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A hot preview…

My fingers brushed across her skin, trailing down her stomach and along the inside of her thigh. Her breathing quickened as I stroked closer and closer to her pussy.

"You've done well today," I whispered, teasing her folds lightly with my fingertips. "I think you deserve a reward."

Her eyes widened with excitement, lighting up the room. She leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. My tongue invaded her mouth, and I kissed her hungrily, tasting every part of her mouth. When I broke the kiss, she was panting.

"What should we do?" she asked eagerly.

"How about you let me have some fun with this tight little asshole," I replied, sliding my fingers along the crack of her ass.

She bit her lip. "Ooh...I'd like that very much."

I lifted her onto the bed, laying her down on her back with her legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened with moisture.

"You're wet already," I said, licking her slit.

"It's all for you, soldier," she cooed.
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Several days had passed since my return home. And during that time, my mother and stepsister had hardly let me leave the room. They spent almost every waking hour at my side, feeding me, washing me, or taking turns fucking me in the bed. Sometimes I'd see one of them on all fours, a dildo vibrating away inside her pussy while she watched my cock disappear into the other's throat. Sometimes, when they were taking turns riding me, I'd look up to see them furiously kissing each other around the thick shaft of my cock.

It was almost more than a man could bear, feeling two women worshipping him like that. Two hot blondes with bodies built for sin, eager to satisfy any lewd impulse that passed through my head. And when they weren't fucking or sucking, they were still doing their best to please me, rubbing lotion into my skin, cooking, cleaning... it seemed my old life was going to be a distant memory. The girls took care of me better than I'd taken care of myself in years.

But finally, after almost a week, my stamina began to run low. And one night, as Momma bent over me and gave me a loving kiss, murmuring "Time to tuck you into bed, baby boy," I pushed her away gently.

"What's wrong?" She sounded panicked, desperate, a note of terror creeping into her voice. "Did I do something? Do you want me to get your stepsister?" Her lip quivered as she spoke; obviously, nothing hurt her more than displeasing me.

I took hold of her hands and sat up in the bed, squeezing gently. I'd already noticed that gentle touches seemed to do the most for them, make them shiver with bliss and melt into me. "No, Mom, it's not that! It's just I wanted to ask you something before we fuck."

She blinked rapidly. "Yes? Ask me anything you want."

I cleared my throat. "That guy you  mentioned... Mr. Martin.  The one who's paying for part of the house.  What's the deal with him?"

Instantly, I saw Mom's mood change. Her mouth twisted into a scowl, and her hands balled up into fists at her side. Inwardly, I chuckled—there was the Momma I knew and loved.

"He's awful," she said darkly. "So smug and smarmy, like he owns every inch of the world. His only redeeming quality is his money, but even then I hate the way he flaunts it. And the fact that he was making a play for me made me sick—doesn't he know I'm happily married?" She sighed and rolled her eyes. "Anyway, he's going to be around a lot lately. He called our landlord last week to have all sorts of work done around the place, apparently. And of course, the landlord let him because he's paying the bills."

Interesting. A man of wealth and connections...appearing in our lives the same time my stepmom and stepsister turned into slutty, bimbo versions of themselves - at least with me. I was no expert, but something fishy was going on there. And Mr. Martin seemed to be the only lead I had.

Mom gave me an imploring look. "We don't have to have anything to do with him if you don't want to," she promised. "Say the word and me and Natalia won't let him anywhere near you."

I stroked her cheek softly, bringing a little smile to her face. "No, that would be rude. We can't keep turning down someone who's giving us so much. Maybe we'll run into each other and get to talking about the weather."

That set her mind at ease. Smiling, Mom pulled her shirt over her head. My cock surged beneath the sheets. "Whatever you say, baby boy. Now are you ready to tuck in...?"

I had never felt anything like this. Every thrust into my stepmother's wet cunt seemed to make stars explode behind my eyes. My body moved in ways I couldn't have imagined were possible. Like we were two dancers performing a complicated routine, Mom's hips bucking into me at exactly the right moment to make our lovemaking feel transcendent.

I didn't have to worry about holding out too long anymore, though—as I felt myself crest that wave of pleasure, heading toward the point of no return, I came inside of her as hard as I could. Filling her womb with my seed, coating every nook and cranny in my spunk, I held her hips in my hands and cried her name.

"Yes! God, I'm cumming, baby! Oh fuck, it feels so good when you cream me..."

I woke up the next morning feeling completely refreshed, like the night had done more than just erase my stress and give me incredible sex: I'd actually slept a full eight hours. Even in boot camp I'd had trouble doing that.

Looking around the room, I realized I was alone for once. Natalia or my mother must have left a little while ago—I hadn't heard either one wake up. The air was silent without their soft breathing.

With an easy stretch I got out of bed and walked naked to the kitchen. I wanted coffee before I started my day.

When I got there, the sight made me freeze. A middle-aged man, dressed to the nines, was sitting at the table with a cup of coffee and a newspaper. He wore expensive-looking glasses and a goatee—he was the type of man who looked like he belonged on Wall Street instead of our modest little home.

Immediately, I became aware of how under-dressed I was. My naked body was exposed for him to see—his eyes swept across my cock and then back up to meet my eyes with a smile.

"Morning, soldier." His voice was deep and rumbling, the kind that came from men who spent a lot of time around people with less money than them and had to project their voices to be heard. "Glad to hear you're finally up. My work is never done unless everyone's present."

Something about the way he spoke bothered me. He sat in our house like he owned the place, not like he was here to help. Not that his looks or attitude had anything to do with it, but I couldn't shake the idea that he wasn't a Good Samaritan, paying us out of the goodness of his heart. And the fact that my mother and sister were nowhere to be seen...

I grabbed a nearby towel and wrapped it around myself, frowning.  "Who the fuck are you?" I asked. "Are you Mr. Martin? Why are you hanging out in my house unsupervised?"

Mr. Martin waved the questions away. "Oh please," he said. "It's a free country. I let myself in after getting an update on the progress of my crew. Speaking of which," he raised himself up in his seat, looking over my shoulder with an odd expression on his face, "here they come now."

Footsteps approached from behind me. I whirled around, already suspicious—there was my stepmom and Natalia, clad only in tiny thongs that made it clear they had nothing going on beneath. They were wearing heels and carrying a silver tray.

My jaw dropped open. What was going on here...?

Their breasts bounced as they walked; they'd clearly picked the shoes just to draw attention to their big, beautiful tits. Neither woman had put on makeup. Their bodies glowed with natural beauty, tanned skin and long legs looking irresistible even with little effort. And if I didn't know any better, I would have sworn their hair had grown a few inches since the last time I'd seen them, flowing all the way down to their asses like some sort of goddess'.

"Hey honey, glad to see you're up and at 'em!" My stepmother's voice was bright and bubbly as she walked closer.  Even though she was being bright and cheerful, I saw something in her gaze - almost a warning. Her eyes seemed to be telling me, don't say anything to this guy!

The same went for Natalia, whose hips swayed suggestively from side to side like she was a pin-up model on parade. Both of them had a healthy glow about them, enough to tell me they'd spent a lot of time naked while I slept. A pang of regret stabbed through me for sleeping so deeply.

I turned toward the strange man once more and scowled at him. "Who are you?" I asked darkly.

Mr. Martin laughed in response, making my skin crawl. "Who am I?" he chuckled. "Why don't you ask your girls?"

I was in no mood for games. "Yeah, I'm asking you right the fuck now—"

Before I could finish the sentence, the tray of goodies was set down in front of me by Mom and Natalia. My mouth watered as I took in its contents: croissants with fresh cream cheese, sliced up fruit, sausage links, scrambled eggs, orange juice, coffee, even bacon. Not one item on it looked less than perfect. It was exactly what a person needed for breakfast in the morning to get a solid day started.

The girls smiled down at me, eyes shining bright and faces practically glowing with happiness. "Good morning," they cooed in unison, then giggled cutely together.

And despite myself, my anger began to melt away.   They kissed my cheeks, rubbing my chest and slowly moving the towel away, freeing my cock. Even just seeing my hard dick got them all excited, their breath hitching in their throats. The girls stroked me, leaning forward to suckle at my neck.

I tried to ignore the fact that Mr. Martin was watching.

Mom leaned into me and kissed my earlobe. "It's so nice to have you back with us again," she murmured sweetly, nibbling softly. Her hand came up under the towel and wrapped around my balls, giving them a soft squeeze.

Natalia gave my other earlobe the same treatment. "Such a shame you've been missing out on all this pussy," she laughed. "I couldn't imagine not having it whenever I wanted."

At first I was shocked...they really seemed like themselves, but then there was this lingering feeling that something else was going on beneath the surface. There were things that didn't add up. Like how did my Mom and step sister know to bring such an impressive spread, with food we didn't have in our kitchen? And why was the man watching everything like a hawk, like someone who expected obedience. He acted so damn casually, which didn't make sense if he was responsible. It was so weird. But as I felt Mom's warm breath and Natalia's hot skin pressing against me, I was unable to control my erection and I was getting swept away.

"Martin," I growled, "did you do this?  Did you change my family, turning them into submissive sex slaves?"

The look of innocence that crossed his face would be hard to fake. "Now, I don't know what you're talking about," he chuckled, standing from the table. "What I can say, is that your mother and your sister both deserve to be pampered for a change. And if they want to make themselves feel useful and give you some TLC while they're at it, well...who am I to deny them that joy?"

As he spoke, something weird happened inside of my head. His words became heavy, sinking into my brain like weights. Even though they made sense on the surface, something about them rang false.

The girls kept teasing me, stroking my body and whispering dirty things in my ears. The effect was obvious, especially with me not having had sex with either one since waking up. But I didn't want them to stop. And even if he hadn't done anything wrong, Martin seemed way too comfortable to be here with my stepsister and stepmom.

His eyes met mine across the table. "You're going to eat every single item of that breakfast," he told me flatly. "Every bite."

I knew his words were wrong. As soon as they entered my mind, I wanted to argue with him. Tell him I had better things to do than eat a massive meal and have my step-sister and step-mom tease me. That I had chores to do, errands to run, work that needed finishing...but then my mom's lips wrapped around my cock, and I forgot about everything else. I was only barely aware of Martin nodding as he left the room.

"Go ahead," Natalia cooed. "Don't mind us. Just go ahead and eat, soldier. It's all for you." She looked up from between my legs with pleading eyes.

I sat down and took the first bite of food—it melted in my mouth and I groaned with pleasure. It tasted so good! And it was followed by another moan as Natalia's tongue ran up my shaft.

"Fuck!"

It felt incredible. Every ounce of stress and tension I'd built up during the last couple weeks vanished. All that remained was bliss: my mother's talented lips bobbing up and down on my thick shaft, and Natalia's soft licks running over every inch of my sensitive, smooth balls.

It felt so amazing, in fact, that I actually stopped eating. I couldn't keep my eyes open when this incredible feeling filled me from head to toe, making my whole body tingle. A warm glow suffused me like a blanket as Natalia wrapped her lips around my swollen crown and slowly started sucking me deep into her throat. It felt so unbelievably fucking good that I lost track of how long she kept at it.

And then there was that nagging voice in the back of my mind—

Eat, said the voice. Eat. You must eat!

And I realized I was famished. Not just hungry, but full-on starved to death. My stomach roared for food. I shoved a strip of bacon down my throat, chewing quickly to get as much of it into me as possible. The taste was incredible. Better than I'd ever tasted before. My senses had been turned up to eleven overnight somehow and everything seemed brighter, stronger, sharper. Including my sex drive.

My mother moaned as she continued pleasuring me. "I'm sorry, baby," she whimpered. "You shouldn't have to see me do this."

But she couldn't help herself. I noticed now that her right hand was between her thighs, fingering her pussy feverishly. I could hear the wetness in her slit as she played with her folds, sending ripples of sensation through me every time she touched my cock. She was dripping wet, desperate to come. If I was honest with myself, it made my own need spike higher than ever before.

The breakfast spread was delicious. I ate and ate until I was sated. My stepsister moved onto sucking me faster as my mother started pumping her wrist harder, trying desperately to climax with my cock lodged between her lips.

"Fuck yeah..." I groaned, unable to hold back. "I'm gonna fucking shoot..."

With that, I gave in to my animal needs. I grabbed hold of their heads and forced them both deeper onto my cock until Natalia's nose bumped into my pelvis. I felt my balls tighten before erupting, unloading my pent-up seed all over the inside of her mouth. She swallowed every drop without complaint as I came like crazy, painting the back of her throat white.

I wanted to pull out and give my stepmom her fair share but my orgasm seemed unending. And before I knew it I was emptying my load directly into her stomach, my thick gouts of cum pouring into her hungry esophagus. My head felt foggy, my mind cloudy, but as I finished shooting I remembered how to think again.

My orgasm tapered off. As soon as my balls were drained, my mother and sister released me. She rose from the floor, eyes glassy and distant, and took a seat next to me on the couch. I wondered what she was thinking. Did she enjoy being used like this? Was she even aware that she had enjoyed it? There was so much about this situation that confused me. And yet none of those things seemed very important when my beautiful stepmother pressed her lips to mine, opening her mouth and inviting me inside. She had a satisfied expression as we kissed for several long minutes, our hands exploring each other's bodies until we were both panting and eager to continue.

At that moment I knew I could do anything I wanted with these two women. And right then, the only thing I desired was more pleasure. I wanted to use these girls' holes, fuck them however I liked, make them submit to my will entirely. Maybe Martin did something to me to bring about this reaction—maybe it was natural. Either way, I didn't give a damn at that moment because I was ready to indulge myself to the fullest.

The girls went to work cleaning up after our romp together while I headed upstairs, my stepsister following me obediently. Mom's ass swayed like two ripe peaches beneath her thong as she walked behind me. It seemed so different from yesterday. Had she really changed that much in just one night?

My bedroom was exactly the same as I left it. Still neat and orderly, with no sign of any activity at all. But that wasn't surprising. All evidence of what occurred between my new playthings had been wiped away by the house staff who worked here regularly.

Speaking of which—where were they, anyway? Were they here to watch as well?

I didn't know. Right now my attention focused solely on Natalia. The girls' hair hung loose down their backs in long, shiny waves of gold that rippled across her shoulders. They were perfect for running fingers through while she pleasured me, and they bounced softly as she crawled toward my bed with a smile on her face. She licked her lips like an animal presented with a tasty treat before diving between my legs to worship my cock some more.

She licked my balls and kissed along my shaft as I grabbed a fistful of her blonde tresses. Her lips parted wide and swallowed my entire length effortlessly. My mind filled with thoughts of how lucky I was, being able to enjoy this amazing beauty whenever I desired. The urge to fill her throat with my load became overwhelming again. Before I knew it, I was fucking my stepsister's mouth wildly while holding on tightly to her hair. It felt incredible, like nothing else ever had. Like I'd unlocked heaven itself and would never be the same person again.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door. At first I was confused—what could anybody want at a time like this? But when Mom's voice echoed through the hallway, asking permission to enter, I remembered why she'd stopped by. "Come on in," I groaned, holding Natalia's head in place as she gagged on my cock.

"Are you enjoying yourself, soldier?"

There stood my stepmom, clad in nothing but black lingerie that barely concealed her body. She looked absolutely perfect: her large breasts pushed up under the fabric to create cleavage, her hips curving around slim waist, her long legs stretching out from under those tight pants that showed off every inch of her shapely figure. It wasn't hard to imagine what had drawn me to her so strongly earlier today.

But more than that, there was something different about her appearance than normal. Even though it wasn't noticeable at first glance, after taking a second look you'd notice the subtle differences. For one thing, her tits had grown bigger overnight. She still looked amazing even if her breasts had gotten larger. Secondly, she moved differently now, like every step was calculated specifically to emphasize how good she looked. It gave off the impression she was trying to seduce someone—which made sense because that was exactly what she was doing right now! She wanted to show off her body while she sucked my dick. Which is what she did, crawling onto the bed next to me and taking hold of my shaft without hesitation, stroking it slowly before opening her mouth wide enough to engulf me entirely.

"Holy shit," I grunted. "Fuck, this feels amazing...oh god..."

I was overwhelmed again. My hips jerked involuntarily forward, driving myself deep into her throat. A muffled whimper escaped her lips, vibrating deliciously through my shaft. Her eyes were locked onto mine, staring up at me like she was begging for more. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked with enthusiasm, pulling back and pushing forward over and over again. It was all too much.

A familiar sensation washed over me; I could feel my climax coming near. There would be no holding anything back this time—it felt way too incredible. My balls tightened, squeezing tight against my body before erupting with a geyser of jizz directly into the back of her throat. It hit hard enough that some of it dribbled out past her lips, dripping down along her chin and splashing onto her heavy tits. When the flow slowed and then stopped, my cock was still lodged firmly inside her mouth. My mother seemed content to sit there, continuing to suck and swallow everything I gave her. I pulled out and watched her gulp down my thick load as easily as swallowing water from a drinking fountain.

I couldn't believe it. This woman had already taken every drop I had to give once today, but now she was determined to drain me completely dry. The sight was unbelievable—how could she possibly be real?

As I caught my breath and watched her continue licking my cock clean, something occurred to me. I needed to take care of the other hole available to me. The one waiting for me behind her.

"Get over here," I commanded, patting the empty space on the mattress beside me.

She crawled toward me without hesitation. She was ready to please. And why shouldn't she? She'd been trained thoroughly for this very purpose, after all.

I reached out and grabbed her wrist, pulling her close until her face was mere inches from mine. She didn't resist at all.

"What's wrong?" she asked innocently.

"Nothing," I replied. "I just need you closer."

She smiled sweetly before leaning in to kiss me deeply.

"Good girl."

My hands wandered along her body, tracing the lines of her curves. I cupped her tits and squeezed them, making her moan. When she pulled back, she was smiling broadly.

"You're very kind, baby."

"I try."

My fingers brushed across her skin, trailing down her stomach and along the inside of her thigh. Her breathing quickened as I stroked closer and closer to her pussy.

"You've done well today," I whispered, teasing her folds lightly with my fingertips. "I think you deserve a reward."

Her eyes widened with excitement, lighting up the room. She leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. My tongue invaded her mouth, and I kissed her hungrily, tasting every part of her mouth. When I broke the kiss, she was panting.

"What should we do?" she asked eagerly.

"How about you let me have some fun with this tight little asshole," I replied, sliding my fingers along the crack of her ass.

She bit her lip. "Ooh...I'd like that very much."

I lifted her onto the bed, laying her down on her back with her legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened with moisture.

"You're wet already," I said, licking her slit.

"It's all for you, soldier," she cooed.

I grabbed her ass and spread her cheeks wide apart. She gasped as the cool air tickled her asshole. I pressed my lips against it and kissed her tenderly. Her skin tasted salty.

"Oh god!"

She writhed under my touch, squirming in pleasure. Her hips bucked upwards, forcing her pussy against my face. I licked her slit, savoring the sweetness, then moved lower to tease her clit with my tongue. She moaned loudly.

"Please don't stop," she begged.

I continued licking her clit until her body trembled uncontrollably. She gasped and cried out, coming hard against my mouth.

When her orgasm subsided, she sighed contentedly.

"Thank you, baby."

She rolled onto her side and propped herself up on her elbow.

"That was wonderful," she murmured.

"Yes," I agreed. "But I'm not done yet."

She smiled seductively. "What would you like now?"

I pulled her close, kissing her deeply. "I want to fuck this tight little ass," I said huskily.

Her eyes went wide, and she nodded excitedly.

"Really?" she breathed. "I'd love it if you fucked my ass, Sir."

I reached into my nightstand and grabbed a bottle of lube.

"Get on all fours, baby," I ordered.

She obeyed immediately, turning around and presenting her rear end to me. I slathered the lubricant over my cock, coating it thoroughly.

"Spread your cheeks," I instructed.

She reached behind herself and grabbed hold of her buttocks, pulling them apart.

"Yes, Sir."

"Very good," I praised.

I took hold of her hips and lined myself up, pressing the tip of my cock against her asshole.

"Ready?"

"Oh god, yes."

I pushed forward, sliding my length into her tightness.

"Ahh! Fuck, that feels incredible," I groaned.

Her body quivered beneath me, her muscles tensing up. She whimpered softly as I began moving in and out of her ass, her face contorted with pain and pleasure.

"Does it hurt?" I asked gently.

"A little," she replied. "But it's starting to feel really good, too."

I increased the pace of my thrusts, pumping faster and harder.

"Fuck yeah," I grunted.

She whimpered again.

"You're such a good girl," I whispered.

"Thank you, Sir."

She gasped when I reached around and rubbed her clit.

"Oh god! Please don't stop!"

"Are you going to come again for me, baby?"

"Yes, Sir," she panted. "Yes, Sir."

"Show me how much you like having my cock in your ass," I demanded.

I stroked her clit furiously while fucking her hard, driving deeper and deeper. My balls smacked against her pussy as she wailed and thrashed underneath me.

Suddenly she screamed out loud. Her entire body shuddered violently before collapsing to the mattress. She lay there panting heavily.

"Jesus Christ..." I muttered, unable to believe what I'd just witnessed. I pulled out of her, my erection flagging slightly but still throbbing with desire. I was impressed—and even more turned on than ever.

I grabbed hold of Rebecca's hips once again and dragged her towards me, bringing her ass right back toward where I needed it most.

"Oh, god! Oh Jesus!" She cried as I entered her depths anew, this time aiming at her pussy and burying my member in her snug sheath. "Oh, wow! That's so good..."

I leaned over her prone form, pressing my weight down onto her shoulders and keeping her pinned beneath me. It took me a moment to adjust to being inside her but once I did it felt amazing. She was hot and wet and tight, gripping me tightly every time I pulled out only to swallow me whole as I plunged back in again. Soon I was pounding away at her wildly, driving into her so hard I feared I might hurt her. But if I had, Rebecca didn't complain. All she did was gasp and moan and scream louder as I fucked her senseless.

As soon as her cries died down though she started begging me to give it to her harder. So I did. Every stroke drove me deeper into her warmth until all of a sudden I realized I couldn't hold back anymore. The pressure built within me and I knew it was only a matter of time before I exploded into ecstasy.

That's exactly what happened moments later; I felt the last vestiges of resistance melt away as my orgasm washed over me in waves. Wave after wave of pure bliss flooded through me. My entire body convulsed as I shot rope after rope of seed deep into her womb. Eventually I collapsed beside her, utterly spent and completely exhausted.

When I regained my composure, Rebecca rolled over to face me. She looked gorgeous, lying there naked on top of the sheets with her golden hair fanning out around her head like some kind of halo. Her breasts heaved with every breath she took, her nipples hardened beneath my gaze. Her pussy glistened with juices, and as she spread her legs slightly I could see that my load had filled her completely, spilling down her thighs.

I leaned forward to kiss her tenderly. Her tongue danced playfully over mine, her hands caressing my chest. After a moment she broke off and stared deeply into my eyes.

"Thank you for making me come again," she whispered. "It was so fucking hot."

"You're welcome," I replied with a grin. "And thank you for letting me fuck your tight little ass. I can't believe how amazing it felt inside you."

She giggled lightly. "Glad you liked it," she said, wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down onto the bed on top of her. "You can use your mother's ass any time you need to, baby."

We laid there together for several minutes, content to enjoy each other's company in silence. We were both spent, sated physically and emotionally. It felt good to be near someone who cared about you enough to give up control when needed. Especially one whose body I craved so badly.

Eventually I spoke up.

"Mom?"

Her eyes fluttered open. "Yes, son?"

"Did Natalia take care of things downstairs?"

"Mmhmm," she nodded. "I made sure of it, don't worry."

"Oh, great.  Uh, just one more thing... Is Mr. Martin controlling us somehow?  Did he give me a drug in that food or something?"

"What? Of course not. No, there's no way that happened."

"Are you sure?"

"I swear by it."

"Well...what's changed then? Why do you suddenly seem so much younger and sexier than before? Was I always this attracted to you? Am I making sense here?"

Her hand caressed my cheek affectionately. "Don't worry about any of that, baby. Just know that the love we feel for one another is real, and true. If you want to see me walk around naked, then I'll do it. If you want to take advantage of me sexually at any given moment, I'll let you. Your are my master, completely and totally."

"Ohhhh... okay," I said, my eyes fluttering closed as my stepmom pressed a soft kiss to my lips.  I suddenly felt very sleepy. It seemed like all of the tension that had built up inside me over the past few months was finally releasing itself through my muscles and bones. This was an incredible feeling of peace. And I never wanted it to end.

"That's right, sweetheart," she murmured into my ear. "Just relax..."

As I drifted off to sleep, I wondered idly what tomorrow might hold for us.

And if, by some small chance, Mr. Martin wasn't what he seemed....
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