
        
            
                
            
        

    
I was halfway through a lazy Sunday afternoon, sprawled on the couch with a book, when I heard a muffled yelp from the laundry room. I froze, my ears straining. What the hell was that? I thought, setting the book down. The sound came again, louder this time—a mix of frustration and alarm.

“Hello?” I called out, pushing myself off the couch.

No response.

I padded toward the laundry room, my bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. The door was ajar, and as I pushed it open, my jaw nearly hit the ground.

There she was. My younger brother’s girlfriend, Lily, completely naked, freshly eighteen, wedged halfway into the washing machine. Her legs dangled out, her hips caught in the machine’s opening, and her back arched awkwardly as she struggled to free herself.

“Uh…Lily?” I managed to croak, my voice barely above a whisper.

She twisted her head to look at me, her cheeks flushing a deep crimson. “Ohmygod, please don’t look!” she squealed, trying to cover herself with her hands, though it was a futile effort given her position.

I whipped around, my heart pounding. “What are you doing?” I demanded, my voice rising an octave.

“I—I was trying to wash my clothes!” she stammered, her words coming out in a rush. “I didn’t have anything clean, and I thought I’d just…you know, do a quick load, but then I dropped a sock inside, and I leaned in to grab it, and now I’m stuck!”

I pinched the bridge of my nose, trying to process the absurdity of the situation. “Okay, just—hold on. Let me think.”

“Can you just help me get out?” she pleaded, her voice trembling.

“Yeah, yeah, of course,” I said, still facing the wall. “But, uh…you’re kind of…naked.”

“I know!” she snapped, her embarrassment turning to frustration. “Do you think I’m doing this on purpose?”

“Fair point,” I muttered. “Alright, I’m coming over. Just…don’t move.”

“I’m stuck, remember? Moving isn’t exactly an option!”

I took a deep breath and turned around, keeping my eyes fixed on the ceiling as I approached the washing machine. “Okay, I’m gonna try to pull you out. Just…stay calm.”

“I’m trying,” she hissed.

I reached out blindly, my hands fumbling until they found her hips. Her skin was warm and soft under my palms, and I tried to ignore the way my heart started racing. Focus, dammit. I gripped her firmly and began to pull, but she didn’t budge.

“Ow, ow, ow!” she yelped. “That hurts!”

“Sorry, sorry,” I muttered, releasing her. “This isn’t working. Maybe if I push instead?”

“Just do something!” she cried, her voice rising in panic.

I stepped closer, my hands finding her waist again. This time, I pushed gently, trying to ease her back into a better position. Her body shifted slightly, but she was still wedged tight. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, smell the faint scent of her shampoo. Stop it, I scolded myself, but my body wasn’t listening.

I took a step back, trying to clear my head, but it was no use. My gaze dropped—just for a second—and I caught a glimpse of her smooth back, the curve of her hips, her legs kicking helplessly in the air. My breath hitched, and I felt a familiar tightness in my pants. Oh no.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, twisting to look at me. “Why’d you stop?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly, my voice strained. “Just…thinking.”

“Well, think faster! I’m stuck!”

I clenched my fists, trying to will my body into submission, but it was a losing battle. My erection pressed insistently against my jeans, and I knew there was no hiding it.

“Okay, new plan,” I said, my voice tight. “I’m gonna grab your legs and try to pull you out that way. Ready?”

“Just do it,” she snapped.

I knelt behind her, my hands wrapping around her ankles. Her skin was impossibly soft, and I couldn’t help but notice how delicate her feet were, how perfectly they fit in my hands. I gave a firm tug, but she didn’t move.

“Harder,” she urged.

I pulled again, this time with more force, but it was no use. She was stuck fast.

“Damn it,” I muttered, letting go of her legs. “This isn’t working.”

“What are we gonna do?” she asked, her voice trembling.

I hesitated, my mind racing. “Maybe…maybe if I get some soap or something. I can try to lube you up.”

“What? No!” she exclaimed, horrified.

“Do you have a better idea?” I shot back.

She groaned, slumping forward as much as her position would allow. “Fine. Just…get it over with.”

I grabbed the bottle of dish soap from the sink and squirted a generous amount onto my hands. This is just…practical, I told myself. Nothing weird about it.

“Alright, here goes,” I said, kneeling behind her again.

I spread the soap over her hips, my fingers slipping against her skin. She flinched at the touch, and I could feel her muscles tense under my hands. “Relax,” I said, my voice low. “It’ll be harder if you’re all stiff.”

“Easy for you to say,” she muttered, but she tried to loosen up.

I worked the soap in, my hands moving carefully over her curves. Her skin was impossibly smooth, and I could feel the heat of her body even through the soap. My hands lingered longer than they should have, and I knew I was crossing a line, but I couldn’t stop myself.

“Okay, try now,” I said, my voice husky.

She pushed against the machine, and I pulled on her hips, but she still didn’t budge. “It’s not working,” she said, her voice breaking.

I sat back on my heels, frustration and something else—something darker—welling up inside me. “Maybe…maybe if I get a better grip.”

Before I could think better of it, I leaned in, my hands sliding down to her thighs. Her skin was warm and slick under my fingers, and I could feel the tension in her muscles as she tried to pull free. My breath hitched, and I knew I was in dangerous territory.

“You’re…really stuck,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“I know,” she said, her voice trembling.

I could feel her trembling under my hands, feel the way her body responded to my touch. My fingers tightened on her thighs, and I could hear her breath quicken.

“Maybe…maybe if I push harder,” I said, my voice thick.

“Just…do it,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I leaned in closer, my hands sliding up her thighs to her hips. My chest pressed against her back, and I could feel the heat of her skin against mine. I gave a firm push, and she shifted slightly, but she still didn’t come free.

“Almost there,” I murmured, my lips brushing against her ear.

She shivered, and I could feel her body relax against mine. My hands moved instinctively, sliding down her sides to grip her hips. I pushed again, and this time, she moved—just a little.

“That’s it,” I said, my voice low and rough. “Just…let go.”

Her breath hitched, and I could feel her body tension melt away. My hands moved lower, slipping between her thighs, and I could feel the warmth of her skin, the way she trembled under my touch.

“Just a little more,” I whispered, my lips brushing against her neck.

She moaned softly, her body arching against mine, and I knew I was losing control. My hands moved lower, slipping between her legs, and I could feel the wetness of her arousal.

“Oh god,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against her ear. “Do you want me to stop?”

She hesitated, her body tensing for just a moment before she relaxed again. “No,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I could feel my own arousal building, feel the way my body responded to hers. My hands moved lower, slipping between her legs, and I could feel the wetness of her arousal. My fingers found her clit, and I rubbed it gently, feeling her body respond to my touch.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her body arching against mine.

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against her ear. “Tell me what you want,” I whispered, my voice low and rough.

She hesitated, her body trembling under my touch. “I…I want you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

My hands moved lower, slipping between her legs, and I could feel the wetness of her arousal. My fingers found her clit, and I rubbed it gently, feeling her body respond to my touch.

The room was thick with tension, the air heavy with the scent of her arousal. My fingers traced her folds, already slick with desire, and I could feel her body shudder with anticipation. “Tell me,” I repeated, my voice a low growl against her ear. “Tell me what you need.”

Emily’s breath hitched, her hips pressing forward as if desperate for more contact. “I need… I need you to touch me,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need. Her words sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I couldn’t resist sliding a finger inside her, feeling her tight warmth clench around me.

Her moan echoed through the laundry room, loud and unrestrained. “Oh God,” she whimpered, her body arching as I curled my finger, finding that sweet spot inside her. I added a second finger, stretching her deliciously, and her hands scrambled for purchase on the edge of the washing machine, her knuckles white with tension.

“You’re so fucking tight,” I murmured, my voice rough with lust. I began to move my fingers in a slow, deliberate rhythm, thrusting in and out while my thumb circled her clit. Her legs trembled, and I could feel her muscles tightening around my fingers as she teetered on the edge of release.

“Please,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop.”

I wasn’t planning to. I increased the pace, my fingers pistoning in and out of her as my thumb pressed harder against her clit. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, and I could feel her body tensing, ready to snap. “Come for me, Emily,” I urged, my voice thick with desire. “Let go.”

And she did. Her body convulsed, her back arching as waves of pleasure crashed over her. A gush of wetness soaked my fingers, and she cried out, her voice a mix of relief and ecstasy. I didn’t let up, continuing to stroke her through her orgasm until she was whimpering, oversensitive and trembling.

Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her body still half-stuck in the washing machine. I pulled my fingers out slowly, her juices glistening in the dim light. Without hesitation, I brought them to my lips, tasting her. She tasted sweet, intoxicating, and I couldn’t resist the urge to have more.

I dropped to my knees in front of her, my hands gripping her hips. Her pussy was right in front of me, still glistening with her release, and I didn’t waste a second before diving in. My tongue swiped through her folds, lapping up her juices, and she moaned loudly, her hands tangling in my hair.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her hips rocking forward to meet my mouth. I buried my face in her, my tongue exploring every inch of her, savoring her taste and the way her body responded to me. I flicked her clit with my tongue, and she cried out, her legs shaking as another wave of pleasure washed over her.

I didn’t stop there. My hands gripped her ass, spreading her cheeks apart, and I leaned in further, my tongue tracing the tight ring of her ass. She gasped, her body stiffening, but she didn’t pull away. Encouraged, I pressed my tongue against her, tasting her there too, and she moaned, her hands tightening in my hair.

“Oh my God,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with a mix of shock and pleasure. “What are you doing?”

“Tasting you,” I growled, my voice muffled against her skin. “Every inch of you.”

She didn’t protest, her body relaxing as I continued to explore her with my tongue. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and I could feel her hips moving, grinding against my face as she sought more. My cock throbbed in my jeans, painfully hard, but I ignored it, focused entirely on her pleasure.

My tongue delved deeper, and she cried out, her body trembling as another orgasm ripped through her. Her juices dripped down her thighs, and I lapped them up eagerly, unwilling to waste a single drop. Her legs shook, and she collapsed forward, her upper body still trapped in the washing machine.

“I can’t…” she panted, her voice weak. “I can’t take anymore.”

I pulled back, my lips and chin wet with her essence, and looked up at her. “You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” I murmured, my voice rough with desire.

She whimpered, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. “Please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I need you.”

Her words sent a jolt of heat through me, and I stood, my hands gripping the edge of the washing machine as I leaned over her. “You’re still stuck,” I said, my voice low and teasing. “Are you sure you can handle this?”

She nodded eagerly, her eyes dark with desire. “Yes,” she breathed. “Please, I need you.”

I hesitated for a moment, my eyes locked on hers. Her plea was raw, unfiltered, and it ignited something primal in me. “It’s your first time,” I murmured, my voice low and husky. “I’ll be gentle.”

Her breath hitched, and she nodded, her fingers gripping the edge of the washing machine as if it were the only thing keeping her grounded. “I trust you,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and anticipation.

I stepped closer, my hands resting on her hips. Her skin was warm and soft beneath my fingers, and I couldn’t help but marvel at how perfectly she fit in this awkward position. Her vulnerability only made her more alluring. I leaned down, pressing a tender kiss to the small of her back. “Relax for me,” I said softly, my lips brushing against her skin. “Let me take care of you.”

She let out a shaky breath, her body trembling as I reached between her legs. She was already slick with arousal, and the sensation of her warmth against my fingers sent a sharp spike of desire through me. I took myself in hand, positioning the tip of my cock at her entrance. “Ready?” I asked, my voice thick with need.

She nodded, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and excitement. “Yes,” she breathed.

I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her virginity as I breached her. She gasped, her body tensing, and I immediately stilled. “Shhh,” I murmured, my hands caressing her hips. “Just breathe through it.”

She nodded again, her breaths coming in short, shallow bursts. I could feel her trying to relax, her muscles gradually easing around me. I pushed further, inch by excruciating inch, until I was fully sheathed inside her. She let out a soft whimper, and I paused, giving her a moment to adjust.

“You’re doing so well,” I whispered, pressing a kiss to her back. “You feel incredible.”

She moaned softly, her hands gripping the washing machine for support. “It’s… it’s not as bad as I thought,” she admitted, her voice shaky.

I chuckled softly, a mix of relief and desire flooding through me. “Good,” I said, my voice rough. “Let me know if it gets too much.”

She nodded, and I began to move, withdrawing slowly before pushing back in. The sensation of her tightness around me was overwhelming, and I had to fight to keep my movements slow and controlled. She moaned again, louder this time, and I felt her body start to relax more, her muscles welcoming me in.

“You’re so tight,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips as I pushed deeper. “So fucking perfect.”

Her moans grew louder, her body responding to the rhythm of my thrusts. I could feel her getting wetter, her arousal mingling with the tightness of her virginity. It was intoxicating, and I knew I couldn’t hold back for much longer.

“Emily,” I murmured, my voice thick with need. “I’m going to make you feel so good.”

She whimpered, her body trembling as I increased the pace of my thrusts. Her moans filled the small laundry room, echoing off the walls and mingling with the sound of our bodies moving together. I could feel her getting closer, her muscles tightening around me as she neared the edge.

“Come for me,” I urged, my voice low and commanding. “Let go.”

Her body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her hands gripping the washing machine as her muscles clenched around me. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and with a low groan, I followed her, filling her with my release.

I pulled out slowly, my breath ragged as I looked down at Emily. Her body was still shaking, her skin glistening with sweat. She looked up at me with wide, eager eyes, her lips parted as if begging for more. I could feel the heat between us, the tension still crackling in the air. My mind raced, the image of her tight, perfect ass lingering in my thoughts.

“Maybe we should try something new,” I said, my voice low and commanding.

She hesitated for a moment, her cheeks flushing with a mix of embarrassment and desire. But then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she shifted her body, exposing herself to me completely. My eyes traced the curve of her back, down to the delicate swell of her ass. I reached out, running my hand over her soft skin, feeling the warmth radiating from her body.

“Are you sure?” I asked, though I already knew the answer. Her nod was barely perceptible, but the way her body trembled told me everything I needed to know.

I moved closer, my fingers trailing down her spine, eliciting a soft gasp from her lips. I could feel her own arousal, the slickness between her legs, and I knew it would be enough. I pressed my thumb against her tight entrance, feeling her tense beneath my touch.

“Relax,” I whispered, my breath hot against her ear. “I’ll make it good for you.”

She let out a shaky exhale, her body slowly relaxing as I began to apply pressure. Her juices were all the lube I needed, and I used them to spread her open. She whimpered, her hands gripping the edge of the washing machine as I pushed inside her asshole, inch by excruciating inch.

“God, you’re so tight,” I groaned, my hands gripping her hips as I bottomed out inside her. Her body was trembling, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps. I could feel her muscles clenching around me, the sensation almost overwhelming.

I began to move, slowly at first, letting her adjust to the feeling. Her moans were soft, almost involuntary, as I rocked into her, each thrust deeper than the last. The laundry room was filled with the sound of our bodies moving together, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin echoing off the walls.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” I muttered, my voice rough with desire. Her ass was a perfect fit, tight and hot around me, and I could feel my own release building with every thrust.

She cried out as I hit a particularly sensitive spot, her body arching back against me. I could tell she was close, her moans growing louder, more desperate. I reached around, my fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight, frantic circles. She gasped, her body trembling as she neared the edge.

“Come for me,” I growled, my thrusts growing faster, harder. “Let go, Emily.”

Her body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her hands gripping the washing machine as her muscles clenched around me. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and with a low groan, I followed her, filling her with my release.

As we both came down from our high, her shaking caused her to finally come loose from the machine. She fell out, landing in a heap on the floor, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. I knelt beside her, my hands running over her body, reassuring her.

But before either of us could say anything, we heard the front door shut, followed by my brother’s voice calling her name.

“Emily? Are you here?”
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