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Chapter 1




Iwoke the next morning and lay in bed for a long time, remembering the night before. If not for the fact the towel I’d worn away from the hot tub was still draped over my computer chair, and my dick was sore from overexertion, I wouldn’t have believed it had really happened.

The sounds of my mom making coffee drew me out of bed and I glanced out the window to check on Aniston’s car and was surprised to see it gone. It was rare when my oldest sister woke before me, but she and her friends had to be at class, and it was an hour long drive back to their sorority house.

Bonnie’s door was open a crack, and I saw my middle sister sleeping on top of her covers. She was wearing a small top that rode up, revealing the smooth, pale skin of her belly. My eyes froze on the tight panties molded to her pussy lips. There was a spot of moisture that spread as I stared, causing the white material to mold itself to tight lips.

Heart hammering, I told myself to look away, but my feet dragged on the carpet. Then I noticed the sparkle of blue and a crooked grin forming on Bonnie’s lips. Our eyes met for a brief second and then I was past, staring at the wall as my heart hammered in my chest.

My sister’s cute yawn followed me down the stairs as I tried to banish the image of her amused eyes from my mind. Stepping into the kitchen, I found my mom pouring herself a cup of coffee, and she glanced up at me with a smile.

“I have a late meeting tonight, so I won’t be here for dinner.” She pointed to a twenty on the counter. “You and your sisters can order pizza again, and I’ll go to the store tomorrow.”

“I can stop by if you want,” I said, taking a mug from the cupboard and trying not to meet her eyes.

I couldn’t be certain what she suspected happened the night before, but I saw my swim trunks out the window, folded neatly on a patio chair. There were also two shirts folded beside them, and I remembered both adorning the girls before we got into the hot tub.

“If it isn’t any trouble, that would be a big help,” mom said, grabbing her phone and purse. “I’ll text you a list, thanks Jake.”

“Of course,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat when she wrapped her arm around me from behind in a tight hug.

“You’ve been such a big help already… Thank you for everything,” the smell of her hair filled my nostrils, and the thick, dark locks tickled my neck as she nuzzled my neck.

Try as I might, I couldn’t ignore the feeling of her large, heavy breasts pressed against my back. I grew awkward when mom’s hand slipped down my chest, her fingers pressing into my firm belly as she squeezed me tight. Then she was gone, and the warmth against my back replaced by a cool breeze.

“When do you get home?” I called after her, watching her wide hips swaying and hating myself for not being able to tear my eyes away.

“I’ll be back after nine,” she turned, and I blushed when she caught me staring, but she only smiled and offered me a wink. “Don’t wait up.”

I was left with thoughts of my beautiful stepmom swirling around in my head, joining that of Victoria and Laura. It was hard not to think about the pair of coeds and wonder if they were thinking about me. Had last night been a onetime thing? Or could I hope for a repeat performance?

After shoveling down a bowl of cereal, I hoped in the shower and got ready for the first day at my summer job. I hung around the house as long as I dared, hoping Bonnie would exit her bedroom and give us a chance to talk, but she didn’t respond to any of my knocks, and I left her be.

When I arrived at the study center, there were two older women sitting with young children in alcoves, working with them, and I stood around awkwardly for a few minutes until a mousey blonde approached me. The girl looked like she might have been stunning, if she put in any effort, but currently she was wearing baggy sweats, thick glasses and her hair hung in a greasy mess coving part of her face.

“Are you Jake?”

She might look mousey, but there wasn’t anything retiring in the way she addressed me, and I reassessed my first impression. She might look like a mess right now, but self-assurance bled from her voice as she addressed me.

“I am,” I said with a frown, not wanting to give away how much her round cheeks and upturned nose made me want to fawn all over her. “How can I help you?”

“Nancy said you could help,” she said, frowning with obvious disappointment when she took in my youth. “I thought you’d be older… If I can’t pass linear algebra this summer, I won’t get into the internship at Goldman. I’m paying top dollar for a tutor-.”

“I know the math’s well enough to teach you,” I said. Dropping my bag in one of the open cubicles and taking a seat. Kids and adults alike used the table and chairs, so the proportions were a tad small, and the girl’s hair brushed across my face as she took the other seat, arms still folded across her chest. “But it would be better if I got a sense of where the issues lie for you, and what your background in math is.”

“I’m going into my junior year as a finance major,” she said, shrugging. “I’ve taken calculus and all the statistics requirements, but the internship calls for courses usually only done if you want a job in quantitative finance.” she made a sour face at that and once again I was struck by her startling beauty. “If it wasn’t so prestigious, I wouldn’t bother.”

“And how long does your class run for?”

“Four weeks,” she said, her frown deepening as she finally relaxed her arms and heaved a great sigh. “I’m gonna fail.”

“That’s not impossible,” I said, while thinking to myself: yes it is. But I don’t want this privileged rich kid getting me fired, and it was obvious from her purse that she had money. “But I can’t promise anything.”

“That’s what Nancy said,” the girl said, her frown turning sour. “How do I even know you 're qualified? What are you, a freshman?”

“Pre-frosh actually,” I said, grinning when she made a distasteful sound in the back of her throat. “I start at Stanford in the fall. As for my bonafides, I could show you my transcript and rattle off all the AP, honors, and college courses I took, but it’s easier to show you. You have your textbook?”

“Yea,” she said, and I could see she was impressed despite herself.

Pulling a thick textbook out of her backpacks he slid it across the small desk to me and I flipped it open to the middle section. I lucked out and found a problem I recognized and quickly began sketching out the proof. It only took a minute to write the beginning parts and when I glanced up, I saw reassurance in the girl’s face.

“Ok, I guess you know what you’re doing,” she even smiled as she offered me her hand. “I’m Fiona.”

“That sounds familiar,” I said, scratching my head, then shrugging when it didn’t immediately come to me. “Let’s go over your class schedule and see what we need to work on.”

She called up the schedule on her phone, and we got to work. Nancy got into the office twenty minutes later, bustling in with her hair still wet and a wild look around her eyes from being harried by her children all morning. When she saw me and Fiona at work, she beamed and came over to check on how things were going.

“They’re good,” Fiona said with a note of surprise in her voice. “I might actually be able to pass the class.”

“It’s going to take a lot of work,” I said, with less confidence than the girl felt. “But we have a good schedule if we can stick to it.”

“Wonderful!” Nancy beamed. “When I saw your sister was in the same sorority as Fiona, I thought this would work out perfectly!”

“Who’s your sister?” Fiona asked, brightening. At the same time I remembered where I heard her name, and a quiet groan escaped my lips.

“It’s my stepsister actually,” I said, wincing in anticipation of her reaction when I offered the name, “Aniston.”

My guess was correct and Fiona’s face went cold. The girl stiffened in her seat, pulling back from where she’d been leaning close to me, and I saw Nancy glance between the pair of us.

“Oh dear, have I said something wrong?”

“It isn’t you,” I said, sighing. “Aniston’s reputation precedes her.”

“Your sisters a cunt,” Fiona said, earning a sniff of disapproval from Nancy.

“Dear lady, I understand your father is paying us a lot, but that kind of language isn’t allowed in here.”

“What, swear words?”

“No,” Nancy said with a sniff. “You can cuss all you want, though I’d ask that you keep it to a minimum around the children. What we don’t accept is the use of such reductive gendered terms.”

“Right,” Fiona said, glancing sideways at me, unsure whether the woman was joking or not.

“I’ll leave you two to it,” she said, her smile brightening before she bustled away, checking on the other students.

“That woman’s a busy-body,” Fiona grumbled, her arms once more crossed beneath her firm little breasts.

“A protestor in search of a cause,” I said, grinning when the pretty girl snorted in laughter.

The laughter dried up a moment later and a sour frown returned to her face, “Aniston’s your sister… You going to tell her I suck at math? She’ll love that.”

“You don’t suck at math,” I said, shaking my head. “This is counter-intuitive stuff and takes a minute to wrap your head around. Besides, Aniston is a cunt,” Fiona let out another snort of laughter, “And she doesn’t need to know everything.”

“Thanks,” Fiona smiled then glanced up at me thoughtfully. “What must it have been like growing up with Aniston? The girls got a stick so far up her ass I’m surprised her breath doesn’t smell like oak.”


Chapter 2




Now it was my turn to break the room’s quiet with a bark of laughter. Others glanced over and I ducked my head in apology, chuckling all the while. Fiona surprised me that morning with her quick wit and down to earthiness.

When Laura and Victoria had been talking about her, I’d gotten the impression of a girl like Aniston, obsessed with status and looks, but Fiona wasn’t like that at all. There was no doubt she was adorable, and I saw hints of how tight her athletic little body was beneath the sweats, but she didn’t try, and wasn’t wearing makeup.

Her focus wasn’t the best, and I kept having to redirect her attention back to the work. The diversions were nice though, because I learned things about my sister’s sorority I hadn’t. Such as they had an intramural volleyball team that was so good, they’d been moved into the boy’s division and were beating them handily. It didn’t surprise me that Aniston was one of the stars on the team. With her height and natural athleticism she’d been the best player on our high school team.

I learned about her ex-boyfriend, an engineering major who’d played in a band, and her best friends. She wasn’t close with Laura, but she and Victoria had been in a few classes together and were close. I must have pressed for one too any details about the bubbly blonde, because Fiona turned a sly grin on me.

“Does someone have a crush on his sister's friend?”

“I wouldn’t say a crush,” I said, loving the flash of interest that entered her eyes at my relaxed confidence. “But I’m hoping to get to know her… better.”

“What happened?!” She grinned, “She, Laura and Aniston didn’t come to the house last night… We thought they might be passed out drunk at the Gamma house.”

“They all stayed the night at our place.”

“And… you can’t leave me hanging! Did you two flirt?”

“I’m not saying anything,” I said, smiling and offering her a wink. “A gentleman never tells.”

She snorted derisively, “Nothing happened, you just ogled her all night I bet.”

I kept the truth to myself, wanting to correct her for pride’s sake, but also knowing that would be the wrong move to make. We went back to work, and the time flew by. Nancy came by at noon and told us our time was up, we’d become so lost in the work we’d lost track of time.

Fiona lingered around her bag while I clocked out and finished some final paperwork. When I headed out to my car, the pretty coed slipped in alongside me.

“Thank you for everything,” she beamed. “I honestly feel like you taught me more in three hours than I’ve learned in the first three lectures of this class.”

“I’m glad it’s helped.” I said.

“I was thinking of stopping by Wing Stop to grab lunch… If you’re free…”

“Maybe next time,” I said, tossing my bag in my car. The only thing on my mind was getting home before Bonnie left for her evening rehearsals.

“Oh, ok,” Fiona said with a frown. “See you Wednesday.”

She stood by her car waving as I pulled out, and it wasn’t until I got two blocks away that it hit me the girl had been asking me out. The experience had been so new; I hadn’t realized what was going on. I wasn’t a fan of Wing Stop and wanted to get home to see Bonnie, so hadn’t thought anything of brushing aside the pretty coeds’ advances.

Fiona’s expression as I drove away stuck with me. Instead of being annoyed or frustrated, the girl had only looked more interested and determined as I drove off.

Girls are strange.

When I got home, Bonnie’s car was still parked outside, and I found her in the living room, running lines. She glanced up when I came in, and I could see immediately that something was wrong.

“What’s the matter?”

“It’s this stupid role,” she said with frustration, waving her script. “I can’t get the emotions right and we’re rehearsing the scene tonight.”

“Want some help?” I asked, dropping my bag and coming over.

Her cheeks colored when I reached for the script and she pulled it back, holding it against her chest, “It’s a little… racy.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, pausing when the mood grew awkward. “Unless you don’t want my help.”

“No, I’d love it,” she said, then after a second’s hesitation she handed me the script, cheeks coloring as I scanned the page. “It’s the pivotal scene, where the heroine confronts the hero about his dissolute ways, and learns he was only doing it because he was unable to have her.”

“Then they kiss,” I said, raising my eyebrows at the last note on the page.

“We don’t have to rehearse that,” Bonnie said, the flush extending down her pale neck as she turned to take up an empty wine glass she was using as a prop. “We’ll start from the top until my last line.”

I scanned the page again and tried to get myself into character. I’m not an actor, so my reading of the lines was wooden and awkward, but Bonnie made me believe she was heartsick at my character.

“I’ve only wanted your love,” I read, feeling my heart quicken when I glanced up into my sisters’ large blue eyes. I knew she was playing a character, but the love and desire in her eyes felt so real. “Since the first moment I laid eyes on you, you’re all I wanted. But you were with Harold, and then Steven… A man has needs and I’m no cuckhold.”

“And now… Do you still love me?” Bonnie asked, and for a second, I forgot she was acting her delivery was so real.

“More than life itself,” I said, and my heart quickened when Bonnie stepped forward, head tilting back and only at the last second did she pull back from the kiss.

We stood there for a long moment, staring at one another, the tension in the room thick. Like a trembling fawn before a hungry wolf, Bonnie stood before me. My head filled with memories of that illicit night, and I saw something like recognition enter my sister’s gaze as she slipped close enough for me to feel the heat rolling off her body.

“Kids?! Can you help with the groceries?”

Mom’s voice was like cold water down my spine. The pair of us practically leapt away from one another when she poked her head in the front door. Mom frowned at us, and I felt her gaze lingering on Bonnie and her lips turn down in a frown of disapproval.

“What were you two up to?”

“Just rehearsing,” Bonnie said, waving her script and smiling, but her plastic grin only earned her a deeper frown from mom.

“I see.” her eyes flickered down, and I felt my cheeks grow fiery when I felt the tightness in my pants. “Come help me unload the groceries.”

“Coming,” I said.

When I handed the script back to Bonnie, I caught a flash of annoyance on her face, and she was in a mood as we unloaded the car. Mom said something innocuous about her trip to the store and Bonnie snapped at her.

One look of quiet disapproval was all it took for Bonnie to flee up to her room, her emotions up. I wanted to go after her and see if she was ok, but mom held me back with a warm hand on my arm.

“She’ll be alright, just give her some time,” she patted my arm and turned to pull stuff out of the fridge to make dinner. “Your sisters having a rough time lately.” When I gave her a curious frown, she explained, “The director gave her part to another girl and wants Bonnie to play the ingenue.”

“That’s good right?”

“You know how she’s always struggled with confidence,” Mom sighed and shook her head. “I don’t know what’s going to get that girl to see herself as the rest of the world does and I fear without it, she’ll never be the actress she’s meant to be.”

“I wish I could help,” I said, as I started unloading the groceries and putting them in the cupboard and fridge.

“There might be a way you can… but I wouldn’t want to ask that of you, Jake.”

“What is it?”

Mom’s cheeks colored, and she shook her head, laughing as she dismissed it. “Forget I said anything. What do you want for dinner? I was thinking pasta with cream sauce.”

“Sounds good,” I said, sensing I couldn’t push the conversation any further, but burning with curiosity.

When the food was put away, I ran up to my room to play Call of Duty. Bonnie’s door was open, and she lay on her bed reading over the script. When I paused to speak with her, she rolled over, presenting me with her back, and I sighed and went into my room.


Chapter 3




Mom called us down to dinner an hour later, and I was surprised when Bonnie joined us. Normally, when she was in a mood, my middle sister would spend the entire night and maybe the next day holed up in her room, but she slouched into her seat and accepted the proffered bowl of fettuccini alfredo.

“How was your first day at work, honey?” Mom asked me as she passed the parmesan cheese.

“It was cool,” I said, and would have left it at that if she hadn’t waved her hand for me to continue.

“Just ‘cool’?”

“Well,” I said with a grin, “I didn’t want to say anything because of Aniston, but the person they assigned to me is in her sorority.”

“Really?!” Bonnie asked, sitting forward eagerly, her mood forgotten at the excitement of gossip about her hated sister. “Which one?”

“Fiona,” I said, and interestingly Bonnie’s amusement dried up and her lips pursed in a sour expression. “Do you know her?”

“Only by reputation,” Bonnie said with a sniff.

“What kind of reputation?” Mom asked, and I was surprised to find her heavy stare leveled at me as she asked my sister.

“She isn’t a slut or anything,” Bonnie said, and my mom let out a sigh of relief. “But she has all the boys twisted around her fingers,” Bonnie shrugged as if she didn’t care, but I could sense anger beneath the surface, and she stabbed at her pasta as she scooped it up. “Even if she just teases them. That’s what Aniston says at least.”

“You know how your sister can be,” Mom said, offering a shrug. “Does she seem nice, Jake?”

“Yea,” I said, then went on to explain what I’d been helping her learn. I left out my observations about how adorable I thought Fiona was, but from mom and Bonnie’s frowns I suspected they guessed my feelings.

“It sounds like you’re going to be a great help to her,” mom said when I finished. “Just make sure she doesn’t distract you from your future.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

“I remember what it was like when I was your age,” mom said, taking a deep sip of wine and ignoring my belligerence as she went on. “It feels like everything must be done and it must be done right now. Just remember that you have everything you need at home, Jake… and don’t let some flirty coed push you off your path.”

“She’s right, Jake,” Bonnie said, and I was more surprised to hear it coming from her than my mom.

“It’s just a part-time summer job,” I said defensively. “I don’t know what you think is going on, but Fiona’s four years older than me.”

“So were Laura and Victoria,” mom said with a snort, staring into her wineglass.

When she looked up, I saw the realization of what she’d just say sweep over her face, and she went white as a ghost. A flush of embarrassment swept over me as I wondered just what she knew or guessed at. Bonnie’s face was burning with curiosity, her eyes flickering between me and mom.

“I think I’ve had too much wine,” mom said, reaching up and pressing a hand to her cheek.

Standing on wobbly legs, she fled from the dining room, her meal unfinished, the wine still swirling around in her glass. The awkward silence grew between Bonnie and me, pregnant with unspoken questions, until she reached over and took my mom’s unfinished wine glass and downed its contents.

Glancing up at me shyly from beneath her long lashes, she drew in a deep breath. Spots of color appeared in her cheeks as her lips parted, an admission or question hovering on her tongue. I’d never know which because at that moment the front door opened and slammed closed and the unmistakable scent of Aniston’s perfume proceeded her into the dining room.

“I didn’t miss dinner, did I?”

I glanced up and felt my jaw drop as I took in my eldest sister, while Bonnie let out a strangled sound from the back of her throat and fled from the room, silverware clattering as she pushed back from the table.

“What I do?” Aniston asked with a frown as she watched her sister stalk off, then with a shrug she refilled mom’s wineglass and took her seat.

“Why are you home?” I asked, unable to hide the annoyance in my voice.

“It’s my home too,” Aniston said with a frown. “I don’t have to explain myself.”

The expression didn’t hold though as she collapsed into my mom’s empty chair and let out a long sigh. My annoyance with her didn’t last when I saw the vulnerable, worried expression work its way onto her face. Aniston is many things, but vulnerable is never one of them.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” she snapped, but it was out of reflex, and she offered me a silent apology a moment later. “It’s this audition I have tomorrow morning. I need a quiet space to do it in but… This is my last chance trying to get a summer internship with the local affiliate. If this doesn’t work… I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

“It didn’t work out with ESPN?”

“Hmph!” she grunted and shook her head. “If I wanted to spend my summer on my knees in Bristol, I could have gotten an internship. But the summer program is a boys’ club.”

“Have you tried going live on TicToc or Insta?”

“No,” she said with a frown, “Why?”

“They’re full of clips and highlights but no commentary,” I shrugged, feeling my cheeks head but pushing through the awkwardness. “You know what you’re talking about and could keep their interest better than anyone on television.”

She made a face and waved dismissively. “I’ve never been into ‘Thirst Culture’. I’m not like Victoria and Laura, posting bikini photos for more followers.”

“It doesn’t have to be for titillation. But you can’t deny you’re beautiful, and that’s an asset. Don’t be afraid to use it to get what you want.”

“When did you grow up?” She asked with a crooked grin, “Since when did you start giving me advice?”

“Since I learned to be bold, and not care what others think.”

Aniston’s eyes sparkled and her smile took on a familiar cruel cast, “You seemed to care what Laura and Victoria thought last night.”

My confidence from a moment before vanished, replaced by anxiety creeping over me. I shifted in my seat uncomfortably as Aniston’s smile took on a biting edge. The air grew cold, and I searched for something to say to break the tension and blurted the first thing I could think of.

“I’m tutoring your sorority sister, Fiona.”

Aniston’s eyes flickered over to me, but her expression never changed as she downed the last of the wine glass’s contents.

“I heard,” she said, eyes hardening but lips working in a plastic smile. “She wouldn’t shut up about it when she got home.” Her lips pursed into a sour frown, and she stood, grabbing her bag, and turning to head upstairs. “Watch out for Fiona, she’s a flirt who seems to enjoy friend-zoning buys and slowly breaking their hearts.”

“I don’t think I have to worry about that,” I said and was about to add a self-deprecating joke when Aniston turned with an angry mutter as she stalked upstairs and slammed her bedroom door.

Grumbling sourly to myself, I rose and cleaned off the table. My annoyance didn’t fade as I washed the dishes, only grew. My head spun in circular thoughts about Aniston. I couldn’t get her dismissive expression out of my head, and it wasn’t until I fell into bed that I wondered why it bothered me so much.

My oldest sister had always been a guiding light of sorts for me. She was the most beautiful girl in our school, and the most popular. If she liked a thing, then it was cool. I’d spent half my time in school trying to dress and do things that would impress her, but none of it worked.

I’ve been going about it the wrong way, I thought to myself as sleep dug its subtle fangs into me. The one thing I’d learned from my experience with Laura and Victoria was, women loved a man who was bold. And there was nothing bold about conforming to a woman’s ideal.
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My irritation faded, and I was able to sink into slumber. I dreamt I was laying by the pool, with Laura and Victoria lying beside me while Aniston danced at my feet. My gorgeous sister reached up and plucked free the strings of her bikini top. She bit her thick bottom lip, letting the red material fall as hands slipped over my crotch, gripping my steel hard cock through the towel covering me.

I’ve been yearning to see my oldest sisters’ breasts for years, and once more the sight was stolen from me. Groaning in frustration, I surfaced from the dream, and my groan turned to one of pleasure when I felt a small warm hand slip under the covers and grasp my cock.

“Wha-!”

Fingers pressed over my lips, as a weight shifted on my narrow twin bed. It was the same presence as the other night, and I felt my cock throb in her fingers. The woman shifted, pushing aside my sheets, her weight straddling my thighs. Something wet and warm pressed down on my cock and I heard the girl breath in a sharp inhalation that I recognized immediately.

“Bonnie…”

Bonnie’s breath choked off, and she froze atop me. When I reached over and flicked on my bedside lamp, she tried to scramble away but it was a simple thing to trap her in place with a powerful grip on her forearm.

“It was you,” I breathed, taking in my beautiful sister as she hunched above me, trying to hide her blushing face beneath the loose t-shirt she wore. “The other night…”

“Yes, ok,” she hissed, jerking her arm out of my grasp, and crossing both beneath her small chest. “Can you turn that off… this is embarrassing enough.”

“Not until you tell me what’s going on,” I said, sitting up against my headboard.

Bonnie wrapped her arms around her slender legs and eyed the door. I could tell she wanted to flee but instead she frowned and ducked her head, grumbling an answer I could barely hear.

“I need to know what passion and intimacy feel like for my art and mom said I should come to you for advice but…” she bit her lip and grimaced. “I was too embarrassed to ask you… And I saw what staring at Aniston in her bikini did to you, so I thought… Why not kill two birds with one stone?”

“This was mom’s idea?” I asked incredulously.

Bonnie frowned and shrugged, plucking at my blankets before answering. “I don’t think she planned on me going that far,” a smile snuck onto her face, quick as a flash. “I’m sorry I should have talked to you first… Or… I don’t know, Jake. I went crazy after seeing that.” her eyes cut over to the large lump under my blankets where my flagging cock lay, and I grabbed the covers close. “And I wasn’t thinking straight… sorry.”

“It was just physical then?” I asked, feeling a touch hurt and hearing it in my voice.

“I love you, Jake,” Bonnie said, her face crumpling in tears as her hands wring in her shirt, twisting it. “But as a brother, as a friend. I think you’re hot and I knew you were horny, and I don’t know… I fucked this all up, I’m so sorry.”

“Bon.” I reached out towards her, but she pulled back, scrubbing a hand against her eyes.

When she glanced down and saw her naked legs stretching out, I saw a shudder pass through her, and Bonnie jerked to her feet.

“Bonnie, wait!”

But she fled my room, tears streaming down her face before I could leap to stop her. Her door slammed shut as I stood in my doorway, frustrated and about to push my way into her room, when a pale figure at the end of the hallway brought me up short. Mom stood there in a white gown, one hand before her mouth and a look of shocked sadness on her face as she watched me stand there.

“We’ll talk about this tomorrow,” she said, her was voice breathless and shaken and for a fraction of a second my heart went out to her then her eyes flickered down to my nakedness and a flush of embarrassment and anger swept over me. Everything was ruined now, and my treacherous dick was still throbbing as I swung between my legs.

“This is all your fault!” I snarled, anger causing me to speak before thinking. Scrubbing a hand across my face, I turned and went to slam my door closed, but mom threw herself forward and got a foot in place, wedging it open.

“Jake, I’m sorry I only wanted to help you both…” I dragged the comforter over my nakedness as I slumped onto the bed, and when mom saw I was covered, she pushed her way into my room, pressing the door closed behind her as she rested against it. “Bonnie came to me a few weeks ago with her problem…”

“And you sent her in to seduce me?” I asked, anger causing my words to come out caustic, and I regretted my tone immediately, but the vitriol swirled inside me, seeking an outlet.

“When she told me about her problem…,” mom continued carefully, taking a step into my room, and picking up a discarded shirt and dropping it in the laundry basket. As she did, I couldn’t help noticing how the night gown hung away from her heavy breasts as they swayed beneath her. The brief glimpse of pale flesh, sprinkled with freckles, sent the blood back to my flagging hardon and I pressed the blankets down, hiding the treacherous appendage.

“I told her she should find someone she’s comfortable with… Someone who she could experiment with, without worrying about feeling and emotions getting in the way,” she shrugged in apology as she picked up my shorts from the day and slowly folded them. “I wasn’t sure she’d pick you… but I figured. Do you want to tell me what happened? Why she’s upset?”

“She’s fucking crazy!” I said and regretted it the moment the words passed my lips. Mom frowned at me but before she could voice a reprimand, I sighed and nodded my head. “Sorry, she’s not crazy… well, maybe she is… I didn’t know who came into my room the other night and…”

“She didn’t talk to you first?” Mom said, and her frown of disapproval deepened, but not for me as she cast it over one shoulder towards Bonnie’s room.

For a moment I thought she was going to march into my sister’s room and confront her, but she glanced at me huddled on the bed and her frown softened. Setting down the shorts, she sat beside me on my bed and rested a comforting hand on my shoulder. I flinched when I felt her warm fingers on my naked skin, but she didn’t move away.

“Tell me everything.” When I grimaced, a brief smile flashed across mom’s beautiful face before she suppressed it and fixed me with a firm gaze. “I’m willing to treat you both like adults, if you can be honest with me.”

Shifting uncomfortably, I drew in a deep breath and began from when I woke in the middle of the night. In the beginning, I tried to keep the details back, but as I opened up, the words began tumbling from my mouth and I found myself confessing everything. Not just what Bonnie and I had done under cover of darkness, but what had happened with Laura and Victoria by the hot tub.

It was easy to talk with her. It always had been. My stepmom listened, and I didn’t feel judged or less than as I poured my heart out to her. She’d always been understanding with us, but as her arm circled my shoulders, I talked about emotions and feelings I hadn’t even realized I had been experiencing until they found a voice.

“I know neither Laura nor Victoria like me, in that way,” I shrugged. “But it felt good to be wanted. To have women I admire look up at me with desire and… wanting. It was the first time in my life I really felt like a man.”

“I’m glad,” mom said, pulling me close to her as she smiled. “It’s important a young man experiences that, and I’m glad you got a chance to. But you should be careful.” Her motherly instincts were too powerful for her to ignore them as she frowned and stroked the comforter covering my legs. “Aniston’s told me stories about those girls and they’re wild. It’s important to have experiences but you can’t let yourself get off track.”

“And Bonnie wasn’t ‘leading me off track?’” I asked, unable to hide the frustration in my voice, though what exactly I was frustrated with besides my throbbing member I couldn’t say.

Mom took my outburst with a calm smile, her hand lightly stroking my thigh, which only caused my frustration to ramp up even further, though I couldn’t tell her that. She was sitting all too close, her herbal scented hair filling my nostrils and distracting my thoughts. I was having a hard enough time trying to ignore her massive breasts pressed against my side.

“Your sister is a beautiful and intelligent girl, but she’s… awkward at the best of times. Not unlike yourself.” she reached up, drawing my face around, so she could stare into my eyes. “She needed someone she could trust. Someone good and kind who wouldn’t hurt her. Someone handsome…” she drew in a shuddering breath, and I found myself falling into the dark blue pools of her eyes.

“She should have talked to you first, but I don’t regret suggesting it.” Her fingers tightened on my back as her arm gripped me tight. “You both needed this… I worry about you, Jake. This is a vulnerable time in your life… I know how easily the wrong woman could lead you astray… or drugs. I’m sorry I just get so scared.”

“It’s ok, mom,” I said, pulling her into a hug and feeling like the man of the house for the first time in my life as emotion swept over her and she clung to me.

I was the rock my mom clung to, and instead of feeling put out or resentful; I felt powerful.

“You did nothing wrong,” I whispered in her ear, honey blonde locks tickling my lips as I spoke. “I love you and Bonnie the same now as I did before. It’s ok.”

“You mean it?” mom asked, turning to gaze into my eyes.


Chapter 5




Ididn’t answer, instead I let the smile I felt slip onto my lips and saw relief flash across her face. She sagged against me and drew in a deep breath, which did incredible things to her bra-less bosom. My eyes widened at the same time my half-hard dick gave a mighty lurch. My stepmom drew in a sharp breath, eyes flickering down to the tent forming beneath the comforter, then up to me.

“Did she leave you… backed up?” When I shook my head, my eyes falling to the deep ‘V’ of her nightgown and the shadow between her massive breasts, she didn’t blink or blush, instead my stepmom slipped her hand over the comforter, gripping my hardness through the blanket. “Can I… help you? Oh, my god…”

Her eyes widened when her fingers took in my girth and I saw her swallow hard as she stared down at the comforter. The closeness we’d shared a moment before lived between us, and I feared shattering the moment but couldn’t help myself as I nodded. Ashamed of how much I wanted this.

“You need this Jake,” mom breathed, her trembling fingers releasing the comforter as she slipped her hand up to my stomach. Swallowing hard, she reached into the blanket, both of us shivering when she made contact with my flesh. “And god help me, so do I.”

The last she whispered so softly I nearly missed it. The blood pounding in my ears seemed to drown out the world. One moment stretched into infinity. Our breathes held, and then she brushed my naked cock beneath the blankets, and we let out twin gasps.

Mom looked up, and the awed shyness written on her face as she brushed the length of my stiffness filled me with elation. Without thinking, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to hers.

For one second, my stomach flipped as I shared a passionate kiss with my mother, then we both froze, realizing what we were doing. Mom shivered in my arms and didn’t pull away, but no longer pressed against me with such intensity. When her fingers began relaxing around my cock, I clutched at her, and a groaning whimper escaped the back of my throat.

That broke the spell and mom pushed herself against me, pressing my shoulder and back against the headboard of my bed. Her tongue slithered into my mouth and my thoughts dissolved when I heard a quiet moan escape her as we made out. What little focus remained to me was on her hand, which gripped my dick, stroking me with quick motions.

One arm was trapped behind her back, but the other was free and I reached up, palming one heavy breast, and nearly coating her hand in cum when I heard her moan again. Grinning against mom’s passionate kiss, I slipped a hand into her nightdress, which she shrugged out of, offering me one of her glorious breasts.

The nipple was large and pink, hardening beneath my fingers as I rolled and pinched it. Her breasts were heavy and firm, with a delicious roundness that I longed to bury my face in. I could have played with them all night, but I had other ideas.

Slipping the tie of her robe off, I parted white fabric and found silky flesh beneath. She parted her legs even as words of protest escaped her lips, hips hunching against my hand and body exploding after a second.

“Jake… wait… this is for you, mhmmmm…. Hsssss there… there!”

“Cum for me,” I breathed as she convulsed against me, her ministrations on my cock forgotten as her muscles locked up.

“Cumming… mommy’s cumming!”

The sight of my gorgeous mother orgasming on my fingers was incredibly hot, but more than that, I felt flush with pride. She turned in my arm, lips trembling as she tried to speak. When she failed, she drew me tight against her with her arm around my neck, lips finding mine in a hungry kiss.

“Thank you,” she husked into the kiss, “Oh god baby, mommy needed that so bad.”

“Mhmph!”

It was my turn to moan out as her hand slipped back over my steel hard cock. The nimble fingers soon had it throbbing in her grip. Mom broke off the kiss and glanced down at my massive dick, revealed now that the comfort had shifted off my lap. Her eyes widened when she took in its length, and I felt her tremble lightly on my arm.

“Your magnificent, Jake,” mom breathed, her expression one of awe as she watched her hand glide up and down its length. “I never thought… never dared hope… I’ve always dreamed of what a big one would feel like…” she shuddered against me, lips finding my neck as I groaned in pleasure, her hand stroking me faster. “Tell me what you need baby, tell mommy what you need!”

“I need to cum,” I growled out, my balls aching from being backed up and teased all night.

“Yes!” Mom hissed, her fingers flexing on my cock as she ground her pussy on my hip. “Where? Where do you want to shoot your hot cum?”

My eyes widened when I heard the wicked words pass my sweet mother's lips, and she grinned all the harder when she saw my expression. Her ministrations slowed, causing me to groan again, and she raised an eyebrow, waiting for my answer.

I could have taken the safe option and said in her hand, but that wasn’t what I wanted, and I was tired of living a life of half measures. The greatest moments in my life so far had been when I practiced boldness and I did so now.

Slipping a hand down her back, I ran my fingers over her large, soft ass, loving the way her pupils dilated and she ground herself even harder against me. My eyes flickered down to the deep shadow between her cleavage pressed against me and I felt a broad grin forming on my lips.

“I want to cum on your tits.” I glanced up, meeting her eyes, and saw a fire burning in them that hadn’t even been there when I fingered her.

Flashing me an eager grin, mom slipped down my body as I rose to my feet. Her long fingers worked my cock with one hand, while the other tugged at the strap of her gown. Fumbling with the toggles, she slowly slipped it off her shoulders while gazing up at me with that hungry fire in her eyes.

“You like my breasts, baby?” She asked in a gentle voice that belied the eager grip of her hand on my cock. When I nodded, her smile grew, and she reached a hand into the neckline, fingers sinking into the soft flesh as she bit her bottom lip and groaned. “They’re very sensitive… and I love having them played with.”

“Get them out,” I growled, unable to take a moment more of her teasing as I reached down and yanked the top of her gown off one shoulder.

“Yesss!” Mom hissed, snatching the hand, tearing at her gown and kissing the palm.

The woman was as intense as I’d ever seen her as she peeled the top off, dropping it to reveal her massive, naked breasts to me. Cupping one heavy tit, she pulled the large nipple up to her lips and suckled it while staring up at me. All the while, her hand kept stroking my cock.

Slipping my hand out of hers, I cupped the other breast, balls churning as I felt its weight, and ran a thumb over the rubbery nipple. The sight of my mom kneeling before me topless should have been enough to earn a healthy load of cum, but I had other ideas. Pulling the heavy breast up, I pushed forward, poking my cock between the soft flesh.

“Mhmm,” mom groaned in pleasure when she saw what I was after and released my dick, bringing both hands down to the sides of her breasts and wrapping them around my cock.

The room soon filled with the sounds of my cock sliding along the slick valley. Watching my mom drool saliva onto the head of my cock as I poked between her heavenly tits was something I’ll never forget, but it wasn’t as hot as when her tongue flickered out and swept across the tip.

I wanted to shove my dick into her mouth right then and nearly did, but my treacherous balls chose that moment to release the dam. With a loud gasp I felt my cock throb, then the world faded into whiteness around me as pleasure exploded. My toes curled and knees grew weak, but I kept to my feet, fighting the euphoria as I watched thick, pearlescent strands of cum shoot out across my mother's massive tits.

Her chest heaved; eyes wide with awe as she watched the gluttonous amount of cum coat her body. One hand stroked me with gentle fingers while the other trailed through my seed, a beatific grin spreading across mom’s face. Before I could say anything, she pulled herself to her feet, hauling on my hand, and lurched near me to press a passionate kiss to my lips.

“I love you, Jake,” she mumbled, the words. “And don’t worry about Bonnie… I’ll speak with her. She should have talked to you first but… I think the dark helps her.” She pulled the top of her gown up, the fabric clinging wetly to the cum still coating her skin, but she didn’t seem to mind as she stepped away from me, a small smile playing across her lips. “If you need my… help again. Just ask.”

With a final, lingering glance at my cock as it slowly softened, she bit her bottom lip and practically threw herself from my room. I fell back onto the bed and tried to fit this new experience in with the rest of my life. Giving up on the struggle, I resolved to have a long conversation with my mom and Bonnie the next day, whether or not they liked it.

Sleep didn’t come right away, and I almost slipped out of my room to see if my stepmom was serious about her offer. That might be chancing my luck and I had to get up early for work, anyway. Eventually I nodded off and my dreams were filled with chaotic visions where I kept chasing something priceless, hidden in a storm, but finding treasures along the way of nearly equal value.


Chapter 6




Iwoke from the dreams groggy and out of it, but with two text messages waiting for me on my phone from Victoria. The blonde the first around 2am and I could tell from the misspellings that she’d been drinking, and the second ten minutes later.

VICTORIA: u freee wed? I need that dock!

VICTORIA: Illl do anything, please! Nothing else works anymore :/

Reading the messages a second time as I hurried into the bathroom, I typed out a response. It could have been the morning wood throbbing between my legs, or the memory of my stepmom’s glorious breasts wrapped around my dick. Either way, I felt flush with confidence as I sent off the message.

ME: anything? How about anyone?

She didn’t respond right away, but it was early, and I figured most college kids slept in late. Hopping in the shower, I washed off and got ready for work. When I checked my phone again, there was a message waiting for me from Victoria and I grinned wolfishly as I read it.

VICTORIA: anyone! Want me to bring Laura again? She’s dying to feel your dick again… or what about Ellen? She’s an adorable sophomore who gets off on anal… want to fuck my friend’s ass?

The offer was tempting, but I had another idea. Typing out my response and sending it, I saw three dots pop up instantly, telling me she’d been watching for my response.

VICTORIA: Yes! OMG! YES! That would be so fucking hot… but Aniston would kill me.

ME: let me worry about Aniston. I’ll text you the details later.

I hurried downstairs to grab breakfast and found mom in front of the stove, stirring eggs. She was dressed for work, in heels and a tight black skirt that conformed to the swell of her rear perfectly. The odd thing wasn’t her stunning outfit, but the fact that she was humming happily to herself. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen her this bright and cheerful in the morning.

My skin prickled with anxiety as I entered the kitchen, not knowing what kind of response I would get from her after our encounter the night before. When she heard the fridge door open, she glanced over and pressed her lips together in a secretive smile, cheeks coloring slightly.

“Morning, Jake… how did you sleep?”

“Amazingly,” I said, finding myself unable to tear my eyes away from her massive breasts encased in one of her thick bras beneath the white blouse.

“And were your dreams as… heated as mine?” Her eyes tracked me from head to toe beneath heavy lids and I had to force my thoughts out of the gutter or risk popping wood in the kitchen.

“They were… odd,” I said, feeling lame as I said it and turning when I heard someone enter the kitchen.

“What are you two talking about?” Bonnie asked, a grin flashing across her face as she glanced between mom and me. “The tension feels so thick I could cut it with a knife.”

Her cheeks colored when our eyes met, but she took a seat on one of the stools and poured herself a cup of coffee.

“We were discussing your problem,” mom said, hiding her self-satisfied smile as she turned back to the stovetop. “And how your brothers agree to assist you with it.”

Bonnie let out a strangled sound and her face went white as a sheet and I could see her edging back, looking for an excuse to flee the kitchen but I slipped into the seat beside her. She glanced over at me with a mixture of unease and apology.

“I think we should run lines together again,” I said, Bonnie breathing a sigh of relief at my use of the euphemism. Mom glanced back at me and chuckled, then went back to stirring eggs and humming happily. “I’ve arranged for us to have a… scene partner tonight, if you’re down.”

“Another dude?” She asked, voice tight with worry as she began shaking her head.

“Victoria, actually,” I said, enjoying watching Bonnie’s expression shift to one of consideration. I was relieved she didn’t dismiss it out of hand and that my boldness was once more being rewarded.

It was mom who gave me the hardest stare. Turning with the pan, she scooped the eggs out onto plates waiting with bacon, as she cast a frown of disapproval at me. But Bonnie was nodding as she took a plate of eggs and bacon from mom.

“You read my diary, didn’t you?”

There wasn’t accusation in her voice, but I winced and nodded. Mom’s frown shifted to Bonnie, who ducked her head back down and dug into her food.

“Aniston’s friend is lovely, but she isn’t what I would call a ‘sweet’ girl… what’s going on, Bon?”

My middle sister didn’t answer right away, and I jumped into the stretching silence.

“She’s exactly what Bonnie needs to grow into her role,” I said with supreme confidence, earning a smile from Bonnie who peeked up.

I was happy to see her confidence soar as she shoveled down her food and mom left us alone as she grabbed her bag and got ready for work. She told us to be safe and gave us each a hug before leaving. Our embrace lingered, and I took the chance to run my hand over the swell of her ass, earning a swat on the shoulder and a blush from my stepmom before she scampered from the house.

When I turned back to my stool, I found Bonnie staring at me with an arched eyebrow.

“What?” I asked, feeling my cheeks heat but giving nothing away as she eyed me.

“When she mentioned you, I knew that was going to happen.” She made a face, like she’d eaten something nasty, and turned back to her food. “Gross, just don’t tell me what happened.”

I was surprised by her reaction, but kept my silence as I ate, watching Bonnie carefully. She wasn’t nearly as grossed out as she made it seem, and I saw her working herself up to ask me something before Aniston flounced downstairs.

When my eldest sister waltzed into the kitchen, my mouth went dry, and all thought of Bonnie and her questions left my head. Aniston was dressed in a red top with spaghetti straps that looked silky as it clung to her curves. Her massive breasts were strapped down in a strong bra, and her legs and hips were clad in black leather pants. Her toes peeked out of her heels with red paint to match her top and fingernails. Thick, honey blonde hair hung about her head like a mane, reminding me of old photos of Farrah Fawcett.

“Jake!” Bonnie’s voice reached through the dim of blood rushing past my ears and I blinked and closed my mouth, swallowing hard to remove the dry taste as I tore my eyes away from Aniston as she turned back with a plate of eggs and bacon mom had left her.

“What’s the matter with you?” Aniston asked, but I ignored her frown as I shrugged in apology to Bonnie, who was watching me with an amused expression.

“He’s got a date later today,” Bonnie said with a smirk. “I think he’s nervous. Are you nervous Jake?”

“Date?” Aniston barked, stopping in place and nearly spilling her food as she turned to glare at me. “You’re going on a date with someone?”

I’d never heard such raw emotion from the poised and perfect young woman and couldn’t think of something to say before she dropped her plate on the counter. A look of disgust overtaking her face.

“I’m not hungry.”

“Aniston!” Bonnie called after her older sister, but Ani was already striding out of the house, muttering something under her breath. “It was just a joke… What did I say?”

“I don’t know,” I said, looking after Aniston and wanting more than anything to go after her and smooth things over, but suspecting that was the last thing I should do. “She’s been acting weird the past couple days.”

“You mean since you fucked her friend?” Bonnie asked with a raised eyebrow, but I wasn’t certain that was it. “Aniston’s weird about emotions. I’ll talk to her tonight.”

“No, I will,” I said with a sigh. “I’m the one she’s pissed at.”

“True,” Bonnie said, her grin growing. “I didn’t want to do it anyway… Aniston scares me.”

It was my turn to laugh, grateful to her for helping break the tension. I didn’t want to show up late on my second day, so I finished my food fast and hurried out of there. For a second, I considered giving Bonnie a hug and kiss goodbye, but that wasn’t our dynamic and she waved as I headed out, calling out after me as the door closed.

“Get Victoria to wear yoga pants and her sorority sweatshirt!”


Chapter 7




Iwas in a great mood when I got to work and even the snot-nosed kid I was tutoring couldn’t ruin it. The little dude didn’t want to be there, and hated math, but I made it as fun as possible. It wasn’t my attempts at games that fixed the kids’ interest, but Nancy and her heavy breasts.

Nancy kept coming by and checking on us. Each time she leaned down to speak with us her blouse would fall away from her chest, revealing pale flesh and a thick bra. The boys’ eyes were glued to the woman’s bust, but she didn’t seem to notice, for her eyes were on me the entire time.

It wasn’t until the boy commented on it I noticed, and each time she came by after I noted how flirty she was being with me. The woman’s attention was flattering, and I flirted back. It was remarkable how much a smile or compliment affected the woman, and soon she was giggling loudly and drawing attention from the other tutors in their cubicles.

Blushing, she retreated for the last time but made me promise I would stop by her office before leaving for the day. I agreed to and after that my young pupil gave me his undivided attention.

“How did you do that?” He asked, in awe.

“What?”

“She’s hella into you! Don’t you see that?”

I grinned and looked off after the heavyset MILF, appreciating her ass as it swayed side to side. “To be honest, I don’t know, but…” I shrugged. “I’ve learned two things that have helped me with women,” the kid was hanging on my every word as he stared at me with rapt attention, “First, they appreciate boldness and a man who knows what he wants and isn’t afraid to take it. And second, they love watching a man demonstrate competence or preferably excellence at something.”

He frowned in confusion. “What’s that mean?”

“Think about how they all find rock stars so sexy, even the ugliest ones. Or how they can get turned on by a plumber!” I chuckled, thinking through my budding theory out loud. “I think that’s why so many women go for co-workers or teachers. They’re around a man being competent and in charge all day.”

The kid frowned deeper and glanced down at his math book.

“And Mrs. Nancy likes that you know math?”

“Perhaps,” I shrugged. “It’s just a theory, but look around. I’m the youngest tutor and I’ve taken the highest maths… makes you think, huh?”

The kid grew very interested in his textbook after that. He threw himself into learning the algebra and I was pleased to see his increased interest corresponded to picking up the concepts faster. By the time my lunch break came, he was plotting lines and applying the theorems correctly.

When I stopped by Nancy’s office at the end of the day, I found her reviewing time sheets at her desk. She glanced up and brightened when I poked my head in.

“Jake! I’m glad you stopped by,” reaching into her desk, she pulled out a glossy folder. “I received two invitations to a lecture at UCLA by Dr. Degrass Tyson. Would you like to come?”

“That sounds awesome!” I said, grabbing the folder and flipping through the marketing materials.

“It’s this Friday. I know it’s last minute, but I thought we could carpool together?” She asked hopefully. “Maybe get a bite to eat afterwards?”

“There is a great Korean BBQ place I know nearby,” I offered, and Nancy grinned.

“Sounds perfect. I love Korean BBQ. We can leave right after work. I’m so excited!”

“Me too,” I said, and dropped off my timecard and headed home.

As I drove home, I was left to wonder what ulterior motives the woman might have. It would be frowned on for her to fool around with an employee, but I was only part time and an independent contractor. Perhaps I was reading too much into things, but I was on high alert lately and the MILF had my spidey senses tingling.

I was musing on this when I pulled in front of the house and saw Aniston’s car parked in the driveway. She was sitting in the driver's seat, hair hanging down about her face when I approached, and she didn’t look up until I knocked on the window. Throwing her hair back angrily, she glared up at me through red-rimmed eyes, tears making tracks down her smooth cheeks.

“Ani, what’s wrong?” I asked, pulling open the door, but instead of answering, Aniston threw herself out of the seat and into my arms, a high-pitched wail escaping her throat as she sobbed on my shoulder.

“I didn’t get the internship!”

As Aniston sobbed, I reached into her car and grabbed her bag, then began steering her towards the house. All the while I whispered that it was going to be ok. I’d never seen my poised and confident sister like this before, and my heart broke to see her so upset.

“Tell me what happened,” I said, as we got into the living room.

I thought Aniston would fall onto the couch and let me drop her bag, but she clung to me and wouldn’t let go. Dropping her bag by the door, I lowered us onto the couch and held her as she composed herself enough to speak.

“Sorry,” she blushed when she pulled back from my shoulder and saw my shirt was smeared with tears and snot.

“Ani, relax,” I said, stroking her back. “I’m the last person you have to worry about being weak around… ok?”

“Ok,” she said, blushing faintly as she gazed up into my eyes.

Time seemed to stand still as I stared down into her pale blue eyes. They were the color of the sky, just before a storm and I felt them drawing me into their depths before I caught myself and clearing my throat sat back.

“Now will you tell me what happened?” I asked and would have had the words back because a look of disappointment flitted across Aniston’s face. Wondering what I’d done to ruin the mood, she sat back and drew in a deep breath before beginning.

“I didn’t get it,” she shrugged, “what else is there to say?”

I could tell more was bothering her from the way she shifted in her seat, and I waited. Eventually, she glanced up and, with a sigh, continued.

“When I arrived at the affiliates offices everything was going perfectly.” she frowned and looked down at her hands. “The station manager was falling all over himself to offer me water or coffee. I think he would have asked me out right there if the producers hadn’t been there.” She made a sour face before going on. “They were two women from Bristol. Had me read off a teleprompter before a camera and then a short interview…”

“And?” I prompted when her voice trailed off.

“And they said I was no good,” she said, growing snappish in her frustration. I was used to this from Aniston and waited patiently until she looked up and grimaced. “said I wasn’t TV ready… That they couldn’t see someone who looks like me being successful on their network… ‘Not our look, but you could try modeling. You’ve very pretty, little girl.’ Blech!”

The sound of anger she made pulled a laugh from my throat that I couldn’t stifle even when she glared at me.

“What are you laughing at?”

“I’m just trying to imagine the look on your face when they called you ‘little girl’.”

Aniston smiled despite herself, lips pursing together in a self-satisfied smirk as she settled back against the couch. Then she let out a breath and sighed again.

“I guess I could get an internship at the local station and be a traffic girl or something.”

“Fuck that!”

Aniston blinked in surprise at my outburst and frowned, but I continued before she could interrupt me, “You know more about the NFL and NBA than any dudes I know. Why would you want to join that dinosaur network when you could start your own thing on social?”

Aniston’s frown grew unsure, so I continued sketching out the vague idea I’d had the night before.

“You need to start a new page and call it ‘sportschic’ or something. You can’t show highlights because of legal reasons, I bet, but you can show box scores and all those advanced metrics you like. Explain that stuff, teach the audience the stuff you know. Give them something of value and you’ll find an audience.”

She pursed her lips, and I could see she wanted to find an argument, because she was Aniston, but finally she nodded.

“It’s not a terrible idea,” pulling out her phone, she opened the app and flicked through a few profiles, muttering to herself under her breath. “In 30 second to one-minute clips… need green screen in half and voice over on the other half… green screen will get more likes and comments,” she rolled her eyes. “But in the V.O. I’ll be able to prove myself…” Turning to me, her lips pursed again, and she spoke. “It might work.”

“Won’t hurt to give it a try.”

“Thank you,” Aniston said, and shocked me by resting her head on my shoulder and slipping her hand down my arm. She laced her fingers in mine and snuggled against my side as she drew in a deep breath. “You always know how to make me feel better.”


Chapter 8




It had been years since we’d spoken like this, but the old closeness was there, layered beneath my idiot monkey brain. No matter how hard I tried to ignore it, my eyes and focus kept returning to the feeling of Aniston’s body pressed against mine, the curving swell of her hip and slope of her breasts.

“Speaking of feeling better,” Aniston said, an amused smirk twisting her wide mouth. “Laura told me you gave her the biggest orgasm of her life. Twice.” I felt my face heat, but she went on ignoring my embarrassment. “She isn’t easily impressed, and she couldn’t stop talking about what a god you are in bed.”

“Did Victoria say anything?” I asked, feeling my face heat further when Aniston grinned at me.

“Does someone have a crush?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I just thought…”

“Relax, tiger,” she swatted my shoulder playfully as she sat back up and rested her head on one hand. “Victoria didn’t say anything, but I think that’s even more telling than Laura. Vic’s a freak and wants everyone to know it, but she’s worried I’ll ban her from hanging out with you if I know she’s got a crush.”

“She does?”

“Careful, big boy,” Aniston warned, her eyes going flinty, but her lips still smiling amusedly at me. “Don’t you go falling for her, too. Victoria’s a fun fling for you, but you don’t want to get tied down with someone that flighty. Let me give you some advice this time. Find yourself a nice girl without so many skeletons in her closet.”

“Like, Fiona?” I knew the name would get a reaction from Aniston and she wheeled on me with a glare and for the first time in years I saw get genuinely angry with me.

“Anyone but her,” there was real vehemence in her voice and her eyes fixed me in place with a hard stare, forcing me to swallow, clearing the dryness from my mouth. “Do you hear me, Jake? Promise me.”

“Ani… I promise.”

Something relaxed in her, but only slightly, and I could sense fear warring with the anger inside her. Mood broken, Aniston pulled away from me on the couch and rose. Pushing her honey-colored hair back, she frowned down at me and, with a sniff, stalked off towards her room.

I was left with a confusing swirl of emotions to deal with as I headed to my own room. Pushing them aside, I turned on my computer and lost myself in an alternate reality for several hours.

Mom came home and an hour later called us all down to dinner. It wasn’t normal for all four of us to be together on a weekday evening. In fact, I couldn’t remember the last time, outside of a holiday, it had happened. Aniston was in a good mood, so was Bonnie and mom was glowing with joy to have us all together.

She talked about her day at work, and Aniston told mom and Bonnie about her interview. They commiserated together, and both encouraged her to take up my advice and start a social media profile. Bonnie talked about her upcoming auditions and how much she was stressed about the love scene.

Oddly, it was Aniston who offered her little sister the best advice. Reminding her not to worry about what other people thought. It was easier said than done with Bonnie, but I could tell she appreciated her sisters’ words. I thought I’d escaped with nothing awkward happening, but then Bonnie spoke up as we were clearing the table.

“Jake and I will rehearse tomorrow afternoon when he gets back from work… Can we have the house to ourselves for a couple hours?”

The tightness in her voice clued mom in that something was going on and she grinned at me.

“Are you two rehearsing, ‘that scene’?”

“Mo-om!” Bonnie said, making a face and turning scarlet down to her neck.

“Is that why Victoria’s coming over tomorrow?” Aniston asked, raising her eyebrow at Bonnie, then me.

Bonnie blushed even further and, ducking her head, scurried into the kitchen. Mom swatted Aniston’s shoulder, who was snickering as she watched her dark-haired sister retreat.

“Don’t embarrass you sister,” mom warned. Then turned to me, her lips pressed into a smile. “I think it’s great you’re helping Bonnie out, Jake just make sure you’re all safe, ok?”

“Mhmm,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat as she leaned forward and pressed a kiss to them. They heated further when she breathed into my ear, and I could only hope Aniston couldn’t overhear her.

“Make sure you save some of this big boy for me too,” her hand slipped over my package before retreating as she pulled away from me and waltzed into the kitchen.

Aniston looked after mom and raised an eyebrow when she glanced back at me. I struggled to find an explanation, but a throaty chuckle escaped her lips before I could, and I shrugged in chagrin.

“Now I’m impressed,” she said and with a wink, she turned to go. “I’m heading back to the sorority house tonight but don’t have too much fun while I’m gone.”

She made certain I couldn’t look anywhere but at her perfect ass as it swayed back and forth. Each step was perfectly placed as she made her way over to and up the stairs, and my mouth was dry as I watched her tan legs flashing beneath her. Pausing at the top, she glanced back, and I saw her smile grow when she caught me staring. Laughing throatily, she disappeared into her room to pack up.

I was flustered as I finished clearing off the table and joined my mom and Bonnie cleaning up. They headed to bed as I finished up in the kitchen. I wasn’t tired when I went to bed, but sleep found me shortly after relieving myself to thoughts of what I had planned for Bonnie and Victoria the next afternoon.

When I arrived at work, Nancy acted strange around me, flirty and shy in turns. When Fiona showed up in a tiny pair of jean shorts and a halter top, I had to force my eyes away from her nubile body. Her flirtations didn’t start up until we’d begun working, but the girl was outrageous when she let herself go.

She kept touching my arms and thighs and laughing loudly at everything I said. I’d have thought she was teasing me if she didn’t keep glancing down at my crotch curiously every time she pressed her firm tits against me.

“Two of my girlfriends from high school are visiting this weekend,” she said as we finished up our work for the morning. “I got us a hotel room, figured we’d hit a club or two in the city, then crash where we have some privacy… What are you up to Saturday night?”

“Umm, I’m not sure,” I said, Aniston’s warning front and center in my mind as I hunted a way free of the coming invitation.

“I could get my hands on some Molly… what do you say to spending the evening with us, rolling on some good shit?” She ran her hand up my inner thigh, causing me to sit up straight and gasp as her small hand cupped my package. Eyes widening, she grinned down at my crotch, “Victoria wasn’t lying… Mhmm, Bailey and Brooke are going to love playing with this.”

“I’m don’t think,” I said, my voice rising in pitch as the girls’ fingers played along my rapidly hardening length. “That would be a good idea.”

Her smile fell away, and I saw disappointment register, but the girl wasn’t deterred that easily. My heart broke to turn her down because she was adorable and sweet. Far kinder than I would have guessed her to be from the stories Aniston had told, but I couldn’t betray my sister like that, even for a foursome with sexy college girls.

She kept bringing the weekend up as we packed our bags, but I noticed Nancy lingering nearby with a frown of disapproval on her face. When Fiona left, after making sure to bend down in her tiny cutoff right before my face to remind me what I would be missing, Nancy called me into her office.
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The older woman wasn’t as flirty and sweet as she had been when I arrived, or the afternoon before as she pulled up the work we’d been doing on the computer system. She spent more time than necessary reviewing the math I was teaching Fiona, but we were progressing according to the schedule I’d mapped out our first session.

“Is there something wrong?” I asked, watching her expression closely as I sensed not jealousy, but envy from the woman.

“No, I just wanted to make sure Fiona was getting the best help we could give her,” Nancy said, her pale cheeks turning a rosy shade of red. “She’s a sweet girl, but I worry about you being around such an attractive older college girl. It wouldn’t do for anything to… distract her from her studies.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” I said with a reassuring smile. “Fiona and my sister are in the same sorority and… not the best of friends from what I gather. I was told in no uncertain terms that if I did anything with Fiona, my sister Aniston would flay me alive.”

“Well,” Nancy said, rearranging a stack of papers on her desk that didn’t need sorting and a small smile finding its way onto her lips. “That’s good to know. Your sister sounds like an interesting person.”

“She’s that and more.”

Nancy glanced up at me sharply when I said that, a speculative look on her face.

“Perhaps you should bring her by saying hello before we go on our… lecture,” her pale cheeks went from rosy to scarlet in an instant and she wouldn’t look up to meet my eyes. “I wouldn’t want her upset with me.”

It was an odd thing to say, but I read in it the woman’s lack of confidence. Nancy was so unsure of herself she was willing to make way for anyone. It must have taken a tremendous amount of courage to even bring up the lecture, let alone offer to take me. I resolved then and there to make it the best night of her life, as much as it was in my power to do so.

The instant I made the resolution, Aniston’s image floated through my head, and I felt a twinge of guilt. Shaking away the feeling, I painted a smile on my face and hoped I hadn’t delayed too long in responding.

“I don’t think she’d mind at all, but I can bring her by. She’s goes to state with, Fiona and isn’t in town every day.”

“Of course! I don’t know why I brought it up, just me being silly. Forget I said anything.” Nancy waved me off, and I left but couldn’t shake the thoughts that niggled at my mind.

I knew what the woman wanted. What she was offering me without saying and I desperately wanted it too. I’d wanted the MILF since the moment I laid eyes on her and there wasn’t anything stopping me… So why did I keep thinking of Aniston? Why did her approval matter so much to me?

Shelving these troubling thoughts, I let my thoughts shift to what I’d been trying to ignore all day, my upcoming afternoon with Bonnie and Victoria. I typed out instructions to my sister after Victoria sent me a message saying she was in town, then climbed in my car and drove home.

I had to stop on the way home and take a few deep breaths to steady myself. Fooling around with Bonnie in the darkness had been one thing, but arranging a threesome with my stepsister in the middle of the afternoon was something else.

For a moment I second guessed the wisdom of what I was planning, there was a chance it could go wrong and ruin things at home and that was the last thing I wanted. But Bonnie had been adamant about wanting to explore new boundaries and that I was the only person she felt safe with guiding her.

When I got into my car, there were three messages waiting on my phone that eased the tension in my shoulders.

MOM: I stocked the downstairs bathroom with everything you might need! Good luck and have fun!!!

ANISTON: Vic will never admit to it, but she loves anal. Let Bon watch ;)

BONNIE: I’m ready! Turning off my phone!!!

I could only shake my head at my crazy family. It wasn’t surprising to see my mom take an active interest in things. Not after our previous conversation. Part of it might be empty nest syndrome, but most of it, I suspected, was her openness to new experiences now that she was older.

Aniston confused me. My oldest sister was an enigma at the best of times, and I could only wonder at her willingness to entertain the idea of what would be happening beneath our roof shortly. There wasn’t time to worry about it because Victoria was waiting for me outside our house when I pulled up.

“Oh my god, Laura was sooooo jealous you called me, and not her,” she hopped out of her car and scurried over when I clambered out of mine and threw her arms around my shoulders and ground herself against me. “Mhmm, hello big boy… I’ve been dreaming about feeling you inside me again.”

“This afternoon is about my sister Bonnie, remember?” I asked the bubbly blonde as I extricated myself from her arms.

“Don’t worry,” she said, with supreme confidence. “You can count on me. But I’ll get a chance to fuck this beast.” she slipped a hand over my crotch, cupping my rising manhood and sending a shiver down my spine. “Right?”

“Mhmm,” I agreed, and though it was difficult, I pried the little woman’s hands off me and ignored her open offer.

Making our way into the house, I was surprised at my lack of anxiety. I moved with confidence and purpose as I hurried up to my room to drop my stuff off. Bonnie’s door was closed as I’d instructed her, and I met Victoria outside it. Holding up a finger to my lips, I met the blonde’s eyes, and we shared a quick grin.

The coed threw an arm around my shoulders and tugged me down into a quick kiss. When Victoria let out a throaty moan into my lips, and her tongue slipped into my mouth, awakening the last of my passion, I growled in desire as I kissed her.

“NNghhh!”

The muffled moan coming through the door reminded me why we were here, and I pulled back from Victoria with a shuddering breath. My dick was suddenly steel hard, and my balls throbbed. It seems Fiona and Victoria had turned me on more than I realized because I was suddenly wild with lust.

Mastering myself with a supreme act of will, I pushed the cute blonde’s hands away from my crotch, where she was eagerly trying to pluck my belt and pants free. Turning the knob, I opened Bonnie’s bedroom door and smiled when I heard Victoria’s indrawn hiss of approval.

My slender sister lay atop her covers, wearing one of my old t-shirts. The paint-stained shirt covered her from neck to knees and its loose folds hid Bonnie’s slender curves beneath them. Her arms were stretched up above her head, the wrists tied to her headboard. A black kerchief covered the top half of her face, cutting off her sight.
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When the door opened, Bonnie let out a low moan, her naked legs sliding against one another as she tugged futilely at the silk ties holding her hands in place. She let out a faint little whimper as she bit her bottom lip, turning her head this way and that, letting me know the kerchief was working and she couldn’t see a thing.

The blinds had been pulled closed, and the lights turned off, and though I hadn’t told her to do so, a half dozen candles burned around the room, carefully set in holders so they wouldn’t start a fire. I took in the beautiful sight laid out before us and felt a smile tugging at my lips.

This was going to be more fun than I imagined.

Victoria was grinning as she took in Bonnie, and the blonde opened her mouth to speak, but I motioned her to silence. Reminded, she nodded and zipped a hand across her lips, telling me she would follow my instructions.

Approaching the bed, Bonnie trembled when she heard the floorboards creak, but she didn’t speak out or shift, trying to lay as still as she could. I’d theorized that Bonnie’s inhibitions were rooted in control and fear. By removing her ability to control the situation she would have to submit to the experience and push through her fears.

Victoria knew her place and slipped onto the bed, causing a stifled moan to escape Bonnie’s throat and my stepsister flinched when she felt the other woman’s skin contact hers. Victoria ignored Bonnie and turned to face me, kneeling on the edge of the bed, her ankles resting on my sister’s flat stomach like she was a piece of furniture.

“What are you…” Bonnie’s head whipped side to side as she struggled to make sense of what was going on, the headboard creaking as she twisted her arms.

The sound of Victoria’s hands on my belt, the steel clicking, and leather slapping brought another gasp from my sister and the blonde glanced down at her with a wicked grin. Winking up at me, she tugged free my belt and slowly dragged down the zipper.

“I’ve been dreaming of getting my hands on this beast for days,” Victoria purred as the jeans parted, revealing the root of my cock.

Bonnie trembled beneath the coed but other than that she remained silent and still. I could see the tension in her shoulders and prayed my guess worked; that she’d be able to relax fully if her senses were triggered one after another.

I wasn’t shy in my appreciation of Victoria as the cute blonde planted a kiss on the shaft of my cock. Her nails dragged on my thighs as she tugged down my jeans, and I hissed in pleasure when she ran her tongue down and around the head. Lips puffing out, she sucked me into her mouth with wicked sounds.

“Mghhhmmmhmhk!”

“Fuck, that’s sexy,” I breathed, and grinned when Bonnie’s ankles crossed, and her knees pressed together.

Victoria’s eyes followed mine, and she grinned around my cock. Winking up at me, the minx slipped a hand behind herself, and I saw Bonnie’s lips open in an ‘O’ of shock. As Victoria’s wrist worked, Bonnie bit her bottom lips and grunted in frustration a couple of moments later when the blonde withdrew her hand.

Chewing on her bottom lip, I watched my sister struggle against her bonds as Victoria went back to giving me a sloppy and all too vocal blowjob. Pushing her face into my crotch, she struggled to take as much down her throat as she could. Relaxing the muscles at the back of her mouth, she grunted happily when the fat head slipped into her throat, and I groaned.

Gripping the top of her head, I couldn’t help myself as I pushed forward, eager to fuck her mouth. Victoria whimpered in desire, but almost instantly her gag reflex kicked in and her hands came to my thighs. Drawing back with a thick line of saliva connecting her to my cock she grinned up at me.

“I can’t even fit my hands around you… shit Jake, it’s even bigger than I remembered,” she glanced down at Bonnie beneath her, and a wicked gleam came into her eyes. One hand circling the base of my cock, she drew me down, and I let her guide me.

Bonnie let out a yelp of surprise when my hand hit the wall above her head, and she felt my presence above her. I watched in awe as the blonde minx drew the fat head of my dick towards my sister's pink lips. Bonnie had no idea what was coming, but she seemed to sense it. Lips writhing, her tongue reached out, seeking, and when it came in contact with the tip of my cock, her whole body convulsed, causing Victoria to jump on the bed.

The blonde released her grip on my dick as she caught herself from falling, and Bonnie took the opportunity to snake her head forward and wrap her pink lips around the head of my dick.

“Mhmm!” I groaned, my weight pushing me forward and shockingly past the tight ring of my sister’s throat.

“Ghhkghhhmmph!”

“Someone’s an eager little beaver,” Victoria said, and with an effort of will I pulled back, exiting Bonnie’s eager mouth.

Her lips writhed and tongue reached out, swiping a last bead of precum from the tip of my dick before it was gone from her reach. Whimpering wordlessly, she kicked her hips in frustration again, but Victoria was ready. Laughing, she settled her thighs to either side of Bonnie’s, trapping her against the mattress.

“Come on baby,” Victoria purred at me, reaching behind herself, and slapping a hand against her ass. “You promised me a good fucking, remember?”

“Not fair!” Bonnie pouted, but I could read that it was for show. Her nipples stood out firm against her shirt, and I could see the wetness coating her thighs. There was still stiffness in her posture and her hands never released their grip on the ties that held them in place.

“You’re right,” I said, grinning. “I haven’t gotten a chance to appreciate all of you yet.”

The bed creaked under my weight as I knelt behind Victoria. Reaching down, I ran my hands up her bare thighs, under her skirt and hooked thumbs in her panties. Dragging them down, I slid a hand over her sex, feeling its dripping wetness and rubbed her engorged clit.

“Don’t… tease me… mhhh!”

Victoria fell forward, her face falling on my sister’s t-shirt covered torso and drawing a shocked gasp from her. But my attention was locked upon the blonde in my arms. Running my hands up under her shirt, I slipped them under her bra, cupping her firm tits as she ground her ass back against my naked dick. Trying in vain to angle her hips so I’d slip inside her, she growled in frustration.

I wasn’t to be deterred as I took my time stripping her naked. The girl was a wicked little creature, but her body was tight as a drum. Her breasts were firm mounds atop her chest and her stomach was taut and tone. Sliding my hands up her thighs, I flipped up her skirt and pushed her down.

“Finally!” Victoria purred as she tossed her hair back over one shoulder and glanced back at me.

Pressing the head of my cock against her wetness, I watched her slender back flex and the dimples at the base of her back as I slowly pushed myself inside her. Victoria was so wet, the room soon filled with the sounds of her sex parting. Bonnie let out a low moan when she heard it, then another when Victoria whimpered in pleasure.

Sighing in pleasure myself, I gripped Victoria’s firm hips and pulled her back against me. Watching her ass bounce when she hit my hips was hot, but not as hot as watching the expression on her face as my cock dug in and out of her.

“Oh god… fuck me, right there… oh yes baby!”

The bed creaked and shifted beneath our weight, but my attention wasn’t on the bed, or even the sexy blonde bent over before me I was fucking. My eyes had locked upon Bonnie’s naked legs, where the long t-shirt had ridden up. I could see all of her slender legs and the barest hint of white panties with a dark wet spot on them.

Victoria saw where my attention was, and I saw a frown flit across her face. Wary of upsetting the blonde, I pulled her back against me. She let out a surprised yelp, then a moan of pleasure when I slipped my hand down her naked body. Cupping and playing with her firm little tits, the girls whimpered in pleasure, and I could feel her pussy shivering on my cock.

My fingers reached her engorged clit, and I ran one around it with a light tough and Victoria exploded in orgasm. Her cries of pleasure were cut off when her lips found mine, and her fiery tongue slid into my mouth. Then it was my turn to groan in pleasure as my own orgasm came rushing up in me.

I started to pull out, but Victoria wouldn’t let me. Whimpering and pleading with her eyes, she pressed herself back onto my dick as the orgasm rushed through me. I got to hear and see the coed cum again when my seed flooded her pussy.

“So, fucking hot… so full,” she groaned before slipping out of my arms and collapsing atop Bonnie.

Victoria grinned when my sister whimpered wordlessly and pulled herself around, so she lay atop the bound, younger girl.


Chapter 11




“Are you ready to get fucked?” She purred into Bonnie’s ear, and my sister convulsed.

“Yes!” she practically screamed it and I was shocked to see her legs part as she pulled her knees up. “Fuck me, Jake, please oh god I need it so bad, I need it, I need it, I need it… MM! MMHhhhh!”

Victoria grinned at me as I moved around on the bed behind the pair, and I heard her lips meet Bonnie’s when I bent down. My sister’s surprised gasp at the kiss turned into a shocked groan when my lips contacted her bare thigh.

Bonnie’s whimpers and faint protests barely reached my ears as I breathed in the scent of her sex. Lacy white panties were plastered to her pussy with her wetness and lines of moisture ran in tracks down her pert little ass. Her heels thudded into my shoulders, and I felt her whole body convulse in shocked pleasure when my mouth contacted her panties. Then I hooked the material aside and began feasting on her sweet sex.

I dug my tongue into her folds, tasting her. Bonnie convulsed when my tongue brushed her firm little clit and I had to wrap my arms around her slender thighs to keep her in place. The sounds of Bonnie and Victoria kissing set my cock to throbbing, but I focused on my work.

Reaching up with a hand, I ran light fingers over her lips as my tongue worked up and down her clit. Slipping a finger inside, I ran up along the rough patch of her g-spot and heard Bonnie whimper into Victoria’s lips.

When I felt my sister’s body trembling and on the verge of an orgasm, I pulled back. Bonnie let out a whimper of frustration that brought a smile to my lips. Her inhibitions forgotten, my sister writhed on the bed, desperate to break free of her bindings. Judging her properly worked up, I winked at Victoria, who slipped onto my sister’s side.

Bonnie’s slender legs tried to trap and pull me between them, but I wasn’t to be denied as I slid my hands up her body. Revealing one delicious inch of flesh at a time, it was my turn to let out a groan of pleasure when her small, firm tits came into view. Capping in pale pink nipples, I couldn’t resist bending down and taking one between my lips.

Victoria leaned forward and took the other one with a grin as she stared up at me. Bonnie’s hiss of pleasure turned into a gasp when I reached up and tugged free the bindings on her wrists. With a jerk of her arms, she tore off the kerchief, blinding her sight and flung it aside.

Arms with surprising strength pulled at me, and Bonnie’s slender legs wrapped around my hips. She was so keyed up with desire she didn’t care that Victoria sat with her back against the wall, watching. Her eyes pled with me as her hands slipped down my stomach to grasp my cock. Gasping in shock, she stared at its length in her hands and licked her lips.

“I didn’t see it fully in the dark,” swallowing hard, she glanced to the side and noticed Victoria. A shiver passed through her, but I nudged her thighs aside with my knee and a groan escaped her lips.

“Tell me what you want,” I said, holding myself up by my hands, arms trembling as I held myself back from taking my adorable little stepsister.

Bonnie drew in a deep breath, but I was happy to see only small spots of pink in her cheeks that quickly faded when she watched Victoria’s hand disappear between her thighs.

“I want…” her voice cracked, and she grimaced, then arched her body up against mine, one hand releasing my dick and slipping around my neck as she pressed her lips to my neck. Her lips traced fire down my neck, but I resisted the pull of her slender body as she worked up the nerve.

“I want you to fuck me… to use me… please, Jake, I need it.”

Reaching up, I cupped the back of her head, drawing her lips to mine, and sat back. Drawing Bonnie into my lap, she threw her hair back and slid her wet lips up along my length. With a sigh of satisfaction, she angled her hips, so the tip pushed against her lips.

Reaching up I gripped her firm hips and drew her down along my length with delicious slowness.

Bonnie’s back arched as a gasp of pleasure escaped her mouth. She locked her hands behind my neck as her hips rocked to-and-fro in my lap. Her firm little tits shook, and I couldn’t help reaching down and sucking one pink nipple into my mouth.

“Yes!” Bonnie hissed, her fingers lacing in my hair as she pulled me back onto the bed with her.

Victoria’s weight pressed against one side of the mattress, and we rolled into her. Bonnie’s hand left my head, and I glanced up from her firm teen breast, to see Victoria drawing one of my sister’s fingers into her mouth.

Sliding a hand under her ass, I dragged my cock out of her depths, feeling her tightness pullout with me before driving in with a powerful thrust as she let out an ‘oof!’. Holding myself up, I made room for Bonnie to draw the blonde down into a passionate kiss. I almost came right then watching the pair make out, but forced down the feeling by thinking of other things as I felt Bonnie writhing beneath me.

My sister’s orgasm was fast approaching as her whimpers and cries of pleasure grew more and more heated. Victoria grinned and moved down to Bonnie’s firm tits, suckling one as I took the other. In no time at all, nails dragged down my back as my sister’s screams of pleasure filled her room. The feeling of her tightness gripping my cock in orgasm was too much as her wall writhed, I unloaded my second load of the afternoon.

Bonnie’s eyes flashed wide, and a beatific grin stretched across her face as she fell. My hot cum filling her. With a purr of pleasure, she rolled atop me, kissing my cheeks, lips, and neck as my dick slipped from her depths. Her kisses never ceased and with a wicked grin, she reached out and pulled Victoria down along with her.

“Looks like someone’s come out of their shell,” the blonde grinned as she joined my sister.

“It’s fun to be watched,” Bonnie said, a faint flush creeping up her neck before she dipped her head down and planted a soft kiss on the cum-slick head of my cock.

“Mhmm,” she moaned and sucked me into her mouth, tongue reaching out to lick up our combined juices.

“Save some for me,” Victoria laughed as she latched her lips onto the side of my dick.

“Too much sensation,” I groaned, the pleasure edging into pain as Bonnie sucked me hard, but the dark-haired girl only grinned, lips curling up at the corners as she sucked all the harder. “Nngghh.”

When Victoria’s fiery tongue reached my balls, I hissed at the overwhelming sensation and reacted without thought. Sliding my hands into their sex-tossed hair, I gripped both near the scalp and yanked up.

The twin looks that flashed across their faces was surprising. Instead of indignation or anger like I feared, both gasped softly, eyelids fluttering and lips parting in a soft ‘o’ of pleasure. The frisky blonde glanced over at the brunette wallflower, registering shame until she saw the same pleasure in the other girl’s face.

Bonnie had no shame as she stared at me, tongue reached out of her mouth in a lewd motion before she smiled lasciviously.

“Yessss little brother… do what you want with me,” her eyes cut over to Victoria and I saw her take heart in the other girl’s reaction, gaining a measure of confidence from it.

“That’s so fucking kinky,” Victoria breathed.

“We’re just getting started,” I said with a grin. Pushing their heads back down, I licked my lips and winked at Victoria. “You two better get me slick as you can… because this is going in your ass next.”

“Oh god,” the blonde breathed, shuddering as a wave of pleasure passed through her and practically yanking her hair out of my hands, drove her mouth down onto my dick.

Bonnie licked her lips, and I could see she was nervous, wondering what I might have in store for her rear-end. Relieving her concerns, I pulled her into a kiss and whispered in her ear as Victoria struggled to take me down her throat.

“You, my sexy sister, are going to learn what a woman’s tongue in that tight little pussy feels like.”

“You mean…” she glanced down my body at Victoria and a shy smile peeked onto her lips. Turning to me, she pressed a passionate kiss to my lips and breathed, “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” I winked then hardening my voice and laying a firm slap on her tight ass I growled, “Now get down there and join her.”

“Mhmmm!” Bonnie’s lips joined Victoria’s on the head of my dick. My sister was tentative at first, her eyes dancing between my stiff length and what the blonde was doing, but she soon relaxed into it.

Victoria was quickly becoming an expert at the double-blowjob, and she guided my stepsister as they worked on my dick. Their lips sucked along the shaft, moving in tandem up and down its length before their tongues reached out and licked along the bottom and around the top.

The first time their tongues touched, Bonnie flinched, but the next time she let Victoria slide across hers and in moments the pair were kissing around the head of my dick. The sight was incredible, but nothing compared to how they sucked my dick after that. Tongues working at once, they made out with my cock.

It didn’t take long for me to feel the tightness in my balls that foretold an oncoming orgasm. Prying their hungry mouths off my dick, I pushed Bonnie back against the pillows. Victoria could see what I wanted immediately, but let me grip her hair and press her pursed lips against my sister’s weeping pussy.

“She cums before you do,” I growled in the blonde’s ear as Bonnie’s first hiss of pleasure escaped her lips.

My sister watched in growing delight as her older sister’s friend kissed and licked at her pussy. Sliding my dick down across Victoria’s pussy lips, I coated it in her juices. Bonnie grinned when Victoria groaned in hungry protest as the fat head of my dick pressed against her smallest hole.

“Slowly!” she warned me, reaching back and placing a hand on my hips, “You’re fucking huge… ohhh gawd! Yessssssss-!

The hiss of pleasure went on and on until Bonnie pulled her head back between her thighs. I grinned at my sister as she reached up and tousled her hair, reclining with a sigh of pleasure as Victoria went to work.

At first it was impossible to push into her, but quickly the minx relaxed, accepting more and more of my dick into her. I felt the tight ring pop over the head, and she let out a groan into Bonnie’s pussy and I felt her hips pressing back against me. Taking that as a sign, I pushed into her bowels and let myself enjoy the incredible feeling.

I’d done anal sex before, but it was everything I’d dreamed it would be. The only issue was Victoria couldn’t take a hard fucking, not at first, and I desperately wanted to pound her little rear end. The sight of her firm cheeks shaking with each thrust was sexy enough and added to her eating out my sister, it wouldn’t be long before I flooded the girl’s ass.

Victoria took my orders seriously, and it wasn’t long before Bonnie’s smile of pleasure turned into a surprised gasp. Moments later her fingers fisted in Victoria’s hair and her thighs locked around her head as she hissed out in pleasure.

“I’m… cumming… cumming!”

Gasping, she sagged back into the pillows, hair plastered to her face with sweat. Victoria reached up and gripped the sheets as Bonnies slipped down her body. The two made out with growing intensity as I pounded into the blonde’s ass with faster and faster rhythm. It was easier this third time to stifle my orgasm until I felt Victoria nearing hers.

It didn’t take long for the blonde’s cries of pleasure to grow sharper and higher pitched. She lost focus on kissing Bonnie as her hands fisted in the sheets, pulling them out as she pushed back into my every thrust. My sister slipped onto her back, reaching up to cup the coed’s tits as they shook and that was the last straw for me. As Victoria’s tiny ass clamped down on my cock, and her scream pierced my ears, I gripped her hips tight and flooded her ass with cum.

“Shit! NGnnnghh!”

Victoria collapsed atop the sheet and drew Bonnie and I down atop her with weak arms. We stared at one another with shy looks for one second before the blonde burst out in laughter and pulled us both into a kiss.

“I’m going to be sore for a week,” she grinned, “but it was worth it.”

“What’s it feel like?” Bonnie asked, glancing down at her own ass curiously.

“Pleasure and pain wrapped in one,” Victoria said, “fill to the brim and at a powerful man’s mercy… It’s glorious when done right, awful when done wrong. And your brother’s fucking amazing.”

“You could say that again,” Bonnie said, turning to me and nuzzling against my neck. “Thank you, Jake… for everything.”

“Come on,” I said, rising and pulling them up with me, though both made sounds of protest. “We’re not done yet. We need to shower before mom comes home.”

“Is showering all we’re going to do?” Victoria asked, turning and flashing me her red ass as she gripped my hand and skipped towards the bathroom.

“I hope not,” Bonnie whispered, pressing against my back as she walked with me into the bathroom.

Mom was true to her word. There was a small stack of fresh towels and sweet smelling soaps waiting for us on the sink. I could only shake my head at my crazy mom as we piled into the steaming waters.

Life felt crazy lately, and I wasn’t sure where everything was headed. One thing I was sure of is that this new, bold version of myself wasn’t going anywhere. So far, boldness and honesty had gotten me farther than I would have dreamed possible. I could only hope they got me the object of my dreams.

To Be Continued…


Authors Note




Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review.

To find more stories I’ve written, check out the links below.

You can sign up to my website, and you’ll get access to my newsletter, which I send out once a month (or so), with information about new releases and the occasional free story.

Best regards,

Nick Storming
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