licked the sides of the dildo.

“Sure,” I said.

“Be a good little brother and put it back,” she said.

I looked at the dildo, dripping with her saliva and juice. I reached for it. “Is that how you always clean them?”

“Uh-huh … including our mother’s.”

“No comment.”

After I put it back in her naughty box, we sat on the edge of the bed together, and she inched her almost nude hips closer to mine. I was hesitant to call that lingerie for clothing. I held up the camera for her, and she scrolled through the photos. Her eyes widened. “Wow … That’s one hell of a difference.”

“Yeah, there’s a reason why professional photographers charge a fortune for wedding pics.”

She draped her hand over my shoulder, and I didn’t mind having her sticky hand on my flesh. “You can even see the beads on my little lips.”

“Yeah … it’s really sexy,” I said, and we exchanged glances. I felt sparks, and by the look in her eyes, I knew she experienced them too.

“Anything else you want to see?” she asked.

“I think we can film some masturbation scenes too. I promise your fans will appreciate higher quality films more than the grainy ones.”

“Most girls I follow just use their phones though.”

“And how many fans do they have?”

“Touché … Not many,” she admitted.

“Right,” I said. “For free, I can find high-quality content on any traditional tube site, so that’s who we are competing against.”

“I liked that you said we now.”

I chuckled. “Yeah … I suppose we are a team now.”

“High five,” she said, and I high-fived her, the smack so satisfying it made her tits jiggle.

She went back into position, and she spread her legs wide open for me. I found the perfect angle and smashed the rec button. She started gently rubbing herself. Her eyes locked onto the camera lens, creating an intense, intimate atmosphere as I watched her fingers glide along her flesh. The moment she slid her finger inside herself, her eyes rolled back and she groaned, clearly savoring her pleasure. I wanted to reach out and touch her there, to feel her heat and the quiver of her muscles as she reached closer to climax.

As she continued to pleasure herself, the rhythm of her hips became more pronounced, and I could see the excitement building in her face. Her breaths quickened, her chest heaving, and her eyes shone with lust. My cock throbbed against the zipper, and the scent of her sweet flavors filled the room along with the sound of her masturbating.

Suddenly, she made a break from her previous rhythm, thrusting her hips harder and faster, her fingers disappearing and reappearing. Her moans became deeper, her body writhing in an unquenchable surge of ecstasy.

I watched in awe as her wet fingers danced along her sensitive flesh, stroking and sliding inside her. Her skin glistened with a sheen of sweat, mingling with the honeyed evidence of her arousal, spreading across her thighs and abdomen. My cock throbbed harder than ever, my body reacting to the raw sensuality of the scene before me.

And then, as if all the tension had been building up to this moment, she let out an earth-shattering moan, her hips bucking wildly, and her body shivering in a powerful orgasm. Her face filled with pleasure, her eyes wide and shining, she rode out the waves of ecstasy. As she came down from her climax, she collapsed onto the bed, her chest heaving.

Glancing at her wet fingers, she started licking and sucking them, one by one. My eyes widened as I witnessed my older sister orgasm for the first time in my life. “Geeze,” I said. I lowered the camera from my face and saw her cheeks pinkening.

“I can be really loud,” she said demurely.

“That was real, right?”

“I’m not good at faking stuff,” she said. “I’m just blessed with horny hormones and abnormal needs.”

I chuckled. Earlier, I didn’t think my sister could be any hotter, but she proved me wrong.

We sat on the edge of the bed and watched the masturbation scene together. She inched her warm hips closer to mine, and she placed her wet hand on my thigh.

“Wow,” I said. “This is really good.”

“You think so?”

“Uh, yeah?” I said as she reached the peak. I could listen to her moan for the rest of my life.

She wasn’t the only one with needs, and I noticed she started glancing at the center of my pants a bit more than usual. I tried to ignore it, and I glanced at the clock. “Should we do some shampoo stuff before we move on to dinner?”

She nodded. “I know which one,” she said. Eagerly, she jumped out of bed and skipped to her bag. She stood bent at the waist and flashed me her ass. Even if it wasn’t as big as Mom’s, it was incredibly beautiful and curvy. She reached for the So Sexy Shampoo, and I smiled at her humor.

“That’s perfect,” I said.

We went over the same process again, and I filmed every angle and scene as she rubbed the bottle all over her slit. “Can you push it in?” I asked.

She nodded, sinking her teeth into her lips as she slowly worked the shampoo bottle inside, stretching her vagina. “Wow,” I mumbled as I kept shooting photos of her. I came to a point where I started feeling so painfully hard that I needed a break. 

After the photoshoot, we sat together. I felt a bond with her that I hadn’t felt before. We looked at the photos and films, and she smiled. “The clips are way longer though,” she said.

“I’ll edit them after dinner,” I said, patting her thigh.

“I can definitely trust you when it comes to editing,” she said. She leaned to the side and wrapped her arms around my waist in a sideways hug, pressing her bare breasts against my chest. “You’re the best.”

“You’re equally as sweet, Alina, and you know it.”

She sighed in relief. “It didn’t take longer than a minute to realize how much I’ve missed you.”

“I feel you,” I said, stroking her back. “Sometimes a break doesn’t hurt though.”

“Yeah, but two years … I take back what I said yesterday about sorting myself out. Mom was also right, I had way too high hopes.”

“Nothing wrong with being ambitious … You know what, let’s make a goal of making a living out of this,” I said.

We exchanged exciting glances. “That’s my dream,” she said in a hushed voice.

I took her honey-covered hand and gave it a squeeze. “Let’s make it come true.”

She leaned closer to my cheek and pressed her lips to them. It was a sweet yet tender kiss with hints of her arousal as she’d licked her fingers and dildos earlier. I didn’t complain at all about her magical lips. “What do you want for dinner?”

“Surprise me,” I said. “I’ll be in my room in the meantime.”

“Alright, I’ll hop into some clothes and have a surprise ready for you downstairs. But give me an hour. I have to shower, otherwise our mother will notice.”

“That’s fine,” I said. I rose to my feet and grabbed the lighting equipment. It took a while to set it up, but Mom would obviously be suspicious if she noticed. I took it all back with me to my room and plopped down on my computer chair.

I noticed that I had gotten a text from Kyle. I read it. “I’m sorry for earlier.”

It was the lousiest apology I’d ever seen. I didn’t want to waste my time on him anymore. “I meant what I said. I’m out.”

“The website is down, can you help?”

“Do it yourself and don’t contact me again,” I said and blocked his number. I tossed my phone back onto the desk. I felt a strong relief. I didn’t want anything to do with them again.

* * *

“Alex!” Alina shouted. “Dinner’s ready!”

I had been editing for close to an hour, so I was curious to see what she’d prepared. “A sec,” I called back. I finished up some final touches before heading downstairs. The table was set with grilled steaks and fries.

“That took you an hour?” I asked, surprised.

“No,” she chuckled. “I showered and baked some cookies. Thought we could have them with ice cream.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, taking a seat at the table.

She was wearing a mini skirt and a top, looking cheerful as she served the steak onto my plate, humming a happy tune. The aroma of the grilled steak was mouth-watering. “This looks amazing,” I said.

“I’m glad you like it,” she said, sitting down across from me.

We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes, savoring the meal. The steak was perfectly cooked, and the fries were crispy and golden. “You’ve really outdone yourself,” I said, wiping my mouth with a napkin.

Alina beamed at the compliment. “Thanks, Alex. I wanted to make something special since you’re helping me out so much.”

“No problem,” I said.

We dug in. I cut into the steak, and the pink juices pooled onto the plate. It was absolutely perfect and tender, and I gave her a well-deserved thumbs up. “Good job, sis,” I said.

“Mom has gotten a competitor, hasn’t she?”

“Looks like it,” I said.

“I love steaks,” she said after a bite. “Unfortunately, we couldn’t afford it when I was living with Christy.”

“What did you eat?”

“Pizzas and stuff,” she said with a giggle.

“That’s fine,” I said.

We finished dinner, and she was sweet enough to take all the dishes and clean the table. We ended up on the sofa, and she came over with two bowls of strawberry ice cream and a basket of cookies topped with flakes of salt and caramel. I took a cookie and dipped it in the ice cream. I took a bite, and the cookie had the perfect blend of saltiness and sweetness. She sure knew how to bake. She broke the cookie into several pieces and sprinkled it over her ice cream. “This is way better than the way you’re eating it.”

“No,” I said with a laugh.

She lifted the spoon to my lips. “Oh yeah, want proof?”

“You’re damn right I do,” I said. I opened my mouth, and she spoon-fed me a spoonful of ice cream and cookie crumbs.

“It’s tasty regardless,” I said, resorting to my own method of dipping the cookie into the cream.

Now that I had seen her lick a wet dildo, I couldn’t get the images out of my head. The way she sucked and licked the spoon, I didn’t only think of the dildo, but my cock.

“What are you thinking of?” she asked, giving me a look.

“Just something… Time can change quite quickly,” I admitted.

“Yeah… for the better,” she said with a chuckle.

“Did you think about me helping you before?”

“The first day I started,” she said. “I knew you had a knack for cameras and all that.”

“You aren’t bothered by me being your brother?”

She shook her head. “If you weren’t my brother, I would be depressed,” she said firmly.

I smiled at her. “I feel the same about you.”

“Be honest,” she said, and I believed she would take the conversation in a taboo direction. “What do you think of lesbian or solo stuff?”

It wasn’t exactly what I thought she would say. “Uh… It’s nice and hot, but it’s kind of like looking at a nice skatepark but no one’s riding it.”

She chuckled and spilled some cream over her chin, trickling down to her cleavage. “Sorry,” she said, laughing and trying to wipe it off.

“I can help,” I said, reaching for a napkin and dabbing it to her neck.

“A bit lower,” she said with a grin, licking the cream from her lips like a tease. I went a bit lower, cleaning the upper part of her breasts. The way they kept jiggling was mesmerizing, and I didn’t have to use my imagination since I knew what they looked like.  I decided to go slightly deeper, hearing her sweet giggle which sounded like bird songs.

I crumpled the napkin and looked at her. “So, now you’re clean.”

“You could have gone a bit deeper if you wanted to,” she said.

“Maybe another day,” I said with a laugh. “We’ve done quite a lot already.”

“I suppose,” she said and continued to shovel ice cream into her mouth.

After we had finished the ice cream, we heard Mom pull in. She opened the door and called for us. “Alina, Alex, are you there?”

“Out here, Mom,” Alina shouted.

She strode toward us and beamed upon seeing us sitting so tightly together. Taking off her shades, she wore a pencil skirt and a cropped blouse. “What kind of ice cream are you eating?” she asked, placing her hand on her hip.

“Strawberry,” Alina said. “I also baked some cookies.” She grabbed one and gave it to Mom. Mom took a bite, and crumbs fell into her cleavage.

“Wow, Alina,” Mom said, covering her mouth, “you’ve really nailed it with this recipe.”

“Thank you,” Alina said. “They taste best with ice cream, but sadly, we’ve eaten it all.”

“Don’t worry, my sister fed me well,” she said. “Can I please take a photo of you two? You look so cute together.”

Alina and I exchanged glances, her smile infecting me. “That’s fine,” I said. We were already sitting hip to hip, so we just had to drape our arms over each other’s shoulders and glance at the camera. Mom took a minute or two to find the best angle, and then she took the photo.

“Can I cut in?” she asked, and we moved aside as she plopped down in the middle. I drew in a deep breath; my mom wore the same floral perfume as always. It was sweet enough to attract any man, and it didn’t feel forbidden to think that way after spending half the day taking photos of my sister.

“Mom, I like your perfume,” Alina said.

“I got a bottle for you,” she said and patted her daughter’s thigh. “But first, look at this photo.”

We saw the photos, and both Alina and I agreed. “Wow, I love it,” Alina said, glancing at me. “We do look cute together.”

“You know what,” Mom said, lowering the phone. “I’ll print it, frame it, and hang it somewhere.” She patted her daughter’s thigh. “As a warm welcome to having you back here.”

Alina gave her a sideways hug. “Thank you.”

“So, kids, what have you been up to?” Mom asked, taking my hand and looking around. “You aren’t hiding any bruises or wounds from your mom, eh?”

“Ugh,” I said and felt a bit uncomfortable as she looked around. I had an erection that refused to abate, and I hoped she hadn’t spotted it. I also couldn’t lie to her, but my testicles were in deep pain. “I had to bail … The session was cut short.”

“What happened?” Mom asked.

“My patience has its limits,” I told her. “I won’t ever call them again.”

“I see,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “Maybe you should just take a break from skating and find a girl to hang out with. How about beach volleyball?”

“Yeah that’s fine,” I said. “But not every skater is like that though.”

“I know,” she said and patted my thigh. Right when she did so, it was right on the tip. I thought she noticed since she moved her hand back. Luckily, she played it off before my cheeks would flush. “There are good and bad apples.” She turned to her daughter. “And you, tell me about your adventure. How’s Olivia doing?”

“We managed to buy a skirt and that’s it,” Alina explained. “She got a terrible tummy ache, and she had to leave. Although she DMed me earlier, she’s fine now.”

“You’ve both been unlucky today,” Mom said, folding her legs and flashing her marvelous thighs, which her pencil skirt hugged like a second skin.

“No,” Alina said firmly. “This has been the best day of my life.”

“Tell me about it,” Mom said.

“Quality time with my brother that I have missed more than I imagined.”

“Yeah,” I said, exchanging glances with her. “We did stuff together.” I hoped I didn’t sound too awkward.

“That’s why you looked so cute together when I came,” Mom said proudly. “Tomorrow, will you go to the beach then? Maybe you can teach your sister how to ollie.”

“What do you say?” I asked Alina.

“I’m up for it,” she said with a cryptic wink. It was clear we had something else planned for tomorrow. My arousal didn’t get any better after Mom joined us, but I tried to restrain myself as well as possible. We sat and spoke about life till it was getting late. Even if Mom had been gone for an entire day, she didn’t ask for a moment for herself. She wanted to spend time with us. It was one of her traits that I deeply admired about her.

Eventually, I found an excuse to go upstairs. The pain had become so unbearable, that I knew I had to masturbate one way or the other. I sat down in my chair, but when I was about to type in the website, I became stuck. I had access to my sister’s OnlyFans, and just when I thought about it, I felt a forbidden thrill unlike any other. I wondered how it would feel to masturbate to her, letting out those forbidden dreams. It felt incredibly good already as I considered it, and after ten minutes of debating myself, I didn’t do my testicle any favor. They started cramping up, and I quickly made a decision. I opened up my Sister’s Pink Secret and felt already relieved. I chose the freshest clip. The one where she masturbated with a dildo in the shower.

Standing up, I unzipped the zipper and freed my erection from its confines. Slumping down in my chair, I started stroking myself, my eyes narrowing on my older sister, her breasts, her pink pussy, and the way she moaned. “Gosh,” I murmured to myself as I had never felt anything so intense in my life.

As my hand moved up and down, stroking my erection in rhythm with the scene unfolding before me, I found myself getting more and more aroused. My breathing grew heavier, and I could feel sweat breaking out on my forehead. Alina’s tight, pink pussy and the sight of her moaning as she pleasured herself seemed to ignite a flame within me, and all my inhibitions melted away.

It didn’t take many strokes for me to reach the peak, but when I did, I let out a moan that was probably louder than my sister’s. I shot ropes of cum over my waist all the while my eyes were fixed on my older sister. I slowed down the stroking, milking the climax as it spilled over my fingers.

Catching my breath, I glanced at my waist which was covered in semen. The sight made me arch an eyebrow in surprise. I had never fired a load like that. I looked back at the clip of my sister masturbating. To my surprise, I didn’t feel any guilt. I wanted more.

“Knock, knock, you there?” Alina asked.

I jumped. “Hold on,” I said.

“Okay,” she said.

I sighed a breath of relief as she didn’t just storm in. I took three tissues and started wiping it off my waist, but it wasn’t enough. I took three more and tossed them in the bin.

“Alex, what’s taking so long?”

“A minute,” I said. I pulled my pants up and opened the door.

She tried to suppress her grin but didn’t do a good job at it. “What were you doing?”

“Nothing,” I said, but didn’t sound so convincing.

“Yeah right … Can I come in?”

“Sure,” I said and let her step in.

“Mom is taking a shower, so I guess we can talk,” she said.

I sat down next to her, and it felt so much better after I’d jacked off. I didn’t have to worry about hiding my erection any longer. “So, have you thought about what we talked about earlier … of shooting some scenes together?”

“You have to give me time,” I said.

“Okay,” she said. “Something tells me you’ve had enough time.”

“What makes you say that?”

“Were you masturbating to me?” she asked and held my gaze.

“No.”

“Why are you lying?” she asked and placed her hands on her hips. She glanced at the computer. “Because it seems like you forgot to close the tabs.”

I glanced at the computer and her masturbation clip was still playing, and my blush spread like wildfire. “I was just … preparing to edit your video.”

“That’s the finished clip you dork,” she said. “There’s cum on your keyboard, and I can smell it on your fingers.”

“Fine, I did,” I said and lowered my eyes. “But that was the first time.”

“How did it feel?” she asked, taking my hand, the same hand I had masturbated with.

“It felt quite good,” I admitted, and knew I was starting to develop feelings for her that I’d never felt before.

“I want to come clean too … I have also masturbated to you before.”

“When?”

“Years ago … I’ve always found you attractive, like my dream boyfriend, if that makes sense.”

“You’re brave for telling me,” I said.

“Do you feel the same?” she asked.

“I’m starting to,” I said and looked into her eyes. “I mean I’ve always found you attractive, but not in that way.”

“I see,” she said. “I always thought you were the adventurous kind.”

I laughed. “I am … But it’s not just the related part but also to show my dick online. We can’t let anyone figure out that I’m your brother. There’s a law we have to follow as well.”

“I say screw the law,” she said.

“Until the law screws us,” I reminded her.

“No one has to find out,” she said.

“I get that part,” I said. “Let me sleep on it, okay?”

“Fine,” she said. “Have you edited the clips?”

“They’re finished,” I said. “I’ll send them to you afterward.”

“You’re the best,” she said and gave me a sideways hug. “A kiss …. On the lips?”

I glanced at her tempting lips, painted with strawberry pink lipstick. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers. It made my temperature spike and it was powerful enough to knock me out. We both pulled our heads back and smiled at each other.

“Sweet dreams,” she said.

“You too,” I said.

She jumped to her feet and went out of my bedroom.
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I was dreaming. And it wasn’t any kind of dream. It was a slideshow featuring my sister and me. How we used to play when we were younger and how we grew up. We were young and adventurous, traveling together and playing together. On a road trip across the country, we tented outside. She fumbled for my belt, saying it would be alright in her soothing voice. I kept glancing out the windows, making sure no one was watching, but in the end, I couldn’t resist her curiosity. She brought out my erection, and we exchanged glances. I yielded to her experienced hands and her wet, soft mouth.

It felt like slow motion as she swallowed my erection, gliding it to the back of her throat. I moaned softly, feeling her throat muscles contract around my sensitive head. I closed my eyes and heard her slobbering and slurping over my erection. She sucked so well, and in the end, I couldn’t hold anything back.

* * *

I snapped awake. I kept firing bullet after bullet, even hearing how the cum splashed against the sheets, soaking it thoroughly. My head slumped back, and I looked around. “It was just a wet dream,” I mumbled to myself. “God … I wish it was real,” I thought, wanting to throw away all the cultural norms. I hadn’t gotten a blowjob in weeks, but that dream felt different.

“Knock, knock, are you awake, sleepyhead?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Can I come in?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. She opened the door. Wearing a skirt and a white top, she beamed at me.

“No, I wasn’t masturbating,” I told her.

She stifled a giggle. “I wasn’t going to ask that … When did you start to sleep so long?”

“How late is it?” I asked her.

“It’s like twelve,” she said.

“That’s not late,” I said.

“Maybe not for you, but it’s late when you’re working as a waitress,” she said. “Mom’s gone. I got some waffles from the nearby café.”

“You were there already?” I asked her.

“I woke up like two hours ago … Come on, I want to spend time with you,” she said.

“Give me a sec,” I said. She closed the door, and I was grateful for that wet dream. I had cum all over me that I had to clean. After cleaning myself, I crumpled the paper and threw it in the bin. I put on shorts and a shirt and hurried down the stairs. She sat outside on the terrace and waved at me. The table was already set with golden waffles covered in syrup and whipped cream.

I sat down next to her, and she filled my glass with orange juice. “Thanks,” I said.

She patted my back. “You’re welcome … These are so yummy.”

“They look fine to me,” I said.

She nudged me with her elbow and gave me a look as if I’d offended her. “What? They do look fine.”

“They’re divine,” she said. “Have a bite.”

I sliced the waffle with a good amount of syrup and whipped cream. I had a taste, and it was delicious. “So?” she asked.

“It’s divine,” I said and took another bite.

“Told you,” she said as we kept eating.

While we ate, I noticed she looked more excited than usual. “What’s going on?” I asked her.

“I have a surprise,” she said and held up her finger. She brought out her tablet and tapped around. Then she showed me a shampoo clip on Reddit and the comments. “They loved it.”

“We nailed it,” I said. I read the comments, and all of them agreed that my sister was a gem.

“I gained like forty new fans … I’ve never gotten so many in a day,” she said.

“I’m optimistic about this too,” I said.

“You have some great ideas I haven’t even thought about … But I’m sure they want to see a dick more.”

“So do I,” I admitted.

“So, are you down for it?” she asked me.

I turned into a coward again. “Can we talk about it later?”

“What later?” she asked, giving me a disappointed look. “You had all night.”

“Come on, twenty-four hours ago, I didn’t even know you were doing this,” I told her.

“Fine,” she said. “Do you have any ideas for photos?”

I took another bite of the waffle. “Let’s brainstorm together after we’ve eaten.”

She smiled, looking relieved. “Deal.”

After we finished, we cleared the table. We slumped down together on the outdoor sofa, hip to hip. We had the tablet in front of us and took notes. It felt extra naughty and special doing this with her.

She tapped her finger on her chin. “Do you have any ideas?”

“I’m thinking,” I said, looking at her and then the grass. “I love outdoor stuff. But we have to make sure that it’s a part of our property.”

“I know,” she said. “Ugh, I hate censorship.”

“We all do,” I said and agreed fully with her. 

“What porn is your favorite?” she asked curiously.

“I like HD and outdoor stuff … The more natural the better, but that’s just my opinion. People have different tastes obviously. And you?”

She looked at me and her cheeks pinked suddenly. “I like stepsister stepbrother videos … especially the ones where they just call each other brother and sister.”

“I have watched a lot of step porn too,” I admitted.

“What’s your favorite, mom or sis?”

“I’ve watched both categories equally.”

“Do you think Mom is pretty?”

“Of course I do, she’s our mom.”

“Pretty in what way?”

“Pretty as in pretty,” I told her. “I think we’re going off track here.”

She looked at the lawn. “Do you think they’ll give us a strike for filming on our lawn? It’s our property, after all.”

“Hardly,” I said. “It’s not outdoor stuff they’re against but public property. When I did some research, I read about someone just naming everything their backyard, and she hadn’t caught heat from them.”

She chuckled. “The Grand Canyon is my backyard.”

“That will be a bit difficult to prove,” I said. “But it should be safe here.”

“Something on the grass. It feels just nice being nude outside,” she said.

“It is liberating,” I said and suddenly there was a lightbulb over my head. “Do you know what, I got it. Since you’re already wearing a skirt, instead of taking it off, you can masturbate while wearing it. That will be insanely hot.”

“I like the sound of that,” she said.

“And you shouldn’t wear any panties,” I told her.

She gave me a mischievous grin. “Lift the skirt.”

I looked at her and slowly lifted it, inch for inch, till I saw her glistening slit. She was going commando, and she tried to stifle a chuckle. “You’re well prepared.”

“Dildos or fingers?”

“We can do both,” I said.

“Okay, fix the camera and I’ll get my stash.” We went up the stairs and gathered our equipment. I got the camera ready and chose the lens for outdoor filming. I went downstairs as she came with two of her sex toys.

She looked around the hedges, making sure no one could see us. “The coast is clear,” she said. “I can’t see anyone.”

“Our neighbors to the left are on vacation and the other couple is working,” I said. “You can be as loud as you want.”

“No moaning, no climax,” she said.

“First, let’s snap some photos before moving on to the film. Start by the flowers, pretending to do some gardening.”

“Alright,” she said. She started toward Mom’s flowers and stood bent at the waist, pretending to smell them. While she leaned over, I could fully see her gorgeous butt. I snapped several photos as she flashed her rear toward the camera, wiggling her ass. Despite the wet dream, I popped wood instantly, my cock was about to break past the zipper. I wanted to grab her hips and thrust into her. She was like a forbidden fruit.

“Bend over a bit more, show me that arch in the back,” I told her.

She did exactly what I told her, arching her back forward. “Better?”

“Amazing,” I said. “Spread your legs a little bit … Nice.”

“How about you stick a rose in my ass?” she asked, twisting her neck.

I blinked at her. “Sure, as long as the stem won’t be too long.”

She stifled a chuckle. “I already thought of that one.” She broke off the stem of a rose so it was only an inch long. She made sure to lick it with her tongue. She handed it to me. “Slowly.”

“I wasn’t going to ram it in you,” I said. I put the camera on the grass. She bent over and held onto a nearby tree. I reached her left ass cheek, which was warm and soft. I slowly spread them, revealing her rosebud. I was a bit clumsy and struggled to insert it.

“Use your thumb and index finger to spread the hole,” she helped me.

“There we go,” I said, spreading her puckered hole a bit. I slid in the stem and slowly let go of her. “Damn, that’s sexy.”

“I told you,” she said happily.

I quickly grabbed the camera and snapped several photos. “How does it feel to have it in your ass?”

“I barely feel anything,” she said. “I can stick an entire dildo in there.”

My cock twitched, and I felt a stabbing pain in both of my testicles. “Do you want to see?”

She stood next to me, and her smile widened for every photo. She pressed her lips to my cheeks. “It’s so much more fun to work together on something than alone.”

“I agree,” I said. “We should save the rose for your pussy as well.”

She backed her ass against my crotch. “Pull it out.”

I spread her beautiful ass cheeks and slowly pulled the rose out. “There we go,” I said and put it on the grass. “For the filming, start with the water can, spill on your clothes, take off your top and then water the flowers and show your ass.”

“Sure … But after that I want to masturbate.”

“Sure thing,” I said and couldn’t wait.

She filled the water can with water and spilled some on her clothes. “Whoops,” she said. She pulled the top over her head and unhooked the hooks of her bra, freeing her teardrops. She went to the flowers, her tits jiggling. She leaned over and watered the roses. I went closer to her behind, so the camera could see her peach. I reached to her ass, spreading her cheeks a little, and she turned around, giggling.

“That’s perfect,” I said.

“You don’t think it should be longer?”

“Nah, it’s short and sweet, perfect for a teaser,” I said.

She draped her arm over my shoulder and we watched it together. She accidentally touched my bulge, and unlike Mom, she gave me a look.

“Does it excite you?” she asked.

“You felt it yourself,” I told her.

“You can open up to me,” she said, twirling her hair on her finger.

“You know you’re hot,” I told her.

“I just want to hear you say it,” she said in a husky voice, placing her hands on my shoulders. “It makes one hell of a difference.”

“I already told you once,” I said. I found it difficult to concentrate as my eyes kept trailing down to her breasts.

She gave her titties a gentle lift, making me grin. “Do you want to polish the pearl or?”

“Polish the pearl … that’s a good one. My favorite is petting the kitty.”

She descended onto the grass and spread her legs. I handed her the rose. “Let’s take some photos with the rose.”

Smiling, she gently inserted the rose into her slit. She looked magical as she leaned back. I snapped several photos of her. My arousal came at me in full swing, and I hadn’t felt so horny in my life. She spread her legs, spreading her flowery scent. I shifted a little where I sat, trying to find the best photos while at the same time dealing with a sudden, unpredictable pain.

“Are you alright?” she asked me in a worried tone.

“I’m fine,” I said, but she looked at me suspiciously.

“Okay … it looks like you’re trying to hold something in.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “Where’s your dildos?”

“On the sofa,” she said.

“I’ll fetch them for you,” I said. I rose and tried to move my erection aside. I was surprised by the hardness, and there were already several drops of precum sliding down the shaft. I grabbed her dildo and gave it to her. “I’ll start filming you, deepthroat it, stick it inside and then deepthroat it again.”

She grinned. “That’s my favorite,” she said and unplugged the rose. She leaned forward, making me come face to face with her rack. Being so full of life and ideas, she slid it behind my ear. “There you go.”

“Thanks,” I said.

She reached for the dildo and deepthroated it. I filmed her and drank her in at the same time, mesmerized by the way the dildo disappeared down her throat. She moaned around it, the sound making my arousal grow even more intense. When she pulled it back out, I could see that it was glistening with saliva.

“I’m so horny,” she said to the camera, her voice husky.

I nodded, still unable to speak. My excitement was bordering on the unbearable, but I wanted to watch her, to see her pleasure. I watched as she removed the dildo from her mouth and slid it between her legs. She moaned loudly as she thrust it in and out, her eyes closed in pleasure. Her breasts heaved with each movement, and her eyes fluttered open to catch my gaze. A sultry smile spread across her face, the dildo glistening with her wetness.

I captured the scene of her playing with the dildo. It looked so artistic amid the emerald grass and the sun lighting up her hair. A couple of butterflies fluttered past her, and I made sure to snap a photo when one landed right on her boob.

She spread her legs wide open, and I crawled closer to her honeypot. Her sexy slit just kept lubricating as the dildo kept disappearing inside her.

“Okay, sis, we can take a break,” I told her. I had to put the camera down to wipe the sweat from my brow. My erection was throbbing, and the pre-cum was dripping even more now, making my shorts wet.

She looked at me, still panting from her pleasurable moments with the dildo. I sat down next to her, and I showed her the photos and the flicks. “Wow,” she said. “It looks so pretty outdoors.”

“I agree,” I said. “You look like a gem.”

“Do you know what I’m feeling when I see this?” she asked.

“Tell me,” I said and leaned against her shoulder.

“Just take a trip somewhere,” she said. “We could have so much fun together.”

“What stops us?” I asked her, looking her in the eyes. “You aren’t a lazy pot smoker, so our plans can actually be realized.”

She chuckled. “You’re forgetting one thing. I am broke.”

“You haven’t managed to save anything?”

She shook her head. “Christy also owes me money,” she said with a sigh.

“Oh,” I said. “You have my sympathy. Dan borrowed money he never paid back either.”

“It wasn’t weed money though. We’re talking eight grand.”

I frowned. “What the hell did she need that kind of money for?”

“A boob job.”

“Why did you pay her?”

“We were friends then … or I thought we were. We can all make mistakes,” she said. “I’ve learned my lesson.”

I patted her shoulder. “I don’t judge you … You know what, we will succeed. In the coming months, eight grand will be pocket change.”

“I love your confidence,” she said and leaned her head against my shoulder.

“We have something special going on, and you know it.”

“I feel it,” she said and reached my erection, slowly rubbing the head with her thumb. I winced suddenly. There was something in my testicles that wanted to get out. She took my hand. “What’s the matter with you?”

“I think it’s something to do with a skateboard accident … I’m fine.”

“I’m just telling you now, no jokes or anything, I don’t appreciate when you’re holding something in like that. I’m your sister, and I can’t stand seeing you in pain.”

“It’s just something near my leg. It will probably be over soon,” I told her.

“Fine,” she said with an eye roll, but I could tell she didn’t appreciate it.

“Are you ready to pet your kitty?” I asked her and tried to move the conversation to something else.

“I am,” she said. She spread her legs again. I helped her move the skirt up to her thighs, and I also spread her blonde hair in front of her. I gave her a thumbs-up when I had the camera ready.

She licked her fingers, preparing them to enter her womanhood. She suddenly stopped though and flitted her eyes to mine. “Can you please take your shirt off?”

I blinked at her. “Why?”

“It will help me to get off … Don’t give me that look. I do find you attractive.”

“I masturbated to you yesterday, so that’s fair,” I said and pulled the shirt off. It was about time since it was starting to get hot.

She reached out and touched my chest, her fingers grazing my nipples. “Nice … That sure will help,” she said in a husky voice. She went back into position, and I reached for the camera. I felt a thrill unlike any other as her fingers glided down her chest and to her intimate region. She reached her slit and rubbed her finger back and forth her forbidden womanhood.

She began to moan softly, her eyes closed in pleasure. Through the camera, my eyes locked onto her every movement, my cock hardening with every stroke of her fingers. I had a front-row seat to witness her arousal, and it only fueled my own. I had to remind myself to focus on the task at hand, to capture this moment.

She flitted her eyes to the camera. “Oh, I’m so horny,” she said with a giggle. She started raising her pelvis, making her springy beautiful boobs jiggle. My gaze softened as I admired her chest. She truly had one of the most beautiful teardrops I’d ever seen, with a mesmerizing cleavage on top of it, tight enough to catch a needle and warm enough to be wrapped around my cock.

Sinking her teeth into her lips, she slid a finger in and out, so wet it glistened, and my cock just felt so painfully hard that I was about to drop the camera. I started shivering, so I struggled to keep the camera still, knowing it would ruin the perfect shot.

“Oh,” she moaned as she thrust her fingers into her while polishing the pearl on top. “Almost there.”

I continued filming as her breath quickened and her movements became more frantic. The sun beat down on us, casting a golden glow over her glistening skin. Her moans filled the air, a sound of pleasure that mingled with the rustling of leaves in the gentle breeze.

I could feel the heat between us, a heady mix of desire and taboo. Watching her pleasure herself stirred something primal within me. I wanted to reach out and touch her, to feel the slickness of her arousal beneath my fingers. I wanted to part her pussy lips the way she did it, lick all the juices till she squirmed.

As she arched her back in ecstasy, I could see the tension building in her body, coiling tighter and tighter. The breeze carried her arousal around us, a sweet, musky scent that lingered in the air.

She released an earth-shattering moan. She climaxed and reached the big O, moaning to the sky. At the peak of her moan, she quivered and let out a pink squirt. It spilled over her hand and grass.

I felt sweat prickling my neck and dribbling down the sides of my head, and now it felt like two knots were tightening so tight in my testicles that they were about to burst. I squeezed my eyes shut and rolled to the side, dropping the camera.

“Alex, gosh, what’s wrong with you!” she said and broke her horny character immediately. She rolled me over with her sticky fingers while I squirmed in pain, shaking me. “Alex!”

“I hear you,” I said. “Help me up.” I reached her my hand, and she helped me pull to my feet.

I hunched over, clutching my nether region in pain, as I made my way towards the sofa. With a heavy sigh, I plopped down onto the cushions and closed my eyes.

“Is it blue balls?” she asked and shook my shoulders.

“It could be,” I said.

“Mom’s right, you’re stubborn as hell … You don’t leave me with any choice.” She dropped to her knees. Acting swiftly, she unbuckled the belt and unzipped the zipper.

“What are you doing?”

“I can’t watch you in pain. If it is your balls, let me relieve you,” she said.

“Fine,” I yielded. I felt a pain unlike any other, so I couldn’t resist her. After seeing her masturbating nude, I wanted this too, but it felt so taboo and forbidden. She was my older sister, and we’d grown up together. I looked around and started getting paranoid that someone would catch us.

“Relax,” she said in a gentle tone, patting my thigh. She was quick and experienced. I rose a little, so she could pull down my shorts and then my underwear till they fell to my ankles. I sat back down, and she brought out my erection.

Her eyes widened as she studied it. “Good lord,” she said and stifled a chuckle. “You’re fucking big.”

“I’ve heard that one before,” I told her. Suddenly, as my manhood was in her hands, the pain subsided. I couldn’t explain, but I knew the remedy was close. I watched as it unfolded in slow motion. My older sister wrapped her hands around my manhood, preparing to relieve me from this pain.

“Do you want me to be quick, or are you feeling better?”

“I feel a bit better,” I said.

“I’ll just lick it and then I’ll suck you,” she said with a gentle smile, reminding me of how much she loved me.

“Okay,” I said.

She stuck her tongue out and licked the precum. When her tongue hit my shaft, I shivered with pleasure. It was just a gentle touch, but it felt so intense. She slid her tongue up and down before pausing at the head. She swirled her tongue around and stroked me with her soft hand. She flitted her eyes to mine, and no words were needed. She opened her mouth and engulfed the tip, making eye contact all the way. I sighed in relief, seeing the forbidden scene of her mouth covering my cock.

As she continued, our eyes locked, and I could feel the taboo of the act mixing with the desire, creating an even more potent blend. Her head bobbed up and down, her mouth moving in perfect rhythm with her hands. The sensation was both pleasurable and overwhelming, an intense mix of desire and forbidden passion.

I reached down and ran my fingers through her blonde hair, feeling the soft strands tangling around my fingers. Our bodies were now so close as we shared this taboo moment. The sight of my sister releasing me from my pain was too much to bear, and I could feel the waves of ecstasy building up within me.

Cupping her neck, I knew I couldn’t last much longer. As the intense pleasure continued, I shuddered and groaned, struggling to control myself. My sister continued her pace, never breaking eye contact or slowing down.

“I-I’m gonna cum,” I panted, my body tensing up as the pleasure peaked. My older sister smiled up at me, her eyes filled with understanding and love.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, she sucked harder and increased her strokes. She knew what I needed, and it drove me over the edge.

I let out a powerful groan as I came, my body shaking uncontrollably. Her lips tightened around my shaft as I flooded her mouth with my rich cum. I let out a long, steady moan as my cock twitched in her forbidden mouth. She didn’t come off me, still sucking and stroking until every last drop fell down her gullet. Finally, she released me, her smile wider now.

I collapsed back onto the sofa, panting heavily. I didn’t know what to say or feel. It was an intense mix of pleasure, guilt, and arousal that left me feeling overjoyed. My sister continued to stroke me gently, her eyes filled with concern and sympathy.

“Are you okay?” she asked in a low voice.

I raked my fingers through her hair. “Yeah … I feel a thousand times better.”

“It warms my heart to see you pleased,” she said, stroking my thigh as my cock softened in front of her. “No more pain?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

“So, that wasn’t so bad was it?”

“That was the best orgasm of my life,” I pointed out.

“You deserved it,” she said with a chuckle. She pulled up my underwear and shorts, buckling the belt for me. “You’re sweaty.”

“I can take a shower,” I said and wiped my forehead. “We might as well take a break.”

“How about some bathroom pics and then we can take a shared shower?” she asked.

“My sweat won’t bother you?”

She shook her head. “You’re my brother, so I don’t care. As long as you aren’t too numbed from that blowjob.”

“No, it’s fine,” I said. As I fantasized about lathering her in soap, it stirred my cock back to life.

“So, have you thought about being more involved … I think my fans will like your penis. I can blow you anytime you want, and we can have so much hot sex together.”

“Yes, let’s do this,” I said.

She wrapped her arms around me, mashing her tits against my chest. “You’re the best.”

“No … You are,” I said while palming her ass.

She pressed her lips to my cheek. “You sure you weren’t masturbating when you woke up?”

“I wasn’t,” I said truthfully. “I woke up from a wet dream though.”

“Oh, I love wet dreams,” she said. “Who did you get off to?”

“It was you,” I said. “We took a trip across the country and you gave me a head in the middle of our adventure. It felt amazing, but I wished it was real, like now.”

“The real deal is always the best though.”

“Without a doubt,” I said.

We spent a moment looking at the footage before we decided to go upstairs and shoot some bathroom pics and also take the shared shower. I looked forward to both. She took my hand, and we went upstairs. I looked around the bathroom, trying to come up with some ideas. After she’d moved in, the bathroom was so clean and smelled like a garden of roses. The pink towels and soaps added a new color to it. “What have you done here?” I asked her.

“I have just added some perfume, pink towels and new soaps,” she said. “Do you like it?”

“Yeah,” I said and looked around. “It isn’t bad.”

“You look intoxicated,” she said, her eyes sweeping over me.

“You just gave me a magical head,” I told her with a laugh.

“Do you know what feels better,” she said and rubbed herself some more. “This right here.”

I gave her a look. “I can imagine,” I said. “But Alina, seriously, we have to be quiet about this.”

“Hey, I don’t stand with a speaker shouting that I just sucked my brother off.”

“I’m just saying,” I said.

“Alright, what’s the plan before we jump into the shower?”

“Let’s just do something quick … I really want to shower with you.”

“It will be just like when we were young but with a catch. We’re endowed with lust.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said.

“I’m not making you hard again?” she asked with a worried tone.

“Not yet,” I said with a wink.

“You will be,” she said with a wink. The photo shoot went quickly, but it sure has hell turned me on again. She held onto the sink and flashed her ass. I told her to spread her cheeks which she gladly did. Another, she sat on top of the sink and spread her legs, her pussy moistening right before my eyes.

I gave her the shaver and she pretended to shave herself. Everything she did added another inch to my hardening cock.

“By the way, next time I shave, can you shave me?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said. “If you shave me.”

“Deal … Come to think of it, I owe you a haircut.”

I remembered she’d mentioned it earlier. “Now?” I asked her.

“After the shower, I’ll blow dry your hair and cut it for you.”

“Sure,” I said. “But nothing too short.”

“I promise you’ll look good,” she swore.

“Fine … By the way, it would look sexy if you stuck the end of the shaver into your slit.”

She flitted her eyes to mine and turned it around, slowly pushing it inside her pussy. “Like this?”

I nodded and took the camera, snapping several photos of her. “Alright, should we hop in?” I asked her.

She nodded and jumped down from the sink. I put the camera aside and undressed, my cock snapped back as I took off my underwear, bobbing up and down.

“Are you always that horny?” she asked me and stifled a giggle. “I just blew you.”

“You have a special effect on me,” I said as we stepped into the shower together.

“You have the same effect on me,” she said with a wink. She turned on the shower and felt the temperature with her hand. “Is that alright?”

“Sure,” I said and wasn’t that picky when it came to temperature. The steam rose from the tiles, and there was just enough space for both of us.

We stood under the hot water, washing ourselves, but our gaze never left each other’s. We touched each other gently, exploring each other’s bodies as the water rained down on us. We were like two kids again, playful and lost in each other’s eyes.

I couldn’t help but run my fingers through her wet hair and pull her close to me. She leaned in for a kiss, and we shared a passionate moment.

“What’s your hair routine?” she asked, pulling her head back from that little kiss.

I wanted to tongue-kiss her badly. “Just soap or shampoo, I guess.”

“Typical guy answers,” she said. “Can you help me with conditioner after I shampoo my hair? Then I can help you.”

“Sure,” I said and stepped back to watch her.

She slowly reached for the shampoo bottle and lathered up her hair, running her hands through it gently. I couldn’t help but admire the way her wet hair draped over her shoulders, providing a sensual scene to our intimate moment.

As she rinsed the shampoo out, I reached for the conditioner and began to massage it into her hair, my fingers lightly skimming her scalp as I did so.

“Is that okay?”

“Uh-huh.”

I carefully rinsed out the conditioner, watching the water wash away the suds from her hair, revealing her clean locks now slick with water. Her eyes locked with mine, and I could see the desire building between us. My erection kept bumping into her thighs, making her grin widen.

She turned around, beaming as the water streamed down her pretty face. “Let me do yours.”

“Sure,” I said.

Her hands reached for the shampoo bottle. She lathered up her hands and gently massaged my scalp, our bodies pressing against each other under the warm water.

“Just like that,” I murmured, my eyes drifting closed for a moment. It felt orgasmic to have her fingertips near my scalp.

The shampoo slowly washed away, leaving my hair slick and clean. She skillfully rinsed it out, her hands running through my hair with care. As the water cascaded down my back, I just became more turned on, sharing this naughty shower with my sister.

“No blue balls?” she asked me.

“Not quite,” I said.

“But you’re definitely horny.”

“Yeah, you look like a goddess inside here,” I said, trying to wave the steam away that enveloped her beautiful body.

“Do you want to come on me?” she asked flirtatiously.

“That will be nice,” I said without hesitation.

She stood in front of me, her tits warm and soaked. She curled her hands around my cock, looking me in the eyes as she started stroking me. “Don’t be a shy boy now, touch my breasts.”

I reached for her tits, sinking my fingers into them with a loud groan.

“You like my tits?” she asked, her hand still gripping my hard cock.

“Oh, yeah,” I groaned, my eyes never leaving her perfect breasts.

She brought her hand away and began to pump me faster. “I love it when you fondle my breasts,” she said and continuously stroked.

“Ah, sis, keep going,” I said. My hands trailed lower and I cupped her pussy, massaging her lips. “Hmm, Alina.”

“Yeah?” she said.

“That’s so nice,” I said as her hand kept working up and down my cock. Her forbidden hands felt so damn good and thrilling.

“Where do you want to finish?” she asked in a husky voice.

“Your ass would be nice,” I said.

“This will be a bit clumsy, but I should manage,” she said. She turned around and reached me from behind, keeping my cock poised at her butt cheeks.

“You’re doing well,” I said, my hips bucking as my sister’s hand continued to pump my cock. She applied more pressure to my shaft, and I gripped her waist tightly, feeling my climax steadily approaching.

“I’m going to cum,” I warned, my eyes fixated on her wet body.

“Come on your sister,” she purred, her hand speeding up.

And then it happened. My orgasm washed over me, and I moaned loudly as my cock twitched between her fingers. Spurt after spurt of my cum covered her ass, a sight that drove me wild.

As my erection started to soften, I sighed in relief. “You’re the best, Alina,” I said, leaning back as she kept milking me.

“Better than the blowjob?” she asked me, twisting her neck.

“Best handjob I’ve gotten,” I said. “But a head feels better.”

She let go of me and beamed. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her waist to my softening cock. She didn’t give me any warning, she pressed her lips to mine but this time she snaked her tongue inside, and we didn’t break the kiss. Instead, I cupped her cum-covered ass, exploring her curves as we deepened the passionate kiss. I had never kissed my sister so lovingly, but there was passion and warmth.

She came off my lips, and we looked each other in the eyes. It was clear to us that we both had feelings for each other that went a bit deeper than brother and sister.

“You’re an adventurous girl,” I whispered against her lips, pulling back slightly to gaze into her deep blue eyes.

“I like to live on the edge,” she smirked, her teasing words matching her naughty behavior. “I just felt the need to tongue kiss you.”

“I wanted to do so earlier,” I said.

“Better late than never,” she said. “Is there still cum on my ass?”

“I’ll wash it off,” I said. I rubbed and scrubbed her ass till it was glistening clean. “So, sparkling clean.”

She turned off the shower, and we dried each other. She dried my hair a bit more and pulled out the shower chair.

“It was here it all started,” I said and knew that chair would be special forever.

“Yeah, bathroom pics are the best,” she said with a giggle.

I sat down, and she reached for the blow dryer and started drying my hair. As she moved around, her boobs kept jiggling, and my eyes were glued on them throughout the entire time.

When my hair was dry, she secured a barber cape around my neck. “Okay, little brother, time for a haircut,” she said, grinning from ear to ear. She grabbed the hair scissors and carefully began to trim my hair. She was confident and in control, but I didn’t pay much attention to my hair but rather her gorgeous body.

When she finished, she blew dry my hair till my hair was thick and lustrous. “Ta-da! What do you think?”

I looked at my new haircut. It was exactly shoulder-length, but I didn’t see much of a difference. “It looks alright.”

“Come on,” she said eagerly. “You look super sexy.”

“It was only a couple of inches shorter.”

“And it makes one hell of a difference,” she swore.

We suddenly heard Mom open the door. “Alina, Alex?”

“We’re upstairs,” Alina said.

I gave her a look.

“What?” she said.

“Don’t make her come up—we’re both nude for heaven’s sake,” I told her in a hushed voice.

“Okay, can you come down? I want to see you two,” Mom called for us.

“A second,” Alina said.

We rose to our feet, but I lingered behind. Alina opened the bathroom door and peeked down the stairs. She turned to me, signaling that the coast was clear. She snuck into her bedroom, and I went into mine. I put on some fresh clothes, descended the stairs and met Mom. Dressed in a knee-length flowery summer dress, she beamed upon seeing me. “Wow, look at you,” Mom said and raked her fingers through my hair. “Was it your sister?”

“Yeah, she just cut it,” I said. “I don’t see much of a difference though.”

“That’s one big difference,” Mom said as Alina descended the stairs.

“I just cut his hair,” she said proudly.

“I can see that,” Mom said. “Except for being his hairdresser, what have you been up to?”

We exchanged glances. We’d been up to a lot. She’d sucked me off and given me a handjob a couple of minutes ago, but we couldn’t tell her. “Just some fun,” Alina said cryptically.

“We played some games,” I added.

Mom just nodded. “That’s lovely.”

“I’ll start on the dinner and then we can eat together,” she said.

“Fine … Alina, I might need to edit some videos,” I told her.

“That’s okay, I might help Mom with dinner if you need help,” Alina said.

Mom patted her daughter’s back. “There’s nothing that means as much to me as spending time with you two.”

I ascended the stairs. I wasn’t sure if I was getting paranoid but it seemed like Mom was getting suspicious. I uploaded all the clips we’d filmed today and went straight to work.

* * *

It was getting late, and I was sitting in my bedroom, trying to finish editing the clips. A couple of hours ago, we ate some homemade pizza and chatted for a little bit. Mom had become happier ever since Alina had returned. I believed most parents just wanted their children to move out, but our mother was a bit different, a bit sweeter than the average mom.

In addition to editing the clips, I’d also done more research about advertisements. It wasn’t as simple as just filming and shooting nudes. There was a lot more to it since the market was currently oversaturated with sex workers.

As I read the comments, there were several of them asking for more actions. I knew my sister was down for another blow job.

I took a moment to think about it. The way she’d sucked me. It wasn’t just a quick, filthy job—She’d put so much love and effort into it, stroking my thigh and making sure I was alright. My ex had never sucked me like that. Then it was the handjob in the shower where I spray painted her ass white, and also, the passionate kiss. She was my sister, but despite it being taboo, it felt so damn good to be intimate with her. It felt intense and the orgasms were so much stronger, but I wondered how sex would feel, to cum inside her beautiful pussy. I didn’t suppress anything in my mind. Times had changed, and I really wanted it.

Someone knocked on the door and burst my dream bubble.

“Psst! It’s Alina,” she said. “Are you awake?”

“Yeah,” I said, turning around in my computer chair. She opened the door and stepped in, wearing a nightgown without a bra and probably without panties, judging by the sweet fragrance that came from between her legs.

“Mom’s showering. What are you up to?” she asked and massaged my shoulders.

“I’m editing our videos,” I told her, purring as her hands worked the tight knots in my shoulders.

“I think if you can upload the advertisements and snippets, I can take care of the videos on OnlyFans.”

“Sure,” I said, and I looked at her. “Was that all?”

“No,” she said and her lips slid into a grin. “I was wondering if you can do me a favor.”

I took her hand and kissed it. “For the blowjob and handjob, I’ll do anything for you.”

“Can you lick my kitty? I became quite turned on today too, and I sleep better after I climax,” she said.

I nodded. Ever since I’d seen her pussy, I’d wanted to lick her. I only had one concern. “What about Mom? You were quite loud during all your other peaks.”

“You can put a gag in my mouth,” she said.

“I don’t want to do that … That’s not my kink.”

“I was just joking. I don’t even have one,” she said. “It will be quick, and Mom can sometimes shower for like half an hour.”

“Fine,” I said, my mouth salivating just by the thought. It felt like my duty after what she’d given me. “In your bed?”

She nodded eagerly, taking my hand and lifting me to my feet. I followed her inside. Everything inside her bedroom was neat, and it smelled so rosy and sweet. “Even the bed is wrinkle-free,” I said.

“Not any longer,” she said. “It’s time to get filthy.” She pushed the sheets aside and hopped into bed, slumping down onto the pillow. I came crawling between her legs, and we looked each other in the eyes for a moment and giggled.

“I’m just thrilled,” I admitted.

“So am I,” she said. “But seriously hurry up before Mom finishes.”

I listened and could hear our mother hum a melody from her bathroom. I rolled her nightgown up till I gained access to her pussy, my lips softened in a smile as I rubbed it around. She was already glistening wet, and my lips slid into a smile. I leaned forward and laid my tongue flat on her womanhood, stroking her till she moaned.

“That’s it,” she said.

I started on the bottom of her butterfly and licked up to her clit again. I spread her legs and latched my mouth onto her peach, sliding in my tongue as deep as I could. I felt the same thrill as earlier.

Her moans grew more eager, and her hips bucked beneath me, her breaths becoming more ragged. My tongue danced eagerly, exploring every inch of her. I could tell she was soon about to climax. I began to tease her with my tongue, swirling around her clit and dipping into her.

I came off her pussy. “Not so loud,” I told her in a hushed voice.

“Sorry,” she said with blushing cheeks.

I kissed her thighs and toward her pussy. “It’s okay,” I whispered, gently pushing her legs apart. “We’ll have to be quick, like you said.”

She nodded, her eyes gleaming with excitement. I licked my lips, tasting her sweet nectar, and leaned back in. This was the chance to explore every inch of her, to please her just as she had pleased me.

My tongue returned to her most sensitive area, flicking her clit in circles before returning to tease her entrance. Her hips bucked again, and her hands squeezed my shoulders, pleading for more. Her moans grew louder, and she gripped the sheets tightly.

I knew I had to finish her off quickly, as Mom could finish the shower at any moment. My tongue slid inside her, caressing her walls as she rocked her hips against me, desperate for more.

I licked harder, faster, yearning to bring her to climax. Her moans, though still quiet, were becoming slightly louder. “Almost there,” she said as her pussy juices flowed like a river.

Her words prompted me to take action. Finally, I felt the tension in her release, and she shuddered beneath me. She let out a moan which she couldn’t stifle, her chest heaving as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

I could feel the wetness on my face. I’d licked her so much that it had spilled all over me. I loved the taste of her, the sweet nectar that flowed from her pussy.

“Was I too loud?” she asked, her cheeks flushed with passion.

We held our breaths right in the moment our mother turned off the water. “I don’t think so,” I said truthfully.

“I… I don’t know what came over,” she said and looked at me, spreading her lips. “Who taught you to lick a girl like that?”

“My ex loved oral sex,” I said with a wink.

“Oh, well, I think I know what I’ll be getting next time,” she said, her eyes sparkling with desire.

“Sure, but I should get going,” I told her and patted her leg.

“A nighty night kiss,” she said.

I pressed my lips to hers. “Good night, sis.”

“Good night, bro,” she said as I returned to my bedroom with her taste on my tongue and nectar on my face.
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“Ah, Lusty, keep going,” I said. Alina and I were in the bedroom, and Lusty was now her porn name. She had her tits wrapped around my cock, and I filmed as she kept stroking me with her beautiful breasts.

A week ago, she’d given me her first blow job. We’d been working nonstop ever since. Unfortunately, she was on her weekend, so I hadn’t been able to shoot more masturbation pics with her, but we’d taken plenty of nudes and filmed plenty of blowjob scenes. We’d also filmed scenes in the shower where I came all over her ass again.

We currently had six hundred fans. If all those fans stuck around, we would be making six thousand a month. Alina had been surprised by the spike, but I wasn’t. I had told her it was mostly because of our hard work.

I held the camera still, watching through the lens as her oiled-up tits kept rubbing my cock. My hips started bucking, signaling that my climax was right around the corner.

“Feed me your delicious cum,” she said, licking her lips.

Groaning, I reached the peak, spraying it over her neck and cleavage. She let go off her tits, grabbed my cock and covered her breasts with my buttermilk. I captured everything, getting better at holding the camera steady when she made me climax.

She took my cock in her mouth, sucking while giving the camera as much eye contact as possible.

She came off with a smack, letting my cock flop against my thigh.

“Ah, yeah,” I said and groaned in relief. I let go of the camera, and it fell beside us on the bed.

“Did you like that?” she asked me, stroking my thighs.

“Your tits are amazing,” I said and found it difficult to look in her eyes when they were right in front of me.

“I’m not going to bug you with my tits any longer.” As usual, she plopped down next to me, and we watched the clips together. It felt so good to work with her. It just felt special and more intimate. We were siblings, and there was also the taboo aspect of what we were doing. She kept telling me not to be paranoid, but it was a bit difficult to not think of getting caught.

“Wow, my breasts look so much better with oil,” she said.

“They’re amazing either way,” I said and reached for a tit, squeezing it till she giggled.

“Here comes the cumshot,” she said, and we watched as I fired over her neck and breasts. She glanced down and scooped some up with her finger, sucking on it. “Hmm, my brother’s cum.”

I laughed and reached for a towel. “Let me clean you, so we can hug.” I cleaned up the mess on her. She pecked my cheek and gave me a hug.

“Should we check the fans count?”

“Sure,” I said.

She reached for her phone and logged onto OnlyFans. Her eyes widened, and she showed me the numbers. “Wow, seven hundred fans …. I can’t believe it,” she said.

“Huh,” I said and narrowed my eyes on the screen. “It was six hundred yesterday.”

She clapped her hands. “We’re going to become millionaires.”

We were sure heading in the right direction. I draped my arm over her shoulder. “If we continue like this then yeah, we will.”

“You’re really smart to be nineteen,” she said. “I’m envious of you.”

“You’re smart too,” I told her.

“But you’re smarter,” she said. “I knew more than you about this from the start, but now after a week, it feels like you know more than me. All your ideas about advertising on as many sites as possible have been pure genius. I didn’t think I’d ever make it past 4k a month.”

“You have to think outside the box,” I told her. “We can’t be doing what everyone else is doing, or else we won’t be noticed. But, it was your idea to get me involved. I think that’s what’s truly been sparking the enthusiasm.”

“That was a no-brainer,” she said. “Not many of those girls have a guy they can trust …” She lowered her voice to an intimate whisper. “Think if they knew we’re related.”

I felt a shiver down my spine and euphoria wash over me. “We have to keep it quiet,” I reminded her with a smile.

“Come on, you like to live too.”

“I do, but I would rather not get caught.”

“There are no adventures without risks,” she said, and we shared a glance. I couldn’t be more grateful to have grown up with her, and I couldn’t imagine a life without her. Her phone lit up, and she peered at the screen.

“Oh, it’s from our cousin,” she said. “She just got back from a flight. She’s down for lunch.”

Olivia was working as a flight attendant. At the age of nineteen, not many airlines accepted her, but she had landed the job because of her looks and her strong focus on customer service. She was also a team player and easy to work with.

“I haven’t seen her in a while,” I said as images of her rare red hair flashed by.

“It’s because you were busy skating earlier,” she pointed out.

“Let’s catch up with her.”

Alina beamed and wrote back to her quickly. “She asks if you’re still skating. I think she’s been having an eye on you.”

Ever since I’d started working with my sister, I hadn’t thought much about skateboarding. I just needed a little break. I still watched some videos here and there, and every time I saw a waxed ledge or some good stairs, it was impossible not to think of a trick or two. 

“Of course I still do, but now I’ve been busy working with you … Let’s cruise there,” I told her. “I would love to see you ride on a board.”

“Deal,” she said eagerly and slowly put her phone down. “I have to talk about something before we go.”

“I am all ears,” I said, patting her thigh.

“She doesn’t know yet that I’ve been doing OnlyFans. I was about to tell her last time, but our meeting was cut short, unfortunately. I want to tell her. What do you think?”

I mulled it over. I wasn’t comfortable with someone else knowing what we did. But she was our cousin, and I knew we could trust her. “I suppose it won’t hurt … Olivia isn’t a chatterbox after all.” She was a bit quieter than Alina but equally as outgoing and adventurous.

“But there’s a catch,” my sister said. “If we tell her, she’ll see your penis. And she’ll ask about my boyfriend, quote-unquote.”

I looked at Alina long and hard. “I mean … I think we can trust her. What do you think her reaction will be?”

“Wet panties, guaranteed.”

I chuckled. “Come on, be serious.”

“I am,” she said. “Incest is forbidden and hot … Secondly, I’m pretty certain I’ve seen her check you out.”

“That’s just your horny side speaking.”

“Uh-uh,” she said, shaking her head. “I know when a girl checks out a boy … I’m two years older than you, don’t forget that.”

“Two years make one hell of a difference,” I said ironically.

She picked up a pillow. “Don’t make me pillow fight you.”

I picked up her white panties and held them up. “White flag, let’s make love and not war.”

She giggled and tossed the pillow aside. “I miss a good pillow fight though.”

“Sis, what are we talking about?”

We both had to think for a moment. “Right, whether we should tell our cousin that I sucked you off,” Alina said.

“Right … I guess we could tell her.”

“I think so too. Olivia has never done us anything,” she said. “But I have a better idea … what about asking if she wants to join?”

I blinked at her. “Uhm,” I said and mulled it over.

“I can see it’s turning you on,” she said and patted my thickening cock.

“It’s the taboo aspect of it,” I said.

“Rate her from one to ten,” Alina said.

“She’s an obvious ten,” I said.

“Have you jacked off to her?”

“I would have if she wasn’t my cousin,” I said.

“That’s all I need to know,” Alina said with a giggle.

“But only if she wants to. I don’t want to recruit or groom her.”

“Me neither,” Alina said. “We’ll mention it and see what she says.”

“Sure,” I said. The thought of having both my sister and cousin turned me on. I could imagine them sharing my cock back and forth. “Should we get going … And by the way, where are we going?”

“It’s a place by the beach,” she said.

“Alright, shouldn’t take us more than half an hour to skate down there.”

We put on our clothes. She chose ripped mini jeans and a shirt, sitting tight on her, showing her breasts and the rest of her toned body. I just put on some shorts and a shirt like usual.

We went outside, and I showed her my cruiser boards. “Which one do you want?”

“The one with the bikini graphic,” she said.

“It’s yours,” I said.

She grabbed it and placed it on the ground, trying to roll it back and forth with her right foot. She jumped on top and took a push, making herself comfortable. “I should be good,” she said. “But go easy on me.”

“Sure, sis,” I said. I jumped on top of my board and rolled down the driveway.

“Any cars?” she asked, with one foot on the ground and the other on her board.

I shook my head. “It’s clear,” I said, watching her roll down with a giggle.

“Don’t ride too fast now!” she said with hints of panic in her voice.

“I’ll slow it down for you,” I said as we continued toward the restaurant.

My sister managed fine. Her short jeans hugged her curves perfectly, and I could see the way her chest bounced with each push. She kept turning heads as she usually did, but she looked more exotic on top of that board.

We continued our journey, gradually picking up speed. I occasionally stole glances at her, the wind blowing her hair. She grinned from ear to ear, clearly enjoying the thrill of the ride.

I sure missed rolling around with the wind blowing against my face. I slowed down until my sister caught up with me, seeing her beautiful hair stream behind her. It was so much more fun riding with her. I felt more at ease and more comfortable.

“Let’s hold hands,” she said adventurously.

I reached out to her hand, interlocking her fingers with mine. “You’re awesome,” I said.

“You are,” she said quickly.

As we neared the beach, the sea breeze felt refreshing on our skin as we glided through the streets. “The restaurant is over there,” she said and pointed.

I looked at the building she indicated, a small wooden structure perched on the edge of the beach, overlooking the crashing waves. Olivia stood by the entrance in mini jeans and a top, her thick red hair streaming in the wind. She was as tall as my sister, and her cheeks were peppered with freckles.

She waved upon seeing us, and a smile blossomed on her pretty face. My sister jumped off the board and leaped into our cousin’s arms instead.

“Hi,” Olivia said, smiling deeply. “Sorry about last time.”

“It’s fine,” Alina said. “We all get sick once in a while.”

“It’s nice to have you back here,” Olivia said. “Hopefully, we can spend a lot more time together.”

“We will for sure,” Alina said.

They broke the hug, and it was now my turn to fall into Olivia’s arms. “Hi, Alex.”

“Hi, Olivia,” I said, wrapping my arms around her. She didn’t quite look like herself, a bit exhausted. “How’s it going as a flight attendant?”

“Not the best,” she said with a sigh.

“Too many guys trying to hit on you?”

“No … Too many grandpas,” she said, making us laugh. “What about you … Are you becoming too cool to update your IG? I’ve missed your weekly clips.”

“Yeah, about that … I had a fallout with my crew, so I dipped out a little.”

“Oh,” Olivia said. “You can still post some selfies of yourself now and then.”

Alina perched on her tiptoes and whispered, “I told you she had a thing for you.”

Olivia blushed. “No, I do not.”

I patted Olivia’s back. “Come on, let’s get something to eat instead of standing here and gossiping.”

“Plenty of room to gossip inside,” Alina added as we entered the restaurant.

We walked into the restaurant. We found a table by the window, and the waitress quickly came to take our orders. We all ordered steamed clams and mussels.

After our meal arrived, the conversation flowed easily. We caught up on old times, shared stories, and laughed about our childhood memories. It felt good to be together again, the bond between us as strong as ever. The steamed clams and mussels were delicious, and we all enjoyed them along with the crusty bread and saffron broth.

After we’d eaten, Olivia looked around and then back at us. “So, what’s new with you two?” she asked, curiosity in her eyes.

Alina and I exchanged a glance. “Well, I’ve been working on some projects,” Alina said vaguely, not ready to spill the beans just yet.

“And I’ve been helping her out,” I added.

Olivia raised an eyebrow. “Please, don’t speak in riddles,” she said when she noticed it took a bit longer for us to answer. “You certainly haven’t shared anything on your IG pages.”

Alina glanced at me before turning back to Olivia. “Well, it’s kind of a big deal for us.”

Olivia leaned forward. “I’m waiting.”

“Uhm,” Alina said and mustered her courage to tell our cousin. “We’ve been creating content for OnlyFans.”

Olivia’s eyes widened in surprise. “Really?”

Alina nodded. “Yes.”

Olivia’s eyes flitted from mine to Alina. “I don’t get it … together?”

“Just start from the beginning,” I told my sister.

“Well, I started doing this while I lived with Christy. We didn’t get along well and split up, which was one of the reasons why I moved back. My little brother walked in on me while I was trying to get some content, so I opened up to him about what I was up to.”

Olivia listened, intrigued by it all. “Go on.”

“Well, I know he knows a lot more about filming and editing than I do, so I suggested he help me film content.”

“Wow,” Olivia said, her eyes bouncing from me to my sister, but eventually, they settled on me. “How’s it like seeing your sister nude?”

“Keep your voice lower, please,” I reminded her, looking around. There was no one within earshot.

“Sorry,” she said, stifling a giggle. “But this excites me.”

“We’ve been nude together before though,” I reminded her. “All siblings have.”

“Yeah, but after puberty, it’s way different,” Olivia said.

“Why do I have a feeling that you’re trying to downplay this?” Alina asked me, raking her fingers through my hair. “By the way, what do you think of his haircut?”

“I love it,” Olivia said. “It’s the perfect length, and it’s super glossy.”

“I cut it, and I also used the So Sexy shampoo.”

“Oh, I can see that,” Olivia said.

“Where’s this conversation going?” I reminded them.

“Your hair,” my sister said.

“Either shirtless or a nice polo shirt would be nice with that haircut,” Olivia added.

“I thought we were discussing something else,” I said, just becoming more puzzled.

“Sorry,” Olivia said. “Did your sister turn you on?”

“Olivia,” Alina said, giving her a look.

“What, I can see you smiling,” Olivia said.

“So do I,” I said, deciding to tease her as well.

It seemed like Olivia was getting suspicious. “You haven’t crossed any lines, have you?”

I looked around, making sure no one was listening. “Just oral for now.”

“That’s wild,” Olivia said, her eyes widening. “Who did what?”

“I’ve sucked him,” Alina chimed in. “And he’s licked me.”

“Wow,” Olivia said, her reaction mirroring mine when I first saw my sister nude. “Are you planning on taking it further?”

Alina and I exchanged glances. Deep inside, I wanted it, but I wasn’t sure about her opinions regarding this. “Maybe,” she said.

“Let’s take it one thing at a time though,” I told my sister before turning to our cousin. “But you can’t tell anyone about this.”

“Of course, I won’t,” Olivia said. “What kind of talk is that?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s just … taboo.”

“How about we go out for a little while to get some fresh air?” Alina suggested. We all agreed, and we took our stuff and stepped out into the sunshine.

“So, what’s it like being a flight attendant?” I asked Olivia.

“It’s a mixed bag,” she admitted. “I love traveling and meeting new people, but it can be exhausting. And like I said, not all passengers are pleasant.”

“I can imagine,” Alina said. “But you’ve always been great with people.”

Olivia smiled. “Thanks. I will try my best. Just one incident stuck out to me.”

“What happened?” I asked her, remembering her exhausted face earlier.

“Some creepy old man groped me,” she said in a lowered voice.

“I’m sorry about that,” I told her.

“Something similar has happened before, but this one creeped me out,” she said.

“Did you file a police report?”

“Yes, the airline helped me out with that, but I just felt so uncomfortable,” she said with a sigh. “I don’t think this profession is for me.”

“I’m sorry for what happened,” Alina said. “I’ve also run into a handful of creeps while being a waitress.”

“Yeah, it’s no fun,” Olivia said with a sigh. “I love everything else about being a flight attendant. It’s classy.”

“It feels good to serve people,” Alina said.

“Was it only the fight that made you turn into a … taboo content creator?”

Alina chuckled. “No, you got it mixed up. I was doing that before. I just love sex, and there’s no way to scale being a waitress.”

“It sounds interesting,” Olivia said, looking at both of us.

“There’s room for one more,” Alina told her.

“I’m not sure,” Olivia said, considering it. “It sounds adventurous and fun, but I have to think about it.”

“It’s okay,” I told her. “No pressure.”

We decided to say goodbye for now, but she refused to leave without a hug. She opened her arms, and I embraced my cousin as her warmth radiated into my chest. “It was nice to see you again,” Olivia said.

“Next time, we should do something more,” I said. “It doesn’t have to be OnlyFans.”

“I gotcha,” Olivia said with a giggle. “Although that could be fun.”

Breaking the hug, she opened her arms to my sister as well. “What’s the name of your account?”

“Sister’s Pink Secret,” Alina said. “DM me, and I’ll let you in for free.”

“Thanks,” Olivia said, tightening the hug.

They let go, and we waved as we parted, her red hair fluttering behind her.

“She took it well,” I said.

“She took what well?” Alina asked, giving me a funny look.

“The OnlyFans and incest part,” I reminded her.

“Why wouldn’t she take it well?” she asked. “Olivia isn’t only our cousin but our friend—an actual friend.”

“You’re right,” I said, thinking longer about it. Olivia was a girl we could trust.

“I felt bad for her when she told us about the creepy old man,” Alina said. “I’ve had similar experiences at restaurants.”

“You haven’t told me about that,” I said as we walked home with our boards in our hands.

“I don’t feel like there’s much to talk about,” Alina said with a shrug. “Stalkers and creeps are part of the job, I guess.”

“And not so with OnlyFans?” I asked.

“But I can easily block those.”

“Touché,” I said. “By the way, have you considered quitting working as a waitress?”

She nodded. “I’ve already given them my two weeks notice,” she said, taking my hand and giving it a squeeze. “I’m going all in for this job.”

I looked her in the eyes, sharing the same ambitions she had. We could scale this and become wealthy together, perhaps branch out and do other things as well. I was optimistic. “I know we will succeed,” I told her in a hushed voice.

“I’m confident too,” she said, smiling. “Uhm, my weekend is over.”

“That’s good for you,” I told her.

She rolled her eyes and lightly punched my shoulder. “You know what that means.”

“Not really. I’ve hardly noticed any mood swings.”

“Not all girls get moody, and I’ve been happy because of you … But you can now make me happier.”

“What are you suggesting?” I asked her, even though I knew what she meant in the back of my mind.

“Alex, don’t play stupid,” she said, giving me that look again. “Our fans are pleading for sex. Just a bunch of blowjobs are boring.”

“I get that,” I said.

“So … What do you say?”

I paused, taking a deep breath. “Alina, we need to be careful. This is a big step.”

She nodded, her eyes serious. “I know, but I trust you. We can take it slow, see how it feels.”

I knew for a fact that nothing had felt so intense in my life as when she’d gone down on me. Her oral skills were divine, and I enjoyed every time her lips stretched around my manhood. I had dreamed of entering her, wondering how taboo and forbidden it would feel. It must be something different stretching her pussy walls compared to her lips. I looked her in the eyes, and she infected me with her pretty smile. I was really falling for her, deeper than what a brother should love his sister.

“You want to,” she said. “I can see it in your eyes.”

I looked over my shoulder, making sure no one was listening. I looked back at her, her face so sweet, it was nearly impossible to resist. “I do,” I admitted. Before I had a chance to say something more, she tossed the board to the ground. She threw her arms around my neck. Our eyes locked as she pressed her soft lips against mine, sending tingles down my spine. It was the first time we kissed in public like that, but I didn’t mind. It felt so damn good to kiss her. I didn’t care if anyone recognized us, and I didn’t care if we looked more like a couple than brother and sister though.

Breaking the kiss, she said, “Touch me.”

“Here?” I asked her.

“Be adventurous,” she said seductively.

I slipped my hand inside her panties and reached her wet fruit. I smiled in joy, feeling how aroused I became. “Let’s try it out by ourselves first before filming it,” I told her.

“That’s what I wanted too,” she said. “Just some private love time with you.”

I became so aroused that I just wanted to get back as quickly as possible. “Should we ride back?”

She nodded eagerly. We jumped back onto our boards and rode back home.

I felt the optimism and the freedom as we rode back, the wind rushing past our faces. I let her ride in front of me, checking her out as she navigated on the sidewalk, her blonde hair streaming behind her. Again, I noticed how many heads she turned. Every straight guy took a second look at her, but she didn’t bother looking at them back. She only turned to me with a seductive smile.

I became overly excited and quickly erect. I was about to have sex with my sister, but it didn’t gross me out. I felt a forbidden thrill that I wanted more of.

We reached our home, and I popped the board into my right hand. “How do I look when I skate?” she asked, pushing her hair behind her ears.

“Sexy,” I said.

“I kept up the pace well, didn’t I?” she asked.

“So, so,” I said.

Blowing me a raspberry, she locked up the door. Quickly taking our shoes off, we dumped our boards in the foyer. She took my hand and ran up to me. “Let’s do it in my bed,” she said with a giggle. We ran upstairs. It gave me flashbacks from when we were younger and had done something we shouldn’t be doing.

Alina whisked me inside and closed the door. Now I was suddenly left alone with her. We turned to each other, her eyes shimmering with love and lust. I took off my shirt and tossed it aside. She undressed too, and I made sure to help her with her bra.

When I freed her breasts, I licked my lips. I made sure to cup them and sink my fingers into them. She shook her chest, showing how eager she was for me to fuck her. “I love your tits,” I said, as it was getting hot and steamy in her bedroom.

“I swear, you’ll like my pussy more,” she said.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said as we took off the rest of our clothes. Things had moved quickly ever since she moved in, but I didn’t mind. I looked forward to this.

When I freed my cock, it snapped up and bobbed up and down. She threw her arms around my neck and started kissing me, all the while my manhood was squeezed between her waist and mine. She pulled me toward her bed, and to my surprise, I fell right on top of her, my cock poised right at her entrance.

She glanced at my cock. “My little brother isn’t so little any longer,” she said, reaching for my cock and stroking it.

“My older sister isn’t so innocent any longer,” I told her, her breath warm against my face.

She bit my earlobe and whispered, “I never was innocent.” Her words sent a shiver down my spine. “I have always been playful.”

I looked down at her forbidden body and started the foreplay with plenty of kisses on her neck. I delivered them down along her body till I reached her sacred region. I hadn’t licked her since the day she showed up in my bedroom and asked for an orgasm. I kissed inward till I reached her sweet flesh, parting her wet lips.

“You taste amazing,” I said and licked her right on the vagina.

She spread her legs. “I want your penis more than your tongue.”

I flitted my eyes up to her, seeing her grin spread. I couldn’t resist her any further, my balls becoming painful. I mounted her in a missionary position. I rubbed my cock along her sweet, forbidden folds, spreading her honey along the tip. I looked up at my sister. “Push it in, brother,” she said in a husky voice.

That was exactly what I was waiting for. With each inch that I pushed inside her, our bodies trembled with anticipation. Her muscles tightened around me as we shared this intimate moment, breathing heavily and losing ourselves in the pleasure of it all. We moaned simultaneously, and she wrapped her arms around my back. I stretched her vaginal canal, seeing an expression on her face that looked like borderline pain.

“Are you okay?” I asked her, wanting to reach out to my sister.

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s your girth … Even if I’m tight, go a bit deeper.”

I did as she instructed, continuing my journey into her forbidden vaginal canal till she squeezed me tight. I lingered inside her sweet walls, savoring the sensation of being raw inside my older sister.

“That’s nice,” she said with a giggle.

I looked down, seeing how my cock had fully disappeared inside her wet and warm pussy. “Yeah … it is,” I said. I started sliding it out till only the head remained and then I pushed it back inside with a moan.

She grinned beneath me, her eyes reflecting the passion we were sharing. I started to pick up the pace, my hips moving in a steady rhythm. Her fingers dug into my back, each thrust deepening our love. “Harder,” she panted.

I obliged, taking her demands to heart. Our bodies slapped together. She let out a cry of pleasure, her voice echoing in the small room along with my moans. It spurred me on to go even harder, giving her the ride that she and I wanted.

She bit her lip, her eyes expressing how much she loved this feeling. I looked deep into her eyes and saw her soul, the one we’d shared since we were kids. “Alex,” she said while breathing heavily. “Rub my clit a bit.”

I reached between us and grabbed her clit, gently rubbing it. “You like that?” I whispered.

She nodded, her eyes rolling back slightly. “Yes, please, more,” she pleaded.

I rubbed it some more while slowly fucking her, feeling her vagina embracing my entire length. “That’s better,” she said. “Go on fuck me.”

I increased the pace, our bodies slamming together. I felt her insides begin to clench around my cock, signaling that she was close. I pushed deeper, seeking to bring her to that peak of ecstasy.

Her breath became ragged, and she cried out, her body trembling violently. “Oh,” she moaned, her voice echoing in the small room. I felt her muscles grip my cock tightly as her orgasm washed over her.

I continued to stroke her with my erection, her body writhing beneath me. “Oh, Alex,” she said, slumping back. “You better come soon.”

“I’m almost there,” I said. I increased my pace, thrusting harder, my cock sliding in and out of her tight, wet pussy till my climax was close.

Finally, with one last powerful thrust, I pushed myself deep into her. I came and it felt like a massive explosion as I filled my sister’s vagina with my fresh cum. Throughout the entire peak, we kept looking each other in the eyes without any breaks, smiling for the pleasure and sensation.

“Geeze,” I said, looking down and realizing I’d just fucked my sister.

“I’ve never had such good sex before,” she admitted, wiping her brow.

“Me neither,” I said. We looked each other in the eyes for a bit. “I love you, Alina.”

“I love you too, Alex,” she said and pulled me down for an intimate hug. I still hadn’t pulled my cock out and had no plans to do so. I embraced her deeply, feeling the warmth of her body.

Suddenly, we heard the door downstairs open. My heart jumped out of my chest. “Alina, Alex!” our mother shouted for us downstairs.

“What’s she doing here so early?” I asked her, and knew if something like this happened again, we might as well get caught.

“I don’t know,” Alina said with hints of alarm in her voice. “What is it, Mom?” Alina asked.

I slowly pulled out of her hole, dragging out a river of cum with me. “Geeze,” I said, staring in awe at all the buttermilk I’d filled my sister with.

“Come on, you can’t just leave your boards and shoes like that on the hall,” she said.

“I’m sorry, we’ll come,” Alina said and sighed. She lowered her voice. “I wish we could cuddle.”

“For another time,” I said.

“Geeze, you creampied me thoroughly,” Alina said and glanced down at her pussy that was covered in molten cum.

“It was quite intense,” I told her.

She looked at me with a smile. “Maybe next time we could film it,” she said. “Although I’m not sure how to film it.”

“I can think of a way or two,” I said and quickly put on my clothes.

“I might need to go to the bathroom first and wash it off me,” she said, but she couldn’t resist a little taste first, scooping it up with her finger and shoving it into her mouth.

“That’s fine,” I said. “I’ll wait downstairs for you.”

She went into the bathroom, and I headed downstairs. Mom lounged on the couch, wearing pink yoga pants and a colorful sports bra. She undid her ponytail, shaking her head so her hair cascaded all over her shoulders. She glowed like a candle. When she saw me, a smile blossomed on her face. I suspected she was getting suspicious for one reason or another. “Sorry about the mess in the foyer,” I said, heading there.

“It’s okay,” Mom said. “But I cleaned up for you two.”

It was typical of our sweet mother to do something like that. “Thanks,” I said and slumped down next to her. “I didn’t think you would show up so early.”

“I had an early class today,” she said, smiling. “I had something that I had to pick up.” She lifted the frame, and I saw the photo of me and my older sister. As I gazed upon the photo, my lips curled up into a wide grin. A warm sensation spread through my chest, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of joy. We looked cute together, almost like a couple rather than siblings. I suspected that was one of the reasons Mom liked that photo so much.

“Yeah, it’s a nice photo.”

“My personal favorite of you two,” she said, turning it to her and gazing at it. “It warms my heart.” Putting the photo down, she reached for the album. “Do you know which other one used to be my favorite?”

“I think you’ve told me before,” I said and sat closer to her. I pointed at the one when I was ten and Alina was twelve. We were sharing an ice cream cone on vacation in Miami.

“You have a good memory,” she said, ruffling my hair a little. “Do you remember?”

“Of course I do,” I told her. “I’ve always wanted to go back there.”

“Maybe you and Alina can go there together. A sibling trip,” Mom suggested.

We certainly would do a lot more than share an ice cream cone. “Maybe,” I said. Realizing how much fun it would be, it was something I wanted.

“Where’s your sister, by the way?”

“She’ll be down any second. She just needed to put some clothes on … I mean, wash herself, in the bathroom,” I stammered.

She watched me closely. “Were you together in the same room earlier?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “She just told me she needed to do something.”

“Okay,” Mom said, squinting at me. I didn’t sound as convincing as I hoped I would, but I wasn’t sure if there was anything I could do about that now.

Alina came down shortly after, dressed in mini jeans and her traditional crop top. She looked a bit more carefree than I did, but she gave me a look. She’d probably spotted that I was a bit nervous. “What’s going on, Mom?” Alina asked and sat next to her.

Mom drew in a deep breath. “Gosh, you’re overdoing it with the perfume, young lady.”

“No, I am not,” Alina said, drawing in a deep breath.

“Yes, you are,” Mom said but waved her hand dismissively. Mom sure had a point. It was really strong, but I understood fully well what scent Alina was hiding.

“Whatever,” Alina said. “Sorry for the mess in the hall.”

“Don’t worry about it for now.” Mom picked up the frame and showed it to her daughter. “What do you think?”

Alina’s gaze softened to a smile. “Wow,” she said. “We look like a couple.” She giggled, and I gave Alina a look over Mom’s shoulder. “Didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

Mom chuckled. “Alex, she’s just joking,” she said and patted my back.

“Yeah, I get that,” I said with an internal eye roll.

“I thought of hanging it on the wall,” Mom said.

“Then we will have an excuse to be inside,” Alina said. “I feel so much better already.”

“I can look at it for ages,” Mom said. She rose to her feet and hung it on the wall. While adjusting, she shifted around, and I looked at her full moon, seeing how curvy and well-endowed she was.

Alina nudged me with her elbow with a wide grin. “Shut up,” I mouthed.

Mom looked over her shoulder. “Are you play fighting?”

“No, but we will have a pillow fight later,” Alina said.

When Mom hung the photo, she came back and sat down. “You aren’t struggling with your quarter-life crisis that you mentioned earlier?” Mom said and nudged her daughter with her shoulder.

Alina blushed slightly as if it embarrassed her. “No … But I would have without you two.”

“I get where you’re coming from,” Mom said. “It’s easy to feel lost in life when you’re by yourself. You feel better because we’re here for you.”

“I agree,” Alina said and hugged our mother.

“What have you two been up to?”

“We met Olivia and ate lunch together,” Alina said. “She told us about some problems at her work.”

“Is it about stalkers and creeps?” Mom said.

“You knew about that?” I asked Mom.

“Yes, I speak to her mother almost every day,” Mom said with a sigh. “It’s an unfortunate thing to go through as a young flight attendant. I hope she’ll be okay, though. I heard she would get generous compensation for the last incident.”

“Good for her,” Alina said. “I wish she wasn’t so busy now in the summer. We could have had plenty of fun together.”

“She’ll be on a break soon, though,” Mom said. “But apart from Olivia, what else?”

Alina and I exchanged glances. We’d started our day by filming her titty-fuck me, which was followed by us having sex for the first time. Seeing Olivia was just a small part of the day, so I wasn’t sure what else to add.

“Skateboarding,” Alina added mischievously with a wink. “We cruised around.”

“You should bring her to the park sometime,” Mom told me.

“Yeah, but no local parks,” I said.

“Why?” Mom asked me.

“I’m still in the process of forgetting about my old crew.”

“I gotcha,” Mom said and patted both of our thighs. “I have to answer some work-related emails, so I’ll leave you two for a bit. Dinner will be fajitas.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “I have some stuff to take care of too.”

“Like what?” Alina asked.

“Editing,” I said.

“Need any help?” she offered, giving me a knowing look.

“Why not,” I replied after mulling it over.

“Great,” she said eagerly. “Let’s go to your bedroom.”

* * *

A few hours ago, I edited some videos with my sister. I had told her she could only remain if she kept it discreet. She was serious for most of the time, so thankfully it worked out. We had also eaten dinner, but now it was starting to get late. I went over the titty-fuck scene, editing it and preparing it for our OnlyFans account. I did some more advertising as well, and our fan count was steadily climbing for every hour.

I wasn’t surprised by our success. My sister was right. We were the perfect team. I had the film and editing skills, and she had the beauty. Once I had applied my skills to her OnlyFans account, fans were pouring in. We had to continue our success, seeing what we did great and continuing.

“Psst!” my sister said outside of my bedroom. “Can I come in?”

“Sure,” I said.

“You aren’t masturbating?” she said playfully through the keyhole.

“No!”

She swung the door open and stepped inside, wearing her nightgown. “I’m just joking with you,” she said.

I looked at her and could clearly see her nipples poking against her gown. I drew in a deep breath. “Mom’s right, you need to chill with all that perfume.”

“Come on, don’t diss me like that,” she said and placed her soft fingers on my shoulders and massaged me. “Why are you so tense?”

“You become tense by sitting for so long,” I said.

“I also like to work, but we have to take a break once in a while too,” she said.

“I hear you,” I said. “I’m just doing some advertising here and there.”

“I love that pic,” she said.

I was looking at the one where my cock was entrenched in her cleavage, the tip pointing right at her chin.

“So do I,” I said. I turned around, so I could face her. “What’s on your heart?”

“A lot,” she said. “I wanted to cuddle when you came inside me.”

“So did I,” I admitted. “We’ll find time tomorrow.”

“How about now?”

“What?” I asked her.

“Mom’s about to take a shower … We could film it too.”

I mulled it over. “Isn’t this a bit risky?”

“What’s life without risks?” she asked.

My eyes swept over her. She looked incredibly sexy while she wore no bra. “Are you wearing panties under that nightgown?”

She shook her head. “Why would I?” she asked with a giggle. She took my hand with both of hers and gently guided it to the source of her hole. She rubbed it around, making me feel how wet she truly was.

“Geeze,” I said and fingered her a little while I had the chance.

She let go of my hand and leaned forward, so I could catch a glimpse of her cleavage. She reached for my bulge and gently patted it with her hand. “You’re hard already … Isn’t it a bit painful to constantly edit those clips?”

“Yeah,” I said. I always became aroused when I edited her clips. I constantly dreamed of doing her one way or another. “You sure she’s taking a shower?”

“Come,” she said, pulling me to my feet. She gently opened the door and led me out. Inside the bathroom, Mom was humming a melody. “See?”

“I don’t hear any water.”

“That’s because she’s undressing,” she said.

“I trust you with this one,” I said. “I haven’t thought about how to film this properly, so it would be a real amateur film.”

“Better than nothing,” she said. “Our fans have begged for a sex scene, tits and lips aren’t enough apparently.”

“For fuck sake don’t speak so loud.”

“Hey, don’t curse at me. I’m older than you,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look.

“Whatever, sis, let’s do this.”

She stole me a kiss before leaving me a chance to get the camera. “I’ll wait for you in my bedroom,” she said and waved at me.

I looked at my camera and thought over various ways to film this. I could do missionary and hold the camera at the same time. I could also set up a tripod but I have to spend more time editing. I decided to do both.

I grabbed the camera and hurried into my sister’s bedroom. She was lying in her bed, fingering herself with her gown on. She had been a good girl and set the tripod on the floor. “Okay,” I said in a lowered voice. “We have to be quick.”

“No lighting?” she asked.

“For tomorrow,” I said. “This is risky.”

“I love risky sex.”

I fiddled with the camera. “It would be better with a POV camera, but we’ll invest in that later.”

“Let me undress you while you adjust the camera,” she said, swinging her feet off the bed. While I stood and prepared the camera, she unbuckled my belt and pulled down my underwear and shorts. My cock snapped back up and was an inch away from striking her face.

“Geeze,” she said with a giggle. “Dangerous weapon.”

I chuckled. “Your turn to take off your clothes,” I said.

“Film me, it will be artistic,” she said.

I smashed the rec button. “Start from the top,” I instructed, admiring the curve of her neck and the blush on her cheeks. She slowly lifted her nightgown over her head, revealing her thighs, wet pussy and bare teardrops.

“Wow,” I whispered, my eyes fixed on her perfect jiggle. She playfully poked her nipples, causing them to harden and point toward the ceiling. I put the camera on the tripod and she jumped onto the bed. For the second time today, I spread her legs while my cock was hard as a rock. I wanted to kiss and lick her for a bit, but we had no time to lose as I aimed my erection at her pink hole. I slowly pushed it inside her, moaning at the thrilling sensation of being inside my sister.

“Hmm, Lusty,” I mentioned her porn name, making her giggle.

“Give it to me,” she said as I started thrusting into her.

Suddenly, I heard the bathroom door downstairs open, and I froze, my eyes widening in alarm. Mom’s showers always lasted longer than half an hour. “Alina?” Mom asked and went up the stairs.

“Fuck,” Alina said, and the alarm spread to her as well. “Do something!”

“Quiet,” I told her in a hushed voice. “We don’t have time. Tell her not to come in!” This went from feeling really good to really stupid.

“What is it!” Alina said while my girth stretched her.

“Can I borrow one of your shampoos?”

“Whichever you’d like,” Alina said, catching her breath.

“Are you alright?” Mom asked as she reached the second floor.

“I am, but do not come in!”

“I wasn’t planning to,” Mom said with a chuckle. She opened the bathroom door and went inside. It felt as if my heart was about to jump out of my chest. The worst part of this was that we weren’t even covered by a sheet, and the camera was rolling.

“Uhm, are you going to pull out?” Alina asked.

I glanced down at her and noticed her heart thumped as hard as mine. “If we get caught,” I whispered. “We get caught together.”

She smiled. “Why’s she taking so long?”

“Let’s keep the talking to a minimum,” I said, trying to listen to see if I could hear my mother. She was still there, looking around.

“Alina, is it okay if I borrow the L’Oréal professional?”

“Mom, I told you you can take whichever you’d like!”

“Okay,” she said and closed the bathroom door. “Alex?”

Suddenly, it felt as if I was drenched in sweat as she approached my bedroom. If she opened it, she knew I was in here. “Alex?”

“He is sleeping!” Alina said. “He was tired.”

“That’s fine,” Mom said. “Good night, sweety.”

“Good night, Mom,” Alina said and we waited till she descended the stairs and entered the bathroom.

We both sighed in relief at the same time. “I told you this was risky,” I said and wiped the sweat from my brow. I had never been so nervous in my life.

“Why are you blaming me?” she asked and laid her hand flat on my chest. “You were down when I asked you.”

“I’m not blaming you. I just said I told you this was risky,” I said.

She let out a light-hearted laugh. “Come on, let’s think of something else and be glad we didn’t get caught.”

“Think of something else, eh?” I said as my cock twitched inside her.

“I like that you were inside me the entire time.”

“Sometimes it just feels too good to pull out,” I said.

She sank her teeth into her lips. “It feels better when you fuck me.”

I slid out from her wet hole and thrust myself into her. She was right, it felt way better. Before increasing the pace, I made sure to listen. I heard Mom showering, and it gave me confidence. “She’s showering,” I said and pushed my cock inside her.

“You want me to moan like a pornstar?” she asked. “Ah, ah, ah.”

We shared a laugh, and I leaned down to kiss her. I loved her.

We filmed till I was about to climax. I grabbed the camera, and she went into a doggy position. I held onto her hip with my left hand while holding onto the camera with my right. I fucked her, and I felt relieved after almost getting caught, but it still felt incredibly taboo what we were doing, especially as our mother took a shower downstairs.

I fucked her hard and fast, my heart pounding in my chest. Alina moaned and arched her back, her body trembling with each thrust. I could feel the tension building deep within me, and I knew I was getting close.

“Ah,” I let out a moan while I pushed all the way to the hilt, filling her up with my semen. I resorted to micro fucking her, making sure to get the best part as I slowly pushed out. I grabbed the camera with both hands and filmed it as my cum dripped from her pussy and onto her sheets. She reached her slit to finger herself, shoving my cum into her mouth.

“Sis, turn around, so I can see you,” I told her.

She happily obeyed, spreading her legs while tasting the cum with a horny smile. I turned off the camera and exchanged smiles with her. “Alright, I think I should go now,” I said.

“A hug and kiss first,” she demanded.

I wrapped my arms around her, feeling the warmth of her body against mine. She smelled like sex and sweat, which only made me desire her more. “I love you,” she whispered into my ear, her breath warm on my skin.

“I love you too,” I replied, barely able to get the words out. She kissed me passionately, and I could taste her cum on her lips. It was thrilling, knowing that our mother was just a few yards away, unaware of the illicit activities taking place in her home.

I took the camera with me and carefully opened my bedroom door. Mom turned off the shower and started drying herself. I went inside my bedroom and closed the door. I sighed a breath of relief. Mission accomplished.

I jumped into bed and looked up at the ceiling. I was tired after fucking my sister, but I thought of that kiss and embrace, and the way I told her that I loved her. It felt so good, and I knew we had so much to look forward to.
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I slowly opened my eyes. I woke up to the sensation of something warm and sweet behind me. As my vision cleared, I saw a lock of blonde hair in front of me, and inhaling, I felt her sweet breath. I realized it was my sister who’d decided to hop in my bed. “Alina?” I asked.

“Morning,” she said in a voice weighed down by worries.

I had been close to her for the past few weeks. I knew when she was upset. We had been filming for close to a month by now. It was three weeks ago that we had made love for the first time, and these three weeks had been the best of my life.

We had promised each other to be discreet, and luckily, we hadn’t had any close calls except for that first day when I tasted her forbidden fruit for the first time. Yet, I had not woken up with her next to me before. It was something I had dreamed of, but we still had to be careful in case Mom walked in on us.

“I don’t remember falling asleep with you next to me.”

“It’s because I decided to join … I need to talk to you.”

I rubbed my eyes. My cock was rock hard despite ejaculating five times yesterday.

“Alex?” she asked and shook my shoulder.

“Give me a sec to wake up,” I said. I turned around so I faced her. Just as I guessed, she didn’t look like herself. She wore her nightgown but without a bra. Her lips were slightly turned down, and she lacked that youthful glow in her blue eyes. “What’s going on? Are you sure it’s safe to hop into my bed like this?”

“I said goodbye to Mom when she left,” she said.

“While you were braless in a nightgown?”

She rolled her eyes. “She’s seen my tits plenty of times.”

“Okay then … What’s bothering you?” I asked her. “We reached a record milestone yesterday. I expected champagne and lobster.”

We were currently making fifteen thousand a month. Our fan base had soared after we started producing sex clips. It wasn’t just the money that felt liberating but also having passionate sex with her. We didn’t film every time we fucked. She was as horny as I was, and I enjoyed dipping it inside her as much as the paychecks.

“I know,” she said and briefly smiled. “It’s all gravy, but there’s a thing that bothers me. I’m in a serious dilemma.”

“I’m listening.”

“I’m not sure what to do,” she said.

“What is it?” I asked her.

She drew in a deep breath. “I’m supposed to return to work soon, but I don’t work as a waitress any longer. How am I supposed to explain this to Mom?”

I looked at her long and hard and realized why she was worried. “I see,” I said. I was about to say what she did earlier, but she wasn’t lying when she was a waitress and said nothing about her gig. “Just say you’re helping me with a project or something.”

“But you quit too,” she reminded me. “I think she’ll be suspicious.”

I rubbed my eyes again. “I’m not sure about this one … What will also be problematic is when she’s out on vacation.”

“But that’s in August; we might as well just go somewhere,” she pointed out.

“Maybe we could move out,” I told her. “We’re making more than six figures.”

“Alex, I feel really shitty hiding this from her,” Alina said and looked me in the eyes. “She’s the best mom in the world.”

“I know,” I said as I thought of everything she had done for us. I considered telling her, but I wasn’t sure yet. It felt a bit odd. “I would feel shitty if we gave her a heart attack too.”

“I don’t think she’ll get a heart attack,” Alina said. “I think she will be supportive.”

“I’d rather not find out,” I told her. “But let’s chill for now, and we’ll probably come up with something.”

“Right,” she said. “Olivia has a day off.”

“I know,” I told her.

“How?” she asked, searching my face.

“Ever since we told her about our Pink Secret, she’s been texting me nonstop.”

“I told you she had a thing for you,” Alina said with a giggle.

“Not just me. She asks a lot of questions about what we do,” I replied.

Alina raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

“She wants to know how we got started, what equipment we use, and how we stay discreet,” I explained. “She’s really curious.”

“She asks me the same,” Alina said. “It’s obvious she doesn’t want a boyfriend; she wants to join us.”

“Is that what you think it is?” I asked.

My sister nodded. “I’m a girl. I know these things.”

“Fine,” I said. “But I haven’t mentioned anything about dates.”

“Should I ask if she wants to film us?” Alina asked.

“Go for it.”

“I thought of trying something else,” Alina said. “We’ve basically fucked in every room of this house.”

That was no exaggeration. We’d had sex in the kitchen, the living room, on the stairs, and even outside on the lawn. We’d done everything everywhere, except for anal. We’d tried it once, but her puckered hole barely budged. It was a disappointment, but we knew we had to work up to it. Alina told me she hadn’t given up on anal, but I had to be patient.

“This house is completely fucked,” I agreed with her.

She giggled and punched my shoulder. “I know one place that’s unfucked … the car.”

I blinked at her. “How am I supposed to fuck you in a car?” I asked.

“No,” she said, stifling a giggle. “You’ll drive, I’ll blow you, and Olivia will film.”

Her sense of adventure was infectious. I had gotten bolder lately, and while I would have turned this down a few weeks ago, now I craved it. “You like it, don’t you?” she asked, grinning.

I chuckled. “I mean … I guess we can give it a shot if Olivia is down.”

“I know she is,” Alina said, reaching for her phone on the nightstand. “I’ll text her and see what’s up.”

They texted each other for a little bit. “She answered yes immediately. Also, maybe we can go shopping afterward. We can find some nice clothes for you and spoil ourselves after our success.”

“I have plenty of clothes,” I said.

“They’re all baggy and dirty, which is fine since you’re my brother, but I think you can dress in something better.”

“You know I’m more to you than a brother,” I said, looking her in the eyes.

“I know, Alex,” she said. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said and kissed her lightly on the lips.

“What was that?” she asked.

“Do I have a morning breath?”

“No, and besides, I don’t care. I want to kiss you anyway,” she said. We leaned in and held the kiss for a bit longer until it was time to get up.

I put on my clothes, and we headed downstairs. Wearing a mini skirt and a crop top, she was sweet enough, as usual, to make some waffles for me. We ate and talked about all the clips we’d filmed so far. “Do you think we’ll ever reach the top 1 percent?” she asked.

“We aren’t that far off,” I told her. “It’s important to be ambitious in life.”

“I agree,” she said. “It seemed so far-fetched when I started by myself, though.”

“It was probably your roommate that held you back.”

Alina smiled briefly but shook her head. “I don’t want to blame her. I just thought guys wanted nude pics, and that would be enough. I didn’t understand that quality matters.”

“I forget you’re my older sister sometimes,” I said, noticing how mature she sounded now and then.

“I sometimes forget you’re my little brother too,” she said. She reached for a strawberry. “Open.” I did, and she plopped it into my mouth. I reached for one and placed it on her tongue as well.

“When are we going to pick up Olivia?”

“In twenty minutes,” Alina said.

“We better get going,” I said.

“I’ll take the dishes while you fix the camera,” she said.

It was how we usually ran things. She took care of the dishes while I packed the camera bag and everything we needed. We put on our shoes and headed to the car. “So I drive while you give me head?”

She nodded. “You better be hard.”

My cock throbbed, making her see it. “At full mast,” I said and grinned at her.

We got in the car and headed toward Olivia’s house. As we pulled into the driveway, she was already on the doorstep ready to greet us.

As soon as I opened the door, Olivia said, “Hi!” and waved at us. She twirled in her floral skirt and sleeveless blouse. She wasn’t old enough to wear my sister’s sexy clothes yet, although I was certain my sister would seduce her soon. “You made it.”

“What’s up,” I said, climbing out of the car.

“Not much,” she said. “I thought we could have some tea and cookies before we go. It’s on me.”

“You know I love both you and cookies,” Alina said, running up to our cousin and giving her a bear hug.

“I love you too,” Olivia said, letting go of the hug and kissing both her cheeks.

Olivia demurely looked at me, her cheeks pinkening. “Hi, Alex.”

I opened my arms and pulled her into a hug. I drew in a deep breath and caught the scent of her citrus shampoo, making her hair lustrous and thick. “Hi,” I said. “So you’re on holiday?”

“Yes, plenty of time to spend with you,” she said with a smile.

“You look relieved,” I said, breaking the hug to look into her eyes.

“I am,” she said and welcomed us inside. “I just don’t like being a flight attendant as much as I thought I would.”

“There’s nothing wrong with finding something else to do,” I said. “And we could use another employee.”

“You told me,” she said, smiling. “But I have to try first. I can film some clips for now and we can see where it leads to.”

She took us out to the terrace. Her mother’s home was similar to ours. There was a photo of Olivia and her mother on the wall. I took a second to admire my aunt. She was two years younger than our mother and had red hair and freckles, which were the icing on the cake. She was ten years younger in that photo, but she didn’t look much different now. Our family sure had great genetics, either thick red hair or shiny blonde hair.

We sat outside, and Olivia prepared everything for us. She asked if the tea was too sweet and if we wanted honey or anything else. Alina chuckled. “I thought you were on holiday,” she joked.

“I am like this regardless,” she said.

“It’s fine,” Alina said, taking a sip. “This is perfect.”

Olivia lowered her eyes. “I just want to make sure you’re comfortable.”

You could tell she worked in a service job by the way she carried herself. I took a sip of the tea. “It’s perfect, Olivia.”

Olivia beamed. “My mother baked the cookies, so I can’t take any credit for them.”

I dipped one in the tea and had a bite, earning a frown from my sister. “Such an unusual way to eat a cookie,” she said.

“No, it’s not,” I said.

“You’re supposed to dip it in milk or cream, not tea,” Alina said.

“Whatever,” I said.

“I think I have watched all of your clips,” Olivia said. “You still don’t think it’s wild what you’re doing?”

“Sort of,” Alina said with a shrug, glancing at me. “But it’s nice to make money out of lovemaking.”

“What’s wild?” I asked Olivia. “The incest part or that we have sex all over the house?”

Olivia stifled a chuckle. “Both.”

“I see,” I said.

“So, you’re actually a couple?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Alina said and leaned her head against mine. “I told you.”

“It seems quite adventurous,” Olivia said. “You sure you want me onboard though? I don’t want to mess up your relationship.”

“No such thing,” Alina said and patted my thigh. “There’s enough Alex for you too.”

Olivia looked thoughtful, her gaze drifting between the two of us. “Well, I’m honored to be considered for that. But I just want to make sure I don’t step on any toes.”

Alina squeezed my hand gently. “You’ll just be adding to the love and fun.”

“Uhm, but you’re together,” Olivia said.

“And we can share him,” Alina insisted.

“If you say so,” Olivia said and took a sip of her tea. “But I need some time to think about it.”

We shared a moment of silence. I thought we were moving a bit too quickly, but it didn’t feel so weird to think of having sex with my cousin after I had sex with my sister. Then I decided to ask her, “What’s your favorite clip so far?”

“Oh,” she said and thought about it. “I like it when you have sex on the grass. Although I would be a bit too shy for that.”

“I love anything outdoors,” I said and looked at Alina. “Especially when the sun shines upon us.”

“Definitely,” Alina said. “Although now we have run out of places, so that’s why we wanted to do it in the car.”

“I didn’t quite understand your text,” Olivia said. “Are you actually planning on driving while doing this?”

Alina nodded. “Yeah, that’s why we needed help to film.”

“That’s also wild,” Olivia said and chuckled.

“It wasn’t my idea,” I said.

“Why does it matter whose idea it was?” Alina asked and gave me a look.

“I guess it doesn’t. I’m just saying,” I said.

Alina tried to dip the cookie into the tea. She had a taste, licking her lips. “Wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.”

I chuckled. “So what were you talking about earlier?”

“It wasn’t bad, but it’s mediocre,” she said. “I’d rather eat them separately.”

“I used to do that when I was younger,” Olivia said. “But I don’t like when soggy bits end up in the bottom of the cup.”

After we finished the cookies and tea, I showed Olivia the camera and how to film. “Gosh, this weighs like a Nokia phone,” she said.

“Funny comparison,” I said. I showed her around, how to film and at what settings. She had never recorded with a camera before, so she needed help.

“With an iPhone, I just hit record, what are all these other functions for?”

“Just don’t worry about them for now,” I told her. “What I showed you will be the most important part.”

“Okay,” Olivia said and did a test filming. “I think I get the gist.” With a twinkle in her eyes, she lowered the camera.

I glanced at my sister. “Should we hop in and get some content?”

She pressed her lips to my cheeks. “I’m ready when you are.”

Olivia locked the door, and we hopped into the car. Olivia sat in the backseat with the camera in her hands. What we were doing sure would be risky for many reasons. Olivia couldn’t be wearing seat belts in order to film, neither could Alina since she would be sucking me off. If a cop pulled us over then they might find out we were related. This was definitely not something I saw myself doing a couple of weeks ago, but I had become more courageous because of my older sister, so I didn’t want to decline another adventure. I looked at Alina before starting the car. “Should I pull down my shorts while driving?” I asked her.

She nodded. “It would be more authentic then. I also love unbuckling belts.”

I nodded and agreed with her. I started the car and cruised to the freeway. Alina was bumping some sensual music, glancing at me and getting me in the mood. She nudged me with her elbow. “I’m getting hungry.”

I glanced at her, and she flashed her tits at me. “Eyes on the road,” she reminded me.

“Stop flashing your boobs then.”

“Or you can let me suck your cock,” she said.

“Fine,” I said. “Olivia, are you ready?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, holding onto the camera with a grin.

Olivia angled the camera to capture the perfect shot, focusing on me and Alina. Alina did an introduction to the camera, pouting her lips and stroking my bulge. Slowly, she reached over and unbuckled my belt, her fingers skillfully loosening the clasp. Then I lifted my pelvis to help her pull down my pants and underwear. My cock snapped free, and she seized it with her left hand. She kissed my cheek, her lips warm and inviting, before returning to her task. Finally, my shaft entered her sweet mouth.

Groaning, I tried my hardest to concentrate on the road, but it became a bit difficult as she brought me deeper down her throat. “Geeze,” I said as she started bobbing her head up and down.

Alina came off my cock with a smack. “Eyes on the road,” she said teasingly and went back to sucking me up and down.

I sighed in relief and leaned back as the pleasurable sensation was overwhelming. “Wow,” I said and tried to keep my eyes on the road.

The car hummed along the highway, the only sound other than the purring engine being Alina’s soft moans and the slurping noises coming from her lips wrapped around my cock. Olivia was filming, trying her best not to shake the device and ruin the shot.

My sister’s mouth felt incredible, but focusing on the road was becoming a challenge. Glancing over at Olivia in the backseat, I could see the determination in her eyes as she filmed our sister’s blow job.

“You’re doing great, Olivia,” I reassured her, reaching back to give her a little pat on the knee. “Keep that camera steady. I want this to be perfect.”

Alina moaned and sucked harder, her hands massaging my balls now. I tried to keep my grip on the steering wheel as the sensations coursed through me.

“I love you, Alina,” I whispered, feeling a warmth spread across my chest.

“I love you too,” she whispered back, her eyes never leaving my cock.

“Faster,” I whispered, wanting to feel every inch of her mouth. I usually spoke to her during our sex acts. We just had to edit it out later.

Alina responded by increasing her pace, her saliva now dripping down my shaft. Even though I knew that it was dangerous, exposing ourselves in such a way, there was a thrilling excitement that tingled through my spine as I felt the climax approaching. I held the steering wheel steady as I leaned back in my seat, but she was distracting me in a good way as the sounds of her slobbering over my cock kept rising.

“Almost there,” I said. I took my foot off the gas pedal and curled my toes. She swallowed my cock till she gagged all over it. With a gasp, I felt the orgasm hit me like a wave, pulsing through my body. I spilled my cum inside her, and Alina immediately pulled back, her lips coated in my cum. I released a shaky breath, my heart pounding wildly as the aftershocks washed over me.

She made eye contact with Olivia and opened her mouth, showing off a pool of cum inside her mouth. She gulped it down as if it were a delicacy and licked her lips. I leaned back in my seat and some angry driver honked at me for driving too slow. I didn’t care. I found myself in nirvana.

“Wow,” Olivia said. I glanced in the rear-view mirror, seeing her expression. She looked both surprised and turned on.

“Are you wet?” Alina asked her.

“Maybe a little,” she said. “How do you take it so deeply? He looks quite thick.”

“You kinda have to push it in there. I love it right before he climaxes. I can feel him twitch in my throat.”

“You did an amazing job, sis,” I told her. We kissed each other on the lips. “Should I find a spot, so we can look at it?”

They both nodded. I exited the freeway and drove further inland till I found a suitable parking place with barely any traffic. We hopped outside and stretched our arms and legs. We took a seat on the trunk. I was in the middle and played the clip. I was prepared for the filming to be shaky and sloppy, but Olivia did one hell of a job capturing all the action.

“You have outdone yourself,” I told Olivia.

“You think so?” she asked eagerly, twirling her hair on her finger.

“This is amazing. I thought you would be shaky and all that.”

“I usually make sure everything is nice and tidy,” she said with a happy shrug.

I played the climax when I filled my sister’s mouth with my cum, and then the last scene where she showed the camera my cum before swallowing it all. “You’re so naughty,” Olivia said and giggled.

“Oh, yeah, what about a cum swap?” Alina asked her.

“We’ll see,” Olivia said.

“While you think of it,” Alina said. “Why don’t we film something more before having something to eat? We got all day after all.”

“What’s on your dirty mind?” I asked.

“More car sex,” Alina said, crossing her arms and giving them a gentle lift.

“I hope you mean oral sex,” I said.

“No, no, no,” she said, shaking her with a chuckle, and then looked at me long and hard. “I mean actual sex.”

I blinked at her, and my eyes flitted from the car to her. “How?”

“Olivia is behind the wheel. We place the camera somewhere on the AC, and I ride you from then on.”

I mulled it over and glanced at Olivia. “Will you be comfortable doing this?”

She nodded. “I can also try to film now and then, but not for long. I don’t like driving with one hand.”

“It’s automatic so it shouldn’t be that difficult,” I said.

“I’ll be completely nude,” Alina added.

I looked at the road. There weren’t many cars passing by, and her idea sure was intriguing. My sister straddled my legs and slipped her hand inside my underwear. “Your cock is still wet.”

“Because you sucked me deep,” I told her in a husky voice, just loving having my sister all over me like this.

“Do you need more time to think?” she asked and curled her fingers around my shaft. “You seem quite hard already.”

I palmed her ass. “Fine,” I said. “Let’s film some scenes.” I looked around and luckily there weren’t any cars passing by. “Alright, Olivia, are you ready to drive?”

“I am,” she said. “But I’ll drive slowly and hopefully we won’t get caught.”

I tossed her the keys, and she caught them perfectly. “Alright, Alina, let’s undress.”

Alina grinned from ear to ear. We went behind the car and started undressing. Before pulling the top over her head, Alina looked around in case anyone was perving at her, but so far it was only me.

“The coast is clear,” I told her.

“It’s thrilling to be nude in public,” Alina said and had a giggle fit. She pulled the top over her head and unhooked her bra equally as quickly. She slid her skirt down and then her panties, revealing her gorgeous body. I pulled down my shorts, and my cock pointed straight north. I went behind her, pushing my erection between my waist and her back. I gave her a hug from behind, squeezing her breasts with my left hand and cupping her pussy with my right.

“Hmm, already wet,” I noted.

“I’m perpetually wet the same way you’re perpetually hard,” she said and took my hand, helping me rub her wet slit.

“Like two perfectly fitting puzzle pieces,” I noted and sighed in relief as I touched her most intimate parts.

She whirled around, rubbing her pussy on my leg and locking her arms around my neck. “Olivia is wet too. I don’t want her to be waiting. Let’s get back to business.”

Alina let go of me, and I opened the door. I sat down with my cock pointing up like a spear. I opened the sunroof. Facing the windshield, Alina then plopped down right on my lap, swiveling her hips a little and tossing her dazzling, bright hair over her shoulders. “Why is your cock pressed against my back?” she asked.

“Hold on,” I said. Grabbing her waist, I lifted her till her wet slit hovered right above my peak.

She shrieked. “Gosh, you’re strong!”

“A minute,” I said and moved her back and forth, so I rubbed my erection over her folds till I found the opening. I slid right inside her and let gravity take care of the rest. “Better?”

“Ah,” she let out a moan and sank onto my cock till she ground her hips. Squeezing her breasts, she said, “Way better.”

Olivia started the car and grabbed the steering wheel. She drove slowly at first, tapping the gas pedal. “Don’t expect a race from me.”

“It’s good enough for porn,” I said as Alina’s vagina squeezed my erection.

Alina lifted her ass, only to sink back down again and stroke my erection with her slick heat. The camera provided a perfect view of my girth and Alina’s nude body.

We cruised down the road. Alina started bouncing off my lap. I held onto her waist and occasionally explored her flesh with my free hands. I cupped her ass, lifting it slightly, so I could see her pussy lips stretching around my manhood. I twitched inside her, and her juices pooled around the base. I leaned back in the luxurious seat, grateful to live a life like this.

“Uh, you guys,” Olivia warned us. “A car is coming.”

Alina just moaned and was too busy enjoying my cock to even bother. “It’s alright,” I said. “As long as it’s not the cops.”

We passed the first car, and they must have seen Alina’s head poking up and down through the open sunroof. I didn’t mind as she just laughed while pleasuring me at the same time. “That’s a good girl, Lusty,” I said as she bounced quicker and quicker till her tits jiggled.

“Right there,” she said with clear hints of pleasure in her voice. Grabbing my knees, she ground her hips right onto me, swallowing my entire girth and swiveled her massive hips right on top of me. I just wanted to fuck her and empty myself inside her as quickly as possible. Her butt cheeks warmed me as they ground against my legs.

“You guys, five-o,” Olivia said, and her heart was almost about to jump out of her chest.

I looked over Alina’s shoulders, and Olivia wasn’t kidding. They were driving in the opposite lane. “Just drive as steadily as possible,” I told her and kept my head cool. I prayed to God they wouldn’t pull us over. “Alina, duck!” She wasn’t laughing any longer and seemed to have frozen. A passenger vehicle was one thing but cops were another.

Alina tried to duck, but there was barely any room for us. They drove by, and I held my breath. The seconds felt like an eternity, and my heart beat like a drum. I looked in the rearview mirror, and to my horror, the car made a U-turn and started flashing. “Fuck,” I said and knew we were in deep shit. 

“What do I do?” Olivia looked at me while biting her nails. She tried holding onto the steering wheel with her right hand but shook like a leaf. Her cheeks became red as tulips, and her blush spread to her neck.

“Just pull over,” I told her through gritted teeth. “They must have seen us.”

She did and pulled over to the side. One must be blind not to see what we were up to. Alina was literally sitting right on top of me with my equipment stuffed inside her.

“I can’t believe we got caught,” Alina said, giggling.

“Is this funny to you?” I asked.

“Just thrilling,” she said.

I didn’t see how this was thrilling. If there were two not-so-well-endowed guys with a beer belly, and they saw the size of my equipment with these two beauties, they sure would be green with envy and inflict a greater punishment than necessary. And even worse, if they found out we were related. I prayed they were women or at least had some decency to show some sympathy. We weren’t recklessly driving, after all.

I looked in the mirror and held my breath till they opened the doors. I sighed in relief. Thankfully, two tall blonde women stepped out of the car. Their well-endowed racks strained against their uniforms. Chewing gum, they both wore shades and had fit and tight bodies. I opened my mouth a little. I should be careful about what I wished for. Now I knew for certain that they would see my erection. They would without doubt make me pop wood.

“Are you hardening inside me?” Alina asked.

“Just wait till you see the cops,” I told her.

They strode to me, exchanging glances. They pushed down their shades to the tip of their noses and had a closer look in case they were dreaming. They exchanged grins. “What are you three up to?” one of them asked. I read her name tag, Lana Fox. She spotted the camera, nudged her colleague with her elbow and pointed with her baton.

“We’re just filming something,” I told her with a straight face. I considered myself lucky they were women, but it would have been better if they weren’t so hot. Olivia was too nervous to speak. Her face looked like a red balloon, and Alina just looked in the other direction.

“Driving without a seatbelt, eh?” the other officer said and waggled her eyebrows. I read her name tag, Lexi Love.

“I think the seat belt is inside her if you know what I’m saying,” Lana Fox said, making them both giggle.

“Sorry about that,” I said.

“Step out of the vehicle,” Lana said, crooking her finger.

“Can we at least get our clothes?” I asked them.

“Sure,” Lexi said.

“They’re in the trunk,” I told them.

I pushed open the button and the trunk opened automatically. They went and picked up our clothes. While they were bent at the waist, they flashed their well-trained bottoms. They caught me staring, flashing a smile. They handed us our clothes. Alina put her bra and top on and opened the door. She came off my massive erection, which landed with a wet smack against my waist. Alina stepped outside with lubricants trailing down her legs. When my hard-on came into their view, both the officers dropped their jaws at my massive size covered in Alina’s sweet honey.

“Jesus,” they both mouthed and exchanged glances.

“It’s longer and thicker than a baton,” Lexi said, stroking her weapon intimately and perhaps dreaming of shoving it inside her.

“I know it’s big,” Alina said and hurriedly put on her panties.

“Are you working in the adult industry?” Lana Fox asked.

“Yes, we run a business,” I told her and pulled my shorts back up. I didn’t bother with a shirt, but their eyes swept over my chest nevertheless.

“We’ll be kind to you, don’t worry,” Lexi said, taking her shades off and winking.

“Have we committed a felony?” Olivia squeaked and wrung her hands.

“A misdemeanor for not wearing seatbelts,” Lexi said and winked at her. I sighed a breath of relief. I thought they would add reckless driving and lewd conduct in public to the list. “If you are willing to take my number.”

I blinked and my eyes swept over her. Even if her breasts were hidden under a uniform, they looked magical regardless. I wanted to unveil her, wondering how she looked under that uniform. Both their faces were flawless. They had the most perfect dimples and lips colored with red lipstick. I could already imagine them wrapped around my cock, passing it back and forth while wearing perhaps a sexier uniform. “Sure,” I said. It wasn’t exactly the response I’d expected, but it was a response I couldn’t complain about. They took our names and wrote us a ticket.

Lana took a closer look at the ticket, and my heart skipped a beat. “Why do you two have the same last name?”

“We are cousins,” I said quickly.

“Right,” Lana said, looking at us suspiciously. Thankfully, she didn’t press any further. We admitted to having driven without a seatbelt. It could have been worse after all. They let Olivia off the hook easily since she hadn’t done anything. They were overly kind, and we thanked both of them.

“We’ve been young too,” Lana said, shaking my hand. “And I’ve had a crush on my cousin too.”

“Thank you,” I said. “If only more officers were like you; you would have a better reputation.”

Lexi laid her hand on my shoulder. Even if I had put on my shorts, my massive bulge was still clearly visible. “My number is on the ticket.”

“Oh, what about you?” I asked Lana.

“We are bisexuals,” Lana said and gave me a wink. “If she comes, I’ll come too.”

“Sweet,” I said. “Uh, hypothetically speaking, if we continued, and you happened to see us …”

“Do your thing,” Lexi said. “But we can’t guarantee you that you won’t be caught again. We’ll head back to San Clemente. The coast is clear for now, but if we catch you again, we have to give you another ticket. Don’t mistake us for naughty cops.”

“A bit too late for that,” I said.

Lexi leaned in, making me feel her lavender perfume. She pressed her lips to my forehead. “Don’t forget to give us a call.”

“You can count on me,” I said and watched as they whirled around and strode back to their car. Hopping inside and starting the engine, they took a U-turn and continued back down the road. “What the fuck just happened?”

“We were adventurous and our adventure will continue,” Alina said and unhooked her bra, freeing her tits again.

“Are you sure we should continue?” Olivia asked as the blush slowly started to abate. “We must have gotten extremely lucky with those officers.”

“No doubt about that,” I said. “But they gave us the green light, after all.”

“And their number,” Alina said and nudged me with her elbow.

“I was scared we might end up in jail,” Olivia said.

“For filming some porn?” Alina asked. “That’s not going to happen. They’ll probably love our content and become our dedicated fans, especially after Alex has had his way with them.”

“Hey, I haven’t promised them anything,” I told her.

“Well, they sure helped to keep you hard,” Alina pointed out, which was true. My bulge didn’t go anywhere and my erection was still hard as a rock.

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s jump back into the car and finish what we started.”

I took off my clothes after checking that we were in the clear. We dumped them in the trunk, and then I sat down, patting my lap. Alina eagerly came inside, flashing her ass right at my face. I took my cock and pointed it at her wet slit, tapping my hard shaft against her pink a couple of times. “Alina, you can lower your ass now.”

“You don’t want to watch it for a little?” she asked teasingly.

I buried my face between her cheeks and licked the center of her ass. “Better?”

Giggling, she lowered her bottom toward my cock. I parted her lips with the crown, grabbed her hips, and slowly pulled her toward me. Her pussy engulfed my shaft till she ground her hips on my lap. “We’re good to go,” I told Olivia.

Olivia started the vehicle. Alina smashed the rec button, and as soon as we started driving, we were back exactly where we had left off.

Alina kept bouncing up and down on my lap, pleasuring every nerve of my cock. I shifted in my seat and helped her with my hands. She giggled and moaned, especially as her hair fluttered in the wind. We passed by another car, and Alina ducked. “Hopefully they keep their eyes on the road,” Alina said. I kissed her back and ran my hand to her sweet tits as she once again ground her ass on my crotch.

“Lean forward and go for a reverse cowboy,” I told her.

She leaned forward and started riding me. I watched my cock being swallowed again and again by her sweet vagina. “Hmm, that’s it,” I said. I was hornier than ever after having met those officers, and Alina quickly took me to the peak. “That’s it, Lusty, I’m almost there,” I told her as I kept watching her ass move on my cock, riding me harder.

“You’re so fucking big!”

A wave of pleasure swept over me. I grabbed her ass and thrust my hips, stabbing her pussy. Pushing myself to the hilt, I came deep inside her with a mighty groan. “Ahhh,” I moaned and threw my head back.

“Ah, nice,” Alina said and closed her eyes as I kept firing my cum inside her. She micro-fucked me, milking my orgasm. I was too comfortable to speak.

“Do we have a towel?” Alina asked and knew already I’d filled her up to the brim.

“I have taken measures,” Olivia said and brought one up and handed it to us.

“Olivia, pull over,” I told her and enjoyed the pleasurable sensation of having Alina’s pussy wrapped around every inch of my girth.

Olivia stopped by and Alina still hadn’t come off me. “Are you ready?” Alina asked me.

I took the camera and filmed as she stood up and came off my cock. The wet cum lubricated my exit, and each brush of skin against skin sent me to new heights of pleasure. “Oh, that’s so sexy,” I said and filmed the creampie as it dribbled down from her sexy slit, whitening her pink womanhood and dripping back onto my cock. Holding the towel under her slit, she jumped out of the car and then motioned me to swing my legs off the seat. I did, and she took my seeping cock back into her mouth and sucked me with the beautiful scenery of rugged hills in the background.

We heard a car, but we were behind our vehicle, so they couldn’t see us. Alina came off with a pop and turned to Olivia who stood at the side and looked at us. “Do you want your clothes?” Olivia asked demurely.

“Let’s put them on and take a little break,” I told her. “Might as well watch the flicks.”

We put our clothes back on and found some rocks to sit on. I tugged a bit on my shirt. I was warm after all that fucking, and I’d gotten sweaty when the cops had caught us. We watched through the clips. It was difficult to find a good angle, but they could clearly see us having sex in a car. Alina was definitely in the spotlight as her bouncing tits and wet pussy faced the camera. I chuckled. “I love this.”

“It gets you hard, doesn’t it?” Alina asked.

“It’s not just that, but fucking in a car is exotic and fun.”

“Both of you seem oblivious to the fact you got caught,” Olivia said.

“Admit the clips are good,” I told her, draping my arm over her neck and pulling her closer.

“They’re spicy,” Olivia admitted, her eyes reflecting a mix of love and lust. “I wish I were as brave as you two.”

“You can be,” Alina said. “You just have to open up your legs.”

Olivia chuckled. “Easier said than done. But I’m down to film more clips.”

“That’s great.” I wiped the sweat from my brow. It was hot out here, and I needed a break. “Why don’t we get something to eat and drink?”

“I agree,” Alina said, glancing at Olivia. “I know a place close to the beach. They have super good juices and tasty sandwiches.”

“Alright, let’s jump in,” I said. My sister was my GPS, guiding me there. After half an hour, we arrived, and I found a place to park. We settled down.

“What an amazing view,” I said. The waves shimmered and crashed onto the shore, and a couple of surfers were riding the waves.

“It’s super relaxing,” Alina said, pushing her blonde hair behind her ears. “What should we get?”

“We can share a big pineapple drink,” Olivia suggested.

“So you’ve been here too?” I asked Olivia, who nodded eagerly.

“Alina showed me this place,” Olivia said.

We ordered the pineapple drink along with three sandwiches. The waitress brought over a big pineapple cut at the top with three straws. We leaned forward simultaneously and took a sip.

“It’s sweet,” I said.

“Too sweet or just sweet?” Alina asked, licking the yellow juice from her lips.

“Just sweet,” I said. “And it’s exactly what I need.”

“I love this,” Alina said. “I needed that after all the work.”

“I like the way you say ‘work,’” Olivia said, waggling her eyebrows.

“Sucking a cock is work though,” Alina pointed out.

“Alina, tone it down,” I told her, but I couldn’t help laughing at her humor. Everything felt great at the moment. The waitress brought our grilled cheese sandwiches, which were golden brown and warm.

“How are they?” Alina asked me while taking a bite.

“I love them,” I said.

“Nice,” she said.

Olivia nibbled on hers like a bird, sipping juice between the bites. When we finished eating, we started talking about life in general. “Think of living like this every day,” Alina pointed out, looking at me and Olivia, but her eyes lingered on Olivia. “We are our own bosses, no morning alarm, no angry boss, and we get paid on top of it.”

“Yeah … It’s enticing,” Olivia said, lowering her voice. “A lot of sex on top of it.”

“We saw a major spike after we filmed our first sex scene,” I said. “With another girl, I think we’ll see another spike.”

“If it’s okay with you,” Olivia said, clearly understanding we were talking about her. “I kind of want to try.”

Alina happily draped her arm over her shoulder. “I knew you would say yes.”

“Just trying for now,” Olivia said.

“You’ll be hooked,” Alina promised her. “We will have so much fun, you have no idea.”

“I kind of have an idea,” she giggled.

“By the way, I want to buy some dildos,” Alina said.

“Don’t you have enough already?” I asked Alina.

She shook her head. “I want a cloned one from yours. And I think Olivia might want one too.”

“I do,” Olivia said with a giggle.

“Fine,” I said with a shrug. I didn’t understand why she needed so many sex toys, but that was something I’d probably never understand about girls.

After we’d finished eating, I drove Alina to an adult shop. “Isn’t this something out of antiquity?”

“Ha-ha, very funny,” Alina said. “Girls still prefer actual shopping over virtual shopping.”

We entered the store, and the lady working there beamed when she saw us. She had a porn star look, with enhanced breasts almost spilling out of her tight top, enhanced lips, dyed blonde hair, and high heels that lifted her round ass. “Hi,” Alina said, waving at her.

“Hi,” the cashier said. “Coming for more sex toys?”

Alina nodded. It shouldn’t have surprised me that this was where Alina bought all her stash. “We want two Clone-A-Willy kits.”

“I got that for you,” she said and turned around to her shelf, flipping through the sex toys. “Is that your boy you’re sharing?”

Alina and Olivia nodded. “We are,” Alina said since Olivia was too shy to answer.

“Lucky guy,” the cashier said with a giggle. She put the boxes on the counter. “These glow in the dark, too, so they’re easier to guide under the sheets.”

“Perfect,” Alina said. She paid for the items and got them in a discreet bag.

“You’ve been shopping here so many times that she knows you?”

“Yeah,” Alina said. “I’ve been coming here for two years. Toys are important.”

“I just find it funny,” I said. It was 5 PM, and the sun was starting its descent toward the sea. Olivia mentioned that she would be eating dinner with her mom soon, so we decided to drive her back.

“Will you have the dildo ready by tomorrow?” Olivia asked.

“I will,” I said. I had never done something like this before, but I suspected it wasn’t rocket science.

We pulled into her driveway. “Tell your mom we say hi,” Alina said.

“I will,” Olivia said. “For tomorrow, when do you want me to come?”

“After breakfast,” Alina said. “That’s when we usually start.”

“Okay … Any preparations?”

“You have to be wet,” Alina said, making them both giggle. “I’m just kidding. I’ve got plenty of sexy clothes if you want to borrow some.”

“Okay,” she said and opened the door. “Text me when the clip is up.”

“I will,” I said, eagerly anticipating seeing her nude. Alina and I stepped outside to hug her. I opened my arms, and Olivia fell into them with a grateful sigh. Our bodies pressed together, her head resting on my chest, and for the first time, I felt the warmth of our embrace radiate throughout my body. It was intimate, more so than any hug we had shared before.

“I think you’re cute,” she whispered, breaking the hug and looking me in the eyes.

Her freckled cheeks blushed ever so slightly. “I have a thing for you too.”

“It will be nice to explore those feelings in the coming days,” she said. “I just hope we can do something outside the set if you know what I mean.”

“There’ll be plenty of time for that,” I said.

She nodded and headed up to her door, her red hair swaying behind her.

We drove back home, and Alina put her shades on. “What a productive day,” she said with a smile.

“You’re damn right,” I said. “The car scenes will be smash hits … Too bad they aren’t going up on OnlyFans.”

“I don’t like that either,” Alina said, wrinkling her nose. “I wish we could operate unrestricted.”

“We just have to be creative,” I told her. “Dirtier stuff on Pornhub and Reddit.”

We pulled in and noticed that Mom had already arrived. “Time flies when you’re having fun,” I said.

“Or making love,” she said with a wink. We hopped outside. She took the bags, and I opened the door for her. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Mom, we’re home,” Alina said.

“I’m outside,” Mom said.

In the garden, she moved fluidly through her yoga routine. Wearing skin-tight pink yoga leggings along with a sports top, she currently did a front split. My thoughts wandered to places they shouldn’t as I watched her flex and twist. A burning desire ignited in me for more than just this view of her.

“Let me just get our stuff to my bedroom,” I told her, reminding her that I had a bag with two dildos in addition to the camera.

“Alright,” she said and skipped outside. I hurried upstairs and dumped the stash onto my bed. I quickly went down again, and as my mother did the split, the sunlight caught her blonde hair and made it glow. With each stretch, her muscles flexed and glistened with sweat. I couldn’t help but admire her dedication to her yoga practice … and also how sexy she looked.

“Did you have fun with your cousin?” she asked us.

“Yeah,” Alina said and exchanged glances with me. “We started off with cookies, had a little road trip and then had something to eat.”

“You weren’t driving your brother mad with a bunch of chatting?” Mom asked her daughter.

“No,” Alina said, taking my arm and holding it like my lover. “Or did I?”

“Not at all,” I said. We kept Mom company for a little. She told us about her day, and what she had been up to. As I sat and watched how she transitioned into poses, I felt my cock stir. I found an excuse before I pitched a giant tent and headed upstairs. I thought I might as well take care of cloning my erection now that I was half erect. I read the instructions and looked around. I needed a boner. I wanted to call for my older sister. I knew she could help, but I knew there was something more tempting. I looked out the window and saw my mother transitioning into the side split. From up here, I had a perfect view of her delicious cleavage.

“Wow,” I said. Just upon seeing Mom’s forbidden curves, I felt the sexual tension. It felt just as taboo as when I had first messed around with my older sister. I opened the dildo box and prepared it accordingly. I grabbed the tube, and the only thing I needed now was a hard-on. I peered out the window, seeing my hot mother and how her leggings hugged her hips. The delicious ass crack made me hard in an instant, and I slowly started stroking myself to my mother. I didn’t mind. My sister and I had done so many forbidden things by now, so it didn’t feel so weird to jerk off to my mother.

“Knock, knock,” Alina said.

My eyes widened. “Ugh, what now?”

“What are you doing?”

“Nothing,” I said.

She opened the door and peeked inside.

“Alina, I didn’t say you can come in,” I told her sternly.

“Why are you masturbating?” she said in a lowered voice.

“It’s for your dildos,” I told her in a hushed voice.

She stifled a giggle. “Sorry … If you need an erection, I could’ve helped … Wait, what are you getting off to?”

I pulled the curtains aside. “Nothing.”

“Is it our mom?” she asked with a grin.

“Are you gonna help me or not?”

“I’ll help you when you answer me,” she said coquettishly. “Do you think Mom is hot?”

“Of course, I think our mother is pretty,” I said.

“I said hot, not pretty,” she corrected me.

“They’re interchangeable,” I said.

“No they’re not,” she said.

“You’re getting on my nerves now,” I told her.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to,” she said. “If I can admit I’ve used her dildos, you can admit that you were jerking off to her.”

“Fine, I was,” I said. “You happy now?”

She chuckled. “Sort of,” she said and dropped to her knees. “I’ll be a good sister now.” She wrapped both her hands around my manhood and engulfed the tip with her mouth. She slid it deep into her mouth. My knees buckled as I hardened to steel in her mouth. She pulled her head back and slid it back into her mouth again with lips sealed tightly.

“Geeze, that’s fine,” I said, glancing down at her stretched lips. “She’s still out there.”

Pulling her head back, she came off with a pop. She had successfully sucked me to full mast. “Do you forgive me for being bratty now?”

“Of course, sis,” I said, and she pecked my lips.

I grabbed the tube and pushed it to my erection. “I thought you wanted to keep Mom company.”

“Yes, but I just wanted to see what you were up to,” she said. “I’ll help her out with dinner anyway … How does it feel?”

“Not as good as your mouth or pussy, that’s for sure.” I pulled it out and placed it on the desk. She curiously took the tube and peeked inside.

Putting it back, she eyed my cock. “Need help?”

“That wouldn’t hurt,” I said.

“Do you have tissues somewhere?” she asked.

I pulled open the drawer and handed her a box of baby wipes. She dropped to her knees and started cleaning my cock. “I’m sorry, I have no idea what that gooey stuff is.” She stroked me with the baby wipes and tossed it into the bin. She aimed the head at her mouth and sucked me in again. Closing my eyes, I moaned.

“Alina, that’s fine,” I said.

She flitted her eyes to mine and slowly came off my cock. “So, I’ll go down and talk to Mom.”

“I’ll edit the clips in the meantime,” I told her.

She kissed her hand and blew it to me. She could be too sexy at times.

I started my computer and opened the window to let in some fresh air. At the same time, I heard Mom taking a shower downstairs. I started editing the videos we’d filmed so far, preparing to upload them to Pornhub. While editing, I reminisced over when I used to edit skateboard clips. It wasn’t boring, but this felt so much better.

Eventually, Mom came outside. “Why don’t you blow dry your hair?” Alina asked Mom.

“I like it better when it dries naturally,” she said. “When is your next shift by the way?”

That question made me lose focus on the editing. It took my sister a while to answer. “Uhm,” she said and drew in a deep breath. “I have quit.”

“Have you landed another job?”

“No,” my sister said.

“I like to see you have fun,” Mom said. “But you aren’t without responsibilities.”

“I understand, Mom,” Alina said. “I’m doing a project together with Alex.”

“What kind of project?” Mom asked suspiciously.

“Uhm … It’s something,” Alina said.

“Okay,” Mom said and seemed to let it go.”











  
  
  Chapter 6

  
  







I wiped the foam aside, so my sister could see my pubic hair better. She hung the bathrobe on the knob and joined me in the bathtub. We’d woken up an hour ago, and she suggested we shave each other. We would meet Olivia later and get some yogurts at a shopping mall.

“Finally I can remove your pubic hair,” she said and stacked the shaver, gel and razor on the table.

I reached out to touch her pussy and the hair above her clit. “I think some hair looks sexy.”

“On older women,” she said. “Not on me.”

“Give me an example,” I said.

“On Mom,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

I chuckled with her. She started with the shaver, gently grazing it over my pubic hair. My cock thickened to the point it stood in her way. “Can you unsheathe your sword, please?”

I laughed. “You will have to jump out of the bathtub.”

I held my erection for her, so she could concentrate a bit better. “There we go,” she said and grabbed the gel, gently rubbing it over the stubbles. She shaved off the remaining hair, and I watched as she carefully concentrated. “I’m not messing up anything?”

“No,” I said.

“You aren’t just looking at my breasts?”

“Your breasts and your face,” I said as she flitted her eyes to me.

“Yesterday … I was close to telling her,” she said with a sigh.

“What?”

“Our mother,” she said. “I told you before you went to bed that I told Mom I don’t work as a waitress any longer.”

“Right,” I said and remembered that clearly well. I was about to say if it bothered you so much, then why not tell her? But I thought twice about it. “I’m not sure what to say … We’ve been quite intimate lately to the point it feels normal for us, but I’m not sure about our mother’s reaction yet.”

“Neither am I,” she said with a sigh. “Although one thing is for certain, I feel terrible about lying or going behind her back.”

“I feel you,” I said. “When we have such a sweet mother as her, I don’t want to lie to her.”

“I agree,” she said and splashed some water over my cock. “Rise.”

I did, and she studied my manhood and private area. “Bald and clean,” she said as my erection cast a shadow on her face. “Your turn to shave me.”

“With pleasure,” I said. She sat on the edge of the bathtub, the water running over her pussy and thighs. I started with the shaver and trimmed off the little hair that was on her. I smiled upon shaving her. It was something so erotic trimming another girl, even more so when it was my sister.

When there were only stubbles left, I reached for the razor and gently shaved off the remaining hair till she was fully bald. “There we go,” I said and rubbed her with my thumb.

She lay down on top of me and gave me a nude, wet hug. “This was lovely,” she said. “What do you feel about seeing our cousin nude?”

“I can’t wait,” I said with a grin.

“Film some dirty clips together?”

“Yeah,” I said, stroking my sister’s ass.

“Make some money,” she said.

“We’re already raking in the dough,” I said, reminding myself that we were making six figures already, and we could easily make more.

“I have a feeling we will make more with Olivia,” she said, grinning.

“So do I,” I said, patting her ass. “Shall we rise and meet her?”

My sister nodded. “Let’s go.”

* * *

We drove up Olivia’s driveway and flashed the lights. She stepped out, wearing a mini skirt and a top. “Hi,” she said and hopped into the seat.

“Hi,” we greeted her, and I asked her, “Did you see the clips?”

“I just watched them,” she said with a giggle. “I still can’t believe you went so far.”

“We can always go farther,” Alina said.

“By the way,” I told Olivia. “We have a gift for you in the bag.”

She reached inside and pulled out my clone a willy. She burst out laughing, slapping her thigh. “Thank you,” she said, studying it.

“I tried out mine yesterday,” Alina said. “It’s nice, but it can’t substitute his real thing.”

Olivia checked it out as if she wanted to try it out. “I might try it out tonight,” she said. “I just can’t believe how thick he is.”

“Well endowed,” Alina said and waggled her eyebrows.

When we arrived at the mall, it was that time of the day when there weren’t many people around. The girls insisted on checking out some clothing stores, and I was about to fall asleep, but Alina and Olivia encouraged me to buy a new polo shirt and chino shorts. I tried them on and was immediately impressed by how good they looked on me, and the price tag wasn’t discouraging either since we could afford it. It felt nice to be able to buy high-end clothes and stick out from the bunch, and Olivia couldn’t believe it herself that we put it on our tab.

Olivia hugged Alina outside the store. “Thank you! You two are the best.”

“Alex also wants a hug,” she said, breaking it, and she gladly fell into my arms too and lingered there a bit longer.

“Thank you,” Olivia said. “Both of you are so kind.”

“I wonder what Mom will say when she sees me in these clothes,” I said. I couldn’t lie, but skateboard culture had left a mark on me for years. Polo shirts and chino shorts were the farthest thing from my mind.

“She will love them,” Alina insisted. “You look so hot.”

“Speaking of temperature,” I said and tugged at my shirt. “It’s even roasting inside here.”

“How about we get some frozen yogurt at U-swirl?” Alina suggested.

None of us could decline it since the sun was baking our bodies and leaving us drenched in sweat. We needed to cool down, but the journey there wasn’t straight as we winded through the outlet, and they kept looking for purses and perfume on the way. Luckily, there were no adult stores stacked with dildos and sex toys.

We finally arrived there which should’ve taken ten minutes, but ended up taking an hour. We bought our frozen yogurts and sat outside in the shade. Mine was topped with strawberries and salted caramels.

“What an odd combination,” Alina said, who’d just picked cherry yogurt with some chocolate on top.

“I agree,” Olivia said.

“Salt and sweets go hand in hand,” I said and popped a strawberry into my mouth.

“If you say so,” Alina said and started eating as well. She nudged me with her elbow and pointed at an advertisement for a penthouse by the beach. “Look at that.”

“I see,” I said and started dreaming about owning a penthouse with those two girls. I envisioned it in front of me, having a rooftop for ourselves with a jacuzzi and a dazzling view, and not having to deal with any neighbors. “We’ll soon be able to afford one if our success continues.”

“I know,” my sister said.

“You two dream big,” Olivia said.

“We can dream even bigger while being three. Whoops,” Alina said and spilled some yogurt on her chest. “Alex … do you mind?”

“Alina, we are in public.”

“We just had sex in the car yesterday …”  

Rolling my eyes, I leaned forward, pressed my tongue right on her cleavage, licked the sweet cream up and kissed her lips. “Satisfied?”

She placed her hand on my crotch. “Only this will satisfy me.”

I rolled my eyes again and laughed with her. Olivia looked at both of us, and I could tell she felt envious.

“What do you want to try out first?” I asked her.

“A blowjob,” she said, lowering her eyes and hoping someone wasn’t listening.

“No one’s listening,” Alina said. “Once you’ve gotten cock’d by Alex, you will be hooked.”

“Is that even a word?” I asked her.

“No, I just pulled it out of my pussy,” she said and giggled, super excited.

“Right,” I said and chuckled with her. I knew when she was in a state of excitement, but it wasn’t always that she made sense. I turned to Olivia. “So a blowjob?”

“Yes … But maybe I could give you a massage first,” Olivia suggested.

“Yeah …” I said to myself and was also curious about her massage skills. “That’s different and will probably look good as well.”

“But I need some oils for the massage.”

“We can pick that up at the grocery store … By the way, maybe we can cook something for Mom,” Alina suggested.

“That will be nice,” Olivia said.

Alina called Mom, and they spoke for a minute or two. “Done,” Alina said and took Olivia’s hand. “You’ll be eating dinner with us.”

* * *

We left the U-swirl and then made our way out of the outlet. The sun had reached its peak, and the palm trees swayed in the soft breeze. I tugged at the collar of my shirt and looked side to side as I was flanked by two forbidden beauties. “Anything else, or should we head to the nearest grocery store?” I asked them.

They exchanged glances, and Olivia happened to say, “The quicker we get to your place, the better.”

“Because you have a dessert to look forward to,” Alina said and nudged her with her elbow.

“Yeah … but it’s also hot outside,” our cousin said.

“If you can pick up what you need for groceries, I can wait here.”

Alina wrapped her arm around mine and shook her head. “You’re coming with us.”

“Alright,” I said with an eye roll and followed her to the nearest grocery store. I thought they perhaps wanted to be left alone for a moment but apparently not. Olivia picked out some ingredients, and I wasn’t sure what she was going for with rice, saffron, shrimp and scallops. Alina also mentioned that we had chicken at home, so they would throw that into the mix as well.

“What will you cook?” I asked them.

“Paella,” Olivia said. “It’s a dish I had in Spain. It’s super tasty.”

Even if she was young, she’d still discovered many countries from her profession. She found the oils she could use for her massage. We also picked up some fruits and water and decided it was enough. We made our way to the car and drove back home.

* * *




Entering our house, the girls put the groceries in the fridge while I prepared the lighting in our room. I wasn’t sure what type of massage she would give me, but I looked forward to having her soft hands caressing my skin as she would take care of my well-being. It would be the stepping stone to be intimate with my cousin. It didn’t feel as taboo as with Alina, but still hotter than with any other girl I’d been with.

We entered my sister’s bedroom, and the first thing Alina did was turn on the fan. “Geez, it’s roasting.”

“I know,” I said. “Will feel great to get these clothes off.”

“The massage must also be performed nude,” Olivia said but waited for both of us as if she didn’t want to take off her clothes first.

“What kind of massage will this be?” I wondered.

“An erotic and sensual one,” she said.

“I’m hooked already,” I said and pulled the shirt over my head and pulled down my shorts as well, revealing the bulge and my half-limp cock, which hardened to concrete as Olivia started undressing. Her skin was porcelain white, her boobs round and slightly fuller than Alina’s. She had some red pubic hair over her slit, and I found her stunning as I saw my cousin nude for the first time in my life.

“Damn, you look sexy,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said, a light blush spreading on her cheeks.

Alina was right behind my back, delivering kisses on my neck. “You deserve a massage after all the work you’ve been through,” she said.

“You also deserve one,” I told her sincerely, fetched her hand and delivered a kiss right on top. “You’ve been working just as hard as I have.”

“I want to do more.”

“Any ideas of a good angle?”

“I guess on the side,” Alina said. “Give me a sec and I’ll figure something out.”

I lay down in the meantime, and it was lucky the wardrobe had a mirror, so I could watch Olivia while she massaged me. She arranged her oils and other equipment as she took her time and prepared herself, pulling her hair into a ponytail and tossing it behind her back. She looked so patient and quiet, the opposite of Alina, but I wanted and needed both in my life.

“Are you nervous?” Alina asked her.

Olivia slowly shook her head. “If I pretend there isn’t a camera then no, but knowing you will upload this then maybe.”

“Do your best,” I told her while propping my head up with a pillow.

“I’ll try,” she said.

“I found an amazing angle,” Alina said and took off her skirt and pulled off her top.

I arched an eyebrow immediately. “Wait a minute … You were going commando all the time?”

“Yeah … it’s too steamy with panties on.”

“Why am I surprised,” I said and laughed.

“I’ve seen her without a bra in public too,” Olivia said.

“Where’s the fun in life if we just follow norms? I don’t want to be a boring normie.”

“That helps me overcome this … stage fright … and taboo fright.”

“Just do your thing,” Alina said and gave her a thumbs up. “It’ll be great regardless.”

“Okay, I’m ready,” Olivia said.

Alina smashed the rec button, and Olivia put on the most soothing music I’d ever heard. Water flowed and at the same time, someone was playing a flute which was so relaxing but not relaxing enough to put me to sleep. She started squirting oil over her hands and rubbed it all over my body. Then she deepened and hardened the touch, relaxing my muscles as they loosened up by her strong and caring touch.

She already sent me to heaven with her touches, and I purred as she continued. I wasn’t sure how much was left from the massage, but if this was it, I would kiss and pleasure her again and again in return, but then she started rubbing the oil over her body and tits. I watched her oily body gleam in the mirror, and she crawled to the side, leaned over and started rubbing her breasts all over my back.

My eyes popped open, and I popped wood at the same time as the touch was so sensual and deep. “Oh,” I muttered and slowly relaxed as I felt my cousin’s boobs perfectly slide up and down my back.

Then she moved between my legs, and when I thought the show was over, I guessed wrong. She slid up over my body and ended with her tits right on my neck, and she then slid all the way back down. She repeated this motion till I started shivering. It just felt so good, and she stimulated certain parts of my body which had never been stimulated before.

She started breathing down my neck, warmer and deeper and then ended with multiple kisses along my neck as well which made me tremble even more. At the same time, I felt an orgasm building, even if she hadn’t touched me, and I was paranoid for a second to blow a load in this position, but I relaxed as she slowed down and finally finished it off with a kiss on my neck.

“So,” she said and gently turned off the music. “Did I pass the audition?”

I turned around and it felt as if time stood still, and I’d finally found deep peace. I felt a bliss I’d never felt before and regretted I hadn’t made a move on her earlier. She undid her ponytail and released her auburn hair. My eyes landed right on her cleavage and the two breasts she’d massaged me with. “I … can’t think of a single thing.”

She giggled. “I’m stoked for you.”

“That was amazing,” I said. “I started shivering.”

“I noticed.”

Alina cleared her throat. “I hit pause … but I think our audience expects a happy ending.”

“I think so too,” I said. I fully turned over and revealed my towering erection.

Olivia’s hands flew to her cheeks. “Were you that hard all the time?”

“The second your breasts touched my back,” I said. “There was no turning back.”

“Sorry, I hope I didn’t hurt you or anything.”

“I’m good.”

“I see,” she said and eyed my cock as if bracing herself for a challenge. “Well, I’m prepared to take it in my mouth.”

I propped some pillows behind my back and spread my legs, giving her room, so she could finish the massage with a wet, deep blowjob. “Alright, you can smash the rec button.”

Alina did and Olivia took a deep breath, and having grown up together, I knew she stood at a point of no return. She wrapped her hands around the girth and leaned over as her lips hovered above the tip. She opened up wide, and the second my cock entered her mouth, I saw the look in her eyes, both relief and joy and freedom which my manhood provided these ladies. She would not go anywhere, and I wouldn’t want her to go anywhere either. She sealed her lips around the tip and slowly started bobbing her head as she got a hang of it. She widened her eyes at the thick girth, which she struggled to curl her fingers around, and also the massive vein that throbbed under her hand. Some of her hair spilled in front of her now and then, but she dedicatedly wanted to please me as she looked up to me for clues as to whether the job was being done properly.

“Keep on going,” I whispered in a husky voice and raked my fingers through her auburn hair as she took me deeper and deeper down her throat, massaging me with her throat muscles as I entered the second taboo mouth of my life. “Oh, Olivia.”

She kept bobbing her head quicker as she heard my husky voice that I was reaching the climax, but it also made her gag and almost cry. “Don’t fly too close to the sun,” I told her. “Hmm, you suck so well.”

She blushed a little and tried not to get ahead of herself, so she made sucking sounds instead of gagging and crying. “Ah, that’s it,” I said as the heat within my core grew in intensity and spread throughout my body. Suddenly, a wave of ecstasy and bliss overtook me. She pulled her head back and sucked the cum out of my tip at the same time as the orgasm swept through me, and I ended up blowing my load deep inside her wet mouth. She swallowed it as quickly as possible, but quickly noticed it was too much and came off, but to her surprise, I kept blasting her face as bullets of cum shot out from the tip, struck her nose, eyes and cheeks, and then I spilled cum all over her breasts which then trickled down her cleavage. Her eyes widened in shock, but her lips were about to slide up into a grin. She went back down to my cock and started sucking me clean and ended with a pop while my seed dripped down her face.

“And cut,” Alina said and sounded happier than ever. “That was amazing!”

“I can’t see a thing,” Olivia said. “Somebody bring me a towel please?”

Alina was already there for her, helping her clean her face and rubbing off my load. When I could see her clearer, she was still in a state of shock. “I’m baffled … What kind of seed do you keep stashed in your testicles?”

“I told you I wasn’t enough for him … not even us two when I think about it,” Alina said and winked at me.

I just shrugged. “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess a large cock comes with a larger load.” 

“We have a tradition to watch the clip together afterward,” Alina said and crooked her finger. “Come.”

“I noticed that yesterday,” Olivia said and made her way to us and sat down next to me. She leaned her head on my shoulder and nervously wrapped her arm in mine. Something told me that she was feeling a bit insecure as she watched the clip with us. I then turned to her and noticed her cheeks were as red as tulips, and she chewed her lips and squinted when we played the blowjob part. But when I blasted her face with my cum, her eyes widened in disbelief again.

“What do you think?” I asked her.

“It looked nice … but I didn’t hurt you or anything?”

“What?” I asked and searched her face. The question caught me so off guard since the look of pleasure was clearly on my face both during the massage and when she sucked me.

“I was thinking if there were too much teeth or something else,” she said and shrank under my searching gaze.

“Not at all,” I told her and raked my fingers through her hair. “That was wonderful.”

“Could I do something to make it better?” she asked and clung to my arm harder.

“No,” I told her. “It was perfect.”

“Olivia, the most important thing was that you sucked the cum out of his tip. You succeeded and he clearly enjoyed it.”

“Okay,” our cousin said and stopped chewing her lips. “Just checking.”

“So … What do you say, are you down with us?”

She nodded without hesitation. “I won’t be a flight attendant any longer.”

Alina jumped up to her feet and fell into Olivia’s embrace. She wrapped her arms around Alina’s back, making their tits mash together. I rose and also embraced her after Alina.

“So … Do we share him equally?” Olivia asked Alina after breaking the hug.

“Pretty much … we are his girlfriends and he is our boyfriend.”

“And I suppose we have to hide from our parents,” Olivia said.

“For now,” Alina said.

“I’m not sure what my mother would say about this if she found out,” Olivia said.

“Relax,” I told her. “Our parents aren’t tyrants after all.”

“Maybe you’re right … I think this will be fun, especially for you,” Olivia said and nodded her head at me.

“All of us will have fun,” I corrected her. I could already visualize the adventurous day we had in front of us, making my chest tingle.

Alina suddenly coughed in her elbow. “Sorry, it feels as if I’m having something in my throat.”

“Maybe you need to eat something,” Olivia said. “When does your mother come home?”

“In an hour,” Alina said.

I patted Alina’s back. “You alright?”

She shook her head. “It feels like I’ve caught the flu or something. Hopefully, I’ll get better.”

“Maybe you need a healthy dose of cum too,” Olivia chimed in.

“That sure will help,” Alina said and chuckled.

While Olivia and Alina went to the kitchen, I started working on the clips.

* * *

Mom came back when Alina and Olivia finished their dish. “Alex, you can come down now,” Alina shouted for me. I descended the stairs just as Mom took off her shoes in the foyer.

“Hi,” Mom greeted me with a wide smile.

“Hi,” I said.

“You don’t want to help your sister and cousin in the kitchen?” she asked with a wink.

“I’ll just mess everything up,” I said. I was a bit intimidated by cooking, so that wouldn’t be an option. Mom went to the terrace, her hips swaying in a tight, red pencil dress. The fabric stretched over her curves and her ample bosom threatened to spill out of the low-cut neckline. Her hair flowed down in loose curls and a strong scent of floral perfume trailed behind her. As my sister set the table, she drew in a deep breath close to Mom.

“You smell amazing,” Alina said.

“I tried out a new perfume,” Mom said happily. Now it was her turn to draw in a deep breath. “Speaking of amazing smells, this house smells amazing.”

“We cooked paella for you,” she said as Olivia came over with the pan. “It was her idea; I just followed her instructions.”

“That’s so sweet of you, Olivia,” Mom said.

Olivia beamed, liking the fact that we appreciated her cooking. We settled down outside and loaded up our plates. The steam from the dish wafted up, filling my nostrils with an aroma of saffron, chicken, and clams. My mouth watered as I scooped up a forkful of the cooked rice, savoring the flavors that exploded in my mouth. Even Mom loved it, showering Olivia with compliments, making her cheeks pink.

“Are you on holiday now?” Mom asked Olivia.

“Yes,” she said. “I’m glad to be back on Earth.”

“Are you getting bored of the skies?” Mom asked her.

“Not exactly,” Olivia said. “There are just some older men there that have creeped me out lately.”

“Your mother told me,” Mom told her and gave her a sympathetic look. “Have you talked to your boss about this?”

“I have,” Olivia said. “I’ll get compensated by the airline.”

“That’s good,” Mom said. “Never be afraid to report or talk about sexual harassment.”

We told her about our shopping trip and what we’d done today, except for filming our clips. Mom listened to everything but then turned to me. “After dinner, I want to see you in a polo shirt.”

“That’s fine,” I said and exchanged glances with my sister.

Mom ruffled her daughter’s hair. “You’re giving my son a makeover.”

“I know,” Alina said and giggled. “It was about time he bought some new clothes.”

I just shrugged. Alina then coughed into her elbow, and Mom quickly patted her back. “Are you alright, sweetheart?”

“I think I’m catching a cold or something,” she said and sounded a bit upset.

“This time of the year?” Mom asked her with an arched eyebrow.

“It happens,” Alina said.

“Let me brew some tea for you after dinner,” Mom said and continued to stroke her back.

After dinner, we all helped clear the table and put the dishes away. Mom excused herself to the kitchen to brew some tea for Alina, while Olivia and I took the opportunity to chat more.

“I think my aunt liked the paella,” Olivia said, smiling.

“She loved it. You did a great job,” I replied, genuinely impressed by her cooking skills.

“Thanks. It was fun cooking with Alina too.”

“It’s nice to have you around. It makes everything feel more… lively,” I said.

Olivia blushed slightly and nodded. “I’m glad to be here.”

Just then, Mom came back with a steaming cup of herbal tea. “Here you go, sweetie,” she said, handing it to Alina. “This should help with that cough.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Alina said, taking a sip. “It’s perfect.”

Mom then turned her attention to me. “Alright, Alex, let’s see you in that new polo shirt.”

I headed upstairs, feeling a mix of excitement and curiosity. It wasn’t often that I paid attention to my wardrobe, but I didn’t want to disappoint my mother. I pulled out the new polo shirt from the shopping bag and put it on. It felt comfortable and fit well. I glanced in the mirror, feeling a bit more confident than usual.

When I came back downstairs, Mom and Alina were waiting expectantly. “Well, what do you think?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Mom’s face lit up. “You look very handsome, Alex. It suits you.”

Alina nodded in agreement. “Told you it would look good. You should trust my fashion sense more often.”

I smiled, feeling their approval boost my confidence even more. “I’ll do that from now on.”

“Now you just need to wear it more often,” Mom said with a grin.

“Will do,” I replied. “I guess the rag days are gone.”

We had some ice cream and talked for a little bit more. It was then time for Olivia to go home. “I can give you a ride,” I told her with a wink.

“That’s an offer I can’t decline,” Olivia said and turned to Alina. “Will you also come?”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t want to make you sick,” Alina said and coughed.

“Oh,” Olivia said. “A brief hug?”

“Sure,” Alina said and couldn’t resist it. They fell into each other’s arms for a brief moment but broke it quickly.

Mom escorted me and Olivia to the door. “I’ll tell your mother that what you made was amazing.”

“Thanks,” Olivia said. “It means the world to me that you enjoyed it.”

Mom and Olivia hugged each other as well before I took her with me to the car.

She hopped inside and we drove away. “It was an exciting day,” I said.

“I agree,” she said demurely. “Uhm … any plans for tomorrow?”

“Do you want to film with us?”

She eagerly nodded her head. “But I want to do more than a blowjob.”

“So do I,” I said.

“Have you thought about this before?” she asked now that we were in private. “I mean, did you find me attractive before you discovered that your sister did OnlyFans?”

“Of course, I found you attractive,” I said and my eyes swept over her. “It was just taboo.”

“I know,” she said and lowered her eyes before raising them. “But I have thought you were cute for a long time.”

I stroked her thigh. “I have had the same feelings for you.”

I slowed the car to a stop at the edge of her driveway. I turned towards her, my eyes locking onto her plump, inviting lips. She caught on immediately and glanced back towards her house, making sure her mother wasn’t watching. Without hesitation, I leaned in and pressed my lips firmly against hers. My tongue slipped between her parted lips and we indulged in a passionate kiss. It was a kiss long in the making, and I lost myself in the sweet taste of her tongue and the warmth of her body. I hadn’t felt so alive in a very long time.

I came off her lips and smiled. “See you tomorrow.”

“See you,” she said, getting out of the car. She waved as she walked to her front door, and I waited until she was safely inside before driving back home.
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Someone lightly knocked on my door. “Alex?” It was Mom.

“What is it?” I asked her in my morning voice.

She opened the door, dressed in her leggings and sports top. It was morning, and the sunlight streamed into my bedroom, highlighting the pitched tent in the middle of my sheets. “I’m sorry to wake you up this early, but your sister isn’t feeling that well. Can you please take care of her today?”

“Sure, Mom,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said, glancing down at my bulge and grinning. “I’ll call later, but I have to go.”

“Fine,” I said and felt my cheeks flush as she closed the door. I drew in a deep breath. I had been too tired to hide my erection. I was used to having Alina run in here and sleep with me. I completely forgot about Mom.

* * *

I woke up an hour later and checked in on my sister. She was dressed but lying in her bed on top of the sheets. “Good morning,” I said.

“Good morning,” I heard Alina say in a worn-down voice.

“How’s it?”

“It’s shit,” she said, and I heard her sore throat and also her stuffy nose. “I feel really sick.”

“Do you need anything?” I asked her and was prepared to run across Orange County just for her.

“Some tissue would be nice,” she said and coughed several times in her elbow. The cough was rough as if coming from deep in her chest. It was that type of cough that was unpleasant to listen to, but I didn’t find it unpleasant as it came from someone I cared deeply about.

I found some tissue in the kitchen, opened it and hurried back, giving her one. She blew her nose, and I made sure to place the bin close to her, so she could throw the tissues there. “Thank you,” she said. “Alex, can you also grab me some water?”

“Of course,” I said. I hurried to the fridge, snatched a water bottle and then handed it to her. “Can you open it yourself?”

“I feel really weak,” she murmured and would rather stare at the sheets than look me in the eyes.

I propped some pillows behind her and helped her into a seated position. “Thank you … You’re strong.”

“You’re the best coach,” I told her, making her smile, but her smile quickly wavered. I opened up the water bottle for her, and she chugged down almost half the bottle. When she lowered it from her mouth, she must have forgotten the lid. She almost spilled the water. I quickly reached out for the bottle and took it before she made a mess all over herself. She truly was sick; I noted and put the bottle aside.

“Is it okay if I invite Olivia over?” I asked her.

She nodded. “If she wants to,” she said. “Just let her know that I’m sick and that she’s coming at her own risk.”

“Anything else?”

She slowly shook her head. “I’ll message you if I need anything … Do you plan to film with Olivia?”

I nodded. “Is that okay for you?”

She nodded. “Yes … Fuck her,” she said, making a grin spread on her lips.

I kissed her forehead and gently closed the door. I called Olivia, and she was already awake and eager to come. She wasn’t either bothered by the fact that Alina was sick.

I picked her up and jumped out of the car to hug her. She was dressed in a flowery, knee-length summer dress and wore a vanilla-scented perfume. “Sleep well?” I asked her.

“After that kiss, I’ve been thinking about you non-stop,” she admitted.

“It was quite deep,” I said. I regretted not kissing her earlier, but it was better late than never.

“Passionate too,” she said.

I drove her back to our place. She asked a couple of questions about Alina, and I told her how sick she was. “She was really kind to me when I was sick a couple of weeks back,” Olivia said as we hopped out of the car.

“I don’t mind either, but it isn’t fun seeing her lie in bed like that,” I said. I took Olivia with me up to her room and knocked. “Alina, Olivia is here.”

“Come in,” she said in her weak voice.

Olivia waved at her and her lips turned down when Olivia saw Alina. “How are you?”

“I’ve seen better days,” Alina said and coughed into her elbow.

“Have you taken any medicine?” Olivia asked her.

“No … Mom made some tea before she left.”

I looked at Alina and combed my fingers through her hair. “Would you feel better to see the fan count?”

She nodded eagerly, and finally, I could see the glow return to her face. “I hope so.”

I fetched my laptop and sat on the edge of Alina’s bed. Olivia was also looking forward to what we’d accomplished, or her blowjob to be precise. I logged in, and to my staggering surprise, we’d gained a thousand subscribers in a day. The number took my breath away as I gaped at the screen.

“Jesus,” Alina murmured, and I could tell she wanted to shoot her fists into the air. I reached for both of her hands and helped her, making her laugh. “You know me so well.”

Olivia looked flabbergasted and started biting her nails. “What gives?”

I exchanged glances with Alina, and I could tell she internally rolled her eyes. “They love you,” Alina said and tried to use as much strength as possible to raise her voice.

“They do?”

I opened up the comments and read them out loud for her. “What a sensual and curvy woman. Mesmerizing hair. Not even two girls are enough for that cock …” I chuckled as they probably predicted where this was going. I also went to Pornhub and the video ended up trending as well, which might explain why our fans had spiked.

“Wow,” Olivia said. “I can’t believe they like me … I can’t believe I was so insecure.”

“You don’t have to be any longer.”

“But I’ve never done something like it, so you can’t judge me, but it’s encouraging nevertheless.” We exchanged glances and kissed each other on the lips. They were so red and full and tasted sweeter than fruit. I reminisced over when they were wrapped around my cock, sliding up and down till I came all over her beautiful face, and also, yesterday’s kiss.

I turned to Alina and the happy boost didn’t last for long as her glow faded. “I think I have to sleep longer … The success felt good for a little, but I truly feel awful.”

I also felt good for a little, but not any longer when I saw her pale face and heard her sick voice. I loved her so deeply that I felt her pain too. “If you need any medicine, we’ll bring them for you.”

“Thank you … Christy would have avoided me like the plague if I was still there.”

It stung my heart when hearing that, and I couldn’t believe how someone could treat such a rare rose like my sister with disrespect. “We are here for you no matter what,” I said and caressed her hip. “I promise.”

“Can you help me back down? I want to lay down for a little bit.” I gently laid her back down and carefully lowered her head back onto the pillow as if she were an expensive vase. I also made sure her phone was on the nightstand. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Give us a call or a text if you need anything,” I said and stroked her forehead, noticing that she had a fever as well. 

“Sure,” she said.

Olivia and I got out of her bed, closed the bedroom door and left her alone for a little.

Olivia shuddered. “I can’t stand seeing someone you care about and love being sick. I mean the Onlyfans news sure was positive, but I don’t know.”

“I agree … I’ll call Mom,” I said. “She usually knows this kind of stuff.” I phoned her, and I could tell she was grateful that I took care of my sister.

“Rest is the most important thing,” Mom said. “You can try to give her a ginger, lemon and honey mix for her throat, but that’s secondary. We don’t have ginger, so you have to be a kind brother and buy that for her.”

“That’s not a problem.”

“Also, we have aspirin and nasal spray in the cabinet if she complains of aching joints or headache.”

“Okay, that’s clear,” I said.

“Kiss.”

“Kiss,” I said. I blushed as Olivia gave me a look. “Come on, you kiss your mom too.”

“Sorry,” she said with a giggle.

“I have to order ginger for some lemon honey mix.”

“Funny, my mother usually makes that for me when I’m sick.”

We sat down on the couch and ordered what we needed with DoorDash. “We have good parents,” I said with a smile.”

“Except for the fact that I’m not sure what Mom would say if she ever finds out,” Olivia said.

“Don’t worry about it for now though.”

It was difficult to listen to her while my eyes kept straying to her melons straining against her dress. Watching her flesh, I thought about her massage and the sensation of her sliding her body over mine. All of a sudden, I was pitching a tent to her. “Are you listening?” she asked and chuckled.

“Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “Go ahead.”

“Well, what I tried to tell you before you started gawking at my breasts was that I’m quite wet.”

“Really?” I asked, but it should’ve been obvious. I didn’t think of much else besides fucking, and they didn’t either.

“You can touch me if you don’t believe me,” she said and indirectly encouraged me to do so. I slipped my hand under her panties and reached her pink entrance, and true to her words, she was soaked as I felt her juices bathe my finger. I also noticed the wet spot on her panties that widened every second.

“So what do you want to do first?” I asked her.

“Maybe we could shoot some photos first,” she said and regarded my bulge. “That sure would warm me up for the sex.”

“If you wish,” I told her. “I’m down. We’ll have to use my room or bathroom since I don’t want to disturb Alina.”

“Neither do I.”

I reached for my iPad and wrote down some ideas while waiting for the delivery. She wrote down some ideas involving the computer mouse, which she must have seen from our Onlyfans history. “That one got a lot of hits,” I told her.

“I’m unsure whether it will fit inside me,” she said. “But it looked so tempting seeing it inside Alina, so we’ll give it a shot … We could also take some photos in the bathroom like I was so horny and needed to masturbate while my family was sitting outside.” She giggled. “No, I take that back. That’s too cheesy.”

“It’s not,” I said and found her imagination hilarious. “It reminds me of—” My phone vibrated and the delivery had arrived. “Give me a sec.”

I headed outside, picked up the bags and entered our home. I went to the kitchen table and took out the groceries. “Let’s help Alina before we move on to the photo shoot.”

Olivia prepared the mixture for her, slicing some ginger, adding a spoonful of honey and squeezing some lemon. I found the aspirin and also the nasal spray. I carefully knocked on the bedroom door and peeked through the keyhole. “Alina?”

“I’m awake,” she mumbled. I slowly opened the door and went inside with Olivia on my heels.

“We have something for you,” Olivia said. “My mom used to make this when I was sick, and your mom recommended this for you, so I hope it helps.”

“That’s sweet of you,” she said and forced a smile, but she didn’t look much better from an hour ago, and I feared she would just be feeling worse before feeling better. I sat on the edge of the bed, stroking her leg, while Olivia helped feed her.

“Open,” Olivia said and shoveled the mixture into her mouth.

Alina made some grimaces. “My throat … it burns.”

“It’s supposed to,” Olivia said.

“Give me another,” she said and Olivia shoveled another spoon into her mouth.

Alina lowered her gaze, her face pale and sick. “I can’t taste or smell anything. I’m so tired … my head hurts too.”

“We have some aspirin and nasal spray for you,” I told her, hoping it would cheer her up.

“I will grab some tissue,” Olivia said. “Hold on.”

I sat closer to Alina and waited for Olivia to come back. “Alex, I once had a boyfriend who avoided me when I was sick and basically just left me all by myself … I didn’t feel very well.”

I searched her face and asked myself why she told me this all of a sudden. “Well, that’s not me.”

“I know,” she said. “But I’m grateful to have you as a brother … and lover.”

I leaned forward and kissed her, knowing it was more to her than beauty. “It’s not just your body I want but your heart too.”

“I know,” she said. “Can you hold my hand for a little bit?”

I took her hand and held onto it as softly and gently as I could. “You will get better. It’s just the flu and then you’ll stand on your feet again.”

“I know but it still sucks … I really wanted to have a threesome with you, and I look and feel awful too.”

“I don’t care if you look sick,” I told her. “We’re family, and besides, we aren’t in a hurry. Olivia and I can film some stuff in the meanwhile, and when you’re feeling better, we’ll give you the choice of where to film.”

“Somewhere naughty,” she said and a smile played across her face. It made me ruffle her hair.

I perhaps should’ve guarded my tongue. Olivia returned with some water and tissue, and we kept Alina company, trying to talk with her even if she was so tired it was difficult to have a conversation with her. Eventually, she dozed off again, and Olivia and I snuck outside the bedroom and gently closed the door.

“She looks so cute when she sleeps,” Olivia said and peeked through the keyhole.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s odd I don’t have any symptoms.”

“Me neither,” she said with a shrug.

“Should we take some photos before she wakes up, and then move on to sex?”

She nodded eagerly. “Let’s do this.”

We started at the couch where we’d arranged her toys. She regarded the mouse and drew in a deep breath as she braced herself for a challenge. “Alright, let’s do this.”

“I’m ready whenever you are,” I said with the camera in my hands.

She kept her panties on but decided to masturbate with the mouse anyway while I took some photos. I pushed the camera close up to her wet spot which steadily widened. She pulled her panties aside with her hand, revealing her pink, innocent entrance. She rubbed the tip of the mouse on her wet folds, covering it in her juice. I already felt my cock throbbing against the zipper, and I felt the urge to fuck her so badly that I found it difficult to hold the camera straight. Her breathing deepened as she worked the mouse inside her.

“Saw that Lusty had already used it, so I became jealous,” she said and giggled as I continued to take photos.

I chuckled. “I’ll remember that title.”

“Let’s see how deeply I can take it,” she said and it felt like slow motion as I watched my mouse disappear inside my cousin’s wet hole. She moaned and bit her lower lip. “Oh, it tickles.”

“A couple of more inches,” I encouraged her and kept snapping photos.

She pushed herself to the limit and almost swallowed the entire mouse. She let out a deep breath and pushed out the mouse, which came out dripping wet, so drenched it almost slipped from her hands.

“I’ve never shown something as thick as that in me before … You sure it will still be usable?”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and lazily wiped it with a towel and put it aside. “Should we take the bathroom pics?”

“Uh-huh,” she said eagerly and followed me into the bathroom. We gently closed the door, and she plopped down on top of the toilet.

“What’s first on the menu?”

Her eyes flitted from the shampoo bottles to my toothbrush. “Let’s take the shampoo bottle.”

I handed her the shampoo bottle, and she eagerly rubbed it over her folds. “Hold on,” I told her as she was moving a bit too quickly. “Let me get the camera.”

She giggled. “I’m horny.”

“You aren’t the only one,” I muttered under my breath.

“I heard that one,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

Sitting on my haunches, I found the perfect angle and nodded to myself. “Alright, bring it.”

She rubbed the shampoo bottle along her wet vagina and pushed it inside her opening.

“I thought you said you were a tight one,” I noted and looked at her questionably as she shoved the bottle inside her, even deeper than Alina.

“I am,” she said in a husky voice as she slid it in and out. “I’ve experimented like every other girl out there … But your cock will be taking it to a whole new level.”

She pushed it out and it came out even stickier than the mouse. I reached for it but it slipped and fell. I had to pick it up with both of my hands as it was warm and sticky to the touch. “No reason to wash it. It’s already clean.”

“If you say so,” she said and parted her legs, fingering herself while waiting for the toy to play with.

“If you place both hands on the sink and then bend over, I can help push a toothbrush inside you and then you can masturbate with it.”

She giggled. “Whose toothbrush?”

“You can use mine for the moment.”

“Okay,” she said, rising and shaking her head so her auburn hair fell about her shoulders in waves. She placed both her hands on the sink and bent over. While bent at the waist, I had the greatest view of her beautiful ass, and I craved it so badly it felt like I was about to jizz in my shorts. I reached for my toothbrush and studied her bottom.

“Your cheeks are so big … Spread them for me, so I can work in the toothbrush.”

She spread both her cheeks, and I went on my knees and worked the toothbrush inside her pussy which was so wet it even spilled onto the floor. “I’ve never felt so dirty in my life,” she said and giggled. “But it feels liberating … I wish I could feel this sensation for the rest of my life.”

“You will,” I told her and was glad she was equally as into this as Alina and I. “Can you penetrate yourself with it now?”

“I can.”

“Okay,” I said. “I will film this one. Remember, light moaning, not over-the-top fake porn moaning.”

“Got it,” she said and started sliding my toothbrush in and out of her slit till she started moaning lightly. I filmed around her, making sure to capture her orgasm face and also her pussy which kept getting penetrated with the toothbrush. I filmed up close as the brush came out stickier and wetter every time. Gritting my teeth throughout the time, I got five minutes of explicit footage. It made me so hard that I had to take off my shorts sooner rather than later.

“Cut,” I said.

“It started feeling so good … Do you want me to wash it?”

“Nah, just put it in the cup,” I told her.

She did and then sat down on the toilet. I handed her the camera as I unzipped my shorts and rolled down my underwear. My cock shot up like a flagpole and hit the sink with a loud clang.

Olivia’s hand flew to her chest. “Holy moly, you must be hard as a rock.”

“No exaggeration,” I said. “That clang sounded like steel against steel.”

“It startled me,” she said.

“Let’s watch the clips in the living room together.” I opened the bathroom and made sure there wasn’t a text from Alina. Eavesdropping outside the bedroom, we both came to the conclusion she was dead asleep.

We sat down on the couch and went through the clips and photos together. “I’m thrilled,” she said. “The photos look nice too, especially because of the angles.”

“Yeah, filming skateboarding for years has taught me a lot,” I said, and we decided to upload some of them straight away. I placed the laptop on her lap, and she eagerly wrote down the titles.

“Saw that Lusty had already used it, so I became jealous.” The titles always made me chuckle, and I hoped our fans enjoyed them too. When that was all set and done, we placed our hands on the mouse and moved it to the publish button. “One, two, three.” We clicked and it felt equally as joyful every time to hit publish.

“So what’s next?” Olivia asked and glanced at my throbbing cock.

“What do you mean?”

“Well … I can’t just leave you painfully hard like that,” she said and reached my manhood, curling her fingers around it.

“You won’t either,” I told her.

“Where should we do it?” she asked while having her eyes fixed on it with a mixture of both lust and fear.

“You can just straddle my legs here,” I told her and patted my thighs.

“On your mom’s couch?” she asked.

“Alina and I have had sex all over the house,” I reminded her.

“I guess you’re right,” she said and liked the idea of that. While she was stroking it, she fingered herself, becoming wetter, so she could accommodate my girth.

“Does it intimidate you?”

“A little,” she admitted as my massive cock towered from my lap and cast a thick shadow on both of us. The vein throbbed harder than ever and the purple crown made it look like a snake ready to strike. I didn’t judge her—It truly was a thick, menacing beast.

“Okay,” she said, biting her bottom lip, “let’s do this.” She straddled my thighs and placed her hands on my shoulders. 

She was about to reach for it, but I stopped her. “We are getting too ahead of ourselves,” I told her and gently pushed her off me. “Let me get the POV camera for this.”

“You are teasing me now,” she said.

“Sorry about that,” I said. “I’ve been teased since you took your clothes off.”

I fetched the camera, strapped it to my head and went back to a seated position, leaning back on the couch. She couldn’t resist fingering herself in the meantime. I gave her a thumbs-up when the camera was positioned correctly. She straddled my legs again, and I noticed she was even wetter than earlier as she prepared to swallow my cock.

She hovered her honeypot over my cock and started rubbing the thick shaft over her wet lips. Her taboo juice dribbled down from her pussy, down my cock and along my vein. The rest of her nectar pooled around my base, making my eyes widen. “You must be really horny,” I told her and watched the scene in awe.

“So must you … This feels like a baseball bat,” she said and giggled. “Alright, here it comes.” My cousin pushed in the head first, and I was met with the fiercest resistance as she struggled to push it deeper inside her. I saw pain written on her face, but she didn’t give up as something inside her made her desperately crave my cock. She managed to push it in a bit deeper, and my cock was greeted by the wettest and tightest hug.

I threw my head back, as my cock kept sinking inside her. This adventure started feeling like a dream, from fucking my sister to my cousin.

“Oh,” she said in a husky voice. “I’ve never felt so filled before.” The pain was gone, and it looked as if she’d entered heaven. She glanced down at me, and despite filming through the lens, I also watched her. It was difficult to focus on her eyes because my eyes, as usual, kept straying to her tits which hung so innocently on her chest with the most impressive cleavage.

She slowly started riding me, and I leaned back and kept my hands on her hips. Another forbidden pussy … another tight girl pleasuring me. It was hard to think as I kept sliding in and out of her.

To my surprise, I lasted way longer, and at the same time, it was intense. I felt the orgasm build within. I flicked my eyes open and watched how she bit her lip. My eyes strayed down, and I saw a pool of juices by my waist as I kept entering her again and again. I wrapped my arms around her warm ass, cupping her cheeks and squeezing them. As she rode me harder, she brought me closer to a climax. There wasn’t much left till she would make me explode. “Hmm, Olivia, let’s change position.”

“Okay,” she said eagerly. She came off my drenched cock, which throbbed harder than ever. I wasn’t going to stroke it—only her pussy could finish it.

She sat down on the couch and spread her legs for me. I rose and lined my cock with her entrance. It was already so wet, I kept reaching for my cock but it slipped from my hands. She then reached for it herself and helped me, probably wanting it inside her as quickly as possible. I pushed it in and made sure to film the delicious scene where my cock disappeared inside her.

Grabbing her legs, I thrust my hips and entered her. The warmth of being inside another relative engulfed and embraced me. I lingered inside her for a couple of seconds, pulled back and pushed it in. I fucked her harder and harder. The sounds of our flesh slapping filled the room along with our groans. I kept pounding her as I didn’t think of anything else. She wrapped her arms around my back and desperately held onto me in case I would vanish. Her boobs jiggled and bounced, and I was afraid she would bite her lips bloody. The sensation became stronger and stronger, and I kept fucking her as if I was only a couple of thrusts away from exploding.

Reaching the peak, I gripped her legs, kept her pinned against the couch and buried my rod deep inside her. I blasted my cum inside her, marking my territory. A mighty groan escaped my lips as I reached the big O and slowly descended back to reality like a feather falling from the sky. I shivered in pleasure as I still kept my cock inside her, letting her walls embrace my manhood. I flicked my eyes up to her as I saw a thin sheen of sweat covering her forehead. Her chest rose and sank rapidly, and a moan escaped her lips.

I slowly pulled my cock out and went on my knees to film the cum I dragged out. The cream pie looked delicious and rivulets and rivulets of cum dribbled and spread along her pink slit. I licked my lips and the pink and white colors blended perfectly together.

I rose, and before I even knew it, she’d wrapped her fingers around my wet shaft. She opened her mouth and took it deep inside her, blowing me clean while cum and her honey covered my cock. It was so dirty of them, but I loved it every time.

Finally, my knees buckled and I had to sit down before I would fall. I slumped down next to her with a hand over my thumping chest.

“Oh,” I said and caressed her thigh. “You’re so tight.”

“And you’re so thick,” she said in an equally worn-down voice. She chuckled as she spread her pussy lips and saw more cum trickling out from her.

I took off the camera and inched myself closer to her. This entire room smelled like musk, but we just had to leave the terrace door and windows open. “Should we watch it together?”

She nodded eagerly. “I would love to see it … seeing myself getting fucked on camera.” She tried to stifle a giggle but didn’t turn out that well. She fidgeted her hands while I played the clip, and hid her face behind her hands when she saw herself in action. “I can’t believe I breathe so deeply.”

“Guys love it,” I told her and patted her back.

“Look at my boobs bouncing,” she said. She watched over my shoulder as if trying to hide. “The moment you exploded. I swore I felt every drop.”

“Your pussy hugged me so hard that I wasn’t sure whether I could pull out.”

“Oh, here comes the creampie.” We both watched as it just kept pouring out from her like a never-ending dessert. She giggled at the ending where she sucked and licked my cock clean.

“Does it taste good after having been deep inside you?”

“It tastes even better,” she said. “But I’ve never thought of doing something like that till I saw Alina doing that on film.”

“She’s a dirty one … You’re both dirty when I think of it.” I put the camera aside and grabbed my computer, placing it on my lap. I transferred the photos and clips to the laptop. Olivia didn’t feel like cooking since Alina was sick, so we decided to order something. I was about to ask Alina if she wanted something, but she was dead asleep.

Even when the food arrived, it felt a bit off to sit and eat while my sister lay in her bedroom, but if she didn’t have an appetite, there was nothing to do about it.

* * *

I pulled into our driveway. I had just gotten back from driving Olivia home. We had kept Alina company till she fell asleep again. Olivia had some things to take care of, so I promised to give her a ride back. Just before she left, I tongue-kissed her again, and I still felt her sweet fragrance in my mouth. She was my second forbidden fruit.

The sex had been amazing, and I hoped we could fuck tomorrow too. To film and shoot photos with her had felt as enticing as with Alina, but it was even better when it was all three of us.

I hopped out of the car and opened the door. Mom would be here soon as well, promising to cook dinner for us. She’d called me several times and asked about Alina, but I told her I took care of her. My phone flashed and I noticed a text from my sister.

“It’s me!” I called for her. I quickly ascended the stairs and entered her bedroom. She’d emptied almost the entire box of tissue and her bin was welling with crumpled papers. I emptied the trash can and tossed it outside.

When I came back, she coughed in her elbow. “Are you feeling better?”

She shook her head. “I’m just glad you’re here.”

“Did you at least get some sleep?”

“A little,” she said and nodded. “Can I see what you filmed?”

“Let me grab the computer,” I said. I went into my bedroom and fetched it. I plopped down on the edge of her bed and stroked her thigh. “Is that alright?”

She nodded. I propped some pillows behind her, lifting her back so she could see better. I showed her the clips, making her smile. “Wow … How was her pussy?”

“I loved it,” I told her, making me hard just thinking about it. “It was great filming with her.”

“You know what I want after having watched this?” Alina asked, searching my gaze.

I had a clue by looking at her. “A threesome.”

“How did you know?” she asked with a light giggle before coughing.

“I just knew … we’re siblings,” I said.

She nodded. “Well, as soon as I get better, can we have a threesome?”

“I’d love to,” I said. “But I’ll film with Olivia in the meantime.”

“It will be tricky tomorrow since Mom will be home,” Alina said. “She wanted to take care of me, but I told her it wasn’t necessary.”

“Mom is too sweet to reject something like that,” I said.

“I know,” she said.

“She called me several times.”

“Me too,” she said. “It made me think of something …. I talked to you about this earlier. I feel really bad about hiding this from her. But I’m not sure about telling her.”

I looked at her long and hard and understood her concern. “What does your heart say?”

“It says yes, we should tell her … And yours?”

I searched my feelings, and I didn’t have to do so for long. “It says yes too.”

We looked at each other for a little bit. “Let me become better first, give me some time to think. I want to tell her together with you.”

“So do I,” I said. “I promise I won’t do so without you.”

“Thank you for everything, Alex,” she said, smiling. “I was lost and helpless a month ago … You did a lot to get my life back on track again.”

I kissed her lips, ignoring her fever and runny nose. “We’ve always been there for each other.”

Mom pulled in and parked her car. “I think it’s our mother,” I said and heard someone open the door.

“Alex?”

“I’m up here,” I said. She came upstairs and entered the bedroom. My eyes widened as I realized our OnlyFans account was open on my laptop. I quickly closed it with a snap, but luckily, her attention was on Alina, or that’s what I hoped.

“How are you, sweetheart?” Mom asked, hugging her as she lay there.

“I’m still sick … But I feel good because of you and Alex.”

“I’m so glad,” Mom said and stroked her back. “Did you get some sleep?”

Alina nodded. “I did … I haven’t done much besides lying here and drinking tea … Alex has brewed six of them.”

“That’s great,” Mom said, smiling with pride. “I won’t work tomorrow, so I’ll help take care of her then.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“Mom, I’m not handicapped.”

“You couldn’t even get out of bed,” Mom said. “Are you going to become like Alex now, breaking a leg and saying you’re fine?”

Alina giggled. “He’s infected me.”

“I think he has,” Mom said, giving me a naughty look and wagging her finger at me.

I laughed. “That’s fair since she infected me with her fashion sense,” I said, making them both laugh.

“Laugh, sweetheart,” Mom said and kissed her daughter’s forehead again. “It’s good for your recovery.”

“I’ve noticed,” she said.

“Do you have an appetite?”

“Not much … I would rather not eat. I want another cup of tea though.”

“I’ll make one for you,” Mom said. “I’ll be back.”

She descended the stairs, and I glanced at the laptop. “Did she see?” I asked my sister in a hushed voice.

She slowly shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

“That was my fault,” I said. “I’m sorry. I’m usually discreet when it comes to these things.”

“Uh-uh,” she said. “I’ve caught you masturbating before.”

“What?” I asked her.

“Yes, I have,” she said, giving me a flirtatious look. “It’s just that I didn’t want to walk in on you when you were doing your thing. But I understand what you do when you lock your door.”

“Alright,” I said and didn’t think it mattered now that we were intimate with each other.

“I’m feeling sleepy,” she said.

“Do you want some time for yourself?”

She nodded. “Thanks for being the best brother … and lover, in the world,” she said and made sure to lower her voice at the final sentence.

“Anything for you, Alina,” I said.

I walked down the stairs as Mom went up with the tea. She came back shortly after, and she opened her arms and gave me an intimate bear hug, pressing her chest to mine, so I melted.

She looked me in the eyes and pressed her plump lips to my forehead. “You’ve been an amazing brother. I’m proud that you’re taking care of your sister.”

“Of course … I love her,” I said.

“I know you do,” she said. “But it’s not every sibling who loves each other.” She ended with a wink, and I swallowed nervously. Her words made me wonder if she knew about our secret. “I’ll make something special for you. What do you want?”

“Some steaks would be nice,” I said.

She kissed my forehead again, leaving a damp patch of skin behind. “You got it,” she said, taking a moment to look at the photo of us together before turning her attention to the kitchen.
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I woke up with morning glory. It had been a week since Alina was sick, but yesterday, she’d felt a lot better. Mom had decided to work today, so we had the house to ourselves again.

Since I’d started filming with Olivia, our fan count had skyrocketed. We were making more than $20k a month, and I knew we would be making more when Alina joined us again. It had been tricky to film while Mom was here. I went to Olivia’s place a couple of times, and while Mom was shopping, we took the opportunity to film some scenes. We had been sneaky in the bathroom too, giving each other oral sex while Mom was outside sunbathing.

Alina had been super grateful that we cared for her, but it was a no-brainer. I couldn’t just leave her out in the cold. It was unthinkable.

My phone lit up, and Alina messaged me. “Awake?”

“Yes,” I wrote back.

“Can you come to my room?”

“Sure.”

I swung my feet off the bed and put on my underwear and shorts. I knocked on her door before entering. “Can I come in?”

“I already told you so,” she said in her normal voice instead of her sick one. I opened the door and she smiled. Even if her hair was fanned out over the pillow, she glowed with health and beauty. With the sheets right under her breasts, she was lying in bed, her nipples erect.

“Good morning,” I said.

“Morning.”

“You certainly sound a lot better,” I said and sat on the edge of her bed.

“I’ve fully recovered,” she said with relief. “That was nasty … and at the most unexpected time of the year.”

“Be glad it was a speedy recovery.”

“Because of you and Mom,” she said. “I just have to say thank you. After being away for two years, I’ve kind of forgotten what true friendship and love truly are.”

I felt bad for her when she told me that, but I was glad we’d come together in the end. “You’re welcome,” I told her. “I’ll be there for you anytime.”

“I know … Actions speak louder than words.”

I smiled. “What’s on your heart?”

“You, silly. I’ve kind of gotten used to you being here and tending to me, so that’s why I told you to come.”

“I see,” I said with a chuckle. “Should we see the fan count?”

She nodded. “I haven’t seen it yet.”

I didn’t bring my laptop with me but logged onto my phone and showed it to her. “Wow … they’re just pouring in,” she said, her eyes widening in surprise.

We were making over twenty grand a month, and she was right, there were just more and more subscribers to our OnlyFans. “Soon we’ll be millionaires,” I said.

“You and Olivia did one hell of a job,” she said.

“And together we’ll do a better job,” I told her with a wink.

“I know … But there was something else in my heart and a reason I wanted to talk to you,” she said and drew in a deep breath. “Do you remember when I told you when I felt better that perhaps I wanted to tell Mom?”

“Of course, I do,” I said. “Have you thought about it?”

“I have, but I want your opinion. I’m leaning toward telling her,” she said and looked at me long and hard.

“So am I,” I said. “I noticed it this week when we had to hide to film … I felt what you felt. I don’t like going behind her back.”

“Especially when she was so sweet to me,” Alina said. “When she comes home, let’s tell her together.”

I nodded. I didn’t think so much of her reaction. I just didn’t see how much this can keep going. “How do you think she’ll react?” I asked her.

“I was about to ask you the same,” she said with a smile.

“I think she’ll take it well,” I said. “Our mother wants the best for us and if we tell her that we love each other then she will understand.”

“I think so too,” she said.

“Well, we still have plenty of hours together to film some content,” I said, making her smile.

“Threesome with Olivia?” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“Something like that,” I said, seeing the glow return to her face.

“How about we step it up … find a discreet spot at the beach.”

I grinned. “You’re making me horny now.”

“I can see your bulge,” she said and reached for my cock. “When will our horny cousin be here?”

“Soon,” I said and patted her thigh. “Her mother will give her a ride.”

“Help me up,” she said and extended her hands to me. I lifted her to her feet, and she looked at herself in the mirror and grimaced. “My hair is super tangled … It seems like I’ve lost a lot of weight too.”

“It’s all in your head,” I said and kissed her neck, admiring her shape. “You’re as pretty as you’ve always been.”

She whirled around and hugged me. “Let’s take a shared shower … And let me jerk you off too. You can come on my ass.”

I just smiled. I had missed her. We hopped into the shower, the steam enveloping us. We groped and touched each other, my hands roaming over her gorgeous body. I had missed seeing her nude, my cock hardening at the sight of her.

While I was pitching a tent, she grabbed my cock and stroked me till I came over her waist. I managed to shoot some all the way up to her breasts, which she eagerly licked with her fingers. I helped wash the cum off her, and we hopped outside, drying each other.

When we were dressed, we descended the stairs. Alina eagerly made some waffles for me and Olivia. I interrupted her after thinking for a little while. “Alina … I just thought about something. If we tell Mom, then she’ll tell her sister as well.”

“Yeah, and?” she asked.

“We have to let Olivia know that we’re planning on telling our mother.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” she said. “But I think she’ll take it the same.”

I agreed. Olivia eventually showed up, and after her mother drove away, I hugged and kissed her.

“Hi,” she said. “How’s Alina?”

“Up and running,” I said as I escorted her inside.

Olivia beamed upon seeing my sister, and they gave each other a hug.

“Finally, you’re glowing again,” Olivia said.

“You were so kind to me the entire time,” Alina said as they deepened the embrace. “Thank you, from the bottom of my heart.”

“You’re welcome,” Olivia said, her cheeks pinkening.

We sat down to enjoy the waffles, chatting and laughing. The atmosphere was light and happy, the perfect moment to bring up the topic we had been considering.

Once we finished eating, I looked at Alina and took a deep breath. “Olivia, there’s something we need to talk about.”

Olivia looked between us with a curious expression. “What’s going on?”

Alina reached out and took Olivia’s hand. “We’ve decided to tell our mom about us.”

“Oh,” she said, lowering her gaze. “You sure about this? I’m not sure what my mom will say.”

“If you’re afraid of her reaction, we can tell our mother to keep it quiet, and then you can talk to her.”

“Okay … that sounds better,” she said. “I understand, I don’t feel so good sneaking around doing this either.”

“That’s been bothering me for two years,” Alina said. “And it felt like an orgasm when I told my brother … literally, I was caught masturbating.”

I chuckled at her humor. “It’s a couple of hours till she gets here … I think a threesome has been long overdue.”

We all agreed.

“What do you have in mind?” Olivia asked, her eyes flitting to both of us.

“The beach,” my sister said and waggled her eyebrows.

Olivia lowered her eyes, drew in a deep breath and then looked at us. “Alright, let’s do this.”

* * *

I was flanked by my sister and cousin as we continued to make our way down to the beach. Luckily at this time, there weren’t that many kids or surfers there. “What should we do first?” I asked them. We had talked about doing more than just a threesome, perhaps taking some underwater photos if we found time, and also, I wanted to see them make out, something they were up for.

“I haven’t had your cock inside me in weeks,” Alina said. “I’m cock-famished in other words.”

“Let’s jump right into the threesome then,” I said. “I want to see you in action before you jump onto my cock though.”

“Will it warm you up?” Olivia asked and twirled her hair on her finger.

“It will … without a doubt.”

“Any ideas about threesome positions?” Olivia asked and still sounding unsure and excited at the same time.

“We’ll let Alina take my cock while I lick you,” I said.

“I can’t wait,” Olivia said.

We moved away from the sandy beach lined with palm trees, and I jerked my head at the rocky shore where the waves were crashing. We laid down the towel at a discreet spot, and I gazed at the ocean while seagulls flew over the rippling waves. Lowering my eyes further, I saw Alina and Olivia exploring each other like two horny teens.

I made sure the coast was clear and couldn’t see anyone approaching us. “Alright,” I said and prepared the tripod and also the camera. “Do your thing.” I’d never seen a lesbian show live, but they started embracing each other till their lips met with anticipation. Alina slipped her tongue in Olivia’s mouth and sucked her plump lips, all the while they grabbed each other’s asses. They threw sideways glances at me, perhaps making sure I was watching. It wasn’t only the lesbian stuff that turned me on, but the fact that they were cousins just made it so much hotter.

They then descended to their knees and rolled on top of each other. They took off their bikinis till they were both fully nude and their feminine bodies pressed to each other like two perfectly fitting puzzle pieces. “Do you know my favorite number?” Alina asked, biting her lip.

“Sixty-nine, duh,” Olivia said with a laugh as they moved into position. Alina buried her face between Olivia’s legs and started delivering kisses all over her pussy till her lips were wet with her honey. I filmed up close while Alina kept lapping Olivia’s taboo honeypot, eating her huskily. I couldn’t smell the briny scent but only the musk coming from those two, and I became so painfully hard that I had to take off my underwear.

They both eyed me after I’d filmed them, and they crawled toward me and started taking turns blowing me. Alina sucked me the hardest, and she wasn’t kidding when she told me she was cock famished. She even tried sticking it deeper down her throat than she’d done before. I felt her muscles contract on my head. She kept the gagging to a minimum, and her lips were stretched to the point I feared they would split, but the look in her eyes told me that she craved it deeply.

She came off with a pop and passed my cock onto Olivia who sealed her lips around the crown and bobbed her head lightly. Alina couldn’t leave it alone for a second and started running her tongue along the sides.

I leaned back while my eyes strayed to Olivia’s pussy. I crooked my finger, and she gladly straddled my face with her legs and lowered her pussy right into my mouth. I handed the camera to Alina and motioned her to put it on the tripod. She did so as quickly as possible and then eagerly straddled my legs. She rubbed my cock against her wet entrance and gently pushed it inside her, releasing a great moan.

She started riding me, and I pressed my tongue flat against Olivia and licked her till I felt her legs shake. I grabbed her ass and pulled it closer against my face, so I could reach her pussy a bit better, licking up her honey all the while Alina rode my cock harder than ever.

Olivia started swiveling her hips against my face, spreading her ass all over me, and I didn’t mind as she started moaning louder and louder. She placed her hand on my waist to support herself as the pleasure became intense. Squeezing my head with her legs, she eventually arched her back as I flicked my tongue back and forth on her clit. She stiffened which was followed by a gush of her juice washing over my face.

“Oh,” she said and lifted her legs from my face, looking ashamed at the way she’d spilled it all over me, but I just licked my lips. While she kept wiping my face with a cloth, Alina rode me to an orgasm, and I reached for her legs and thrust her. I emptied myself inside her, leaned back and moaned with pleasure. Alina’s own eyes were about to disappear to the back of her skull as she kept riding me for a little bit longer till eventually she reached the peak.

She slumped back down with a hand over her heart all the while the sun made her hair shine like gold. “That felt so good,” she mumbled to herself and came off my cock. “Oh, I needed that.”

“Thankfully, we didn’t get caught like when you fucked in the car,” Olivia said and giggled behind her fingers.

Alina waved her hand dismissively. “We were just at the beginning of the act … Let’s do a cum swap.”

“Are you saying that you want to get caught?” I asked her with an arched eyebrow.

“Admit it was thrilling,” she said.

“Well yeah, but we were lucky they let us off the hook.”

“Let’s not argue now. You’ll miss the creampie and cum swap.”

I grinned. “Fine.” It was something I wanted to see after all.

Olivia’s eyes lit up as I quickly grabbed the camera. Alina spread her legs. The cum trickled out of her slit, and it only took Olivia a couple of seconds to fill her mouth. “Alright, open,” Olivia said but only a gargled sound came out as her mouth welled with cum. Alina opened, and Olivia dumped it into her mouth. Olivia then sat down, and Alina held her hair, so she could dump it back into Olivia’s mouth. They went back and forth, and in the end, I made sure to film both of their mouths which had an equal amount of privileged cum that they swallowed.

“Jesus,” I said and stroked my cock which had already hardened. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve seen so far.”

“It tasted even better after having come out of my sexy slit,” Alina said and locked her arms around my neck. “I feel so much better now that I’ve gotten your brotherly cock in me again.”

“You probably needed that.”

“There’s no probably. I was starved of your manhood,” she said. “I was thinking about you every day when I was bedridden.”

“I thought about you too,” I said. I kissed her forehead, and she sure deserved that treat after being sick for so long. “Alright, let’s check out what we got.”

We took a break, sipping some water as it was boiling. We watched the lesbian scene and then the threesome and then the cum swap. We’d decided to put the cum swap as pay-per-view content, which we’d made a lot of money out of, and the rest would be uploaded individually.

I sighed in relief and again wondered as usual whether I was dreaming as I sat there flanked by my sister and cousin. My two forbidden fruits. But we had some more work to do, and I looked forward to it. “Should we jump into the water and take some photos?”

They both nodded eagerly. Alina was excited since she hadn’t had my cock for a long time. I prepared the underwater camera and gave it to Alina. All three of us ran nude into the water. The first thing Olivia did was glance over her shoulder. “Do you think anyone will see us?”

“Who knows,” I said. “If it will be the bisexual cops, they’re more than welcome to join us.”

“This will be naughty,” Olivia said. She bent slightly over, and I pushed my cock into her. Taking a deep breath, Alina dived under the water and snapped photos while I had my cock stuffed inside our cousin. It didn’t feel much different except for the thrill of having sex in public. Her slit was still warm and wet, and I was still hard as a rock.

We then swapped turns, and I plunged my cock into Alina while Olivia swam underwater and snapped some photos. “Push it a bit deeper,” Alina said eagerly. And I gave it to her, pushed it deeper into her youthful pussy till she moaned out my name. Holding onto her hips, I kept my cock stuffed there as Olivia came up to the surface. I took some more nude photos of them before we made our way back to shore. We put our clothes back on and relaxed for a little after all that hard work.

As usual, when we were together, time passed quickly, and the sun had reached its peak. We scrolled through the photos, which made us all laugh. “It certainly is a good camera,” I said.

“I love the way it looks,” Alina said. “Especially when you see us hugging each other from above, but when you dive down, it turns out we are fucking.”

“It does,” I said, admiring the clips. “At least we didn’t get caught.”

Alina pressed her lips to mine, and I cupped her ass as we deepened the kiss. I felt her feminine breath against my face and her favorite honey and vanilla shampoo in her hair. “I love being adventurous,” she said. “Way better than being bedridden.”

“I love seeing you smile,” I said, kissing her before glancing at Olivia. I crooked my finger, so she came crawling to me as well. I pressed my lips to hers, tasting some of her honey. “How about we go back and get something to eat … I want to be prepared when Mom comes home.”

“I’m starving after all that fucking,” Alina said.

“I’m also growing hungry,” Olivia said.

We rose to our feet and headed back home.

* * *

We had just parted with Olivia. She came up with some excuse to go home, but I suspected she didn’t want to be here when we dropped the bomb on Mom. We had eaten some sandwiches—my girls sure knew how to cook. After we’d eaten, I found it difficult to edit some of our videos. I kept thinking of Mom, wondering what she would say.

In the end, I gave up and sat on the couch with my older sister. We held hands and looked each other in the eyes. “How time changes,” she said, her voice soft with love. “We’ve done so much this summer.”

“We can do a lot more,” I told her, sharing a smile.

“I know … Did you manage to edit some videos earlier?” she asked me, rubbing her thumb over my hand.

I slowly shook my head. “It was difficult to concentrate. Our mother keeps running through my mind.”

“Yeah, mine too,” she said.

We sat and waited, and the minutes felt like an eternity. Eventually, she showed up, and my heart raced as I heard her turn off the engine. “Here goes,” I said, looking at Alina.

“Yeah,” she said, nodding. Her hands shook as she twirled a lock of hair around her finger. I could tell she was nervous.

Mom opened the door. “Alex, Alina?”

“We’re here,” I said.

She took off her shoes and beamed upon seeing her daughter. “Too much sun?” she joked. She was dressed in a knee-length summer dress with spaghetti straps, barely hiding her impressive bust that strained against the clothing.

“Sort of,” Alina said.

Mom sat down next to her, raking her fingers through her daughter’s hair. She wore a modest amount of floral perfume, not too much so we couldn’t breathe, just enough to smell pleasant and feminine. “How are you?”

“I’m so much better,” Alina said. “I owe you a thank you for everything.”

“You’re my daughter. We don’t owe anything to each other. You’ll be there for me too when I need you.”

“I will,” Alina said, giving her a sideways hug.

Mom wrapped her arm around her, not being shy about mashing her motherly breasts against her daughter. “It wasn’t easy seeing you bedridden,” Mom said. “I’m glad to see you smile again.”

“It sucked … But you guys made up for it.”

“Didn’t you have anyone to take care of you when you moved out?” Mom inquired.

“Sadly no,” Alina said with a sigh. “But I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart, I didn’t mean to.”

“No, it’s fine,” Alina said. “I’m just grateful to have you.”

“You thanked Alex too, I hope,” Mom said.

Alina gave her a look. “Of course, Mom. I’ve hugged him like a hundred times.”

“A hundred?” Mom said flirtatiously. “I also want a gift like that.”

Alina giggled. “I’ll give you a thousand.”

“That sounds more to my liking … So, how’s your day been?” Mom asked as usual. “I smell the ocean in your hair.”

Alina and I exchanged glances. We were a bit disjointed on who should start. “We were at the beach,” I said curtly.

“We were,” Alina said, looking at me with a grin.

“Okay, is there something you’d like to tell me?” she asked. “You’re acting suspicious.”

“There is,” I said. “That’s why we were sitting here.”

“I suspected so,” Mom said. “I’m all ears.”

Alina and I exchanged glances, and I noticed how this was tougher than I thought.

“Do you want me to help you?” Mom asked, and her response caught us both off guard.

“What?” we asked in unison.

Mom chuckled and patted her thigh. She lowered her eyes before raising them again. “Are you two having sex?”

Upon hearing those words, it felt like my heart skipped a beat. “How in the world did you know?” Alina asked after a moment of silence.

“One, I have two decades of experience. I know when a girl or boy is in love. It took me a couple of days to realize there was more to your sibling romance than hugs and kisses. Second, you haven’t been that discreet. Especially that day I needed to borrow your shampoo, and, I’m pretty sure you’ve been messing around with Olivia too.”

My cheeks started to flush. “Why … Why didn’t you say anything?”

“Why didn’t you say anything?” Mom asked me and looked at me long and hard. “Since you didn’t say anything, I wasn’t sure if you wanted to tell me.”

“But that’s not true,” Alina said. “I wanted to tell you but … I was afraid you might react badly.”

“Sweetheart, I will always be on your side,” Mom admitted. “Yeah, incest isn’t usual, but if you love each other, then I will support you.”

“I knew you’d react that way,” I said. “You’re a good mother and an understanding woman.”

“It’s not easy being a single mom,” our mother said. “But I’m proud of both of you regardless. It’s a brave thing to do.”

“You think so?” Alina asked.

Mom nodded. “As long as it’s genuine.”

“It is,” Alina said, looking at me. “I truly love him. Being separated from him for two years made me realize how handsome he is.”

“You are handsome, Alex,” Mom said and raked her fingers through my hair. “And your sister’s makeover has been well done.”

“I suppose,” I said and felt light-hearted after her response. “Regarding Olivia, she was a bit nervous about her mother’s reaction. She wanted you to talk to her mother.”

“Your aunt will act no differently than I,” she said. “We’re on your side. I had a clue when I took the photo of you two. You look like a couple and not siblings.”

“That’s what I thought too,” I said.

“But I’m curious, how did this start?”

Alina and I exchanged glances. “Well, there’s more to tell,” Alina said. “It started two years ago. I didn’t want to be a waitress for the rest of my life, and I love sex. I started doing OnlyFans with Christy, but that’s why we started fighting.”

Mom slowly nodded. “I see where this is going. Go on.”

“I was doing better than her, and she became jealous, and when I got home, I wasn’t used to locking doors, which led to Alex walking in on me.”

“I see,” Mom said and grinned in my direction. “So after that, you wanted his camera and editing skills, and you started doing this together?”

Alina nodded. “I didn’t think I’d fall in love with him, but I did. Also, ever since he joined me, our income has risen to over $20k a month.”

“Holy moly,” Mom said with a hand over her chest.

Alina logged into her account and showed Mom. “If you don’t believe us.”

“Alina, I believe you,” Mom said. She didn’t look at the fan count but the videos that we’d filmed. “Wow, you’re well-endowed.”

“Uhm, thanks,” I said and tugged at my shirt as she saw me nude for the first time since I was a child. I got a weird erection as our mother checked out our sex tapes.

“That’s impressive,” Mom said. “It’s not so easy to succeed in the adult business. Many think so, but you usually only hear about the successful ones.”

“That’s true,” Alina said. “I only made like beer money till Alex came along.”

“You’ve been a good brother,” Mom said kindly.

“You have nothing against us doing this?”

“No,” she said, sounding slightly offended. “You’re of legal age, and if this is what you want to do then I’ll support you. I’ll happily help you with tax advice and company structures. I have some expertise in that.”

“We sure could use some help,” I said.

“But I hope you aren’t filming your sex tapes in public … right?”

Alina lowered her phone. “We might have done a couple.”

“Okay, but you should tone it down with that kind of stuff,” Mom told her seriously. “It’s not that I don’t want to see you succeed, but you can end up in trouble.”

I gave Alina a look.

“What? Don’t look at me like that. You have been onboard all the time.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “It doesn’t matter now, but I agree with our mother.”

“I’d also advise you to save up money and buy a property. If you continue like this, you can move out after a year.”

“Yeah,” I said and took Alina’s hand.

“That will be sweet,” Alina said before turning to Mom. “But I will miss you though.”

“That’s for the future. Let’s focus on now.” Mom gave her another hug. “Thank you for telling me. I love having this open relationship with you two.”

“So do I,” I said. I let out a sigh of relief as she took it well. I shouldn’t have been surprised that she’d figured it out. Mom called her sister and told her about it while Alina and I checked on our clips. Olivia messaged me shortly after. “Thank you, she wasn’t that surprised, and she admitted that you are cute.” With a heart emoji at the end.

“What do you two want for dinner?” Mom asked us. “I want to make you something special to celebrate your love.”

“Burgers,” we said in unison.

“Burgers coming right up,” she said, sounding happier than ever.

Alina tugged at my hand. “I have an idea for a blowjob.”

“Sure,” I said. I already had a major erection from this conversation, my cock throbbing against the zipper. As we leaned in for a passionate kiss, we suddenly realized our mother was in the kitchen. We didn’t mind and neither did she. We just deepened the kiss, smacking our lips and cupping each other’s necks.

“Let’s go upstairs,” I said after coming off her lips.

“Dinner will be ready in half an hour,” Mom said.

“Sucking him won’t take more than ten minutes,” Alina said with a chuckle.










  Afterword



Want a free, never-before-released book, Mom’s Glory Hole, and explicit covers? Join my email newsletter at https://juliusincestus.com/julius-newsletter/




Or if you want to get in touch with me, you can contact me at author@juliusincestus.com




And If you enjoyed Sister’s Pink Secret, please leave a short (or long!) review on Smashwords.
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