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Chapter 1




Iwoke with a smile on and nothing else, after my exhausting evening.

Bonnie passed out atop her sheets spread-eagle and I’d been left to escort Victoria out by myself. The blonde made him promise she would get another solo performance before the summer was out and waltzed off with an airy wave.

I could only think what the neighbors thought after our boisterous evening, but thankfully mom wasn’t home yet. When I got into my room, I went straight for the bed and fell on it. The last thing I remember was telling myself I should take off the t-shirt and gym shorts I’d walked Victoria out in, but it required too much effort.

My smile slipped as the last bits of my evening came back to me and I sat up to find my shorts and shirt neatly folded and sitting on my dresser. Sighing, I rose and pulled on shorts and a fresh shirt. It was useless being upset at my mom for coming into my room when I was sleeping. She’d been doing it for years to tidy up and no matter how many times I asked her not to, her incessant need to tidy-up always drove her to it.

I wasn’t sure how to feel about my stepmom undressing me while I lay passed out. Pushing the thought aside, I headed downstairs where the scent of fresh coffee and bacon was calling to me.

Mom and Bonnie were in the kitchen, mom at her customary place before the stove and Bonnie sitting at the counter sipping coffee. The pair were in the middle of talking about my mom’s evening when they turned to find me.

“Morning,” Bonnie said, and I was happy to see she didn’t blush as she met my eyes, though she did a second later when she ducked her head down to sip coffee.

“There he is!” Mom said, coming around to give me a warm hug. The embrace lasted for longer than was absolutely necessary and my treacherous body began responding to my stepmom’s curvy figure. She pulled away then, a twinkle in her eyes when she turned back to the stovetop. “We were thinking of going to the beach this weekend. Are you free? Do you want to come along?”

“Saturday?” I asked, then frowned in thought when both nodded. “I’m going to a lecture with Nancy. I doubt it gets out too late, so I should be free.”

“Who’s Nancy?” Mom asked, turning back to me her good cheer from a moment before replaced with a hint of asperity.

“She’s his boss,” Bonnie said, and I could see the laughter behind her eyes as she glanced from me to mom. “Didn’t you mention she’s really hot for an older lady, Jake?”

“Humph!” Mom’s snort of derision was so similar to Aniston’s I thought I had déjà vu for a moment. “I’m not sure it’s appropriate for her to take you out, Jake.”

“It’s a lecture by Dr. Tyson,” I said.

“Still… I think I should speak with Nancy, and get to know her a little before I can approve of this.”

“He’s an adult mom,” Bonnie said, her frown matching mine as she glared at our mom’s back. “It’s not like you can stop him.”

“It’s the principle,” mom said. Though her confidence had faltered, she wasn’t willing to release the bit. “I’ll just talk to her, get to know her a bit.”

When Bonnie glanced over and saw my deepening frown, hers cracked into a broad grin and she laughed behind her hand. Rising, she patted my shoulder and whispered in my ear quiet enough mom couldn’t hear.

“It’s your prom date all over again.”

I wanted to argue and say no, but she was gone before I could, her laughter floating back to me.

“I’m going to the theater, be back late tonight!” She called to us as she thundered up the stairs to grab her bag.

“That girl never clears her plate anymore,” mom complained as she bussed the dirty cup and plate away. “Who are you tutoring today?”

“A young guy. He’s pretty cool.” I told her all about my first day working with Fiona as I ate my breakfast. We talked about work and our upcoming trip to the lake. It was the highlight of our summer, a trip up north to a little used lake. We would rent a cabin and jet ski’s and spend a week getting sunburnt and relaxed.

“Speaking of breaks,” mom said as she finished cleaning up and moved to leave. “My summer book club starts up again tonight and we’ll be meeting here.”

“I’ll stay out of your way.”

“Don’t be silly, I love having you around,” she flashed me a wink and a coquettish smile before slipping upstairs. “But the others who can’t stay focused on the book whenever they see you…” her eyes dipped down to my waistline, “Or that.”

She laughed at the expression on my face; the sounds reaching me from upstairs as she got ready to go. My stepmom had been in book clubs since my father passed. Finding the community and diversion necessary to get over her loss. It had been the same group of women for years, and I knew them well. A couple were attractive, and one nearly as beautiful as my mother, but mostly they were doughty old ladies who enjoyed flirting outrageously as they drank wine.

I was the last one out of the house and locked up before driving to work. The sun was out and the weather perfect for another day teaching math. I found the boy there already, and I thought he was eager to study until I caught him staring at Nancy’s large breasts surreptitiously.

When my boss flashed me a coquettish grin and waved before letting one of the other tutors pull her aside, he gave me a knowing look. The kid listened to everything I said with rapt attention after that until Nancy came by and double checked that we were still on for Friday. When she left, he turned to me, his face registering awestruck.

“How?”

The kid wrapped so much in such a simple question that I found myself chuckling as I answered him.

“I told you, be bold, and be excellent,” winking I tapped the book. “The hottest girls might be popular, but the kinkiest are in honors and AP classes. Trust me.”

“I do!” he grinned and threw himself back into his studying.

The kid wasn’t a bad student, he’d just had it too easy for too long, like a lot of kids. He would have a better high school experience than I did if he took the lessons to heart. I was only now fully experiencing life, but I had high hopes for him. The kid learned quickly.

When I packed up my stuff to go, I caught him chatting up a high school sophomore who was there for summer school. The girl was two grades above the kid, and his nerves were obvious, but he pushed through them and talked to the girl. I flashed him a thumbs up behind her back before slipping out of there. I’d looked around for Nancy, wanting to finalize our plans for the next day, but I hadn’t been able to find her all afternoon.

Wondering what my mom might have said to her, and if I’d still get to see the lecture, I drove to a fast-food restaurant and grabbed myself dinner. Whenever mom had her book club friends over, they brought healthy snacks to feel good about themselves, then proceeded to drink bottles of wine and ignore the food.

The driveway was clogged with cars when I pulled in, forcing me to park down the street. I was in a grumpy mood when I shouldered my way inside, only to have the door yanked away from me.

“Welcome home!” I stared in shock at Nancy, who stood with a broad grin on her face, lips stained a dark red from wine and eyes shining.

“What are you doing here?” I asked and mollified my expression when I heard the roughness in my tone.

“Should I not have?” She frowned and glanced inside nervously, “You mom said it was ok, but I didn’t want to upset you.”

“Is that little Jakey?!” called Katrina, my mom’s oldest friend.

The buxom blonde swung into the hallway from the kitchen and nearly spilled her half full glass of wine in the process but didn’t seem to notice. Her eyes widened when they took in my height and the breadth of my shoulders.

“Jake, you’re a grown man now!” She beamed and staggered forward to pull me into a sloppy hug, her puffy lips pressing against my neck and leaving a wet kiss on the sensitive skin. “Mhmm, and a gorgeous one at that. Meow!”

Nancy stared in shock at Katrina, a faint grin forming on her lips as she watched me pry the other woman off me without dropping my food. When I looked at her with a helpless grimace, she covered a giggle with one hand.

“Kat, get off him,” mom said, stepping out of the kitchen and giving her friend a threatening glare. “I meant to text you, Jake.” She smiled in apology and drew Nancy close. “Nancy and I got to talking and it turned out we have so much in common. And when she mentioned she’d read the same book, I thought it would be rude not to invite her.”

“You guys have fun,” I said, stepping clear of Katrina before she could slip her hand down my back and pinch my ass again. Juggling my fast food and drink, as I made my way to the stairs.

“I’ll come tuck you in tonight,” mom said, and I might have thought nothing of it, if her eyes hadn’t sparkled and one hand hadn’t tugged at the neckline of her blouse.

Nancy offered me one last, shy wave before letting Katrina lead her into the kitchen. I could hear the busty blonde telling a story from one of her younger exploits, and was surprised to hear the loudest laughter came from Nancy. The ladies drank and talked more about sex and life, then they did about their book, but I pulled on my headphones and soon lost myself in video games.


Chapter 2




Iwas so focused on my current mission I didn’t notice my door open and close, and when a soft hand fell on my shoulder I jumped in shock. The cord of my headset jerked them off my head when I lurched up, and I nearly toppled my mother who was standing behind me when the chair hit her.

“Sorry!” I said, reaching out and grabbing her hand before she could stumble back into my bookcase.

“It was my fault,” she said, pressing a hand to rosy cheeks as she staggered against me. Her eyes were sharp, and her smile didn’t have the slackness it usually got when she was drunk, but she was acting wasted as she draped herself against me. “I shouldn’t have surprised you like that… Who knows what I might have walked in on… hic… A young man alone on his computer… Your head filled with images of big boobied mommies downstairs who all want this-.”

“Hey!” I said with a laugh when she pawed at my crotch.

Mom only grinned, her smile predatory as she slipped her hand beneath mine and gripped my package.

“This mommy has been dreaming of it since the other night… Mhmm, does he want to come out and play?”

“What’s gotten into you?” I asked, surprised at her openness, and convinced she wasn’t nearly as drunk as she was letting on.

Taking her by the shoulders, I forced her to stare into my eyes and saw the truth there when she blushed. Glancing away, she chewed on her bottom lip and drew in a deep sigh. She pulled out of my arms and sat on my bed, patting the spot beside her, but was unable to meet my eyes.

“I know this isn’t normal… and only god knows how many sleepless nights I’ve worried about my feelings… but I can’t deny them any longer, Jake.”

I stared deep into her dark blue eyes, and it was my turn to swallow, hard. Her fingers laced in mine, and she blushed.

“I don’t mean like that,” she said, glancing away. “Lord knows your sister would have my head if that was the case. I only mean,” her other hand slipped onto my thigh, and she glanced up with heat in her eyes. “Your father was the only man I wanted… in that way. And you’re the spitting image of him.” her hand rose and cupped my cheek, her eyes softening with emotion. “Even better than I remember, and…”

Her eyes cut down to my crotch, and I felt my cheeks heat as I shifted, my pants tight as her body pressed against mine. I was suddenly aware that the only light on in my room was the computer screen, which had clicked over to the screen saver, and my door was shut and locked.

“Why would Bonnie take your head?” I asked, unconsciously hunting for anything to delay what I knew was coming, because the enormity of it filled me with anxiety.

“It isn’t Bonnie who covets your love,” she said, her smile turning from amused to sly as she sat back and cocked her head. “You don’t even see it, do you?”

“See what?” I asked, the hair rising on the back of my neck as her grin widened.

“Nancy is a sweetheart,” mom said, eyes sparkling as she spun my head around with her change of topic. “You two are going to have a lovely time tomorrow night… speaking of which,” her hand fell into my lap, pressing against the hardness there, and her eyes flared wide, a hungry smile forming on her lips. “I promised her a report on what to expect, and you wouldn’t want me to disappoint your boss, now would you?”

“A what?” I asked, the last barriers of my hesitation crumbling fast as her fingers slid over the cloth, outlining my steel hard cock.

“Do you find me attractive, Jake?” She asked, eyes telling me she knew the answer already as her nails dragged along my zipper.

I’d had enough of her changing topics and twisting my head. It was clear she didn’t want to explain, and I wasn’t going to let her play games. I knew what she wanted; it’s why she was teasing me in this way. But breaching the barrier and reaching for my stepmother with hands of passion required an act of will.

She’d boiled my blood so hot; I couldn’t ignore my nature.

“NghhHA!”

Hearing that gasp of desire from my mom, as I grabbed her with one hand, tore down the last of my inhibitions. In answer to her question, I kissed her, letting her feel what she’d done to me, the hunger she’d awoken. The bed creaked as I pulled her beneath me; the comforter thrown aside.

“Yesss! Take me, Jake!” Her hissed words broke through our kisses as her hands slid beneath my shirt.

As her hands fumbled to tug off my t-shirt, my own hands slid beneath her blouse. Fumbling free the buttons on the front, I stared in awe as the white material parted. Mom’s massive breasts were encased in a stiff, heavy bra, with a clasp in the front. My eyes widened as I popped the clasp free and watched the material spring apart.

She was watching my face carefully as her naked breasts tumbled free and wasn’t disappointed by the joy she saw there. For a full second, I stared at their pale perfection, like a kid in a candy store with took many things drawing his attention.

Set close together and high, they stood with remarkable firmness out from her chest. Only a little sag from age pulled them to the sides, and her nipples weren’t as pink as they’d once been. They crinkled and hardened before my eyes, pulling my lips towards them like lodestones.

Gathering the soft flesh in both hands, I drew them together and pressed my face into their softness. Mom’s hand came to the back of my head, her gentle murmurs of pleasure guiding me as a nipple popped into my mouth.

“Gentle… they’re so sensitive,” her soft words awoke my slumbering hunger, but I relaxed my mouth.

Taking her wrist, I brought her hand to the stiffness in my pants and pressed it against my cock. Her whimper of pleasure turned into a low moan, and trembling fingers plucked at my zipper. The angle was tough, and I was forced to lift my hips, but was rewarded a moment later when her warm hand slipped around my shaft.

“Come to me, my sweet and beautiful boy,” mom purred, one hand stroking my hair as the other took my cock in a soft grip. “Let me taste you, again.”

Twisting her shoulders, she wiped her tongue across the head of my dick, and it was my turn to moan. Gripping her ass, I rolled her over until we were in a sixty-nine, and I pressed my tongue into her wet folds. I was surprised for a second when I found them waxed clean, then remembered how long she’d been waiting for this night and smiled in appreciation at her preparation.

Fiery hot lips wrapped around my dick, sucking it deep as she gripped the base, but I forced the intense sensations out of my mind and focused on giving more pleasure than I received. My tongue slipped down, dipping into her pussy and driving deep as I tasted her. Her whimpers grew louder and her attentions on my cock lessened when I found her hooded clit.

The hard little knot of flesh was hidden beneath her folds. When the tip of my tongue touched it, her thighs clamped around my head for a second before relaxing, and I knew I had her. In moments, mom was writing atop me, her orgasm building to a powerful climax that reached its crescendo when I grazed the tip of my finger over her tightest opening.

“Jake!”

My stepmom screamed my name, half in shock and half in excitement. Her back arched and her hands upon my cock were forgotten as the pleasure crested and broke within her. Body shaking, she convulsed against me, muscles locking up and toes curling. Then she was scrambling around, pulling herself between my legs as she pressed my cock against her cheek.

“I haven’t felt that good in years…. Decades!” Dark blue eyes burned up at me as she knelt, massive breasts hanging forward as she tucked my dick between them with a sly grin.

“Oh god,” I moaned, watching the incredible sight of my mom kneeling between my legs, my cock sandwiched between her tits, as she pressed them around it.

“I want to taste you, baby,” she purred. “Mommy wants to feel you shoot it all in my mouth. Can you do that, baby?”

She rose and fell as she spoke, the heavenly feeling of her soft breasts gripping my dick sending me ever closer towards the edge. Then she flashed me a wicked grin and dipped her head down as she took the head of my cock into her mouth.

“That’s fucking hot,” I growled, and nearly laughed when I saw mom glance up and wink at me.

“Gumph Fagh Mah!”

Her words were garbled by the dick in her mouth, but that didn’t stop her enthusiastic motion. I wasn’t sure if it was the sight of my mom worshipping my dick so eagerly, or the feeling of her hot mouth and warm tits, but my orgasm hit so fast I didn’t give warning.

“Nghh!”

Releasing her breasts, I barely noticed when she brought both hands to my shaft, milking it as she sucked and swallowed down every drop of cum. The world had gone white with pleasure, and I could barely keep my head up. Falling back onto the mattress, I let out a deep sigh of contentment.


Chapter 3




“You’re not going to pass out on me, are you? And I had so much planned-EEP!”

Mom’s squeak brought a grin to my face as I flipped her over onto her back. Rising above her, I whipped off my shirt, then pressed her back onto the mattress. Her grin was gone, replaced by a fixed look of need, as her hands pulled at my back and ass. I wasn’t to be rushed, however, and took my time caressing and exploring her body as I kissed my way to her lips.

Pausing at each breast, I took time to explore them. Cupping their firm flesh and drawing them close, I was amazed at how close set they were. It explained why they looked so good in clothing and had feel exceptional while I was fucking them.

She was built for sex.

“Please,” she whispered, eyes imploring me.

Watching those eyes widen as the fat head of my cock pressed against her wetness, I slipped a hand behind her head and drew her lips to mine. Her whimper only stoked the fire burning inside me, but I took my time. Pressing my dick inexorably into her tight depths.

“My love… my boy… take me… Oh god, yes!”

I would have loved to drive to the hilt in her right there, but her pussy was shockingly tight. So many years without sex had worked its miracle, and I was forced to fuck her with slow thrusts, going a few inches deeper each time. When I felt the tip of my dick rest against her cervix, mom grunted and locked her angles behind my ass and pulled me another inch deeper.

“Nggghhh NNhh FUCK!”

Something incredible happened when her pussy distorted around my dick. Nails dug into my back and her eyes flashed open wide, mouth gaping as a massive orgasm rushed through her body. I held myself there for several seconds as she caught her breath, her shock dwarfing my own. It was written plain in her face when she picked it up and stared at me.

“What… was… that?”

Her words were shaky and in answer, I pushed my dick up inside her again and watched in awe as the same thing happened.

“NGGGHHH!!”

I couldn’t hide the smile of pride that filled my face as I gathered her close and started fucking her with long deep strokes. Making certain to push hard against her cervix with every thrust. Each time I did, my stepmom clutched at me as a mind-wiping orgasm rushed through her.

It didn’t take long for the taboo wickedness of the situation, added to the intensity of her orgasm’s and the feeling on my dick, to send me over the edge. I was so far gone into a world of pleasure, I didn’t even think about the consequences as my dick began to throb and my rhythm faltered. Mom’s shaky hands pulled my head down, her lips finding mine as she husked out words. While she spoke, her ankles locked around my ass, refusing to let me pull out.

“Cum in mommy baby,” she husked, “I need it… to feel it… flooding me… PleaSEEEE YESS!”

The words were the last straw and with a grunt I felt my dick flood her depths. Her lips found mine as I convulsed atop her, then she let me slip off her to the side as I caught my breath. We were both sweat slick and sticky with juices, but neither cared as we held one another.

Without words, we touched and kissed, shocked and in awe at who we lay with, naked. My mom’s gentle fingers ran down my chest and stomach until she found my deflating dick. With a sly smile, she slipped down the bed, and I didn’t bother stopping her. Instead, resting an arm behind my head as I watched my stepmom lick and suck my dick clean.

“Get it hard again,” I said, mom glancing up with heaving breath when she noted the command in my voice. “I’m not done fucking you… There’s still one more hole I have to claim.”

“I’ve never… oh god,” excitement and trepidation warred together within her, and I was pleased to see excitement win as she bent down and went back to work cleaning me up.

In no time at all, her cleaning turned into worshipping as she sucked, licked, and stroked me to stiffness. I might have left her to it, but she seemed as eager as I for her tiniest hole to be claimed. Rising, I drew her with me and led her over to my desk.

She trembled with nerves, but I quieted them with calm hands on her sides. Sliding them up her rounded hips, I cupped her massive breasts as I pressed my dick against her soft cheeks. I could see her face reflected on my computer screen, and I watched it carefully as I tweaked my mom’s nipples and reached up to grip her neck.

When I took her throat in a powerful grip, mom moaned and pressed her ass back against my dick. Releasing one breast, I reached down to my desk and picked up a thick marker. Mom’s eyes widened when I brought it to her lips, and she seemed to guess what I was planning as her tongue reached out delicately and coated the pen in saliva.

“Breath.”

I drew in a deep breath, guiding her as the cold tip of the marker pressed against her tiny opening.

“Oh god!”

“Breath,” I repeated, pressing the marker into her as I felt her relax against me.

The look on her face told me everything. Nervousness shifting into slight discomfort, that quickly melted into wicked pleasure when she realized what she’d done. Her eyes met mine in the monitor’s reflection and I watched a shuddering breath pass her lips. Reaching past her with my free hand, I plucked my bottle of lube off the desk. Loving how my stepmom’s eyes widened further when I set it next to her hand, which was holding the desk.

“Lube my dick, so it can slide into that tight ass of yours… mom,” the flash of wicked pleasure on her face when I used that name put further steel into my dick, as if it needed it.

Slowly she took up the bottle and, turning her shoulders, stared at my throbbing dick as if it were a python.

“It’s sooo big honey… I don’t know if I’ll be able to,” she licked her lips and drew in a shuddering breath when she popped the cap on the bottle. “Mhmmm and you’re so hard… you want mommy’s ass that bad baby?”

I didn’t trust myself to speak. Finding it took all my effort not whip free the marker and push forward into her right then and there. When I nodded, mom grinned and her face flushed with pride as she turned back around, arching her back and drew in a shuddering breath. Lips pressed tight together, she nodded quickly, and I took her meaning.

She grimaced as the marker came free, but her eyelids fluttered when the round head passed through her opening. Mom bit her bottom lip when I pressed against the winking hole and tensed up, but I held myself in place, letting her relax. My hands rose from her hips and caressed her back and shoulders, down to cup her breasts. While she eased against me, I let my eyes and hands drink in her naked flesh as I’d always wanted to do.

“Breath,” I said, and when I felt her fully relax, and the tight entrance part to admit the fat head of my dick, she let out a hiss of mingled shock and pleasure.

“Ohhhh! Wait… there… Oh god, Jake… you’re in my ass baby… Slow… There… Mhmmhh!”

I was shocked at how easily she accepted me inside her. The tight opening, pushed down the length of me as the sucking depths drew me further into her until I felt my balls rest against her dripping pussy. Pressing against her soft ass, mom's words trailed off into incoherent mumblings and I took over.

My dick was stiff as an iron bar as I pulled back until just the head sat inside her tight opening. Then, with a smooth motion, pushed back into her, loving how her wide ass rolled before me when I bottomed out. Mom’s hissing breath had turned into guttural moans, and her head hung down, massive breasts swaying as I took her ass with determined thrusts.

“Harder.”

I barely heard the word as it passed her breathless lips, but took the cue with a grin. Hands gripping her soft hips, I pulled mom back against me as I thrust forward and was rewarded with a yelp of pleasure, her head thrown back, thick hair cascading over her shoulder as a grin of pleasure spread on her face.

“I feel you… in my belly… so deep… cumming again!”

Her orgasm wasn’t as thrashing and overwhelming as it had been earlier, but rose in her slowly, body shuddering and legs nearly collapsing beneath her when it finally hit. I pressed her down on the desk, fearing it might collapse beneath our weight but uncaring as I pounded into her ass, my own orgasm right on the heels of hers as her ass gripped me like a vise.

“Cumming!” I growled.

Mom twisted back, reaching for me, our hands locking on each other’s forearms. She couldn’t reach me to kiss because of the angle of our bodies, but I could see the desire in her eyes as the pleasure swept over me. Her eyelids fluttered again and mouth opened into an elongated ‘O’ of pleasure as my hot cum flooded her bowels. Then she twisted, my dick slipping free and pulled me close.

“Thank you,” her lips were on mine between the protestations of gratitude, “You’re incredible, Jake,” hands guiding me down a darkened hall. “Mommy needs you again, baby.” Hot water spraying as we stumbled into the shower, “Mhmm, it’s already hard for me.”

Soap and steam, then an eager mouth sucking me deep as she ignores the spray. I took her again, back against tiles, and one leg thrown over my hip. Screams as I find her special spot again and when her legs give out, she coaxed my last load for the night all across her gorgeous face.


Chapter 4




Iwoke in the middle of the night, in her bed with mom plastered to my side. She slept soundly as she cuddled close, a beatific grin on her face as unknown dreams passed before her eyes. Slipping free of the covers, I made my way back to my room and shut off my computer before crawling into bed.

The night had been incredible. Beyond my wildest fantasies. But something niggled at me, and I couldn’t place what it was until right before I fell asleep. Then the image of my eldest sister floated before my face and my problem jumped out at me. What would that expression be when I saw her next? Would she look at me with disgust? Could I trust what I’d been told, even though it seemed too good to be true?

These questions troubled me and kept me up for another couple of hours before sleep finally dragged me into its depths. Depths plagued by dark dreams, mixed between wild fantasies, and idyllic futures. Despite the restless sleep, I woke up refreshed and ready for Friday.

When I got to the kitchen, Bonnie and mom were chatting about their days. Pausing at the top of the stairs, I listened in to see what mood I’d be walking into.

“Yeah, the rehearsal went amazingly well.” Bonnie was saying, “The Director didn’t know what to make of it. She kept asking me who my new acting coach was and if she could come by for a workshop, ha!”

Bonnie’s laughter rose to my ears, and I was pleased to hear about her progress, but it was my mom’s words that shocked me.

“You should taker her up on it,” mom said, and I could practically hear the grin on her lips. “I’d love to see her face when your brother shows up and starts ordering the drama girls onto their knees.”

“Mom!”

“What?” She asked with faux innocence.

“I think I liked you better before you got your groove back.”

“Don’t be rude,” mom said, “Do you want you egg over-easy or medium?”

“Medium,” Bonnie said.

They glanced up when I came down the stairs and twin smiles of delight leapt onto their faces. Curious, I didn’t feel the slightest bit of awkwardness coming from either as I slipped onto a bar stool.

“How do you want your eggs, Jake? Over-easy?”

“Yeah, that would be great, thanks.”

“My audition’s this afternoon,” Bonnie said, pulling over a sheaf of papers that had been rolled into a tube by nervous hands. “Do you have time to run lines with me before then?”

“I’m free for a bit this morning. Does that work?” I shrugged, “I’ll be busy this afternoon and evening… probably till late.”

“That’s right.” Bonnie frowned for a moment, then brightened. “This morning works. So, what do you have planned for after the lecture?”

“I was going to make a reservation in town,” I shrugged. “Dinner and a show?”

“You should take her to the Filton Grill!” mom offered, turning as she cooked. “It’s in the resort there, near the convention center. They have the best surf and turf.”

“I don’t like the surf and turf,” Bonnie frowned. “It’s so basic. You should try something they’re known for, like the Cioppino.”

Mom and Bonnie were the food snobs of the household, even more so than Aniston, who never turned down the chance for snobbery. They’d been going on tasting tours of the area for years and knew all the best places to eat. I listened to them chat amiably and marveled at how relaxed things had become.

Over the past few years, the girls and mom had grown apart. Their closeness from pre-teen years gone as the turbulent years of high school hit. They’d bonded over little things, such as their nails, or the occasional meme, but the easy back and forth I was witnessing hadn’t been there for years.

It was only when mom served the food and slipped onto the stool beside me that I noticed what had changed.

I’d always been on the outside, looking in. Not blood-related, and brought into their midst during those trying years, I’d become an outlet for each, in her own way. Mom and Bonnie would come to me individually, bonding in that way, but this morning the two drew me into their closeness as it deepened.

Bonnie and I didn’t have long to rehearse after chatting for so long over breakfast, but I was able to run through the lines and blocking with her. The scene called for her to seduce her scene partner and I was a little nervous to see how she did. I shouldn’t have been.

Drawing in a deep breath, my shy, wallflower of a sister stood tall and shook back her dark hair. Transforming before me into someone I almost recognized, and then I blinked and it hit me. She reminded me of Aniston.

“Your playing Aniston,” I said, when she was about to launch into her lines.

“You noticed,” she said with a faint blush, then went on excitedly. “Don’t tell her, but she just fits so perfectly in the role. Now get ready, we don’t have much time.”

I referenced the script and got into position for the scene, but couldn’t get the distracting image out of my head. Bonnie looked incredible, and it was amazing to see her growth, but I felt something hollow in my gut when she fell into my arms and kissed me passionately, on cue. It wasn’t until I was driving to work that I realized I’d never be happy with a copy of pale imitation.

“What’s the matter, Jake?”

I picked my head up, surprised to find I was already at work and walking into the building. Nancy called to me from her car, where she was pulling out her purse.

“Nothing, I’m good,” I said, stuffing down my impossible dreams and painting a smile on my face. “Are you excited for tonight? I was thinking of making a reservation at Redwood Grill. Have you been there?”

“No but I hear it’s excellent!”

“I’ll try booking us a table for after the lecture.”

“Looks like your fan club’s here,” Nancy said with an amused expression as she stared over my shoulder.

I turned to find Fiona pulling up in her car. She waved out the door enthusiastically, while juggling her Starbucks in one hand and the steering wheel in the other. She pulled into a spot without tagging any cars, but barely.

“She’s sweet, but maybe a little bit clueless,” Nancy said in my ear as she passed behind me, heading in. “You can do better.”

I glanced back at her and caught her chuckle as she slipped inside.

“Morning! Ready to crack the books?”

It was hard not to be charmed by the adorable girl.

“I am if you’re ready for a pop quiz.”

Fiona groaned and slumped, but brightened a moment later.

“What do I get if I ace it?” She slipped beside me as we headed inside.

“I doubt there’s much chance of that,” I said, laughing when Fiona groaned again.

She was nothing, if not charming, as she pulled out her books and told me about her evening. If I’d met the girl two weeks before, I’d be head over heels in love with her and probably friend-zoned faster than I could snap my fingers. I was beginning to get that she was becoming more and more into me, as I refused to fall under the spell of her charms.

She failed the pop quiz, as I knew she would, but it gave her something to work towards. She pushed harder that afternoon, finding another level of concentration she hadn’t previously demonstrated, and I began to have real confidence she’d be able to pass her exam before the summer was out.

Fiona lingered around after our session, but one mention of Aniston and how she might be stopping by when she got into town had the flirty girl gone in moments. We avoided the topic of my sister until that moment, but she wasn’t taking the hint; kept mentioning how hungry she was and hinting at what would happen if I invited her over.

“I thought she’d never leave,” Nancy said, slipping out of the office, keys rattling as she locked up. “That girls got it bad for you.”

“I don’t know,” I said with a frown after Fiona, as she pulled out of the parking lot. “That or she’s not used to being told no.”

“Ha! That one wouldn’t.” Nancy slipped her arm in mine and drew me over to her car. “Well, take my car, it’s new. Do you mind driving?”

“Not at all,” I said, opening the passenger door for her and eagerly hopping into the driver's seat.


Chapter 5




Nancy had a brand-new Porsche Cayenne, and I was curious what a new luxury car would feel like on the road. She started talking about work once we pulled out some issue with her bosses and their weekly Zoom meeting. The SUV handled like a coupe and had more acceleration than I was used to, which made it excellent fun to drive.

It was interesting listening to Nancy outside of work. The woman had a keen sense of humor and was quick with the jokes. She had me chuckling and then laughing until my sides hurt when she described how the portly head of the company shifted side to side on Zoom. We talked about Stanford and the classes I’d be taking freshman year, and about life in the dorms.

“You’re going to love dorm life,” Nancy said with an exaggerated roll of her eyes. “Communal showers, cold pizza for breakfast, the smell of B.O. ever present… it’s a wonderful time in any kids’ life.”

“The one thing I’m not looking forward to is sharing a room,” I grimaced.

“That parts not so bad,” Nancy shrugged. “I’m still good friends with my college roommate. You can make lifetime connection in that place.” She cast me a sly sideways glance. “Or are you upset you won’t be able to have girls over?”

“That isn’t it,” I said, though my cheeks blushed a dark shade of red and I could even feel my neck heat, because that I’d definitely been thinking about how I could get Victoria and perhaps Bonnie in there.

“Oh, don’t go all coy on me now,” Nancy said, shifting sideways in her seat and resting her chin on the palm of her hand as she looked at me expectantly. “Your mother mentioned how popular you are with the girls-.”

A horn blared, and I jerked the wheel back, moving us into the center of the lane again and tried to ignore the sweat popping up on my brow.

“Have I touched a nerve?” Nancy asked, and I wished she would drop the subject, because I had no desire to upset her with talk of other women, especially younger ones, but she persisted. “Fiona is adorable and seems to have quite the crush on you… Have you taken her out for a ‘night on the town’?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. When I glanced over, the woman had an openly curious expression and I let out a chuckle. “Do you really want to know who I’ve been dating this summer?”

“I’d love to,” she beamed. “Tell me all the gossip!”

“Why?”

She clearly wasn’t ready for the question, or the firm tone I delivered it in. She was older and my boss, but I wasn’t going to be a source of amusement to her. I wasn’t angry, but I would not back down from knowing ‘why’ and she could hear it in my voice. Sitting back in her seat, she licked her thick bottom lip and ran a hand down the inner edge of her thick top, eyes taking me in from head to toe as if seeing me for the first time.

“I see what she means… You’re a rare young man, aren’t you, Jake?” My eyebrows pinched in question, but she waved me quiet before I could voice it and went on, answering my question. “If you want to know ‘why’ then I’ll have to tell you about twelve years of loveless marriage, and a childhood spent in libraries and classrooms.” She gave a snort, and there was no amusement in it as she looked out the window sadly. “I’ve tried the dating apps, but they’re no good. A bunch of man-babies, and men looking for a handout. Where are the men I watched in my youth? The actual men? I grew up on stories of Van Halen, Aerosmith, Motley Crue… These were men who snatched life by its tits, and every single one of us wanted to be their groupies… or know a groupie… or hell, just read a smutty story about a groupie!”

Her shoulders shook as she laughed bitterly and turned back to me, spots of color marring the perfect paleness of her cheeks. She was older and not as elegantly featured as my stepmom, but there was a mousey cuteness to her cherubic features. She might have been a bookworm as a teen, but she’d learned how to apply makeup, and do her hair to great effect. And that body… I felt my cock thicken in my slacks when I glanced down and took in her curves. I let her see me checking her out, her thick lips pursing into a pleased smile.

“Do you like it when I talk dirty?” She asked in a coquettish voice.

“I like when you’re honest,” I said, and again my blunt tone took her aback and I saw her reassessing me.

“You’re not what I imagined you’d be.”

“Is that a bad thing?”

“Not at all,” she smiled. “When you first came in, I thought you were a handsome young man.” I glanced over, and she blushed harder, looking down at her hands in her lap. “I’m sure you hear it a lot, but it was your achievements that impressed me the most.”

“Thank you,” I said, but she went on.

“I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable just to explain… or try to… why an old lady like me would be interested in the wild adventures of someone… your age.”

“What did my mom tell you?”

Her cheeks colored further, and the color extended all the way down her neck and pale chest. But she kept staring at me, and if I hadn’t needed to keep my eyes on the road, I knew she’d have held me with a fixed stare. I could sense her hesitation and kept my patience, letting the silence weight on her.

“She walked in the other night… Oh my god I can’t believe I’m telling you this, she’d kill me if she knew!” She dropped her head in her hands and continued, “She walked in on you and two of your sister’s friends having a threesome in the hot tub. That you… were in charge of them… made them do things… You have to promise, you can’t tell her I told you.”

“I think she cares less than you imagine,” I said, unable to hide my amused chuckle.

Nancy glanced up at me, and I could see her narrowing her eyes on me out of the corner of my vision, but I went on before she could jump on her suspicions. The evening was taking a turn, and one I was eager for, but I wasn’t sure how open I could be with her. “Do you want to hear how it all happened?”

“I want to hear everything,” Nancy said.

There was so much wrapped up in the last word I glanced over at her and found she’d stuffed both hands down between her thighs and was pressing them up against her jean-clad sex. Seeing me notice where her hands were, she jerked them free and paused, unsure where to put them. I reached out and took one and brought it over, resting it on my thigh and pressed the icy hand between my warm one and my leg.

Oddly, that settled Nancy down more than anything else, and she listened with rapt attention as I described that first afternoon by the pool with Aniston and her friends. I thought she would remain silent, but she interrupted me almost immediately, asking me to describe the girls. When I did, I spared no detail about all three’s finer qualities and Nancy didn’t fail to blush, but she seemed eager to hear more.

When I told her about the blowjob in the pool house, she shifted in her seat and the other hand slipped between her thighs again. It was difficult to focus on the road after that. Between her hard nipples and shifting hand, my eyes kept getting pulled from the road.

“How did you go from getting a sexy older girl to give you a… blowjob?” her voice dropped on the illicit word, and she grinned like a kid who’d broken the rules. “To a threesome with Laura? Did you drug them or something?”

“I guess Victoria liked what she saw.” I tried to leave it there, with a coy wink, but Nancy wasn’t having any of it.

“She wasn’t lying about… that… was she?” She stared down at my crotch, the sound of her heavy breath reaching me over the air conditioner.

“I don’t know what she said… but no, probably not.”

“What happened next? Wait… have you already… you have haven’t you!”

“What?” I asked, nervously.

“I don’t want to hear about the threesome, I want to hear about how you made love to your mother,” the words trailed off so faintly I barely heard the last bit. When I did, a flush passed over my skin and I flicked on the turn signal, heading off the freeway. “Where are you going? Did I say something wrong?”

There was genuine panic in her voice and she tried to pull her hand away from mine, but I clutched it tight, reassuring her and spoke over her panicked words.

“We aren’t going to the lecture.” Releasing her hand, I reached over and picked up her own phone. “You going to get on this and find a hotel, the closest one with a room, and only then will I tell you. But you’ll have to earn it…”

There was stunned silence from the passenger seat, and I glanced over as we neared the exit ramp. Nancy licked her lips, mouth dry as she struggled to find words, and when she did, they came out small and quiet.

“My condo is two exits down… off Franklin.”

“Perfect,” I said.

My blood was pumping as I realized what I’d just done and once again I thanked Victoria for teaching me that one simple lesson. Be bold.

At the moment’s Nancy struggled to speak, I’d seen a glimmer of the girls she’d once been. Shy but filled with a towering inferno if desire that remained untapped to this day. She wasn’t unlike Bonnie in that way, and the insight gave me a pathway forward. Reaching over the center console, I rested my hand on her thigh, high up and with my fingertips resting against the place one thigh met another.

“Wha-what do I… mmm… have to do to earn it?”

“The first story will be cheap,” I said, feeling my lips curl into a wolfish grin. “I only want to see my cum covering your pretty face and tits.”

“Jesus, Jake!” Her actions belied the tone of her words, which came out a touch appalled. While her hips pushed forward, thighs parting as she tried to get my fingers to brush her crotch. “Did you say… first story?”

“Did you want to hear about Victoria and my sister Bonnie?”

“You’re serious,” she said, though from her tone she didn’t quite believe her own words.

She sat very still, looking at me like I was an alien dropped from space or one of the rock stars of her youth plopped into her lap.

“Take a right up here,” she said, breathless, as she directed me the last few turns to her place.


Chapter 6




As I maneuvered through the suburb’s streets, I lifted my hand from her thigh and enjoyed her sigh of disappointment. There would be plenty of time to enjoy her body later. It was better to work her into a frenzy to break past those long-standing inhibitions.

Her condo was a three-story place, tucked up against its neighbors and with a tiny little back yard. I noticed a cat dart away from one of the upstairs windows when the garage door rolled open, and I pulled the Porsche inside. The garage was barren, which I guess made sense if you were a late 30s single woman.

There was an awkward moment when I stood beside the stairs leading up to her place, but I didn’t make it any less so when I refused to step aside and make it easy for Nancy to sidle past me.

“You can squeeze through,” I said, enjoying the way she hesitated for only a moment before pressing herself against me and sliding past.

As she did, I made sure to grind my crotch against her and I watched her eyes wide, pupils dilating as its length dug into her hip. I could have kissed her there. I saw the hunger for it in her face, but I suspected that would be rushing things. As eager for it as Nancy was, she was like a skittish bird, ready to fly away or fall into emotional pieces of pushing too far too fast.

“Would you like a drink?” She asked, after unlocking the door and pushing her way into the apartment.

The inside was richly decorated. I don’t have an eye for such things, but it felt homey, while looking like it came out of a catalogue. Instead of stopping in the living room, I followed Nancy into the kitchen, where she took down a bottle of wine and poured two glasses. When she turned with them I her hands she let out a little squeak of shock when she found me standing right behind her.

“I didn’t come here to drink wine,” I said, “I came here to fuck.”

I loved the shock that swept over her face, and almost laughed when she lifted a trembling hand, nearly spilling the wine across her front when she drank it down. The second glass emptied as quickly as the first and raising an eyebrow to ask, ‘are you done?’ She blushed, passed me the empty glasses shyly.

“You have no idea how beautiful and sexy you are,” I breathed, setting the glasses aside and slipping a hand over her hip and the other up to cup her smooth cheek. Nancy’s breath caught at the unexpected compliment, but she didn’t shy away from the contact and even darted forward, stealing a quick kiss.

“You really think so?” She asked, blushing as she tasted the place on her lips where ours had touched.

“You know I do,” I said, pressing my hips forward and trapping her between myself and the counter as I pressed my hardness against her.

She still didn’t look like she believed me, and I set the glass down and cupped both of her cheeks in my hands. Drawing her face forward, I pressed a kiss to the MILF’s thick lips. There wasn’t the explosion of emotions or the taboo charge when I’d first kissed my stepmom, but I was surprised to find Nancy was an excellent kisser.

Her lips were soft and responsive, while her tongue darted into my mouth, teasing and caressing my own. The kiss dragged on, and I couldn’t help running my hands down her body and feeling the curves I’d been longing to all week.

Nancy wore a pantsuit from work, and I pushed the jacket off her shoulders, hands slipping beneath it to cup first one massive breast then the other. I heard a moan of desire escape my throat when I felt their solid weight in my hands, and again when her large nipples hardened beneath my touch.

“Where is your bedroom?” I asked, after breaking off the kiss.

Nancy’s eyes looked lost for a moment. It looked like she’d forgotten who and where she was in the heat of our embrace. Then what I’d asked registered, and I saw the spots of color in her cheeks deepen as excitement filled her.

“Upstairs… but I need to freshen up first and… oh god.”

Ignoring her words, I reached up and plucked the top button free of her blouse. The silky material parted, revealing the pale skin beneath. Plucking at the next button, I pulled the fabric away from her body and glanced down inside with a critical eye.

“You need to get naked, woman. Because I’m tired of wanting what’s right in front of me.”

“Oh god,” she repeated, eyes wide and lips wet as she backed up before me.

“You still want to hear that story, right?” I asked, and she nodded eagerly.

“I want to hear everything! Every wicked detail.” her face was scarlet, but Nancy ignored her own embarrassment as she spoke.

“Good,” we were at the stairs, and I backed her up them, unable to keep my hands off her soft curves as she stumbled before me. “Because I can’t wait to feel these lips around my dick.”

“Oh god!”

The repeated refrain was getting tiresome, but I forgave the woman, because she was clearly in a new situation. Her kisses and touch were eager, but shy and oddly innocent. Her hands gripped my waist, and touched my chest, abs and arms, but she hesitated to touch my hardness, even through pants unless coaxed into it. She was shy about being touched, or looked at as well, and I sensed this had to do with insecurities.

When she staggered backwards into her room, I snagged her hand and pulled her with me towards her bathroom. It wasn’t into the lavatory I took her, but to the closet beside it with its full-length standing mirrors. Light reached us from the kitchen and through the bedroom windows, giving just enough illumination so we could see each other clearly, while still standing in shadow.

Turning her to face the mirror, I reached up and ran my hands down her shoulders and the outside of her arms. Nancy shivered, but I ignored her shyness as I began peeling her clothing off, one piece at a time. When she reached up to stay my hand, I pushed it down to her side.

“I’m in charge this evening,” I whispered in her ear as I stepped right up behind her, pressing my stiffness against her plump rear. “And I want to see this sexy body before I use it.”

“You’re serious,” she said, and I saw the truth of it sink home as she watched my face’s reaction in the mirror.

Still disbelieving but watching me with a kind of shocked awe, she accepted my touch as I plucked the blouse off her, slipping if over her shoulders and down her arms. Nancy shivered and her blush extended down her neck to the top of her chest, but she stood tall and proud as I drank in her curves.

A thick black bra encased her heavy breasts and my dick throbbed with need as I hefted and cupped both. She stood like a toy for me to play with, as I tugged the clasp free and ran my hands beneath the thick material. Finding her hard nipples, I gave both a pinch, and Nancy let out a gasp, eyelids fluttering and tongue touching the roof of her mouth as she ground her ass against my crotch.

Taking my time while using my hands to tease and caress her body, I slipped her jeans down over the swell of her ass. It was all I could do not to push the busty MILF down right there and pound into her soft butt, but I sensed if I rushed things, Nancy would freak out, ruining the experience for both of us.

When Nancy was practically vibrating with desire, and the only article of clothing she wore was a pair of black panties, I stepped away from her. Nancy staggered as if I’d removed her support, and looked around in fear, like I might be abandoning her. When she saw me moving back to her tall bed, my hands on the belt of my pants, she raised a hand to her lips, eyes widening, and her massive breasts gave a delicious wobble.

“I want to watch you crawl over here,” I said, licking my lips as I took in her sexy body. She dropped instantly to her hands and knees and bit her bottom lip nervously as she crawled towards me. The sensitive nipples capping her heavy breasts brushed the carpet as she made her way towards me, causing Nancy to shiver every time they did.

“You weren’t joking about telling me, were you?” She asked, with more than a hint of worry in her tone.

“No,” I grinned. “But I’m surprised you want to hear them.”

“It’s like having a rockstar of my very own,” she hunched a little as she stopped before me, and I tilted her head up with a finger under her chin.

“Never be ashamed around me,” I said softly, trapping her eyes with mine, “And I’ll never lie to you.”

Nancy’s eyes softened, and I kissed her, our tongue warring. Surprisingly, she took the initiative as her hands fumbled at my waist, tugging down the zipper of my pants and slipping her fingers into the waistband. I sat back on the edge of her bed as she tugged them down and almost laughed out loud at her gasp of shock when my dick sprang free.

“Oh, Jake,” my MILF boss breathed, the air warm against the bloated tip of my dick. “It’s beautiful… Jesus!”

Running her fingers along either side, lightly, she turned her head to the side to take in my turgid length. She blushed when she saw me watching her, but didn’t stop with her inspection. Nancy reached up to remove her glasses, but I stopped her.

“Leave them on,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat. “I like them.” Nancy smiled and pressed her lips to the head, earning a hiss of pleasure from me that brought a smile to her lips.

Her tongue slipped out and circled the head, slowly, while her fingers circled my girth. She seemed scared to take it into her mouth, but I guided her with a firm hand on the back of her head. Coaxing her thick lips apart, I watched her eyes widen and jaw creak as she sucked me into her mouth.

“Mhmm, it all started when she walked into my threesome in the hot tub… or maybe even before then,” I grinned when Nancy let out an eager moan and continued with my tale.

I told her about that first night with mom and was surprised at how excited Nancy got hearing the taboo tale. The scent of her sex filled the bedroom, and I caught several lines of her wetness dripping down her thighs as she worshipped my dick.


Chapter 7




The woman wasn’t skilled in the art of giving head, not like the coeds had been, but what she lacked in experience she made up for with enthusiasm. Her hands were always moving up and down my shaft, or exploring my balls, while her tongue never stopped hunting my most sensitive spots. She couldn’t take much of me into her mouth without gagging, but her thick lips worked the head and had me approaching the edge of orgasm as I told her about my previous evening.

“You fucked her ass!?” Nancy asked in shock when I told her about taking my mom that last time before we tumbled into the shower.

“And I’m going to fuck yours,” I grinned to see the mingled fear and excitement overcome the MILF’s face, then I stiffened when she threw herself onto my dick, cheeks hollowing out as she sucked for all she was worth.

“I’m cumming,” I announced, and Nancy’s eyes flew wide, resting a hand atop her head. The MILF trembled as I pushed her back. She stared at the winking head of my cock as if it were a viper, or a font of ambrosia. She didn’t seem settled on which, but her hands never stopped their stroking, and I grunted a moment later.

Nancy shook, her hips convulsing as the first thick shot of cum landed across her massive breasts. The pearlescent line stood out against the pale flesh. Then she dove forward and wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking hard. My world shrank to a pinprick of light, as pleasure overwhelmed me. Again and again, I unloaded into Nancy’s hungry mouth and the wicked woman sucked down every drop of cum, even raising her tit to her lips and licked off the first shot she’d missed.

Nancy’s chest heaved as she stared up at me, tongue trailing around her large nipple. The MILF’s eyes widened when my dick lurched. She watched it in awe, as it rose slowly, sucking and caressing her breasts without inhibition.

It wasn’t my words, or my earlier erections that convinced Nancy of my desire for her, but this moment, when she watched my body’s response free of my young lust, that she truly believed. I watched the knowledge settle into her and pulled her to me.

Gone was the shy woman from earlier, and I was able to see the young girl she had once been. Only this time she wasn’t a shy wallflower, but an eager beauty, exploring her womanhood. Pressing Nancy back onto her bed, I slipped my hand into her black panties and hunted through the mess of her wetness to find her slick lips. In moments, the MILF was shaking beneath me in orgasm, my fingers working her clit in furious movements. As the waves of pleasure subsided in the older woman, I moved between her thighs.

“Oh god it’s happening… it’s happening!”

“Jesus… you’re so fucking tight,” I breathed, shocked at the grip her sex had on me as I pressed into her.

Nancy grinned in pride, and I felt her naked legs circle my thighs and pull me deeper. She might have said something, but it was lost in the heat of the moment and the immediacy of my desire. My control slipped, and I drove my lips against hers, tongue invading her mouth as one hand took a firm grip on her soft ass.

“NGHHKK!”

Nancy cried into our kiss when I drove forward to the hilt, her eyes flashing wide open, lashes fluttering and nails digging into my back. Her cry rose into a scream of surprise as I felt her pussy shivering around my dick and I watched in awe as she came hard beneath me.

Shakey and covered in a thin sheen of sweat, she whimpered as I pulled out and drove back in. I could feel another orgasm building in her, but she wasn’t like my mom, capable of multiple orgasms one after another. These thoughts barely registered for me, because I was lost in a sea of breast flesh as Nancy pulled my face into her tits.

“Fuck me, you… ngh!... beautiful boy… oof! YESS!”

My hands never stopped moving on her naked skin as my lips latched onto a large nipple and suckled. My cock throbbed, and I felt my orgasm approaching, but I held off, tightening the muscle deep inside with an effort of will.

I could feel Nancy approaching a massive orgasm. Her words fell into incoherent mumblings and her arms flopped about me. When it hit, it hit her so hard I thought she was going to tear the skin off my back and burst my eardrums with her screams. I came hard as Nancy gasped in shock beneath me. I think the blast of hot cum deep in her womb was too much, because her eyes rolled back into her skull, and she passed out for a few seconds.

When she came to, I lay beside her, fanning her with the blankets. Blinking around herself owlishly, she saw me and rolled against me with a shy grin.

“What happened? I thought it was all a dream for a moment…”

“You passed out,” I grinned.

“Mhmm, I’ve never passed out from pleasure before.” She nipped my neck and snuggled in even closer. “I could get used to this… You weren’t serious earlier, were you?”

“About what?”

“About…” she glanced over her shoulder at her big, round ass and flinched into my chest. “I want to, but I’m scared.”

“Don’t be,” I said, running my fingers over her firm rump. “I promise not to hurt you.”

“Ok,” she said, her voice small. “I have a toy… I use sometimes.”

“Get it,” I said, loving the eager grin that peeked onto her lips.

The toy turned out to be a small vibrator. Nancy shivered in anticipation when I coated the vibrating tip in lube, but found another grin when I directed her to suck my cock hard. The MILF loved taking my dick into her mouth and mentioned she would have been happy sucking away all night. I made a note to test her one of these evenings, but I had other plans for now.

As Nancy sucked my dick hard, I rubbed the vibrating tip around her tight opening until it softened up. The MILF might have been nervous, but her pussy wept with her juices and when I slipped the vibrator into her, I thought she came a little. It didn’t take long for her to get my dick stiff and slick, but I kept at her ass for another couple of minutes until I felt her shivering with desire.

I wanted to take her on all fours, hard and fast, but she was so tight I worried about hurting her. Instead, I pulled her alongside me and rolled her onto her side. Laying behind her, I pressed against the MILF’s back and slipped my lubed dick between her plump cheeks.

“Oh god!” she cried and blushed when I let out a laugh.

“I have done nothing yet.”

“I know… it was cold,” she bit her bottom lip, and tensed when I moved closer.

Drawing her face back, I kissed her softly, running my hands down the front of her body. Nancy relaxed slowly under my touch, but it wasn’t what finally relaxed her enough for me to slide into her ass.

“Tell me about your sister… and Fiona’s friend.”

“You love these stories,” I grinned.

“I do,” Nancy breathed, smiling a little as she stared into my eyes. “I love the thought of your big dick taming those sexy little girls… Even your sister wanted you!”

“I knew she wanted me because she snuck into my room one night and took it from me,” I purred into her ears.

As I talked about Bonnie coming to me in the darkness, and my plans for opening my shy sister up to the wonders of intimacy, I felt Nancy begin to relax. Her hand slipped between her legs, and I heard wet movement as she touched herself, breath hissing through her lips as I described finding Bonnie blindfolded and tied to her own bed with Victoria at my side.

“Describe them,” Nancy moaned as she unconsciously pushed her ass back against my dick.

Freezing in place, I described Victoria again in whispers, detailing the coeds’ tight little body. Nancy kept pushing against me, her breath coming in desperate gasps as I felt her body trembling closer to orgasm. When I described fucking the blonde on top of my sister, Nancy gasped in pleasure, body convulsing and muscles locking up. Then something incredible happened.

As she released a held breath, the MILF’s entire body relaxed and with a sigh, she accepted my dick into her ass. Nancy didn’t stop with just the head inside her, eyelids fluttering and breath hissing in, she took its entire length within herself. Ass pressed against my hips. She held herself there as I adjusted to the heavenly feeling.

“Thisss… isn’t bad… Ohh,” I gripped her hips, pulling out slowly, and she let out a long moan. “You’re fucking my ass… oh god, you’re really in my ass, baby! I can…. Nghhh! Feel every fucking inch!”

“You’re so tight,” I groaned.

“Does it feel good, baby?” She asked, and I was surprised to see she barely cared what my response was as I pushed forward and pulled her back against me.

The woman was so thoroughly lost in a sea of pleasure by the time I drove into her ass the second time; she didn’t register the response to her question. That was perfect to me, because I had felt nothing as tight as her ass since I was inside Laura’s tiny pussy.


Chapter 8




Laying on my side didn’t give me the leverage I needed in order to give Nancy the pounding she craved. Pushing up, I rolled her onto her stomach, hips thrust back as I pounded into her ass. Nancy’s wild screams were stifled by the pillows, but ever few thrusts she would pick her head up, eyes wild and mouth slack as she attempted to thank me.

“Thang yu-yu-yu! Fucking cumming!”

She didn’t seem able to control the swear words that poured from her mouth as she begged me to pound her ass. Imploring me to fill her ass with cum after she came down from one of her many highs. Each time she came, I had to back out until just the tip sat inside her, or risk having my dick torn off. That delayed my own orgasm, but when it finally came, I felt the ground trembling beneath me, and the world seemed to shake as I gripped Nancy’s plump ass.

“Cumming!” I growled, and the MILF pulled my head down, fingers sliding through my sweat-slick hair and her lips found mine, fiery tongue driving into my mouth as I began pumping cum into her bowels.

“Oh, my god!” Nancy hissed.

Her eyes flashed wide when I flooded her ass, and I felt her tremble again, but I was too far gone to pay attention as Nancy came again. All I could focus on was the wonderful sensation and wicked thought that she was my boss.

The sheets were a mess, and so were we. I helped her out of bed, and she led me into her lavish bathroom on shaky legs. Instead of a tub, she has a spa big enough for four. Normally she’d spend her evening watching reality TV while taking hour long baths, but this night she filled it with bubbles and pulled me in with her.

We spent several hours in the hot, soapy waters, touching, caressing, teasing, and playing. I took her bent over, and she rode me twice, but the best for me was when she took my stiffness between her massive breasts and let me fuck them and the tight ring of her lips. She even teased the tip with her tongue and eagerly swallowed every drop of cum when I exploded.

Nancy loved the hours we spend lounging in bed afterwards, talking about life. She opened about her first marriage, telling me of her husband and their failed relationship. Then about how hard life was for a single woman. She opened up about her hopes for the future, and I told her about my plans for college and afterwards.

Past midnight, when she sensed we were nearing the end of our night together, Nancy kissed her way down my body and told me she wanted to thank me for being such an understanding lover. The busty MILF spent a long time sucking my dick. Whenever I neared an orgasm, she would back off, edging me until I exploded all over her face and tits.

I was exhausted by the time I called for an UBER, and I promised Nancy this wouldn’t be our last night together. Leaving the woman on her porch, waving after me with tears in her eyes, I climbed into the backseat and passed out before it went two miles. The car pulled to a stop outside my house, and I woke with a start.

Climbing out of the car, I was surprised to see light on the eastern horizon and glanced down at my phone to see it was already 5am. I hadn’t realized that much time had passed, and I stumbled inside to find Aniston stretching in the foyer. My elder sister wore yoga pants that conformed to every perfect curve of her ass and leg, and a sports bra that did a good job of strapping down her large breasts. She blinked in surprise when I stepped in, then a crooked smile grew on her lips.

“Your boss kept you late?” She smirked when I blanched and broke out in a quiet laugh. “Mom told me about your boss’s crush…” she plucked at my hair, which must have been a sight to see. “I take it you showed her the time of her life?”

“Don’t tease me,” I growled. The pleasure I’d felt when I saw Aniston dissipated before her amused smile.

“Jake!” she snagged my wrist when I tried to storm past her. The feel of her skin on mine sent a lightning bolt of shock through me, and I stopped with a grimace. “I’m not teasing. Serious.”

“Sure, whatever. And I suppose you think it’s cool I slept with a woman old enough to be a teacher-.”

“Yes,” she said with an amused chuckle and a shake of her head. “I do… What’s gotten into you?”

“I guess I’m just tired,” I said, then frowned at Aniston’s relaxed manner and wondered the same thing as her. “What’s going on with you? You’re never this nice to me.”

“Not in your hearing,” she winked. “Can’t let that head of yours get too fat.”

I didn’t smile when she did and kept my gaze firm. Oddly, that brought a faint blush to Aniston. The smallest spots of color appearing on the pale perfection of her cheeks, and she drew closer to me, her grip on my wrist shifting so that I almost held her in my arms.

“You’ve grown since graduation, Jake.” My heart swelled when she smiled up at me, and I realized I was taller than Aniston now. “It’s a change that’s been long overdue, but one I didn’t think would come for a couple years… I’m proud of you, baby brother. And I’m not surprised one bit.”

“You’re confusing,” I frowned.

In answer, Aniston threw her head back and laughed. She laughed so easily and full throated I couldn’t help being drawn into it. When she caught me chuckling along with her, she reached up and brushed a light fingertip against the tip of my nose. We found ourselves staring into one another’s eyes for drawn our seconds, tension building, towards what I couldn’t say but my heart was racing, and I saw Aniston’s pupils swell as her lips parted.

“My friends are upstairs,” she blurted, breaking the spell of the moment.

We both realized her body was practically pressed against mine and leapt back from each other. Her heels caught on the step, and I snagged her hand before she could fall on her ass. Again, that shock of charge passed through me, and I thought it went through Aniston as well because of the way she looked up.

“Remember when we rented a kayak at the lake?” Aniston asked, the question throwing at me, but I nodded.

It had been that first summer before Aniston started at her new school. She hadn’t been ‘miss popular’ yet the two of us had bonded over an afternoon paddling around the lake. We had found a hidden cove and spent an hour laying in the sun, opening up to one another. How could I forget a day like that?

“I told mom we’re going to rent one today, you and me.” There was hesitation in her eyes, almost unsureness, but I knew that couldn’t be the case with my confident sister. “She and Bonnie can entertain Vic and Laura.”

“They’re here?” I asked and would have taken it back the moment it passed my lips, but Aniston surprised me again by laughing lightly.

“Sleeping upstairs.” She smiled and offered me a flirty wink. “But don’t get any ideas. I made them promise not to touch you until I’m done.”

My mouth went dry, jaw hanging open, and she laughed again and swept around and out of the house. I watched her slender legs flash beneath her and that perfect ass bounce down the street and tried to puzzle out if she was joking or not.

I would’ve been certain it was all a joke at my expense, except Aniston had been nervous. And my sister never got nervous unless she really, really wanted something. The last time I could remember was when the new smart phone was released a couple years ago. That was the only other time I’d seen the corners of her eyes tight with worry.

When I got out of the shower, mom was up, humming happily to herself as she fixed breakfast for a small army. Victoria and Laura stayed in bed til late, but Bonnie and I ate together while Aniston got ready. She told me all about her role and how exciting the rehearsals had been.

“There might be a couple girls in my class who want the same kind of help I got,” Bonnie said, when she finished telling me about how well it went.

“We’ll have to see about that,” Aniston said, sweeping into the kitchen and snagging a plate off the counter. Laura and Victoria trailed my sister like two puppies, both flashing me bright grins and little waves before following Aniston to the dining room table.

I thought Aniston was joking, but Bonnie blushed and ducked her head in agreement with her sister. When I caught her eyes, she shrugged and slipped out of her seat, eager to escape, but Victoria caught her on the way out, snagging her wrist and whispering so Aniston couldn’t hear. I happened to be closer and picked up what the lithe blonde said.

“Today’s the day, so give her some space, ok? She still wants you there tonight, for the ‘you know what’.”

“She has a funny way of showing it,” Bonnie sniffed.

“Everything will be better after today, you’ll see.” Bonnie seemed to agree. Then the pair caught me eavesdropping and twin sets of hard stares settled on me until I dropped off my dirty dishes and left.

The house was a flurry of activity as everyone got ready for the lake. Mom made sandwiches and packed drinks in an ice chest, while Aniston and her friends did who knew what in their room. Aniston and her friends didn’t leave it until we were ready to go and mom sent me into fetch them. I didn’t get a chance to knock before it swung open, and my eldest sister waltzed out. Her friends followed, both in tiny, string bikinis that should have captured my interest, but I only had eyes for Aniston.


Chapter 9




Golden and gorgeous, my sister had outdone herself for our adventure. Her hair was brushed out and flowed like liquid across her shoulders. Thick, shimmering locks with just a hint of curl that framed a face too beautiful for the screen, too poised for common society. She’d done something with her eyes that made the pale blue pop more than usual and her lips weren’t clad in their customary red. Instead, they were the palest pink, almost white, and I realized she wasn’t wearing any lipstick, that her natural lip color was prettier than any lipstick she could have worn.

“Cat got your tongue, little brother?” Aniston asked, turning back to look at me at the end of the hall. The thin, white linen shawl she wore swept away from her body, outlining it, and I swallowed hard and forced my eyes away from it, or risk making myself look more the fool.

A quip surfaced, and I was about to deliver it when I met those pale blue eyes and saw that hint of vulnerability. It hadn’t left, and had in fact grown, but she struggled mightily to hide it.

“I was just thinking,” I said, feeling the smile play along my lips as Aniston’s eyes tightened in expectation of some cutting comment. “That you are, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman on this earth and I don’t think I’ve ever told you that… to your face.”

I grimaced at my lame finish, but the beatific grin spreading across Aniston’s face made up for it. She drew in a deep breath, and nodded her head, once. I thought she might say something in response, but she turned and headed out, white linen billowing around her.

“Nice one,” Victoria whispered as she passed me, offering me a wink of approval.

Laura paused when Victoria followed Aniston out and threw me a wink, “Just promise not to forget about me, ok?”

“How could I ever?” I asked, unsure what Laura was talking about, but unwilling to question her when the girls were watching.

“Is everyone ready?” Mom asked as she came downstairs.

“Aniston and her friends are in the car alrea… Jesus, mom,” I blinked, swallowing hard when I took her in.

Mom typically wore a single piece bathing suit to the lake. She didn’t like all the attention she received when she wore a bikini, but she must not have minded today, because she wore a string bikini that left little to the imagination. The tiny bottoms conformed to her bare sex, and I could see her lips clearly defined, while her massive breasts swayed within the confines of the tight top.

“What?” she asked with a twinkle in her eyes, as she pulled a linen shawl around her shoulders, twin to the one Aniston wore.

“You look incredible.”

“Thank you, honey,” she said, pausing as she moved past me to cup my cheek with one hand and I thought she might pull me into a kiss, right there in the foyer but she pulled back at the last moment with a wistful sigh. “I wanted to look good for you.”

She blushed as I led her down to the car, and I felt eyes boring into me. When I glanced up, I caught Aniston watching me with a curiously fixed expression, her breath coming heavily. When she saw me watching, she turned away as if nothing had been going on and started talking with Laura and Victoria.

I climbed into the driver's seat, while mom acted as DJ. The girls talked about school and drama going on in their sorority house. Mom eavesdropped while trying not to appear to. She’d always been interested in Aniston’s life, but typically didn’t get much information. The trip to the lake was a gold mine for her, while I could care less about who wasn’t doing their dishes or couldn’t pick up wet clothes in the bathroom.

While I drove through the countryside and made my way up into the foothills, I let my mind wander. It kept coming back to my major problem and my eyes would stray to the rearview mirror and I’d find myself staring at my gorgeous sister. I couldn’t be sure, but she didn’t look fully engaged in their conversation, like something was on her mind and each time our eyes met in the mirror, I’d catch another blush suffusing her cheeks, which wasn’t like her at all.

Soon enough, the windy road held my attention, and I didn’t have time to worry. It’s an hour's drive to the lake, but I made it in 50 minutes without traffic. The resort was busy when we pulled in and found a parking spot, but most were boaters, and we found the beach mostly empty.

I helped mom set up the sunshade and lay out the blankets, while Aniston and her friends laid out their towels and ran down to the water to cool off. When Victoria and Laura dropped their long shirts, revealing the white and blue bikinis they wore, respectively, I noticed several heads turn and give appreciative glances their way.

Then Aniston let her linen shawl slip down her arms and pool around her feet and the world came to a stop. Conversations stilled, women turned to stare with envy and awe, and I even saw one married man trip over the back of his wife’s heels and face planted into the dirt. The woman barely glanced at the man who bled from a busted nose, so intent on Aniston was she.

I managed to keep my shit together better than the rest, but I’d already confronted the phenomena that is my eldest sister in a bikini. The red material stood out against her pale skin, cutting into the smooth flesh ever so slightly at hips and bust. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her firm little ass as it swayed back and forth, and even though I could feel my mom’s amused smirk as she took the towel from my hands to lie out, I couldn’t look away.

The girls waded into the water, chatting easily, and dipped below the surface. When they came up, each swept their hair back, water cascading off their bodies, and I was surprised to find them all facing me, eagerly watching my reaction to the sexy scene. It was Laura’s giggle that alerted me, and I glanced down in alarm to find my trunks tented away from my body to an obscene degree. Several people had noticed, and I was getting my own stares.

“Jake,” mom said, her voice with a hint of warning in it. “Why don’t you lay down with me…” She glanced to the side where a woman and her daughter were staring at me. “I think you might be too much for some of them.”

Feeling my cheeks heat, I started to lower myself then stopped when Aniston rose out of the water and stalked over. There was an annoyed expression on her face as mom kept motioning me down.

“Oh, stop it, mom,” Aniston said with an exasperated sigh. “If they want to stare, let them.”

She looked around as she said it and miraculously, every head was turned away, busy with their own tasks. The girls climbed out of the water and lay beside Aniston, sunbathing, while I pulled out a book. Things went back to normal after that and I only noticed the odd glance our way from the other beachgoers. Ten minutes after they’d lain down, I started to feel the heat and pulled off my shirt and headed down to the water.

When I dipped my head under and rose, cool and refreshed, I felt eyes boring into back. Turning, I found not only Mom and Aniston’s friends watching me with avarice and heat in their eyes, but in my sister’s as well. Until she ducked her head down and buried her face in her book.

The other mom’s and girls’ attention was flattering and would have made my weday any other time. But my attention was riveted upon Aniston as I climbed free of the water and approached our spot. She must have felt my eyes upon her because she looked up as I drew close and that fragile emotion was there again, quickly suppressed behind a plastic smile.

“Don’t track mud onto the blankets,” she said, pulling back as I dripped onto her towel, “Hey, Jake!”

“Come on,” I said, grabbing her hand and hauling her to her feet. The book flopped to the ground as, once again, that bolt of charge passed through me when our skin made contact. “Let’s rent that kayak before it gets too hot out.”

I thought she might protest. Aniston lets no one push her into doing anything, but she didn’t even frown. Keeping her hand in mine, she offered Laura and Victoria a little wave.

“Keep my mom out of trouble, you two.”

“Don’t have too much fun,” Laura grinned.

“Remember, sound travels over water!” Victoria cackled, and I was shocked to see Aniston’s cheeks turn a pale shade of pink as she turned her back on her friends.

“This is weird,” Aniston said, and I was pretty sure she wasn’t talking about renting a paddle boat.

“What is?” I asked, feigning ignorance, and hoping she would say more, but she frowned up at me, wide-set lips pressing into a line.

“Don’t tell me you’re that oblivious, Jake,” she said, giving me one of her frowns of disapproval.

“Being oblivious is one thing and understanding is something else.”

Her frown faltered, and she broke out into a grin, “I guess I can be a little hard to understand sometimes.”

“You could say that again,” I laughed.

“I bet you wish I was easier to read, like Laura or Fiona. She’s never had trouble landing a man.”

“Is that what this is?” I asked, feeling my heart quicken and nerves come alive as we drew closer to the heart of things.

We were at the rental shop, and Aniston held her tongue before the counter. Her pale blue eyes danced with amusement as I picked out a kayak and got life jackets for us. The man behind the counter took twice as long because he couldn’t stop staring at my sister in her bikini, but eventually we were outfitted and heading to the water.

“Remember the first time we did this?” Aniston asked.

“You were terrified of looking stupid,” I said, remembering with a laugh. “You wouldn’t paddle because you might be doing it wrong. Ended up flipping us when we hit the current.”

“I was such a little bitch,” Aniston snorted with laughter. “And you were such a dweeb, remember the dry bag and our lunch?”

I winced in memory and again when Aniston barked a laugh. I’d been insistent that everything had to go in the dry bag, even our water bottles. After flipping the kayak and hitting some rocks on the shore, the water bottles had broken open, soaking out lunches.

“I wonder if we can make it all the way up to the falls now that we’re stronger,” I mused as we pushed the kayak into the water.

“We aren’t going to the falls,” Aniston said, and I couldn’t see her face as she moved up to the bow of the boat, but I thought I detected something in her voice, some added emotion or excitement that awoke my nervousness. “I thought we could go to the Rock. I’ve… never been out there… you?”

“Never.”
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The Rock was a famous make out spot on the lake. Tucked deep in a cove and hidden behind hills, it was a secluded swimming hole that only the locals knew about, and few enough of them. With a small sandy beach and rock overhang, it was the perfect place to spend a romantic afternoon.

I was pulling on my vest and settling the paddle into position when Victoria came running up with a bag. She flashed me a grin and a wave, then dropped the bag into Aniston’s lap.

“Your mom made a picnic lunch for you two,” she said by way of explanation. “Have fun!”

“Tell her thank you,” Aniston said, with more emotion than I remember in her voice, and Victoria’s smile softened when she gripped her friends’ hand.

“Remember, margaritas and tacos when we get back to your house!” The lithe blonde threw me a final wink and then was gone, her slender legs flashing in the sun as she ran across the beach.

“You have strange friends,” I said, pushing the kayak away from the shore with the paddle.

“You should know,” Aniston said, turning with a smirk. “How many times have you slept with Victoria, now?”

A man walking across the dock overheard Aniston and nearly tripped into the water when he stared after Victoria’s pert rear running away. With anyone else, even Bonnie or my mom, I might have felt anxious or uncomfortable to be talking about this, but with Aniston it felt easy.

“Three times, I think,” I said, then felt a wry smile find it was way onto my lips as I started paddling. “But you arranged at least two of them.”

“Now, why would I do that?”

“I’ve been trying to puzzle that out for a week,” I said.

“Better save your breath, we have a long paddle to the Rock,” Aniston said, turning and flashing me an amused grin.

The minx wasn’t going to make it that easy for me, and I paddled harder than I ever had before as we cruised along the shoreline. Aniston was no slouch with the paddle, either. My sister might look like a beauty queen, but she’d an athlete and stronger mentally than people give her credit for. The first mile of our paddle was easy, but the second was against the wind as we made our way up the narrow inlet and we both worked up a heavy sweat before spying the large black stone.

“That was farther than I remember,” she said, while catching her breath.

“The wind kicked our asses,” I said, resting my paddle as the boat cruised into the sandy shore.

I was pleased to see the place was still a hidden gem. Power boats zipped past on the lake outside the inlet, but there wasn’t a soul around to watch as we beached the boat and climbed free. Aniston shaded her eyes and peered around the small beach, spying the little shelf we’d sat beneath as kids.

“Our spot’s still here.” she looked so beautiful and carefree when she turned back to me, hair curling around her shoulders and skin flush from our exertion. “What are you… mhmm!”

Her words trailed off when I stepped forward and swept her into my arms. The world came to a standstill when her soft lips met mine and that bolt of electricity shot all the way to my core, leaving me breathless when I pulled back. We stared into one another’s eyes and I saw the same shock in her that filled me.

“You’ve become bold, little brother…” Aniston breathed. Then she nipped at my lips and pressed herself against me. “I love it!”

I crushed her against me, wanting to touch every inch of her body and hating that I only had two hands to do it. Inhibitions were gone, as I reached down and gripped her ass and pulled her against my hardness, and the shuddering sigh that left Aniston’s throat almost had me tearing off her swimsuit.

“Wait,” I said, breaking our kiss and pulling back. “I need to know this isn’t just some game for you.”

“Shouldn’t I be the one worried about that?” She asked with a raised eyebrow, turning, and drawing me with her up the short beach and taking the bag mom had packed with her. “After all, you’re the one who’s been sleeping with everyone.”

My cheeks heated and Aniston chuckled softly, then pulled out a beach towel from the bag and laid it out. Removing her lifejacket, she tossed it onto the sand and turned to face me. Smiling that crooked little smile of hers, she sank onto the towel and lay back, lounging with one hand above her head and the other down on her thigh. It was a model’s pose and my mouth dried as she twisted ever so slightly, highlighting the narrowness of her waist and smoothness of her belly in relation to her massive breasts.

“Have you lost that boldness I love so much, little brother?”

“I don’t think you can call me little anymore,” I said, crossing my arms while remaining standing. “And you didn’t answer my question.”

I let my brows furrow and let her see that I wouldn’t be budged or played with. Aniston smiled and patted the blanket beside herself, shifting over.

“Do you know how many men have tried to date me, Jake?” She asked as I settled into place beside her, careful to keep an inch of space between us, or risk falling into the trap of her soft skin and firm curves that called to me.

When I shrugged, she went on, “Neither do I. but it’s been thousands at least… and you know what they all have in common? They only wanted me for this.” she swept a hand down her body. “To make a conquest and move on. Or to stay and stake a claim so other men couldn’t have me… There have been a few who seemed to care, but none of them really knew me. None of them took the time to see past my facade or had the stones to stand up to me…” her voice fell into nearly a whisper as she went on. “And none of them were wanted by everyone in my life… None of them were a conquest.”

“Is that important to you?”

“It shouldn’t be,” she looked away, across the short strip of water and into the dense trees covering the hills. “But it is…”

Her shoulders shook, and I was surprised at the emotion, but I didn’t reach out to comfort her. Instead, I let her work through it in her own time and when she picked up her head; I saw the bulk had passed and her eyes were clear.

“I’ve come to terms with my… fetishes,” she said.

“Which is… what, exactly?”

“You’re going to make me spell it out for you?” She asked with exasperation and amusement warring together on her face. When I said nothing and waited expectantly with my eyebrow raised, the amusement won out and she chuckled. I caught a hint of blush suffusing her cheeks, but she pushed through the embarrassment and began speaking.

“It wouldn’t be strange if I were a man,” she sniffed. “Then it would be acceptable, even lauded. But I realized at a young age that my… desires weren’t the same as other women. I’ve never needed a man to be faithful to me, to know he loves me,” she gave me a little shrug. “I’m the opposite of jealous in that way. Most women want their men to be desirous, but only to the point of envy, not avarice.”

When I frowned, she explained.

“If a woman really wants to steal another woman’s man, she can.” She shrugged again. “Then best men can be weak and simple at times. It’s not your fault, it’s your biology. Give a man a willing hole, and they’ll stray at the drop of a hat. I’m… different.”

“And that’s why you set me up with your friends?”

“I didn’t plan it.” She blushed when I raised an eyebrow and grinned. “Ok, I might have planted a few seeds. But I didn’t think you’d take them both! That was impressive.”

“You’re strange,” I shook my head, then froze in place when Aniston’s hand rested on my chest.

“I watched it, you know.” her pale blue eyes burned with intensity and the world faded as I stared into them. “Ever second of it. And I’ve never… orgasmed harder, in my life.”

“And mom? Nancy?”

Aniston shivered in pleasure when I brought the older women up, and my cock throbbed when I saw small, hard points forming against her red bikini.

“You can fuck any MILF you want when we’re together,” she purred, knees pressing together. “You just have to promise to give me every detail.”

“Are we not together yet?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. The arm I rested on shifted and I raised the hand, tugging free the string in the center of her back and loved her indrawn gasp of air that made the freed material sway away from her sloping breasts.

“What would they say?” Her voice was soft as silk as she pulled me close, her gentle fingers playing across my stomach and hip.

“As if we would care,” I grinned, and Aniston let out a delighted sigh when I rolled her onto her back, trapping her beneath me.

“I’ve waited so long for this,” she breathed, eyes soft with emotion as her fingers trailed down my cheek and across my lips. “You have no idea.”

“I’m beginning to,” I said, and then her lips were against mine and the world faded once more.
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All I could focus on were the points where our bodies were joined. Lips softly kissing, shy tongues darting, and hands slowly exploring one another, I wanted to savor this moment and sensed Aniston did too.

Kissing my way down her slender neck, I felt her fingers plucking at the tie to my trunks, eager to get at the prize within, while I was intent on one thing. Lifting the untied bikini top, I tugged it aside and stared in awe at her perfect breasts. Massive and firm, they stood out from her chest, capped in silvery-pink areolas. Her nipples were small and inverted, but firmed up under the brush of a thumb.

“You’re gorgeous,” I breathed, seeing a small smile form on my sister’s lips when she watched me staring at her nakedness.

She preened under me, then her hand slipped into my shorts and her eyes widened as it slid down my length. They continued to widen until she got to the tip, and with a quick motion, tugged off my shorts. Grinning, I buried my face in her breasts, as her fingers played along the length of my dick.

“You’re perfect, Jake,” Aniston breathed, then let out an adorable whimper of pleasure when I took a firm little nipple into my mouth and sucked hard. “I need you in me, baby… I need it, so bad!”

I wanted to taste her, to feel her cumming from my touch, and I wanted her to do the same to me, but our desire was too great. Both of us started with slow, gentle touches, but they grew more heated every second, until her words broke the dam within me, and I tore her bikini bottoms free.

A brief glimpse of Aniston’s bald pussy, with its tight lips, was all I saw before she pulled me within her. Long slender legs curled around my legs, and surprisingly strong arms gripped me tight as I gazed down into my sisters’ pale blue eyes.

We stared at one another, emotions and sensations naked on our faces as her tightness parted around me. Even Laura’s tight pussy couldn’t compare to Aniston’s, and I had a second of fear this might be her first time, but she showed no signs of pain. Just the opposite, in fact.

Working my dick into her with tiny thrusts, each a little deeper than the last, I watched her face shift from awed and loving too shocked and euphoric. Aniston’s nails dug into my shoulders, and she pulled me close, breath hissing in my ears as she came, hard. The grip of her tightness held me in place, but the rush of fluids afterwards let me push forward to the hilt in one go.

“YESSS!”

Aniston screamed when I filled her, and I heard my own growl of pleasure escape me. Then I was fucking my sister’s perfect body with a will. One hand gripped her firm ass, and the other the back of her neck, holding her in place. I didn’t know where to look, though. Every inch of Aniston offered another vista of glorious beauty. Her face was twisted in pleasure, eyes full of love as she watched me fucking her, encouraging me with quick comments and heated kisses. While her massive breasts swayed between us, and when I lifted myself slightly on the grass, I could watch their perfect motion.

Then I drove to the hilt, not really thinking, and felt something bump the tip of my cock. Aniston’s eyes flew wide, and a silent scream escaped her lips as her body locked up beneath me. I recognized the reaction and rode it out, or tried to.

“I’m…” I growled, unable to finish the statement as the pleasure rushed up inside me.

“I want to… need to feel it!” Her ankles locked behind my ass, and she pulled me deep, hot breath, mixing with mine as her arms pulled my face down to hers. “Oh god… I’m… I’m cumming… with you!”

My rhythm was gone, but I staved off my explosion for several long seconds until I felt Aniston’s body convulse in orgasm. Then I could hold my own off no longer. The world went white as pleasure raced from my fingertips and toes throughout my whole body. Aniston’s eyes flashed wide, and her mouth parted into an ‘O’ as a moan escaped her.

We rolled to the side, sweat slick and dusted in sand from the wind, but neither of us noticed the grit. We couldn’t stop kissing and touching one another. My dick was slick with our combined juices, but Aniston didn’t seem to notice, slipping her fingers around it’s the moment it left her.

“I want you again,” she purred, biting her bottom lip as she slid down my chest.

When she at the waist, I got an incredible view of her hanging breasts, narrow waist, and flaring hips, then I realized what she was doing, and the hairs rose on the backs of my arms. Licking her lips nervously, she angled my slowly deflating dick towards her mouth with one hand and planted a passionate kiss to the tip.

“Jesus!” I hissed, not sure if it was the sensation or the sight that I reacted to.

It was clear that my sister wasn’t experienced with giving a blowjob. The first time she sucked me into her mouth, her teeth scraped the head and she blinked in apology when I winced. What she lacked in experience, she more than made up for in passion.

Aniston stared at my dick as if it were a religious item. Awe and passion warring together as she ran light fingers up its length, while her tongue found every place that made me shiver. In moments I was stiff as steel again and she did her darndest to take it all down. Working in small bits, I felt the hardness of her throat relax and my sister’s eyes widened in pleasure as she slid down to the base.

“Nghhh!” I was locked in place by pleasure as her throat milked my cock.

Then she pulled back, trailing slick saliva as she came up my dick. Watching Aniston deep throat my cock, I couldn’t resist reaching down to cup and play with her perfect tits. That distracted her, and soon I saw her hips rolling with need. Grinning, I pulled my sister’s gorgeous face off my dick.

“Whaa-?” She looked up in question. Then a purr of pleasure escaped her throat when she saw what I wanted. “Mhmm, yesss, take me, baby… make me your woman!”

Grinning, I pressed her face down into the towel as I pulled her wide hips back into me. Lining my dick up with her bare lips, I sank to the hilt in her wetness with a single hard thrust. Aniston only thought she was ready for what I had planned, and I saw her smile of satisfaction widen into shock when I hit her special button again.

“Fuuuucckk!” she hissed, pussy writhing around my dick as a powerful orgasm rushed through her body.

Limbs going slack. My sexy sister was a rag doll as I fucked her with powerful strokes. Her whimpers of pleasure would have been screams but she couldn’t muster the power for it. Not with the pleasure exploding within her again and again. For my part, I was barely aware of the heavenly sight beneath me. Aniston’s tight pussy had me fighting my eruption from moments into the wild session.

When I could take no more, I pushed Aniston beneath me, pressing her down against the sand floor as one hand gripped her sweat slick thigh and the other gripped a perfect tit. She twisted in my grip, eyes flashing wide when she felt my seed flooding into her womb, and a beatific grin spread on her face before our lips met.

I don’t know how long we lay under the sun, in that tranquil little inlet. Long enough to get sunburn where it normally doesn’t shine, and for Aniston and I to enjoy another session of love-making. This time, slow and gentle. Taking our time to touch and caress while we were joined.

The electric feeling returned during that session, and never left while we paddled back to the beach. I was on cloud nine when we dropped off the kayak and found mom and the girls eating a late lunch. Any worries I had that our interlude was a onetime incident was relieved when I sat down to eat and Aniston plopped down beside me and stole a bite of my deli sandwich.

I opened my mouth in objection and she grinned, then kissed me, stealing the words from my lips. When I looked around, I saw Victoria and Laura smiling approvingly at their friend, but it was mom’s that surprised me the most. She beamed at the two of us and brushed a stray tear away from her eyes. When Aniston noticed her mom’s reaction, she pulled her into a fierce hug and whispered something to her. I couldn’t overhear it but mom nodded and blushed a furious shade of red, and she grew an eager little smile whenever she looked over at me that set my heart beating.

We all went swimming after lunch, and I felt sorry for the husbands and fathers along the beach. I could feel their envious gazes following me as I cavorted in the water with the girls and mom. Aniston’s hands were never off me, nor me off her, but it was her friends who drew the most attention as they tested how much latitude Aniston would allow them.

From what I could tell, it was endless, because both Victoria and Laura pawed at me outrageously underwater, in unobstructed view of my sister’s ever-watchful eyes. All it ever earned them was an appreciative nod, and once a smile of approval when Victoria rubbed herself off on my thigh, to the shock of our mother.


Chapter 12




The car ride home was a quiet one after that. With mom’s eyes locked on the rearview mirror too often for my comfort, while I sat in the backseat with the girls.

“Did you tell him about Instagram?” Laura asked Aniston when we got onto the windy road home.

“No,” Aniston said, frowning at her friend. “I was going to keep it secret and surprise him later.”

“Sorry,” Laura said, ducking her head, but Aniston didn’t seem to mind when she began explaining excitedly.

“I took your advice, Jake and made a new account.”

“Tell him how many followers you got in one day!” Victoria enthused.

“It’s only been up for two days,” Aniston beamed, “But I’ve got over 50k followers already.”

“That’s insane,” I said. “Let me see what you’re posting?”

She told me the Insta handle, and I found the account. She wasn’t lying. In fact, there were 70k followers when I found her account. There were no glamor shots of Aniston, just two posts of highlights from the NBA playoffs. You couldn’t even see Aniston in the first video, which had 40k likes, just hear her voice as she broke down the game footage.

“What are you saying about it? I can’t hear,” I asked, and Aniston leaned close to see what I was watching. The smell of her hair, and the feel of her shoulder resting on mine awoke my desire once more, and I slipped a hand onto her creamy thigh.

“Chris Paul’s had full control of the offense, all play-offs, but these last two games his handle has been gone. I theorized that he hurt his hand in the third game and with his injury history, it’s unlikely they’ll pull out the win. But his impact is larger than a championship, with the leadership he’s brought the team, especially for their rookie center.”

I could only shake my head and smile at her facility with the game. The second video showed her face while she commented and had nearly the same number of likes as the first video. Scanning through the comments, there were plenty of men and even a fair share of women who commented on her looks or said rude comments. The most comments, other than bots, were from fans who appreciated her analysis.

“Have you thought about doing a podcast?” I asked, after watching the second video and only understanding a small percentage of it, not being an avid fan of preseason football trades.

“Now that’s a good idea!” Victoria said, bouncing in her seat excitedly. “Laura, you know sound engineering, right? And I have all the camera’s, lights and microphones to make film or record it… what?”

The three of us were staring at the peppy blonde with raised eyebrows even as my mom glanced back in the mirror.

“And what do you have all that for?” Aniston asked, and I was surprised to see her usual disapproving tone and expression was tempered, as she gripped my hand. Her edges softened, somewhat, from their previous brittle sharpness.

“I can’t say.” She blushed a dark shade of red and looked out the window, glancing back and waving at everyone when they kept staring. “Stop it!”

“Is the reason you can’t say, because you’d get kicked out of the sorority if anyone found out you were a cam model on the side?”

Victoria stiffened and we could all see Laura’s comment hit a mark.

“What’s a cam model?” Mom asked, and her puzzled frown caused the four of us to burst out laughing.

“I’ll tell you later, mom,” Aniston said, winking at Victoria, who gave her a grateful smile that proved short-lived. “We’ll have Vic demonstrate for us when we get home.”

“Oh god,” the nubile blonde breathed, but I could see the excitement burning in her eyes.

“I wish I could stick around to watch,” mom said with a frown. “But I’ll be out with Nancy. You kids have fun though.”

“We will,” Aniston said, sharing a hungry smile with Laura, who was staring at me like I was a piece of meat. “It’s going to be a night we remember the rest of our lives.”

My blood heated as I felt the three girls’ eyes on me, and I swallowed hard, hoping I had the stamina for everything the night would bring my way. I knew what Aniston wanted, after our heart to heart, and from the licked lips and heated gazes from Laura and Victoria, my guess was on the mark.

When we got home, the girls ran upstairs, saying they needed to wash off the sand and lake water, while mom got ready to head out. Starving, I ordered a pizza and lay on the couch watching SportsCenter until it arrived.

“Nancy just texted, she’s on her way,” mom said, breezing into the room in a blue dress that conformed to the contours of her body and brought me instantly awake. “I left cash on the counter for dinner. Don’t make too much noise tonight,” she winked at me, “I don’t want to have to explain anything to the neighbors.”

“Jesus, mom,” I laughed, rising to give her a hug goodbye.

She didn’t let it stay at just a hug, her lips finding mine in a passionate kiss. We had to pry ourselves out of one another’s arms, and when we did, I found my pants tented.

“Looks like you’re ready for your night,” she winked, and had the temerity not to blush, as she swept from the house, waving at Nancy as she pulled up.

The older woman leaned over as the passenger window rolled down and waved excitedly. “Are you ready? Hi, Jake!”

“Hey Nancy,” when mom slipped into the seat, I rested on the windowsill and took in the pair. “Is the book club happening at our house again this week?”

“No,” Nancy said, “but you mom’s starting a new one.”

“Oh?”

“Yes,” mom said, blushing and staring down at her hands in her lap with a secretive little smile. “Katrina and Nancy will be the only members… unless you want to join?”

“The first book is Summer of Love, a 70s book about three friends who travel together and end up falling for the same young man… It should be… informative.”

“Sounds interesting,” I said. “perhaps I’ll stop by and see what you three have… learned.”

Mom’s head came up at that, and I saw the roiling excitement suppressed just beneath the surface. I knew boldness would once again get me what I’d only dreamed of before.

Katrina was a firecracker, and I couldn’t wait to get the redhead beneath me or see what the women were capable of together. As I turned back to the house, I shelved my plans for the three MILFs. I had three incredibly sexy coed’s waiting for me, and an entire evening to enjoy them.

“He’s back!”


Chapter 13




Victoria’s breathless hiss reached me from the living room, and I made my way back there to find a vision out of heaven waiting for me. Aniston, Laura and Victoria wore matching sets of lingerie, each in a different color.

Victoria wore blue, which contrasted perfectly with her blonde hair and pale skin. While Laura wore red and my sister white. Sheer stockings covered their legs, rising to garters and the tiniest panties I’d ever seen. They arched up over the girls’ hips, leaving a large section of bare stomach before their short chemise tops started. Sheer fabric rose to lacy cups that did little to hide the girls’ nipples beneath.

They lounged on the large sectional couch, candles burning around the room, and the lights dimmed. A video fireplace flickered on the TV screen, adding to the room’s ambiance, as the sun set in the distance.

“Well… big brother,” Aniston purred. “How do you like your graduation gift?”

“Jesus Christ,” I breathed, awed by the sight before me. “You all look so gorgeous.” Victoria and Laura rose from the couch and sauntered over to me. They stepped up on their tiptoes and brushed my lips with a kiss before taking my arms and drawing me forward. “But there’s only one thing I want right now.”

“What’s that?” Aniston asked, a slight frown marring the perfection of her face.

“You.”

Victoria and Laura were left standing awkwardly when I fell upon the couch, drawing Aniston into a passionate kiss. Her nylon encased leg wrapped around my hip, then she did something with her other leg that flipped me around, so she sat astride me.

“Then you’ll have to be patient, big brother,” Aniston breathed in my ear as she pulled Victoria and Laura onto the couch to crowd my sides. “Because I want to see you coat these pretty faces in cum first.”

She leaned back on my lap, doing incredible things to her chemise encased bust. It wasn’t the perfect breasts thrust into my face that stole my attention, but Aniston as she kissed first Laura, then turned to kiss Victoria. Watching the girls’ soft lips part, my cock throbbed, hard as steel, and the three giggled when they turned and saw my expression.

“I think he liked that,” Laura said, shifting even closer to Aniston as she ran a hand across my sister’s smooth stomach and up under her chemise.

“Let’s see what else he likes,” Victoria purred, throwing me a lascivious wink as her hand joined Laura’s.

Aniston’s head fell back, and her lips parted in a sigh of delight as the two girls caressed her. Their hands slid beneath the sheer fabric of her top, cupping and caressing her breasts, while Laura’s free hand slipped under Aniston’s ass. I felt it moving and only realized what she was up to when I heard the wet sounds.

While Victoria kissed down Aniston’s long neck, her lithe body pressed against my sister, Laura’s fingers were at work. My own hands rested on the friends’ asses as they caressed Aniston. I watched in awe as they worked my sister up in a state of breathless desire that had my dick in pain as it pressed against the confines of my pants.

“There… right there!” Aniston’s faint moan escaped her throat and her body convulsed in orgasm, her ass plopping down into my lap as she fell against me, her chemise encased breasts pressing around my face. “Mmmhmm.”

Her head dipped down, lips finding mine before pulling away to make room for Laura, and then Victoria. The blonde nipping at my lips as I felt fingers fumbling free the last buttons on my pants and yanking them down.

Laura slipped onto the couch on my right side, while Victoria took the left. The girls bend over at the waist, firm asses and narrow waists on display as they helped Aniston tug free my pants. My sister slid them the last of the way off my feet, then slipped between my outstretched legs with an eager grin.

“Now this is heaven,” I breathed, as the three glanced grinned at one another before pressing fiery kisses to three sides of my dick. “Ohhhh god!”

Their grins grew as my moans increased, and they continued their ministrations. They watched one another, and me, as they worked my shaft up and down, careful to keep their movements in tandem. Licking up and down the shaft, their tongues met at the crown, and I watched in awe as the three shared a kiss before going back down.

“Jesus, that’s fucking hot,” I breathed, and Laura gave me a wink as she pulled my hand off her firm ass and slipped it under her.

I felt one massive, soft breast, kneading it and pulling on the nipple, before she pushed her wet pussy into my hand. Her faint whimper of pleasure earned her a jealous look from Victoria until I slipped my fingers into the blonde’s tight sex as well. My concentration on the two girls didn’t last long, as Aniston slipped her thick lips over the head of my cock and sucked me into her mouth and throat with a noisy slurp.

“Gluk! Gluk! Gluk!”

Victoria and Laura watched with lidded eyes and trembling lips as their sexy friend fuck my dick with her face. I could feel Laura’s pussy clench my finger as she collapsed against me in orgasm, and I stole a kiss from her before she joined my sister in worshipping my cock.

“There… right there… oh god, baby…. Yessss!”

Aniston and Laura looked up with sly grins as Victoria shook in orgasm, but the blonde didn’t let it overwhelm her. With a moan, she fell onto my dick and took it deep into her mouth, gagging when it hit her tonsils, then locking her lips around the head as she moaned in pleasure.

While Victoria’s fiery mouth sucked me hard, Aniston turned to her dark-skinned friend and pulled her into a soft kiss. Their kiss grew more heated as the sounds of their friend’s orgasm washed over them, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sexy sight. When the girls began caressing one another’s breasts, it was too much for me and I announced my impending orgasm.

“Cumming,” I growled, and gripped Victoria and Laura’s asses as the pleasure rose up in me.

Aniston and Laura broke off their kiss, pushing in next to Victoria as my dick throbbed. The first thick blast hit Laura across her wide mouth and tongue, then Victoria pulled it her way, sending a thick spurt across Aniston’s cheeks before the third landed on her own tongue. I watched with shaky breath as their tongue swirled the head, and their lips, licking down every drop of my cum.

“So much cum,” Laura breathed, her finger swiping a glob off Aniston’s breast and pulling it to her lips so she could suck it clean.

“You’re still hard,” Victoria breathed in awe, her eyes locked on my still throbbing cock.

“With you three making out before me, I’m going to stay hard all night,” I said, rising on trembling legs and pulling the girls up with me. “That was so fucking hot… Thank you,” I kissed Aniston with passion, before turning to Laura and whispering the same, before kissing her.

When I turned to Victoria to offer the same, the minx tugged me free of her friend and dragged me down to the carpet. The slender blonde was desperate, her hands all over me as she tried to trap me between her legs. I felt two hands on my dick, as her hot lips kissed down my neck, then I was inside her tightness.

Holding myself up by my hands, I pounded down into the tiny blonde with slow, hard thrusts. Weight pressed against my side, and I turned my head to find Laura on her back beside Victoria. The Latina’s face was twisted, almost in pain, and then I spied my sister’s head between her creamy thighs.

Laura’s moans joined Victoria’s cries of ecstasy, as I lost myself in the tiny blonde’s embrace. Dimly aware of what was happening right beside me, Victoria’s little hands pulled my face to hers, and her tongue was soon warring with mine. One hand cupped her firm little ass, while the other held me in place as our bodies slapped together.

Victoria couldn’t take my determined fucking for long and came minutes after I began with a screaming orgasm that left red tracks down my back from her nails. Body coated in a thin sheen of sweat, Victoria couldn’t take anymore pleasure and rolled free of her to be pressed beneath Laura.

The busty Latina was drenched and already on the verge of cumming when she threw a leg over my hips and sank onto my cock. Unlike her blonde friend, Laura could cum multiple times, which I got to witness as she rode me. Victoria lay between Aniston’s legs, her back to my sister as the pair watched their friend and me.

Laura rode me like a goddess, wide hips rolling, and heavy breasts swaying as she ground up and down the length of me. Whenever she fell, and my dick filled her pussy to the brim, her eyelids would flutter and she’d breath in through clenched teeth with a hiss. I ran my hands up her smooth thighs, gripping her narrow waist and caressing her soft breasts.

Laura came for the third time and her legs gave out, and she collapsed atop me. Grabbing her big, soft ass, I began fucking up into her with a will, feeling my orgasm approach.

“Fuck me baby, hard… cumming… again… oh fuck, Jake, you’re so fucking big, baby! YES!”

Back arching, Laura came again on my dick, and that was the final straw. With a grunt of pleasure, I flooded her tightness with cum and heard Laura let out one last gasp before she collapsed atop me.


Chapter 14




We rolled onto our sides, and I pulled Aniston and Victoria down onto the rug, kissing both as I pulled the women beneath me. Aniston had other ideas though as she pushed my sweat slick hair back.

“Let’s get you washed off,” she said. “You’re a mess.”

“I don’t think we’ll all fit in the shower,” I laughed.

“No, but we’ll fit in the hot tub,” Victoria purred before sharing a conspiratorial smile with Laura.

“Come on,” Aniston said, rising with the girls and pulling me to my feet. “You’re not getting lazy on me, are you? I’ve men get like that after… Hey, cut it out. Not my butt, ohhh… Mhmmm!”

Laura and Victoria hopped into the spa, giggling as they watched me stop my sister at its edge. Aniston’s naked body, walking before me, massive breasts swinging and hips swaying, had been too much. Even after two powerful orgasms, she had my dick twitching and the fire back in my belly. I couldn’t resist putting my hands on her, and within moments she was bent over before me, knees on the concrete and hands gripping the spa’s edge.

Steam curled around Aniston’s head, framing her face when she turned back and gazed up at me. I sank my fingers into her thick hair, taking a firm grip near the base as I pushed forward. The look of euphoria on my sister’s gorgeous face would have made me cum, if this had been earlier. As it was, I had to focus to keep the pleasurable sensations she was giving me from taking over.

“They can’t keep their eyes off us,” I breathed into her ear, after pulling her back so her torso curved up to me.

“Nghh!” Aniston moaned, tongue pressed to the roof of her mouth as she stared deep into my eyes.

I knew what she needed. What she craved.

More than with Bonnie, I now knew Aniston inside and out, after our heart to heart on the beach. My older sister craves a very specific kind of attention, and a lot of it. She had it in spades, as Victoria and Laura watched me take her there in the backyard, beside the hot tub.

The girls were in awe as I hit Aniston’s special place, causing her to cry out and tremble in my arms like a leaf. When they saw her expression, and knew she was cumming again and again, they cling to one another, unable to keep from touching themselves as they watched me fuck the golden-haired goddess.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I growled in her ear. “This is for all the fantasies I endured… dreaming about you… for years!”

“YESS!” Aniston’s body was arched like a bow, large breasts standing firm on her chest and torso elongated. Her eyes were rolled back into her head, lashes fluttering as her pussy milked my dick. “Cum in me, Jake… Fuck me, baby… ohhh! God! YESS!”

I wanted to coat her gorgeous face again, but there would be plenty of time for that later, and she felt too damn good to pull out. Arms gripping her tightly against me, I clutched her tight as my dick flooded her womb. A beatific smile spread across Aniston’s face, and her eyes flashed open, focusing on a distant point for a frozen moment before she sagged in my arms, grin spreading.

“That was…” Laura’s awed whisper reached me faintly as I came back to myself from the whiteness that had swallowed me in the wake of my release.

“Incredible…” Victoria finished.

Gentle hands rolled me over, and then I was in their arms as frothing water wrapped my body. Aniston lounged on the side of the spa, half in and half out as she washed waters across her sweaty upper torso with languid movements. She watched her friends take me between them, kissing and touching, eventually sucking me in tandem.

While I sat on one side, Aniston lounged on the other and I saw the fire burning in her eyes as she watched Victoria and Laura. For my part, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her, even when I took the coeds stacked up together, one wide ass atop a tiny one. With the warm waters, our motions were slowed, and the experience dulled, but we made up for it with kissing and wandering hands.

All the while, Aniston kept drawing my attention until she deigned to join us. She wasn’t to be denied though, and stood behind me, gripping her friends’ heads as she coaxed me into fucking their pretty faces. The second biggest highlight for her, after our wild lovemaking, was when I took firm control of Victoria, and hunted for the girl’s limits. Aniston came with Laura’s mouth between her thighs, as the blonde’s red eyes bulged and her throat stretched around my cumming cock.

The highlight for me was when I bent all three over the hot tub’s edge. Three different asses, each more beautiful than the other, glistening with beads of water and bouncing, eager for my cock, brought a hungry grin to my lips and prayer to whatever saint had blessed me. I took each girl with slow strokes, letting them accustom themselves to my girth, and watching as Laura and Victoria took turns making out with Aniston in the middle.

I was exhausted and sure after that, and the four of us stumbled into Aniston’s room, passing out on her daybed. I woke a couple hours later, sweaty, and stiff from the bodies pressed around me and rose, heading to my room.

Floorboards creaked behind me when I was in the hall, and I turned to find Aniston following me. She paused and grew hesitant until I held a welcoming hand. With a smile that lightened my heart, she hurried to me and took my hand with a jolt of electricity.

She slept in my bed that night, and despite the soreness, we made love until the sun rose and our mom’s car pulled into the driveway. We were inseparable for days after, and she spent every night with me when she was in town.


Epilogue




My summer wasn’t monopolized by Aniston, even if I’d wanted it to be. She was busy with sorority functions and her growing status as a sports commentator. The Insta profile she set up has blown up since football season started, and she’s been invited on several high-profile podcasts.

If that had been all, I would have said our family had an exciting summer, but that was just the start of it. Bonnie’s show went great, and she got enough confidence from it to drive down to Hollywood with one of theater friends. The girl didn’t have any luck, but Bonnie scored a part on a W.B. teen drama. The pilot didn’t get picked up, crushing Bonnie, but she got the approval she craved from people in the industry, along with an agent and connections, and I knew if she kept at it, she’d make a career of it.

She commiserated with mom, Aniston and me when we went to Hawaii for a week before school started back up. That was a wild week, where the cocktails flowed and the four of us got into some ‘sticky’ situations. I won’t relay them here, but suffice to say when mom and Bonnie have enough cocktails in them, Aniston can get them to do anything.

Mom and I kept up our affair, at Aniston insistence, and I had one of the greatest nights of my life in the early weeks of summer. It was a warm Saturday evening and Aniston was a sorority function for incoming freshmen and wasn’t around. Leaving me free for the night to join mom's new book club.

Nancy, Katrina and mom drank spritzers while describing the book to me. The women seemed keen that I understand every detail of how a young man, and three older women in their sexual primes, had a summer of torrid affairs that brought them all closer. Their hints were obvious, and Nancy couldn’t seem to keep her hands off me, so it wasn’t a surprise when my boss slipped my dick free of my pants and sucked it in front of her friends.

That night Katrina surprised me. Not only was the MILF eager for anything I asked of her, but she also seemed to get off on seeing me and my stepmom together. I took charge of the older women, guiding them into every position I could think of, even making them play with one another. One of the highlights was when I took Katrina from behind, her pert ass shaking with every thrust as I watched my stepmom and Nancy getting one another off with their hands.

Mom and Nancy were content with once, or perhaps twice, a week, but Katrina was ravenous. The MILF would text me almost every morning and ask if I had someone to suck off my morning wood. If not, she’d drive over and crawl into my bed. The first couple times I made use of her, mom was annoyed her friend had come over and not bothered saying hello, but then got used to it. It was Aniston who took the most delight from it, besides me, of course.

When Aniston was sleeping over with me, and Katrina would send a morning text, she’d respond to it. I’d wake up with a fiery mouth on my dick, and Aniston’s bright eyes watching the older woman work, before she’d insist Katrina take care of Aniston. Katrina would always oblige, eagerly, and would often be rewarded by my renewed stiffness invading her soft pussy. The sight of my mom’s wealthy friend licking away at my gorgeous sister never failed to get me hard.

My sister’s games didn’t stop there. She started coming by my work after that first wild weekend and driving Fiona jealous by flirting outrageously with me. Fiona was furious with Aniston, and it only made her try harder to win me over, but my sister had been adamant. After the third time, I reprimanded Aniston in front of Fiona, surprising my pupil.

Aniston lingered after that day and dragged me into her car’s backseat when the parking lot was almost empty. I didn’t know, but she’d arranged for Fiona to witness her riding my massive cock, and with a wicked grin she crooked her finger and called Fiona into the backseat. What followed was one of the strangest sessions I’ve ever had.

Aniston and Fiona were rivals in the sorority house, and it was plain to anyone who spent five minutes around them that their personalities were like oil and water. But in that sweaty, tightly confined backseat, they settled into a powerful dynamic.

I’d like to say summer was all fun and games, but I worked more than my fair share. Not only tutoring, but helping with web design for a few local companies. I loved tutoring the most and seeing the kids I helped excel was the most rewarding experience of my young life.

School started and I’m excited about the semester. Aniston is living in town and wanted me to live with her. She even got a king-size bed and a new gaming PC to entice me over, but I wanted to make friends and have at least a semester of the full college experience, so I’m living in the dorms.

On the weekends Laura and Victoria visit, and Bonnie plans to pop in whenever she isn’t auditioning or filming to ‘explore the boundaries of embarrassment and sensuality’, as she put it. I don’t know what that means exactly, but I know what Aniston and I have planned for the young actress, and it will definitely test the boundaries of her embarrassment.

Every other weekend, mom insists I visit, so she can pamper me like a prince, and hear all about Stanford. She’ll insist we spend the afternoon together alone, catching up and reconnecting, but in the evenings, she’ll invite Nancy and Katrina over. We’ll chat, eat, drink and inevitably fall into mom's bed or the hot tub to more fully appreciate one another’s company.

Life isn’t without its challenges, but I’ve grown beyond my old limitations and handle each problem with confidence. With Aniston by my side, the world, and every gorgeous creature we want, will be ours.

THE END


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

www.nickstorming.org
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