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A hot preview…

I wanted to tell them to stop, to put my foot down before this got out of hand. But as Rebecca stepped around in front of me and Natalia scooted back towards the headboard, I felt a rush of excitement shoot through my loins. A surge of white-hot pleasure flooded into my cock, making it painfully hard.

They weren't playing fair. They knew that I wouldn't refuse them; that no man could possibly resist this kind of temptation when presented with two gorgeous women practically begging to fuck.

My dick strained against my pants, begging for release. Rebecca reached down and rubbed it playfully, giggling. "Somebody wants to come out and play..."

Natalia licked her lips hungrily. She got onto all fours, crawling toward me on the bed, looking up at me through half-lidded eyes. "He looks a little excited, Mom. Maybe we should give him some relief?" Her gaze went down to the huge boner threatening to rip through my pants.

Rebecca gave my cock another squeeze. My heart pounded. "Why don't I suck his dick while you rub his big balls?"

Oh God, I thought. This is really happening...
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Coming home from the war, I expected to find my home as I'd left it. I was a fairly ordinary 28-year-old guy, who'd enlisted and fought as hard as I could. I wanted to make my country proud, and I wanted to protect my family.

My stepmother and stepsister, Rebecca and Natalia, were the two women who lived in my home. My father had died the year I left for war, leaving Rebecca as the owner of our home.

Naturally, Rebecca didn't own it outright. She had no income other than her monthly alimony payments, and that barely covered the house taxes.

So, she had a job lined up before the dust settled. A nice local man by the name of Mr. Martin put in an offer on the home, and he bought the property from Rebecca, keeping it in his own hands instead of letting her keep ownership of the home.

Rebecca was okay with this turn of events, though. According to her, Mr. Martin was going to let her rent out a portion of the home while I was overseas. It would bring in enough money to cover at least the bare minimum payments and help pay off the mortgage more quickly.

The last e-mail I had received from Rebecca, telling me this news, hadn't made me very happy. I didn't like the idea of someone else coming into my house and living in it while I was overseas defending the country.

Rebecca said that there weren't any other options, though, and I had to agree. There's no way we'd be able to swing those mortgage payments with my military salary and whatever work she'd been able to find in town.

I decided not to give the newcomers much thought as I traveled back home, though. My discharge had been sudden; I'd sustained an injury that left my right arm permanently out of commission for the foreseeable future. They were glad to be rid of me—someone like me is useless when fighting, and I knew it was better for everybody if I just took the honorable discharge and went back to civilian life.

In truth, I couldn't wait to get back home and be done with war forever. I hadn't seen Rebecca or Natalia in over two years, and I hadn't heard anything from them directly since I shipped off overseas.

Our little family unit was never really all that close; when I was younger, they were still adjusting to each other's company, and I don't think anybody ever got used to my dad being married again. And after my father passed away, Rebecca became so obsessed with finances that she barely talked to Natalia and I outside of what was necessary for living in the same home.

So, I hadn't been home in several years. The only two people I really cared about living in the house had been Rebecca and Natalia. Sure, there'd been times when I was overseas when I felt lonely, and sometimes I wondered what Rebecca's ample ass looked like inside a skirt.

But that didn't mean I thought badly about my stepmother and stepsister. It only meant I would occasionally masturbate to the thought of bending Rebecca over the kitchen counter and making her my woman in truth.

It wasn't a real fantasy, though. It only meant my brain could come up with some truly degrading stuff while I was sleeping in my bunk in the barracks.

So, I boarded the plane headed home without giving our new guests too much thought. I was ready for my first home-cooked meal in three years, even though I knew Rebecca probably wouldn't do the cooking. I was ready to sleep on a soft mattress, instead of a bedroll or bunk bed.

But most of all, I was ready to lay back and relax. I'd served my duty and gone above and beyond the call of what my commanders had asked me to do. I'd fought hard in every battle I'd been a part of, and I'd earned my honorable discharge from the U.S. Army.

That didn't mean I hadn't missed being home, though. And I missed knowing that I had somebody to talk to in my own house.

Sure, Mr. Martin and his family would be living in our home from now on. But I had to keep reminding myself that we were merely tenants in their house. They had the final say in what happened around here; for all I knew, they'd want to turn the old guest room into a playroom or exercise space before I knew it.

The plane landed, and I picked up my luggage, slinging it over my shoulder as I walked towards the doors of the airport. The place had changed drastically in the few years that I'd been absent—there were all sorts of advertisements and security protocols, things that made it more difficult for the average person to get to their destinations on time.

But eventually, after getting my suitcase checked out, I found my way outside the airport. A taxi cab idled on the curb; it's a service that I'd requested beforehand, since I wanted to avoid paying a car rental fee that might come back to bite me later.

I tossed my luggage in the back, taking a seat in the passenger's side. The cab driver pulled away, and we started down the main road through town.

It looked...smaller, somehow. Older and more tired. I saw several new buildings as we drove, but everything else looked exactly as I had left it.

"We're almost to your stop, dude," said the driver, tapping the steering wheel. "You got the cash to cover it, right?"

I nodded. The man had already run my credit card twice when he took me from the airport to the hotel—he wanted to make sure that I didn't skip out on his services. I wasn't the sort to pay in cash, so he'd insisted on putting a hefty deposit down ahead of time.

A few minutes later, the cab stopped at the foot of the driveway. Our house was one of only three on the road—it stood on a large, sprawling patch of land where a farmer used to live before our father had bought the property. I'd been young then, and barely remembered it, but the man was apparently a nice fellow who had taken our family in with open arms.

My mom had passed away from an illness when I was little, so after the fact it was just me and my dad for a while. And Dad hadn't been the same after that—he never really recovered from her passing, and I had no idea why.

Finally, the cabbie put on the parking brake. "This is it, chief," he said, staring up at the house. "Man, you live in a big-ass house."

I stepped out of the cab and pulled my luggage out of the trunk, leaving the driver a generous tip. As soon as his tires rolled off the gravel driveway, I turned towards my home—the house where I'd spent the better half of my life growing up.

The same house I would spend the rest of my life in. If it were up to me, anyway.

The paint on the house was peeling, and there were signs of wear all over the place. I felt like I was staring at a stranger's property instead of my own. But when I looked up and saw Rebecca's car sitting in front of the garage, and Natalia's car next to it, I knew it was real.

I made my way up the front steps, letting my heavy bags fall onto the porch as I rang the bell. My keyring was still attached to a loop on my belt, and I was anxious to be reunited with my stepmother and stepsister properly. I didn't feel quite right taking out my keys until they both gave me a hug.

A loud commotion sounded behind the front door as someone hurried towards the threshold. Then it swung open, and I found myself staring into Rebecca's smiling face.

Her appearance was enough to shock me speechless, if only for a moment. My stepmother was a gorgeous woman: voluptuous, buxom, and curvy in every conceivable place. Her blonde hair and bright eyes could draw the attention of every man in a room. She'd always looked younger than her years, but not by much—only about five or so, from what I could tell.

Today, though, I couldn't help noticing something about her. It was in her clothes, the way she wore them and how they fit against her body. I'd never seen her dressed quite this way; the tight shirt clung to her huge tits, while the skirt she wore seemed more suitable for a nightclub than everyday life.

Her top barely concealed the outline of her bra; from the shape, I thought it must be some sort of push-up, designed to give her cleavage the biggest possible boost.

Her make-up was also incredibly garish and flashy; normally she only wore enough to accentuate the beauty of her face, but today it seemed like she'd laid it on thick, going heavy with the blush and lipstick.

"Welcome home, baby!"

Before I knew it, I was locked in Rebecca's warm embrace. For a moment, I almost forgot the shock of seeing her looking so...fantastic. All at once, everything clicked back into place and I was hugging her back just as hard as she squeezed me.

"You're home, finally!"

Rebecca broke the hug, planting a light kiss on my cheek. As she stepped back, I noticed Natalia standing off in the entryway, watching us both with a nervous smile.

I turned away from my stepmother, opening my arms for my stepsister to join in on our welcome home celebration. The truth was, I hadn't spent as much time with Natalia as I did Rebecca—but in a way, our bond was even stronger. Natalia had been in my life for as long as I could remember; I was five years older than her, and since Dad had remarried after my mom's passing, I had spent most of my childhood playing with and looking out for Natalia.

Natalia's face lit up as we hugged. I could feel the way her breasts mashed against me through the thin fabric of her blouse, and my cock started to perk up to the stimulation. It took all I could do not to notice the way her short skirt showed off her tanned thighs.

Natalia and I broke the embrace and I smiled at both women. "Hey, you guys. It's really good to be home again."

They were both smiling. "I'm sure it must have felt like forever to you," Rebecca said, putting her hands on her hips and leaning forward conspiratorially. "Being alone in that big, old barracks. Bet you wish you had some company at night, hmm?"

My jaw dropped. The tone she used wasn't the normal one of a middle-aged woman talking to her much younger stepson. It was teasing, almost sexual, like she was suggesting something...something I'd only ever imagined.

"Rebecca," Natalia hissed. "He just got home, come on..."

The three of us laughed. Then we exchanged a few more hugs before I finally picked up my bags.

"Come on in," Rebecca said, leading me by the hand. "We can't wait to get you settled back in."

As we walked down the hall, I couldn't help noticing the new additions to the house. The first floor had always been rather bare; when we could afford the renovations, they always took place on the second floor where the bedrooms were. So the only furniture in the living room, dining room and kitchen were what had been here since I'd left, a couple of cheap couches, a table for four and a rusted oven that looked like it could explode any day now.

I'd expected the house to look similar as I left. When I last saw it, the downstairs was still pretty much barren.

Today, it seemed completely different. There were brand new curtains covering the windows, soft carpets underneath our feet, and several pieces of art hung up on the walls. Our couch was gone, replaced by a loveseat, a pair of chairs and a low coffee table. It was all very modern and chic—exactly the sort of thing you'd expect in a suburban house that people who had money inhabited.

"Wow," I said, glancing around. "It's...it's fantastic! You guys redecorated?"

Both women giggled in unison. "Sort of, yes," Rebecca said.

"This is what you did while I was gone?"

Rebecca shook her head. "It's what Mr. Martin did while you were gone," she said. "That man has done so many renovations in this house that it hardly feels like the same place you remember."

The name was familiar. "Who's this 'Mr. Martin'?" I asked. "And how does he have such great taste? Everything looks...stunning."

"Why don't you come into the kitchen and have a seat?" Rebecca said. "He should be home soon, and we'll let him explain everything. Natalia and I will cook you an amazing dinner, sweetie."

"Let's give him a little tour first," Natalia said. "After all, I'm sure it'll be nice to get out of those old traveling clothes."

Natalia grabbed me by the hand before I could object. The moment her fingers intertwined with mine, my heart leapt. Her hand felt so small and delicate against mine, and it was hard not to notice her long painted fingernails.

As we walked through the rest of the first floor, my brain couldn't help taking note of every small, sexy thing about my stepsister. The way her ass swayed inside her skirt. The shape of her thighs in her stockings. The scent of her perfume drifting under my nose. The slight bump of her nipples showing through her top.

It was crazy—this wasn't the Natalia I'd been forced to leave behind two years ago. My Natalia had always been a bit of a tomboy. She'd never really gotten along that well with other girls her age, or the boys at school; she spent most of her time with me, or her friends from the soccer team at school.

In our time apart, though, Natalia had clearly grown up into a woman. There was no doubt in my mind that if I turned around and caught a glimpse of her from behind, I'd see one hell of an ass jutting out in that skirt.

"I guess it's true, isn't it?" I asked as she finished the tour of the ground floor.

"What is?" Natalia said, cocking her head quizzically.

"The saying. You really don't realize what you've got until it's gone."

Natalia nodded. She wrapped her arms around me, pressing her body against mine in a hug. As she did, my cock became more than erect—I could feel my balls filling with cum, throbbing for release.

"You look incredible," I said before I could stop myself.

"Thanks," Natalia answered, beaming. "I wanted to make a good impression on your return."

"Come on," Rebecca called from the kitchen. "Natalia, sweetie—give your brother a break and help me chop up some carrots."

We made our way into the kitchen, where the transformation was just as evident as everywhere else in the house. The stove and refrigerator had both been replaced by shiny new ones that looked like they cost thousands, and the whole room had been redone in what I assumed were granite countertops—though I had only seen them in pictures, never in person.

Everything was bright and clean; even the sink glinted in the sunlight. There wasn't a crumb or dirty dish anywhere to be seen. It almost made me laugh when I realized how much had changed while I was gone.

Natalia pulled out one of the stools at the kitchen island and patted it for me to sit down. I did so gratefully; it felt like forever since I'd been able to relax and simply enjoy myself.

Rebecca went to work preparing our meal, assisted by Natalia. I tried to offer to help, but they both insisted that I take it easy and let them pamper me for the night.

They worked quickly, chopping and dicing and seasoning until finally setting dinner before me: steak with baked potatoes and a steaming side salad. My mouth watered at the smell alone.

"This looks delicious," I told them as they watched me eagerly, waiting for my reaction. "Thank you!"

"Don't mention it, honey," Rebecca said. "Now eat up before it gets cold."

I tucked into the meal, trying not to let my hunger overpower my table manners. But after eating nothing but MREs and other army grub for years, it was all I could do to keep from wolfing it down.

It didn't take long for my plate to be clean—or to want another serving. But right now, that could wait. I had too many questions swirling around in my head to even think about food right now.

"So," I began, setting aside my silverware. "Tell me about this 'Mr. Martin'. How does he know so much about home improvement? He's got incredible taste, and apparently a ton of money."

Both women smiled. They each sat down next to me at the island.

"He used to be an interior designer," Rebecca explained, putting a hand on my shoulder. "His firm designed a lot of different rooms in houses across the city."

Natalia leaned forward, giving me a nice view of her cleavage. "But ever since you were called up to serve, he's done so much for our family. All because he felt guilty that you had to go away to war without being able to come home..."

Rebecca rubbed my shoulders. "That's right. Without Mr. Martin, who knows where we would be today."

I tried not to look uncomfortable at the touch of my stepmother's hands. They had never behaved this way before—touching me whenever they wanted, looking more like slutty models than stay-at-home housewives. But it wasn't that I disliked it—just that I'd never really thought of her in that way before. Not consciously, anyway.

My gaze wandered from their beautiful faces to their sexy bodies, each a delight to behold. Their breasts jiggled inside their tight tops, and their legs seemed longer than ever in those heels.

As Rebecca started rubbing my back, my cock began to swell in my pants. If they kept this up much longer, there was no doubt that it would be too difficult to hide. I needed to steer the conversation towards something else before things got out of hand.

"Well, I should thank him for all his generosity," I said. "I'm sure it will feel good to put all these memories behind me when I get out there in the field and see for myself."

"Maybe Mr. Martin can teach you how to make some money," Natalia teased.

I forced a chuckle. "Yeah," I said. "I don't know. If he's got so much experience with decorating, maybe he should think about going into that full-time."

I couldn't believe it was happening. In just a couple of minutes, they both had me hot and bothered, aching to throw them both down on the kitchen island and have my way with their curvy bodies.

"He's not into interior decorating anymore," Rebecca said, massaging a knot in my back with the palm of her hand. I was thankful for her dexterous fingers and skilled touch—it did wonders for the tension in my muscles. "Mr. Martin actually owns a business now. It's doing pretty well."

"Oh yeah? What kind of business?"

"A company that makes special furniture," Rebecca said. "But most importantly, we work for him. Natalia and I have been acting as his personal assistants for quite a while."

Natalia giggled. "I bet he'll love hearing about how we decorated your room. You're going to love what he's done with it."

I raised an eyebrow. "You mean more renovation?" I asked, turning to Rebecca. "The rest of the house looked amazing. Is this really necessary?"

Natalia shook her head, grinning ear to ear. "Not really. But he knew you wouldn't mind—he really wanted to give you a bedroom fit for a warrior like yourself."

I sighed, running my hands through my hair. "Honestly, it would be fine if it wasn't like the old one. Just having a bed is a lot more than what we got back in the service."

"That's what you think, baby," Rebecca teased. "Come on, let's go upstairs and show you everything we've done."

Before I could say a word, Natalia reached across the table and snatched up my fork. She cut a piece of steak off the slab on my plate, and lifted it to my lips.

"One more bite," she purred, eyes locked on mine. "For me, please?"

I swallowed hard. Then I opened my mouth obediently, letting her place the fork inside. I closed my lips around the steel, sliding my tongue over the warm meat. As I chewed and swallowed, something hot and intense sparked in my stepsister's blue eyes. Something wild and primal, like nothing I'd ever seen from her before.

She licked her lips slowly, seductively. I shivered at the sight of it.

"So how does it taste?" Rebecca asked, pressing herself against my side. Her hands continued working my neck, making my cock even harder and thicker in my pants.

My cheeks flushed red. The two women pressed in on me tighter, smashing their tits together between us and bringing their lips tantalizingly close to mine.

"It's...so good," I said finally, finding my voice. I wanted to kiss each of them right then and there; I wanted to slip my hands up the hem of their skirts and take a handful of their asses.

"Good." Rebecca giggled. "Now hurry up—I can't wait to see how happy you look once you've seen what we've done for you."

As I stood up, I realized just how badly I needed to change. There was no way I could hide an erection this huge for much longer. Fortunately, the stairs were empty—we had the whole place to ourselves.

But why are they acting like this? What's gotten into them? I thought, climbing the stairs one at a time with a boner the size of Texas lodged in my pants. It wasn't like they were trying to seduce me or anything.

....Were they?

My bedroom was on the second floor, all the way at the end of the hall. Before I left for the service, it was barely more than a closet; Dad hadn't planned on having any kids from his second marriage, so when we moved into the new house, he didn't see the point in giving me more space than I needed.

My bedroom door was wide open when we finally reached the top of the stairs. Inside, I saw a room I'd never dreamed of—or at least not since I was a kid. It was huge, easily twice as big as the old one. And instead of just the bare bones furniture I'd always had, my bed and dresser were both brand spanking new, shiny black leather-covered pieces that looked more expensive than everything else in the house combined.

The walls were painted a deep maroon color that made the bed stand out like a red beacon. A widescreen television sat mounted on one wall, right above an entertainment center that had every game console I'd ever seen stacked on top of it, complete with hundreds of movies and video games beside it.

A desk sat opposite the bed, topped with a new computer that was the envy of everything else in here. It hummed softly to itself, ready for whatever programming I might want to throw its way.

Natalia laughed nervously as she followed me into the room. "So...what do you think? If there's anything missing, we can probably run back downstairs and grab it. I just figured this would be enough to keep you entertained."

Rebecca giggled and pressed herself against my back, wrapping her arms around me. "Do you like what we've done with your bedroom? We worked really hard, and wanted you to feel good when you came home."

The two women kissed my neck in turn. Both seemed eager to please, anxious for some sign that I approved.

My cheeks turned a bright crimson color as their lips tickled my skin, sending shivers running through my body. Every instinct told me to pull away and break free, but that was no easy task with them clinging to me like this.

Still, I had to be careful. The bulge in my pants was getting even bigger by the minute, and if they didn't stop kissing soon, it could become impossible to hide.

"What's that smell?" Rebecca asked. She inhaled deeply. "Is that your cologne? It smells heavenly!"

Natalia sniffed too. "Yes, it does! Why did you choose such a sexy scent?"

She pressed her nose against my throat, then planted a soft kiss on it. Her hand caressed my chest. I bit down hard on my lip, suppressing the urge to groan.

"Are you okay?" Natalia asked innocently. "You look like something's bothering you..."

"Uh, yeah," I managed. "I'm fine. Everything's perfect."

Rebecca grinned devilishly. "It looks like someone's got an itch they need scratched, doesn't it, sweetie?"

Both women snuggled in closer, their hot bodies pressing against mine. I felt like I might melt beneath their touch. But at the same time, my balls ached, my cock throbbed, and there wasn't a single thing I could think to do about it.

"What do you think of the new bed?" giggled Natalia, going over and jumping onto it, rolling luxuriously in the new sheets. Then she sat up, propping her arms behind her and making her tits jut out towards me. She gazed up at me submissively, and I couldn't help my mind going to filthy places.

"It's amazing," I said, swallowing hard.

Rebecca smiled and placed her hands on my shoulders from behind. "Would you like to try it out?"

Before I could answer, her fingers slid under the hem of my shirt. Slowly she pushed my t-shirt up, revealing the bare flesh underneath.

Her breath caught as she gazed at my bare skin, taking it all in. And she wasn't the only one reacting—my heart beat faster as I realized that my stepsister was watching me, her eyes glued to me, getting a good look at my chiseled abs and pecs.

Rebecca let her fingers dance across my body, exploring me with her fingertips. "You probably want to get a bit more comfortable, don't you, sweetie?" she asked. "I know I do...and your stepsister looks so comfortable on that bed. Why don't we join her?"

I wanted to tell them to stop, to put my foot down before this got out of hand. But as Rebecca stepped around in front of me and Natalia scooted back towards the headboard, I felt a rush of excitement shoot through my loins. A surge of white-hot pleasure flooded into my cock, making it painfully hard.

They weren't playing fair. They knew that I wouldn't refuse them; that no man could possibly resist this kind of temptation when presented with two gorgeous women practically begging to fuck.

My dick strained against my pants, begging for release. Rebecca reached down and rubbed it playfully, giggling. "Somebody wants to come out and play..."

Natalia licked her lips hungrily. She got onto all fours, crawling toward me on the bed, looking up at me through half-lidded eyes. "He looks a little excited, Mom. Maybe we should give him some relief?" Her gaze went down to the huge boner threatening to rip through my pants.

Rebecca gave my cock another squeeze. My heart pounded. "Why don't I suck his dick while you rub his big balls?"

Oh God, I thought. This is really happening...

And then both women went to work, pulling my clothes off, making me naked in a matter of seconds. Natalia pulled my boxers down, letting my swollen shaft bounce free at last. Rebecca dropped to her knees, burying my cock into the warm wetness of her mouth.

I groaned aloud, shuddering with bliss. She worked my member with her tongue, running circles around the sensitive tip as she took me deep into her throat, swallowing me whole. I looked down at her in amazement. How many times had I dreamed about this day, fantasized about her sucking me off like this?

Natalia kneeled between my legs, gazing at my shaft in wonder. A bead of pre-cum glistened on the tip of my dickhead. Without breaking eye contact with me, she leaned in and kissed it, savoring my taste. Then she began slowly stroking my cock, licking my balls and working them gently with her fingers.

The two women serviced me without rest, slurping my dick and massaging my nuts until they were aching for release. I couldn't believe what was happening; the feeling of two gorgeous women worshipping my cock was overwhelming.

Natalia licked a wet line along the bottom of my shaft, tracing it with the tip of her tongue. Rebecca continued bobbing up and down on my meat, swallowing it all the way down her throat. I groaned again as my climax approached.

I felt light-headed, drunk from pleasure. Nothing mattered except how good it felt when the girls took care of me.

My eyes rolled back into my head as Natalia kissed the base of my shaft, lapping at my balls. My hips thrust forward involuntarily, shoving my dick into Rebecca's eager mouth. As she swallowed me once more, a sudden burst of energy swept through me, and I felt a release coming that was like nothing else in the world.

She sucked harder, faster, milking me for every drop, draining my seed.

Finally my balls gave in to the irresistible pressure building within. A deep guttural growl escaped my lips, followed by an explosion of hot white cum down her throat. Spurt after spurt of thick pearly juice splashed against the back of her tongue and overflowed out of her mouth.

She eagerly drank every last drop, moaning around my shaft. "Oh God," I grunted, collapsing onto the bed, panting hard. The women smiled at each other triumphantly.

"That wasn't so bad, now was it?" Natalia asked as she and Rebecca got off their knees. They cuddled in either side of me, one holding my arm, the other kissing my neck. "We've been waiting a long time for this, Richard."

Rebecca looked into my eyes. "Yes...a very long time."

They both sighed dreamily. It occurred to me that their breasts looked much bigger than usual, even though neither had bothered to unbutton their tops. Both of their blouses strained to contain the swollen flesh.

Suddenly I started to wonder if things were moving too fast. What was going on with my stepsister? With my stepmother? Was this really happening the way I thought it was?

"This isn't..." I stammered.

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. "Isn't what, honey?"

I shook my head slowly. "This isn't real," I muttered, half to myself. "It can't be."

Natalia squeezed my bicep. "It certainly feels real to me...doesn't it feel real to you?"

She brought one hand down between my legs and began stroking me. Before I realized what she was doing, my cock hardened in response to her touch. She stroked me faster and faster, sending jolts of pleasure through my body, making me groan uncontrollably.

I tried to push her hands away, but couldn't summon the strength to fight back against such wonderful sensations. I was helpless under her touch. I moaned softly as she continued playing with me, bringing me closer to another explosive orgasm.

My breaths came heavier now, deeper, faster. Rebecca slid her fingers along the length of my shaft, joining in Natalia's efforts to make me cum again. "Come on, baby," she whispered seductively, looking deeply into my eyes. "Show your stepsister and me how much you love us."

She pressed her lips against mine in a hot kiss.

And then there was no resisting anymore. My climax tore through my loins, unleashing torrent after torrent of hot sticky cum onto both of their hands. I shuddered against the mattress, shaking violently with pleasure.

As soon as my climax receded, I fell limp, panting hard, trying desperately to regain control of myself. The women smiled triumphantly as they wiped their wet hands clean on their blouses, which were becoming tighter and tighter by the moment.

"We love you, Richard," Rebecca purred. "Don't we, Natalia?"

Natalia bit her bottom lip. "You have no idea," she said huskily, gazing into my eyes with obvious lust. "How long we've waited for this moment..."

The women snuggled against me once more, clinging to me tightly, stroking my sweaty skin, peppering my cheeks and throat with soft kisses.

What the hell is going on here?!

They both smiled sweetly at me as the last of my tremors died down. The look in their eyes was so full of desire; I couldn't imagine what had caused them to act like this all of a sudden. But whatever it was, I knew that I didn't want it to stop anytime soon.

Natalia giggled happily as she held on tight to my arm. Rebecca laid her head against my shoulder and traced patterns across my chest with one finger. Both looked completely content—but it was clear to me that neither of them wanted me to fall asleep just yet.

My cock throbbed between my thighs, begging for more attention. The feeling of two gorgeous women pressed against me made me forget everything else in the world.

I rolled onto my side so I could face both of them simultaneously. I reached up and cupped one cheek in each hand. Both smiled broadly, looking into my eyes.

"Is there anything else I can do for you, baby?" Rebecca cooed softly, her lips mere inches from mine.

"Anything..." breathed Natalia, nuzzling my neck.

I smiled back at them, unable to hide the excitement building within me. This was crazy. But then again, who cared?

"Would you like another blowjob?" asked Rebecca.

"Or maybe a titfuck?" suggested Natalia.

Their breasts were almost popping out of their shirts now. My cock stiffened at the sight of them jiggling with every movement they made.

I laughed nervously and shook my head. "No thanks, girls. I think I've already had more than enough fun today."

Both women sighed in disappointment, but seemed happy enough to have pleased me, nevertheless. "Well," said Natalia, running her hand through her hair, "I guess we should probably get going, then...you know, let you have some privacy..."

Rebecca giggled. "True, I'm sure you're tired after such a long, hard trip, Richard." She stood up and stretched lazily. "But I've got plenty more surprises in store for you this week—that is, if you stay interested in us, that is." She winked playfully at me before turning around and heading towards the door, hips swaying from side to side as she walked.

Natalia followed suit.

After they left, I laid there for a few minutes trying to wrap my head around everything that happened. My mind whirled with confusion and excitement. What did this mean? Why the hell were Mom and Sis acting so fucking weird?

And when would we have another chance to do something like that again?
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