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      The hardest thing about living with two gorgeous stepsisters is hiding all the erections.

      It would be easier if they had any shame in the house, but they both insisted on prancing around in panties and crop tops. Only pulling on shorts or a sleeved t-shirt when their mom yelled at them.

      Bonnie at least wasn’t trying to tease me. The younger of the two, she’d never been a flirtatious girl. Bookish and shy, she and her friends spent most of their time at school in the library, when not hanging out in the theater. She was a beautiful and slender brunette, but growing up compared to her blonde sister, she’d convinced herself she wasn’t attractive.

      Aniston, on the other hand, knew the effects she had on men. From an early age, she’d been able to command the attention of everyone in a room, simply by entering. The queen of our high-school and now of her sorority, she lived a perfect life.

      Our parents eloped after a month-long affair when I was in middle school. After the honeymoon, we moved into a giant house in a new state where my dad got a job, and I found myself sharing a bathroom for the first time.

      The girls ignored me those first few years, too busy with friends and high school drama to care about the kid running around ogling them. But my stepmom and I’d grown close.

      My dad was a free spirit who hadn’t even married my birth mother. I don’t know how Ella got him to propose, but the marriage didn’t last long. Six months after the girls moved in, my dad moved out and got himself a one bedroom “love palace.” Once a week we’d go out to lunch, but that was the extent of the parenting he offered throughout high school.

      My stepmom Ella became my parent during those formative years. Following up with my schoolwork and showing up at football and basketball games whenever I joined the teams.

      It could have been guilt, because my dad sent us enough money she could afford not to work. But I think we were kindred spirits who found exactly what we needed in the other person. Her daughters were both strong willed and rebelling against her during high school, and I’d never had structure or a mom.

      I spent more than my fair share of nights dreaming of my mom’s jaw dropping figure and high-cheekboned face. But afterwards I always felt guilty and sullied for the fantasies. My dreams of golden-haired Aniston, and shy Bonnie were free of those dark emotions and I came back to them again and again.

      High school was a tough time. With the drama at home, and having moved to a new state, it took me a while to find my place. I’m a good athlete, and excelled at sports, but never fit in with the jocks. The kids I met in my honors and AP classes had more in common with me and I made friends with the “nerds.”

      It didn’t help that my stepsister was the hottest girl in school. Instead of making me popular, it made guys awkward around me and girls want nothing to do with me. If I’d been cool in Aniston’s eyes, perhaps it would have been different. They might have wanted to get close to me, to be near her. But I was a “nerd” and Aniston never failed to mention it when we passed each other in the halls.

      “There’s my nerdy little brother!” She would whisper and point, and her friends would add an “Ewwww!” To drive home my humiliation.

      Things got easier when she graduated, and I got to know Bonnie better over her last year at school. We had the same math class and often studied together for tests. She has a sharp, inquisitive mind and a dark sense of humor that I loved, but something kept her from getting too close. I was constantly frustrated by Bonnie closing off and withdrawing from our budding friendship. Then it would take a couple of weeks before she’d begin opening up once again.

      Everything changed after I graduated. I’d been planning on going back east to school, eager to get away from this place, but then I was accepted into Stanford. The opportunity was too good to pass up, and with it only being an hour's drive away, I could come home on weekends to do laundry and food that wasn’t made in a microwave or on a hot plate.

      My stepmom was ecstatic, but the girls had strange reactions.

      Bonnie wouldn’t meet my eyes or speak to me after a brief congratulation. At first, I thought it was jealousy, because she’d always loved the ivy leagues. But Bonnie loved theater and her school, Cal Arts, was perfect for her.

      Aniston’s reaction was even stranger.

      My oldest sister paused when she learned the news from my stepmom and turned a puzzled frown on me.

      “They took you pre-med?”

      “I guess so,” I said with a shrug.

      “Don’t guess,” she said, her thick, widest mouth turning down in a frown. “Know. You can’t show up cringing and simpering like you did in high school.”

      “I didn’t cringe,” I said, feeling my anger awaken and a glower forming on my face.

      “Good boy.” Aniston winked her long fake lashes. “Keep that BDE when you show up and you’ll be a leader. Lose it and you’ll be a loser again.”

      I wanted to ask her what “BDE” stood for, but she was already sweeping from the house. While my stepmom planned a party for later in the month, I lay atop my blankets, trying to stuff down my anger at Aniston. What made it all the worse was I suspected she was right.

      I’d never had trouble making friends when I was younger, being one of the more popular kids in my elementary and middle schools. Something had shifted in high school, and I hadn’t been able to reclaim my old confidence. Pushing the worries from my mind, I pulled on my trunks and went out to the pool.

      There were congratulatory messages on my phone, and a friend invited me over to drink with him in celebration. The thought of drinking warm beers in his basement didn’t appeal to me, and I dove into the cool waters, letting them push back the sadness I felt at not escaping this house.

      It wasn’t a bad home; in fact, it was one of the best I’d ever known. But living around Aniston and Bonnie wasn’t sustainable. I got another reminder of how impossible it was when my eldest sister returned home twenty minutes after leaving with two of her sorority sisters and beach towels. I groaned inwardly when I saw them heading out to the pool.

      For a moment I thought about retreating to my room, then the anger returned, and I resolved not to let Aniston run me off like she usually did.

      “Get out of here, Jake,” she said, dropping her towel over a lounge chair and untying the linen robe covering her bikini-clad body. “We’re gonna be here all afternoon and I don’t want you eavesdropping when we talk about shit.”

      “No,” I said, smirking as I climbed out of the pool and flopped down atop the chair my towel was on.

      “It’s cool, Ani,” Laura said, flashing her friend a smile. “I have an annoying younger brother, too.”

      “Jake isn’t annoying,” Victoria admonished her friend, then blushed and ducked her head when Aniston made a disgusted sound in her throat.

      “Don’t, Vic. I don’t want to hear about it today.”

      Victoria’s blush deepened and she wouldn’t meet my eyes as she laid out her towel. Victoria and Laura were common fixtures around our house. Not only did we have a pool for them to hangout by, but my mom always kept the fridge stocked with healthy foods the girls devoured like they were teenage boys.

      Victoria is cute, with auburn hair, an upturned nose, rosebud shaped lips and soft, rounded cheeks. If not for her body and charming personality, I’m not sure my sister would have elevated her to royalty within their sorority. But Victoria’s body was much discussed by not only the boys at their school, but everywhere she went.

      A gym rat, she was toned, but not bulky. With an ass that you could bounce a quarter off, and tits so round and firm, they looked fake but weren’t.

      Laura is Victoria’s opposite in many ways.

      Loud and flirty, the Latina was second only to my sister in being able to turn heads. Her black hair hung long and flowing down her back, framing a face with thick lips and large dark eyes, hinting at darker desires. Her body was all softness, and curves, with a narrow waist, flat stomach, and a fat ass balanced against massive breasts that hung heavily.

      Aniston is taller than the two, with thick, wavy blonde hair. Her torso and limbs are willow slender, and a pair of the most glorious breasts hang from her chest. Heavy and sloping, I knew from the soft shirts she wore that her areolas were puffy, the nipples inverted.

      I attempted to keep this knowledge out of my head as I lay back and enjoyed the sun. Tried as well, to ignore the girl’s conversation, but that proved to be harder.
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      “I told you Bryce was a shitty lay,” Victoria said as she slathered suntan lotion on Laura.

      With my eyes open a hair’s breadth, I could observe the girls without them knowing. Victoria’s dark skin was covered in a tiny red bikini that hugged her extraordinary curves. I couldn’t see if the back of her bottoms was a thong, but I hoped it wasn’t. I don’t know if I could take her big ass naked before me without popping wood.

      “You weren’t wrong,” Laura grumbled, rolling onto her stomach, and resting her face on a folded arm. “He pushed me down and stuck it in. No foreplay, nothing. Then he had the temerity to ask if I’d cum, after pumping like a monkey for twenty seconds and cumming.”

      “At least he’s big,” Victoria said, passing the lotion over to Aniston.

      “If you say so,” Laura said with a snort of laughter. “Tommy was bigger. Thicker at least, and that’s where it counts.”

      “Tommy’s a child,” Aniston said, whipping her golden hair over one shoulder as she settled the sunglasses on the aquiline bridge of her nose. “All the boys at school are children. Just wait ’til we graduate, then you’ll see what a real man is.”

      “You said that freshman year,” Laura said with another snort, though she was careful to keep it subtle in regard to my imperious sister.

      Victoria, who had less tact and social awareness, spoke up in a tone mimicking my sister’s calm drawl. “‘Forget the boys in dorms, we need to go after the seniors.’ And then what happened? You were stuck with Alan for a year. Ha!”

      “Alan was handsome and well connected,” Aniston said, frowning at her friend.

      “He was also a, what did you call it? A two-pump chump?”

      Victoria laughed hard, and even Laura snickered. It was at me Aniston glared, and I realized I’d given myself away by grinning at the girl’s joke.

      “Something funny?” my stepsister asked me with a withering look.

      “Apparently your ex-boyfriend’s skills,” I said, unable to stifle my chortle of laughter. “Alan was the one with the floppy hair, right?”

      “Yeah,” Laura said, hiding her mouth as she giggled into the crook of one elbow. “He was floppy all over.”

      “That’s enough,” Aniston warned her friends, who looked mollified. “And from you, too,” she said, addressing me. “You’ve got no room to talk, if Becca Powers is to be believed.”

      A wash of coldness swept over my skin, and I wanted to crawl beneath the lounge chair when she mentioned that name.

      “How do you know about Becca?” I asked.

      I’d been certain the rumors hadn’t made it out of school, but apparently things spread fast in our small town.

      “Everyone was talking about it over Christmas break.” Aniston shrugged, pulling down her sunglasses again and lying back. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. You can’t help what you were born with.”

      “What’s this?” Victoria asked, sitting up and glancing between us. Even Laura looked interested, though she hid it better.

      “A dumb rumor,” I said.

      “Tell them the truth, Jake.” The amusement was naked in Aniston’s voice, causing my anger to spike again and I found myself speaking, though I wished I could have the words back the moment they were out.

      “Becca and I went to a dance together, and afterwards we fooled around. I thought that’s all it was, but when I got back to school after break, she’d spread lies about me—”

      “You don’t have to be embarrassed,” Aniston said, frowning at me. “Some women even prefer them. Not me, of course.” She snickered, and I wanted to smack her right then, but even she had the good graces to blush and mutter a: “Sorry.”

      “It’s not true,” I said, crossing my arms and feeling my cheeks heat.

      I knew what she was doing, of course. Aniston had brought up the embarrassing story to try and get me to flee the pool, leaving her and her friends alone. My stubbornness and the anger burning in my belly at the injustice of the rumor wouldn’t let me leave.

      “What’s not true?” Victoria asked, her massive breasts bouncing as she looked between my sister and me. “If you two don’t stop beating around the bush…”

      “Jakes got a micro-dick,” Aniston said with a shrug.

      “I do not!”

      Anger surged through me, but I stuffed it down, not wanting to scream or god forbid start to cry from overwhelming frustration. My outburst had drawn all three of their gazes to me, and I saw their embarrassment for me written across their features.

      “It’s ok if you do,” Laura offered, trying to be helpful as she plastered a fake smile on her face. “Size doesn’t matter anyway. Just ignore what we were saying earlier.”

      She finished lamely, glancing at Victoria, who frowned at me like I was a wounded animal. The busty girl hid her disgust well, working a fake smile onto her lips for a half-second before it collapsed, and she gave a sigh.

      “Nope, sorry dude. I tried to lie, but the truth is, you’re fucked. Size is everything to some women.”

      “I. Don’t. Have. A. Micro. Dick.” I growled each word out between gritted teeth, but it was obvious they thought I was lying.

      For a wild moment, I thought about standing up and dropping my trunks right then and there, but then rationality returned. Doing something like that could get a man thrown in jail, or even prison.

      Gritting my teeth, I ignored my sisters’ smirks as I pulled on my headphones and turned up the volume. Their conversations continued, but I tuned them out, knowing if I showed any reaction, Aniston would find another way to needle me.

      The sun’s heat got to me after an hour, and I slipped into the water to cool off. Laura was reading a book and Aniston looked like she was asleep with headphones in, but Victoria sat up when she heard me splashing.

      “Was Ani right? Did you get into Stanford?”

      “Yeah,” I said, enjoying the impressed look on the beautiful girl’s face before slipping beneath the surface and pushing off the wall to cavort underwater.

      Just as I was surfacing, pale feet and well-toned legs slipped into the water, followed by the rest of Victoria. When I surfaced, she grimaced and held up a hand, warding off any water droplets that might splash onto her face or hair which was piled into a messy bun atop her head.

      “Don’t get me wet,” she said with a frown. “We’re going to a frat party tonight and I don’t want to do my makeup again.”

      I ignored her as I kicked across the pool and enjoyed the squawk of annoyance. When I surfaced, I turned to throw her an amused grin and was smacked in the head with a foam noodle. It shocked me more than it hurt, and I stared at Victoria with such disbelief the girl burst out in laughter.

      “I have five older cousins,” she smirked. “You’ll have to try harder than that to get my hair wet. Hey! I didn’t mean to-Unghggh!”

      Laughing, I launched myself off the side of the pool, pushing a massive wave before me as I swept my hands together. The beautiful girl was in the middle of the shallow end and didn’t have time to make it to the edge before the wave washed over her face and head. For one second, I thought she was mad at me, when those dark eyes glared at me balefully from beneath wet lashes, but the glare turned into a grin when she saw how near I was.

      Leaping like the athlete she was, her open hands landed on my chest, driving me underwater. I tried to twist away underwater, but her fingers were surprisingly strong and held me down against the pool’s bottom.

      Forgetting chivalry, I grabbed the girl, wrestling her down beneath the surface and twisting her beneath me. Her fingers dug into my skin, pinching and tickling as she struggled to win free. I was determined to hold her down for a few seconds, until I realized one of my hands held soft, springy flesh, encased in a bikini top.

      Releasing Victoria, I felt my cheeks heat as I broke the surface. The girl came up right alongside me, making me all too aware of her smooth skin grazing against mine as our legs touched.

      “If I was still in volleyball shape, you’d be in trou… what the fuck?!”
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      The shift in tone and expression caught me by surprise and it wasn’t until I followed her gaze, staring down into the water, that I realized the problem. My teenage body had chosen to respond to my brief touch of boobs, sending blood to my dick without me realizing it.

      Shame flooded me, and I felt my face go flaming red. Victoria was staring, her jaw dropping, and I could already hear taunting comments from her, like I’d heard from boys in the locker room.

      “Jesus Christ, Jake,” Victoria breathed, her words so soft I knew my sister and Laura couldn’t hear her. “You weren’t lying.”

      “Don’t make fun of me,” I said, and she must have heard the emotions underlying my voice because she finally broke eye contact with the tent in my trunks with a look of confusion.

      “I would never… Is that what happened in school?”

      I nodded, tasting bitterness in the back of my throat when I remembered the frustration I felt back then. Glancing over at Aniston, I relaxed a hair, seeing she was still wearing her headphones and had her eyes closed. Laura seemed engrossed in her book and hadn’t looked over once. Warm fingers closed over my forearm, then reached down to lace fingers within mine, gripping me tight.

      “Becca was the first girl I fooled around with… When she… felt it, she got scared and ran off… I thought that was it, but when I got to school the next day, the rumors had already started, and she wouldn’t speak to me.”

      “And the boys on the football team helped spread it, too, right?”

      “Yeah,” I said with a frown. “And they knew better. How’d you guess?”

      “Boys are always jealous of the big dicks. I’m not surprised they lied about you.” She shot a glance over one shoulder, checking that my sister was still asleep, and floated even closer.

      I held my breath when I felt her firm breasts press against my chest and let the air out in a hiss when I felt her fingers brush across the head of my cock. Her grin slipped, and I watched Victoria’s jaw drop as her light touch circled the breadth of my dick and felt down its considerable length.

      “Oh, baby,” she purred. “You certainly ain’t a micro-dick. Jesus Jake, this is a hog!”

      I glanced over at Aniston. But she hadn’t moved, though Laura’s book gave a twitch and her thighs pressed together. I couldn’t see her face behind the volume, but I was certain she’d been eavesdropping.

      For one second, I felt like fleeing, overwhelmed by my sister’s older, gorgeous friend teasing me. But something came over me and instead of pulling back, I slid my hand up between her slender thighs. The young woman’s eyes bulged when she felt me brush past her legs and palm her bikini-clad pussy.

      My touch caused her to float up, losing her grip on the bottom and carrying her into me. For one delicious second, my fingers pushed through the fabric of her bikini bottoms, and I felt the hot folds of her bald pussy grip them tight.

      “You’re… bold… mhmmph.” Watching the shock melt into approval, then pleasure as I slipped my index finger up, hunting for her clit, caused my cock to throb in her fingers and Victoria hunched around me, the waters sloshing as she slipped a hand into my trunks.

      Breath heavy upon one another’s necks, we floated near the wall, oblivious of the world around us as we sought to pleasure the other. The hairs stood up on the backs of my arms and neck when I thought about what we were doing and where, and I nearly came when I remembered who was doing it.

      The water kept Victoria from stroking me with enough force or grip to get me off right away, however once I found the sexy coed’s clit she shuddered in pleasure against me. Her fingers stroked the length of my cock with languid motions as the nails of her other hand dug into my back.

      “What are you guys doing?”

      Aniston’s voice was like cold water down our spines, and I felt Victoria stiffen the moment I did and push away from me.

      “Nothing,” Victoria said, but it was obvious from the spots of color in her cheeks and the strain in her voice that she was lying.

      “Is my brother being a little perve?” Aniston asked, fixing me with a glare.

      “Not a little one,” Victoria said, a hint of amusement entering her tone that caused Aniston to glare all the harder.

      “I’m going to tell Mom if you don’t leave right now,” she said, pulling out her phone and threatening me as she started typing out a text. “You know she doesn’t want you messing around with girls and if I tell her you’ve been flirting with my friends—”

      “Ok, fine!” I grumbled, swimming over to the ladder leading out of the deep end, closest to my towel. “But I get the pool tomorrow.”

      “Until we get here from the sorority house,” Aniston said with a smirk, lying back and putting her sunglasses back on. “Then you can scram.”

      My emotions were high, a mix of horniness, confusion, anger, and embarrassment. Victoria was smirking at me as she floated on her back, giving me a perfect view of her incredible little body as I pulled myself up the ladder.

      Forcing my thoughts to baseball, golf, and other boring sports, I managed to keep my hard-on from returning, but I could feel its heavy weight swinging within my trunks. Grabbing up my towel, I wrapped it around my waist and ignored Victoria’s growing grin.

      As I passed Laura, I saw her eyes weren’t on the book that had never moved but locked on my crotch as I passed her. Her red bikini stretched tight across her large, firm breasts and as I watched, small nubs appeared, rising, and becoming more pronounced as her nipples hardened.

      If that had been all, I would have felt good about the encounter, but before I entered the house I happened to glance up and saw Bonnie’s curtains were open, and a pale round face gazed down at me from the shadows of her room. The moment our eyes met, she ducked back out of sight, and I felt another wash of coldness sweep over me.

      My stepmom enforced a strict rule throughout high school that we weren’t to date. Dances and the occasional school function were ok, but she didn’t want it taking away from our studies. The girls hadn’t dated much. Aniston rarely finding a man who measured up to her exacting standards and Bonnie too focused on school and acting.

      I’d chafed under the rule, even though there were few prospects at school, and my sisters had never missed an opportunity to rat me out. Bonnie had even gone through my phone once and told my mom about DMs with a girl in my AP Bio class. Needless to say, my “study session” was canceled, and I got grounded for a week.

      In theory, the rule no longer applied. I’d been an adult for nearly a year and graduation was passed. But Mom was even more excited about Stanford than I was, and I wasn’t sure what rules she might put in place over the summer to make sure I was prepared for freshman year.

      I couldn’t get the sight of Bonnie’s face out of my head as I fled up to my room and threw closed the door. What had she seen? What would she say?

      The questions faded quickly as I remembered Victoria’s hands on my cock. My dick was raging hard in seconds, and I came across my hands and belly a moment later, the backed up cum exploding out of me.

      The feeling of her body against mine, her hands on my dick and the soft folds of her pussy across my fingers would be enough to sustain months of fantasies. Little did I know I’d have no need for fantasies soon.
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      I woke slowly. Warm afternoon sunlight kissing my face was the first warning I had something was wrong, then I woke with a start, realizing I’d passed out.

      Glancing at the clock, I saw two hours had slipped by with me passed out atop my sheets. Groggy, I stood and rubbed the sleep from my eyes. Pulling on flannel pants, I staggered out to get water and wash the sour taste from my mouth.

      I could see a dim flickering light beneath Bonnie’s door, which told me she was buried in bed watching a movie, her favorite pastime. The bathroom was a disaster, with makeup and clothes all over the place. The sink was such a mess I didn’t bother turning it on and headed downstairs.

      Aniston’s voice was clear, and I heard Laura, Victoria, and another joining in, their words slurred and too loud by half. The clink of glasses and the whizz of a blender accompanied their laughter as I made my way into the kitchen and snagged a bottle of water.

      The girls were dressed to the nines, in tiny skirts and tight, shiny tops. Their hair was done up, and their eyes were all dark with makeup. My eyes strayed towards Aniston’s massive breasts, swinging beneath the loose folds of her blouse, before I schooled them away. I tried to be quick, so they didn’t notice me, eager not to confront Victoria anytime soon, but she spotted me.

      “Give me a minute, I’m gonna say hi to your little brother.” Taking a big swig of her margarita, she smiled lasciviously at me and sauntered over.

      “Stop teasing him, Vic. You’re going to give him a heart attack.” Aniston snorted and glanced back at me. From the way my older sister swayed, and the sluggishness of her eyelids when she tried to blink, she was drunker than the rest.

      “You’re such a bitch, Ani,” the newcomer said, laughing to take the edge off it. “Vic just likes to flirt. Let her warmup with the kid before we hit Phi Delta Cappa. I’m sure it’s the only action he’ll ever see.”

      The girl’s perfect, bow-shaped lips quirked into a cruel grin when she looked me up and down, and I bristled at the arrogance I felt rolling off her. Surprisingly, it was Aniston who came to my defense, turning on the girl with a glower that caused the other girl to shift in her seat.

      “Sounds like someone just volunteered to chair freshman orientation,” Aniston said with a smirk.

      “Hey! I don’t want to do that shit. Freshman are so annoying.”

      “Tough. You should have thought about that before insulting my little brother.” Aniston staggered a little when she swung around to throw me a smile. “I’m the only one who gets away with that.”

      I wasn’t sure what to say, but Victoria took the opportunity for me.

      “I’m going to steal him for a couple minutes.” She hung an arm over my shoulders, steering me out of the kitchen. “And you don’t have to worry, Aniston. I won’t insult him.”

      “We’re supposed to be at the frat house in an hour!” Aniston called after her.

      “The party won’t start until we arrive anyway, love,” the new girl said. “Let her have her fun.”

      “What do you want?” I asked warily as the skinny coed steered me towards the stairs.

      “I want a good long look at this cock,” she purred in my ear, causing the hairs to stand up on the back of my neck when she cupped my balls and cock in one small hand. “Your sisters the cock tease, baby. Don’t worry, I plan on returning the favor.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked softly, wary of making too much noise as we passed outside of Bonnie’s room. The stairs creaked behind us, but when I tried to turn around and see who followed, Victoria pushed me into my room.

      “I don’t cum easy, Jake… but between touching this beast… and your skillful fingers… I came harder than I have in years.”

      Her lips were on mine before I knew what to expect and I stood frozen in place, shocked at the heat I felt baking off Victoria. I could taste the tangy margarita mix on her tongue, but her hands were certain and confident as they fumbled at the waistband of my flannel pants.

      Realizing what was happening, I climbed up from the passion filling my mind and took control of myself. My door slammed against the wall as I stepped forward, pressing Victoria between it and I. Tasting her tongue with mine, I ran my hand down her cheek and neck and cupped one perfect breast.

      Hearing the sexy older girl moan against my touch filled me with confidence and the fingers of my other hand laced in her hair. Gasping, lips parted, she stared up into my eyes as I pulled back from the kiss.

      “I want you to suck it,” I growled, barely recognizing the sound of my own voice. So overwhelmed with need and desire, I didn’t bother with the normal niceties.

      “Ngh hnh!”

      Head bobbing, Victoria bit her bottom lips and slithered down my body. Hands, once eager, now desperate, fished my dick free of my pants and I heard her give a soft gasp when she saw its length in the dim light cast from the hallway.

      “It’s gorgeous… absolutely perfect.”

      Eyes round, I watched in amusement as she ran gentle fingers down its length, then pressed her face against it, breathing in deep. The touch of her warm, soft skin against the glans awoke my passion again and my dick throbbed, forcing her back as it hardened, and a growl issued from the back of my throat.

      Whimpering, Victoria’s small lips parted, and I let out a hiss of pleasure as the fiery warmth of her mouth engulfed the head. A second later, she gagged, my hips driving forward without thought and filling her throat with cock in moments. I moved to pull back, but nails dug into my ass, and the gag turned into a groan of pleasure, Victoria’s eyes rolling back in her skull as she met mine.

      I could hear my heartbeat thudding in my ears as I rested a hand atop her head, fingers flexing on her small skull as I pushed my thick cock deeper and deeper into her gagging, sucking throat. There was a moment of sharp pain. Then she swallowed, and I felt her throat soften, accepting my cock and inch by thick inch slid into her.

      “Holy fuck, that’s hot,” I growled softly.

      Half of my dick filled the older girl’s throat before she convulsed and pushed back on my thighs. Withdrawing my dick from the sucking confines of her throat, I groaned when her tongue swirled around the head, and she sucked down the slick saliva with a wicked sound.

      “I’ve never felt like that before,” Victoria breathed in a soft, oddly submissive voice. “Overpowered… and so full of dick… Fuck my throat baby… Please.”

      The gentle plea in her voice did it for me and, with a hungry grin, I pushed the head of my cock back into her mouth. Watching those pink lips stretch, I nearly came right there, but I wanted to enjoy this for as long as possible.

      “Touch your pussy,” I husked, and grinned wider when her hand fumbled between her spread thighs.

      Victoria squatted back against the door, skirt bunched over her spread thighs as she pulled aside the tiny thong covering her bald pussy. I couldn’t make out much, but the sounds of her fingers working her wet pussy, and the shivers of pleasure sweeping through her, were hot enough.

      “I want to cover this pretty face in cum,” I said, running a calloused thumb down her soft cheek, smearing a tear as she struggled to take more than half of my dick down her throat.

      Her face registered alarm, and I felt my lips curl into a lascivious grin. “Can’t afford to smear this makeup… You’ll owe me a raincheck.”

      “Hah!”

      The quiet bark of laughter sent a wave of panic through me, but when I turned it wasn’t Aniston or Bonnie standing in the shadows at the top of the stairs, watching with a hand over her mouth, but Laura. The sexy brunette had a hand between her own legs, skirt bunched, and panties stretched around the fingers working her pussy.

      The sight was too much, and I felt the orgasm sweep through me. Looking down, I got to see euphoria sweep over Victoria’s face and then I was cumming. Her faint choking gags barely registered as my toes curled and the world shrank down to a pin sized point. I was shaking when I came back to myself, shocked at what I’d done and feeling shame at my temerity in the wake of my orgasm.
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      I met Victoria’s eyes and some of the shame faded when I saw the lazy smile stretching across her lips. Stepping back, I glanced back down the hall, but Laura was gone. Victoria stood, wobbling on one heel when she tugged down her skirt, then patting me on the cheek as I stared at her, at a loss for what to say.

      “Looks like I won’t need to find a frat boy after all.” She stepped forward, hot lips on mine, but broke off a second later when my sister called from downstairs.

      “Stop playing video games. The Uber is here!”

      “Drat,” Victoria said with a pout. “And things were just about to get good.” Stealing a final kiss, she pulled out of my arms and walked down the hall. “I won’t forget that raincheck.” She grinned and ran fingers down her cheeks. “I could use a good facial… or two.”

      Winking, the minx ran down the stairs, her heels clip-clopping and joining her excited shriek as she joined the other girls heading out. Their voices rose to my ears, but I didn’t hear what they said, my mind echoing with the older girl’s last words.

      I fell into bed, cock hard as steel as I remembered the feel of Victoria’s hot mouth, and the sight of the pretty coed kneeling before me. My guilt at having taken control faded when I remembered how her expression had changed, both then and in the pool. I came three more times before taking a shower and passing out early, even though I’d napped.

      My dreams were filled with images of my sister and her friends, bikini-clad and dancing around me. Their teasing touches stirred my desire, and I woke with a start, surrounded by darkness, and let out a groan when I felt the warmth pressed against my body.

      “Victoria?” I asked and heard her shush me, laying a thin finger across my lips.

      My hands filled with naked flesh, and I felt the girl’s slender body pressed against my side beneath the sheets. Her fingers had been teasing my cock hard, and the rush of desire couldn’t be contained as I rolled her beneath me.

      “Ohh! Mhmm!”

      Her kisses were hotter, and more passion filled than earlier, her hands everywhere on my body as she pulled me between her slender thighs. I wanted her more than anything at that moment, but her and Aniston’s complaints from earlier echoed through my head and I slammed her down atop the mattress beneath me.

      She moaned again at the rough treatment, ankles hooking my thighs and trying to drag me into her as she whimpered, but I wouldn’t be denied. Locking her wrists above her head in one fist, I ran my lips down her neck, kissing the soft skin.

      “No… you don’t… mhmm ohhhhhh mmmMHMHMM!”

      There was something odd about Victoria’s voice, but I couldn’t pay it much attention as my lips found her breasts. Firm and round, they stood out from her chest and pressed around my face when I released her wrists, and she wrapped her arms around me.

      Teasing one nipple firm with my lips, I kissed down to her pussy, and felt her fingers trembling on the top of my head, unsure whether she wanted to stop me, or press me harder against her sex. When my tongue touched her bald lips, I found them slick with wetness.

      Digging my tongue through her lips, I found her engorged clit and in moments Victoria was letting out cute little whimpers of pleasure. It took longer than it had in the pool to make her cum, but not by much. Her screams were muffled as her thighs clamped down around my head, wrenching on my neck before she could relax them.

      Grinning and proud of myself, I moved to crawl up her body. But the older girl had other ideas.

      She pressed me back with a firm hand on my chest, hair falling about my face, further casting her in shadows as she mounted me. She gave a great shudder as her slick lips run down the length of my cock as it was pressed between us. Then, shifting her hips forward, she swallowed the tip of my cock within her tight depths.

      I opened my mouth to speak, unsure what I was about to say, but her lips cut me off. The girl held herself in place, body shivering as her pussy relaxed around the head of my cock. With small little gyrations, she worked more and more of me inside her.

      The grip was impossibly tight, and I felt my orgasm rising almost immediately. Not only was the feel of my first pussy incredible but running my hands over the tight curves of her ass, hips and cupping her surprisingly firm breasts was overwhelming.

      I tried to warn her of my impending orgasm, but she wouldn’t let me in-between kisses. As my hips convulsed, and the pleasure crested almost into pain, I felt Victoria shudder above me and stiffen, nails digging into my skin as she came, hard.

      Lassitude swallowed me up, and I sank back onto my bed, but when I tried to pull Victoria into my arms, she resisted. Instead, she slipped beneath the covers, and I let out a hiss of pleasure when I felt her tongue sliding around my glands. The wicked coed truly was submissive, I guessed, because she took pains to lick and suck my cock clean of our combined juices before moving to go.

      “Not so fast,” I growled. “You promised I could cum on your face, remember?”

      Victoria paused beneath the covers, and I felt her nod, then take my dick back within her mouth. Grinning, I lay back and let the minx work me over. She didn’t try taking me deep down her throat like she had earlier, instead running her fingers and tongue up and down the shaft, moving in an almost worshipful manner.

      I thought about turning on the light and throwing back the covers, but Victoria had taken pains to keep us in the dark. She might be self-conscious about being naked, or her make-up and hair being undone. If she was willing to crawl into my bed when I was asleep, and suck me off when I ordered, I could give her the cover of darkness.

      For now.

      She took her time with the blowjob. Taking pains to taste and savor every inch with tongue and fingers. When I began to throb in her fingers she backed off, then was right back at it, teasing me to the brink again. Three more times the minx teased me, and when I growled in frustration, I heard a gentle giggle from beneath the blankets.

      Reaching down, I pressed on her head and heard a whimpering moan of pleasure as she took my cock deep within her throat. The older girl’s fingers must have been at work in her pussy because the scent of her sex filled the air, along with the sounds of her slobbering mouth and my faint grunts of pleasure. Moments later I flooded her throat without warning, and she swallowed it down, tongue once again cleaning every inch of my cock as I sagged into the mattress, sleep dragging me under.

      I whispered my thanks, as she slipped out the bottom of the covers and from my room but didn’t hear her reply before sleep stole me under. Waking late, I wasn’t sure if it had been a dream or not until I felt the evidence of our lovemaking.

      “Jake, are you up?! Mom made breakfast!”
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      Aniston’s shout had me out of bed and pulling on clothes as I hurried from my room. When I heard the collection of voices coming from downstairs, I grew nervous, wondering what kind of reaction Victoria would give me after our dalliance.

      The girl didn’t show the slightest hint of embarrassment when I got downstairs, offering me a friendly wave as she pulled up a chair at the dining table. Victoria’s friends had stayed over, and the evidence of their late night was plain on their haggard features.

      “Morning,” Laura said, taking her seat with a pained expression. “No more tequila… never again.”

      “You said that last time,” Victoria said, her lips twisting into a grimace when she saw me.

      It took a second to realize she was trying to smile around the pain of a pounding skull. When I pulled out my chair and its feet scraped loudly across the kitchen floor, Aniston let out an annoyed hiss.

      “Could you be any louder?”

      “I take it you had fun last night?” I asked, grinning when Aniston flinched at the sound of my voice.

      “If you call watching morons play beer pong fun,” Aniston said, resting her head on a folded arm with a quiet groan. “It was another wasted night.”

      “Nice pun,” Laura said, offering a weak smile as she sipped her coffee.

      Mom came bustling in a moment later with a platter of eggs, pancakes, and sausage links. She looked ecstatic to be waiting on Aniston and her friends like she had in the old days, bustling around the dining room laying out syrup, napkins and even a pitcher of orange juice.

      “Dig in, there’s more where that came from,” she beamed, passing behind me and resting her hand on my shoulders. “Jake, could you help me move some boxes in the basement when you’re done?”

      “No problem,” I said, blushing to have my mom run her fingers through my hair in front of the beautiful older girls.

      They didn’t pay her any mind, though, as they started shoveling food onto their plates. I couldn’t stop staring over at Victoria and felt my mom pluck at my ear. When I frowned up at her, I found her frowning down at me and felt a heat enter my cheeks when she glanced up at the beautiful blonde coed.

      “You girls got in late,” Mom said, her grip tightening on my shoulder for a second. “I hope you didn’t wear out the boys you picked too much.”

      “Jesus, Mom,” Aniston said, snorting a shocked laugh. “We hung out at the Omega house until four, talking shit about people.”

      “You didn’t get home ’til four?” I asked, staring hard at Victoria, who glanced up with a frown.

      “We got here at five?” Laura said with a frown. “Whenever it was, the damn sun was already coming up… too early.”

      “What?” Victoria asked me with a frown, and I felt eyes boring into the back of my skull as my mom’s hand tightened on my shoulder.

      “Nothing,” I said, then, unable to let it go, I asked. “You mean you weren’t here last night… at all?”

      “No… why do you ask?”

      Victoria, Laura and even Aniston looked at me with expressions ranging from confused to annoyed, but a sound near the stairs caused me to turn. There I found Bonnie frozen in place, and when our eyes met, her face went white as a ghost.

      “Bonnie, honey, are you ok?” Mom asked in concern, walking over, and resting a hand upon my sister’s brow.

      “Fine,” she said faintly. “I think I’ll… take a plate to my room.”

      Aniston ignored her sister, but Laura and Victoria shot her curious frowns as she scooped up a plate of pancakes, eggs, and sausage. I saw speculation on Laura’s face, and when she glanced over at Victoria and met her eyes, both sparkled with amusement.

      “How was your night, Bonnie?” Laura asked.

      “Friday night home alone? How do you think it was?” Victoria snorted in laughter and Aniston grinned.

      “If you knew what I did—” Bonnie’s words came out hot and fierce but cut off just as quickly.

      My sister’s eyes flickered towards me, and her red cheeks darkened before she turned and fled upstairs. Aniston missed the exchange, her head hanging as she monotonously shoved food into her mouth. But Laura and Victoria caught it and I saw the speculation return to their faces.

      “Why don’t you come help me now, Jake,” Mom said, a dangerous glint in her eyes as she stepped into the kitchen. “We’ll leave the girls to enjoy their morning without you leering at them.”

      Aniston snorted a laugh, and even Victoria and Laura snickered, causing my cheeks to heat. I frowned at my mom’s back as I followed her to the stairs leading down. She’d never gone out of her way to embarrass me in front of my sisters’ friends like that.

      My head was spinning enough as I contemplated the fact that it could have been Bonnie who snuck into my bedroom the night before. The idea seemed ludicrous, and I quickly dismissed her embarrassed glance at me. Assuming I couldn’t have been imagining what I thought I did.

      The more I considered it, the more outrageous it seemed. Bonnie was the last girl I could see doing something like that. I thought it was the middle of the night, but maybe it was earlier than that? The stains on my sheets had convinced me it wasn’t a dream, but imagining my quiet older sister crawling into my bed… Didn’t seem possible.

      “What do you want to move?” I asked when Mom reached up to tug on the overhead light.

      “These old boxes of Christmas ornaments,” Mom said, pushing her way through stacks of boxes to the back of the basement. As she did, I found my eyes straying to her round ass as it swayed before me. When she bent down to peer in a box, her shirt hung down and I got an unobstructed view up the bottom of her shirt. Seeing her massive breasts hanging down, encased in a thick bra, my morning wood was back in an instant.

      “If you can pull them out and set them on the driveway, I’ll go through everything this afternoon.” She stood and looked around the mess of boxes, plastic tubs, and old workout equipment with a frown. “It’s about time I dealt with this mess. Are you free to help me all day?”

      I hated seeing the hopeful smile on her beautiful face and frowned as I rubbed the back of my head. “I have an interview at two, with the tutoring agency, sorry. But I can help when I get back.”

      “You’re a good son,” she said, pulling me into a one-armed embrace as she slipped past me in the narrow space. Try though I might, I couldn’t manage to pull my hips back in time and my stiffness dug into her side, before dragging across her hips as it pressed between it.

      “Make sure you have some fun this summer…” she breathed. “I’m so proud of you for getting into Stanford. You should go celebrate with your friends.”

      “They’re all gone,” I said, my heart racing when Mom stopped with our sides pressed against one another. Try though I might, I couldn’t get the feeling of her big, soft breasts, pressed against my chest and side, out of my head. “I have a camping trip in August with them, but till then it’s just work and studying.”

      “Well,” she said, squeezing me tight, “Make sure you find some fun this summer. Just stay away from those friends of Aniston’s.” Her tone had a waspish quality as she glanced upwards towards the kitchen. “Girls like that can be trouble for a nice young man like you.”

      “I’m not that nice,” I mumbled, remembering the way I’d forced my cock down Victoria’s throat and the thrill of pleasure it had given me to take charge like that.

      “Hush,” she said, kissing me on the cheek before pulling away. “You’re the best son a woman could ask for. Let me know when you’re done down here. I’ll be… in my room.”

      I tried not to think too much about the encounter as I worked, because it only made me ashamed for thinking that way about my mom. Ignoring the hard-ons that came and went, I dug out all the Christmas boxes and carried them outside to the driveway.

      Aniston and her friends went out to the pool, ignoring our agreement from the day before, and one look at the three of them lying in the sun in string bikinis told me I couldn’t chance it. When I finished with the boxes, I went to my room to change, and noticed the view I had of Aniston, Laura, and Victoria’s incredible bodies.
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      Staring at all three of them, my boner returned, and I found my hand around my cock as I peeked through the curtain, feeling like a creep but unable to stop myself. Images of three gorgeous coeds kneeling before me, their tongues teasing my cock, or their round asses bent before me as I drove into them from behind, filled my head, edging me closer and closer to orgasm. I was on the very brink when the knob of my bedroom door turned, giving a telltale squeak, and I fumbled at my shorts as the door swung inwards.

      “Jake, I wanted to ask—Oh my!” Mom ducked her head down, one hand coming up to shield her view as I stuffed my stiffness into my shorts and turned away from her, feeling my cheeks heat.

      “Jesus, don’t you knock anymore!”

      “I’m sorry, honey, I didn’t think…” Her hand never quite made it to her eyes, covering her mouth as she stared at my crotch. My cheeks heated more when she blinked and glanced at the window curtain with a frown. “Were you…?”

      “Mom, just get out!” I was about to die from mortification if she continued, but thankfully, she nodded.

      “I understand, we’ll talk about this later.” Eyes falling to the tightness in my shorts once more, she drew in a ragged breath and fled from my room.

      I stalked over to throw the door closed and caught Bonnie’s face peeking out of her room. I feared to find anger or, even worse, disgust there, but what I saw confused me. I was trying to puzzle out her expression when she slammed her door shut and threw the lock.

      Hopping in the shower, I cleaned off the dust from the basement and handled my stiffness. Only this time, images of my stepmom danced along with the sexy coeds and my sisters. It was hard not to feel wrong about the fantasies, but I couldn’t help myself.

      When I was ready, I rushed out of the house, eager to avoid any awkward confrontations with my mom or sisters. I’d applied to work for a local tutoring agency, hoping my math and science knowledge would come into play and I didn’t have to take a job bussing tables or washing dishes like most kids did.

      The agency was located in a small office in a strip mall outside of downtown. I found it easily enough, but the lady in charge was busy tutoring a guy from college when I arrived. After waiting for ten minutes, she ushered him out and, after apologizing profusely, led me to her office in the back.

      The woman, named Nancy, was in her late forties with dyed blonde hair pushed up into a ponytail. She was attractive in a bookish, librarian sort of way, with a wide, round ass and heavy breasts that swayed delightfully in her sweater.

      Finding my thoughts in the gutter, as I imagined what her soft ass would feel like, and how her thick lips would look sliding down my cock, I pushed the image from my head. Battling thoughts like this is common for a teenage boy, but they hadn’t been as omnipresent before.

      “Well, Jake,” Nancy said, taking my printed-out resume and scanning it as she took a seat behind her desk. “You have excellent academic records, and congratulations on being accepted to Stanford. That’s quite impressive.”

      “Thank you,” I said, blushing under the praise. “I tutored in high school, mostly freshman and sophomores but a few middle school kids as well, so I’m not entirely new to this.”

      “Have you worked with college kids or adults before?” When I shook my head, Nancy let out a sigh and settled back in her chair. “It’s a different beast, when you’re trying to teach someone a year, or even a decade older than you. Ego, and all that, I’m sure you understand. Is that something you think you’ll be interested in?”

      “It sounds interesting,” I said. “What kinds of things do they come here to learn?”

      “Math, science, language, all the same stuff.” She gave a shrug that did wonderful things to her heavy breasts. “Most are furthering their education, or in job placement programs. It takes someone with a lot of patience to do this job. Do you think you can handle that?”

      “I’d like to try,” I said. “Teaching adults sounds more rewarding than what I was doing before.”

      “Oh, it is,” she said, sitting forward and turning on her computer. “And they’re far more grateful.” She shot me an amused look, eyes tracing the lines of my face and the breadth of my shoulders. “You’ll see what I mean.” She offered me a sly wink, then turned to her screen. “Let’s see how you did on the online tests… Wow, perfect scores on math and language, and you only missed one in the science section. Impressive.”

      I grimaced, annoyed at both the fact that I’d gotten something wrong and that I couldn’t learn what it was.

      “I’d like to try you out on a probationary basis for a few days. You’ll be paid, of course, but I want to make sure you understand everything the job entails before agreeing to work all summer.”

      “Sounds great,” I said, excited to get the chance.

      “Let’s get you scheduled in then,” she said with a bright smile.

      She had a group of three kids who were preparing for a math course at the nearby state college. An afternoon or two was all they needed, and if it worked out, Nancy promised she would have regular work for me all summer.

      Thanking her, I stood and shook her hand, and hurried out of there before her warm eyes could fill my head with more fantasies. When I got home, I was surprised to find Aniston’s car in the driveway. Typically, she returned to the sorority house on Sunday mornings to get ready for school or her work week, even during summer.

      When I got inside, I found Mom in the kitchen. The moment I saw her I flushed with embarrassment, remembering our last encounter, and fearing she would confront me, but she was all smiles as she bustled around the kitchen making dinner. Bonnie was out with friends, watching a new release at the theater, and Mom had her book club meeting in an hour.

      “That’s why you’re in such a good mood?” I asked, stealing a spoonful of meat sauce from the pan.

      “Eat a snack if you’re hungry,” she admonished before beaming at me. “Today we’re discussing The Education of Sebastian and I can’t wait to hear what the other ladies thought of it.”

      “What’s it about?” I asked.

      “Umm… just a silly romance,” she said with an embarrassed laugh, cheeks turning a rosy red. “I’ll leave the noodles uncooked. You and Ani can handle that, right?”

      “I’ll heat them up in an hour,” I said, more than a little curious about that book now.

      “Your sister is staying the night again with her friends.” Mom’s cheeks heated even more, the red extending down the pale skin of her neck and chest, but she fixed me with a firm gaze. “I don’t want to hear about you disturbing them while they’re laying out, ok?”

      Too mortified to speak, I nodded, wanting to be anywhere but there at that moment. Mom seemed to take sympathy on me, her frown crumpling into an amused grin as she stepped over and folded me into a warm hug, her apron-clad breasts pressing against me.

      “I know it must be hard for you… A young man in his prime, surrounded by teasing young women.” Her lips pressed against my neck, sending a shiver down my spine, and causing the hairs to stand up on my neck and arms. “I’m sorry if I embarrassed you earlier when I interrupted…”

      “It’s ok,” I managed to croak out, trying to shift my hips away as I felt my cock stiffening, not wanting my stepmom to know she was causing it.

      “Not it’s not,” she breathed, finger tracing small patterns on my chest as she rested against me. “I was so happy when you wouldn’t be going back east… So happy you wouldn’t be leaving me alone… And I want to congratulate and thank you properly… Will you be free on Friday? I have a busy week at work, but I want to do something special for you.”

      “Yeah,” I said, barely recognizing my voice. “I’ll be free.”

      “Good,” Mom said, then pressed her thick lips to my cheek, sending tingles of pleasure all throughout me before she pulled away and patted me on the same cheek. “Now head upstairs and…” Her eyes flickered down to the large lump in my slacks. “Relax… before your sister’s friends get any ideas.”

      “Ha!” I snorted, forcing the laugh out as memories of Victoria in the pool and the house flashed through my head.

      “Oh, yeah. How did the interview go?”

      “It went good,” I said, pulling back, eager to be locked away in my room and escape the shame I felt at my reaction.

      “Ok, I’ll talk to you about it later.” Mom offered me a wink, then turned back to the stove, humming happily to herself.

      Mom only hummed like that when she was in a great mood, and I figured she must be really excited to talk about her book. Throwing myself in my room, I handled my business while trying in vain not to let images of the sexy women of my house filter into my fantasies.
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      After cleaning myself up, I sat in front of my computer and lost myself in C of D for a couple of hours until there was a heavy pounding on my door.

      “Food ready! Better get some before Aniston and her friends eat it all. Text if you need anything!”

      I followed the sound of Mom’s heels leaving downstairs and found Aniston and her friends lounging in the living room watching bad reality TV. Ani glanced over when I came in and offered me a lazy wave before turning back to the screen. Her face was rosy and slack from an afternoon spent in the sun downing cocktails, but the other girls looked wide awake when they spotted me.

      “Settle a debate for us, Jake,” Laura asked, turning in her seat, and pulling a pillow against her midriff. I didn’t fail to notice what the pillow did to her large, tanned breasts, pushing them up into delightful mounds beneath her chin. “Who’s hotter, Addison Rae, or Kim K? I think Addison’s fucking fine, but Vic’s obsessed with Kim’s ass.”

      “Everyone’s obsessed with her ass,” Victoria said, rolling her eyes at her friend before smiling up at me and patting the place between them on the couch. “So, what is it? Blonde, or brunette?”

      “It’s not that simple,” I said, taking the seat and shifting nervously when Victoria rested a hand on my thigh and Aniston glanced. I saw my oldest sister notice the touch, but she only frowned and rolled over onto her side, so she wasn’t looking directly at us.

      “Are you going to try convincing us boys are complex?” Laura said with a light laugh. “Because I’ve seen how they act when I wear a sundress and complex isn’t how I’d describe it.”

      “Do you want to hear my opinion or not?” I asked, letting a touch of sharpness enter my tone and raising an eyebrow at the sexy Latina. I enjoyed the look of shock that passed over her face at being addressed that way. I couldn’t maintain my stern expression, and she grinned.

      “You were right, Vic. He does have a little spice in him,” Laura said, shifting to face me as she rested an arm on the backrest of the couch. “Go on then, stud, regale us with your opinions about other girls.”

      I might be dumb when it comes to women, but I could hear the warning in Laura’s tone clear enough. Choosing my words carefully, I told them my thoughts on the matter.

      “Addison is younger and maybe hotter, but Kim’s built an empire and that’s attractive in its own right.” I didn’t want to cop out like that though and added, “Plus, Kim’s ass and tits are ten times better, and I’ve always had a thing for older women.”

      “Now we’re getting somewhere.” Laura laughed.

      “Her ass isn’t that special,” Victoria said, shifting in her seat so her own pert rear end was visible. “I mean, if you’re into asses, Laura’s got the hottest ass in school.”

      “Second hottest,” Aniston mumbled, glancing over, and sticking her tongue out at her friend.

      “We’ll let your brother be the judge,” Laura said, slipping from the couch and digging through her bag.

      “Are you getting out your yoga pants?” Victoria snickered and leaned against me as she whispered in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear. “She calls them her super weapon, because they slay every boy who sees her in them.”

      “You’re just jealous,” Laura said, pulling out a pair of white tights and skipping over to the bathroom.

      “I am,” Victoria grumbled.

      I wanted to say something to make her feel better but couldn’t think of anything. Thankfully, the doorbell rang and I jumped to go get the pizza. I paid the driver with the cash Mom left behind and told him to keep the change.

      “Ok, Jake, come judge! My ass has never looked better!”

      The driver’s eyes bulged when he glanced over my shoulder and spotted Laura step out of the bathroom. Her massive breasts were tightly clad in a red bikini that stood out against the tan skin of her smooth belly. My eyes weren’t on her phenomenal tits, but on the impossibly narrow waist, flaring out to perfectly curved hips and a plump, round ass.

      “What the fuck…” he breathed, face registering genuine pain when I started to close the door.

      “Thanks, man. Have a good night.”

      “You too,” he croaked out.

      I heard a muttered, “Lucky fucker,” before the door closed behind him. I found the girls eager to eat when I brought in the pizza.

      “You can judge after. First, pizza!” Victoria said. Bouncing on her chair, she seemed oblivious of what the motion did to her perky breasts.

      “I’m passing out after this,” Aniston said, pulling out plates and slouching onto one of the bar seats. Yawning, she got out, “I’m exhausted.”

      “We’re supposed to drink mojitos and sit in the hot tub tonight, Ani,” Laura said with a pout as she flounced onto another bar stool.

      “You guys can,” my sister said, making a face after one bite of pizza and pushing the plate away. “I have a hair appointment tomorrow and can’t keep my eyes open anymore.”

      “Aww, no fun,” Victoria said with a frown, wrapping her arms around her friend as she stood to go.

      I saw her whisper something to my sister that I couldn’t make out past Aniston’s thick mane of hair, but my sister smirked and cast a glance back at me. I saw something akin to anger pass behind eyes that bore into mine, but Victoria spoke in a rush and Aniston’s frown deepened and she nodded.

      “If he’s an annoying spaz, tell me in the morning.”

      “Don’t worry, he won’t be,” Laura said, leaning forward to snag another slice of pizza and winking up at me when my sister couldn’t see her face. “We’ll make sure he keeps us entertained.”

      “Hmph,” Aniston said, glaring at me in anger for some reason before stalking upstairs.

      “What’s wrong with her?” I asked, frowning after my moody sister.

      “Don’t mind, Ani,” Victoria said, coming to join me in the kitchen as she took a slice of pizza. “She didn’t get into her grad school of choice, so she’s bummed today.”

      “I didn’t know she applied anywhere,” I said.

      “Shhh,” Laura said to Victoria, shooting a warning look at the stairs. “She didn’t want anyone to know.” Then, in a quieter tone, she added, “She wanted to study sports communication at Full Sail, but they said she didn’t have enough on-camera experience.”

      “That’s ridiculous,” I said. “She’s still in school. What do they expect her to do public access or something?”

      “I know.” Laura shook her head. “All these programs are either too expensive, or they only let in legacy cases, or those with recommendations from media companies. It’s a joke.” She set her slice down and ran a hand down her hip, turning to let me get a good view of her ass clad in the tight white yoga pants. “It might not be the best ass in school, but it’s still pretty good, don’t you think?”

      “Mhmm,” I said, forgetting the slice halfway to my lips as I stared at the coed’s pert rear.

      “Oh god, you weren’t lying!” Laura’s eyes fixed on my crotch as she hissed the words out and I felt my shorts tighten against my hardening cock.

      “Told you,” Victoria said with a self-satisfied smirk. “He comes by BDE naturally.”

      “What the fuck are you talking about?” I asked, trying to hide how self-conscious I feel. “Aniston mentioned ‘BDE’ also.”

      “Big Dick Energy,” Laura said with a coquettish smile. “It’s when a man has unshakable confidence that makes us weak in the knees.”

      “And I have that?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at Victoria.

      “Not yet,” the blonde said, running a critical eye up and down me. “But it’s growing.”

      “He needs new clothes,” Laura said, stepping close and tugging at my shirt and shorts. “Cargo shorts are for boys and fat old men who can’t get laid. We need to get you in some slacks and a nice shirt.”

      “Haircut too,” Victoria said, stepping around the bar and joining her friend in critical inspection of me. “You’ve grown it out, but it’s almost a mullet right now… Sarah’s Salon will fix you up.”

      “Isn’t that where Aniston’s going to get her hair done tomorrow?” I asked, and the girls nodded, my skin prickling as I became all too aware of their nearness.

      “Are you free in the morning?” Victoria asked. “I’m sure they can get you in before her.” She reached up and ran her fingers through my hair, sending shivers down my back as her nails grazed my scalp.

      “Yeah,” I said, annoyed at the breathless sound of my voice. Clearing my throat, I spoke up, “Weren’t you two going in the hot tub?”

      “Why?” Laura laughed, linking her arm in Victoria’s, the pair of them looking up at me with warm eyes. “Were you hoping to join us?”

      Victoria cocked an eyebrow, one hand resting on her hip as she waited for my answer. Two days before, I would have fled upstairs and convinced myself I’d been reading too much into the situation. With memories of the day and night before floating around in my head, I found the courage to nod my head.

      “I was hoping for more than that,” I said, shocking myself with the words coming out of my mouth.

      The girls registered shock as well but mixed with amusement and excitement. Victoria turned to Laura and mouthed, “Told you he was bold.” The two grinned at one another like cats who’d gotten the cream.

      “You can join us,” Laura said, her grin turning mischievous as she added. “But the only rule is no clothes allowed… We were planning on skinny dipping tonight.”

      “Aniston wasn’t going to skinny dip,” I said, knowing how conservative she could be, but the girls laughed softly, and Victoria shook her head.

      “Ani was the one who suggested it… Well, what do you say, big boy?”

      She turned into her friend, eyes locked on mine as she reached behind her and tugged the string of Laura’s bikini free. The Latina’s lids grew heavy as the garment swung away from her massive breasts, and I got a delicious view of round under-boob as the bikini hung loosely against her chest.

      I was nodding, eagerly tugging off my shirt as the girls let out delightful giggles. The pair scampered into the backyard, dropping clothing along the way. First to go were bikini tops, and I caught brief glimpses of the coeds’ naked breasts swinging side to side. Next to go were their shorts, and then finally their bikini bottoms.
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      Victoria and Laura turned just before slipping into the hot tub and moving with consummate grace. Let their bottoms slip off their hips and wiggled free of them. For one all too brief moment, I took in my sisters’ friends’ naked bodies, then climbed in and turned to eagerly watch me drop my shorts.

      With their sexy bodies filling my mind, and feeling like the entire world was watching, I pushed my cargo shorts and boxers down. My embarrassment faded somewhat when I heard Laura’s gasp of awe and saw the look on her face. The confidence I’d begun feeling the day before with Victoria burgeoned and the tightness in my chest faded entirely as I stepped out of the shorts and over to the hot tub.

      “It’s fucking awesome,” Laura breathed softly, looking somewhat intimidated as she sat beneath the foaming waters. “Can I see it again?”

      “Yeah,” Victoria added eagerly, grinning at her friend’s obvious discomfiture. “And Laura will make it worth your while, too.”

      Her friend turned a cocked eyebrow on Victoria, who nodded eagerly, and Laura blushed, then rose out of the bubbling waters, letting her massive breasts ride above the surface. The coed cupped one, and I felt my mouth go dry when she rolled the dark nipple between her fingers. Hefting the heavy mound of flesh, she sank her fingers into it, and I heard someone groan and only realized it was my own voice a second later.

      “Are these what you wanted to see?” Laura purred, hairs rising on the back of my neck as her dark eyes traced the lines of my face.

      “Yes,” I croaked, swallowing hard and glancing at Victoria before continuing in a firm voice. “But I also want to see you two kiss.”

      Instead of being offended, the pair looked impressed and glanced at one another. Laura bit her thick bottom lip, and Victoria slid closer to her friend.

      “I told you he had BDE,” the blonde purred, earning a small laugh from Laura before their lips met.

      I’d never seen girls make out in real life, only in porn, and it’s ten times hotter in person. The girls’ naked chests pressed together, hands on sides, necks, and cheeks while their lips met. At first they played up the kiss, letting their tongues linger on one another’s, but after a moment, passion awoke in both, and their kiss became serious.

      I watched Laura press Victoria back against the wall of the hot tub; her pink tongue driving into the smaller woman’s mouth as she cupped one firm breast, pinching and pulling on the nipple. The sexy Latina turned her head to find me staring, and they both gave me seductive grins.

      “Does that earn us a peek?” she asked, and Victoria let out a surprised hiss, her back arching and my eyes tried to pierce the foaming waters to see what her hand was doing below the surface.

      “That and more,” I grinned, rising, water sloshing off me as cool air caressed the naked flesh of my back and ass.

      I felt self-conscious for a moment as I stood, feeling the heavy length of my cock swinging between my legs. The awkward feelings dissolved into nothingness when I saw the wide-eyed awe on Laura’s face. The blonde was watching her friend with amusement as Laura floated closer to me, one hand rising out of the water hesitantly, as if she wanted to grasp my dick but was afraid it might bite her if she did.

      “You know why we brought you out here, right, Jake?” Victoria breathed, moving behind her friend whose dark skin took on a deep shade of red, but Laura didn’t take her eyes off my throbbing cock as it rose before her, and I felt her naked legs slip between my own, sending a shiver between the pair of us.

      “I’m beginning to guess,” I said in a husky voice, glancing up at my sister’s window but finding it closed, thank God.

      “Don’t worry about Aniston,” Victoria purred, slipping around her friend, and causing me to jump when the blonde’s hand caressed my naked ass. “She won’t be bothering us.”

      “Can I…” Laura’s hoarse voice croaked out as she tore her eyes away from my cock and gazed up at mine.

      Locking eyes with the dark eyed Latina, I let my eyes trace the lines of her gorgeous face. The high cheekbones, and wide-set mouth. The bold nose and the dark, almond-shaped eyes that hinted at so many delights to come.

      She was nude and kneeling before me, but it wasn’t until I gazed deep into her eyes that she was truly naked. The girl was four years older than me and immeasurably more knowledgeable about the world, but in this moment, she was a trembling babe, lost in the woods and eager for guidance. She would take control and guide me if I proved unwilling, because she was a strong, independent woman, but the core of her being wanted to be mastered and guided by a man.

      The truth of what I was seeing swept through me and I let it adjust my thinking and assuage my nerves. It gave license to my innermost desires and fantasies, and I reached down, running my thumb across Laura’s thick lips.

      With steam rising all around the sexy coed, she sucked my thumb into her mouth, delicate tongue caressing its tip as if it were a cock. Sucking it deep into her mouth, she grinned, eyes flaring, when a low groan escaped my throat.

      “Stroke it,” I husked, groaning when the girl’s hands rose from the steaming waters and wrapped around the shaft.

      “Both hands barely fit around it,” Laura breathed, looking up from my pulsing cock, not at me but at Victoria, who’d moved around behind me and now pressed her naked torso to my back.

      “Can you imagine what it will feel like in your pussy?” Victoria breathed, hot breath tickling the back of my neck as she rubbed her slippery tits against my skin, the hard tips of her nipples digging into my back.

      “No,” Laura whispered, a beatific grin spreading across her lips as she ran her hands up and down the length of my cock.

      The feel of her skillful hands sent trembles down my legs, but I intended to enjoy this unexpected evening and held back from indulging in the pleasure. Instead, I focused on the young woman’s hands as she interlaced the top third of her fingers and thumbs, making a tight ring that she used to stroke me to steely stiffness.

      “Now kiss it,” I said, wanting to feel her hot mouth on me but loving how she responded when I drew it out.

      Whimpering, face both grateful and desperate for more, Laura pressed her thick lips to the head of my cock, placing delicate kiss all around the crown and down the underside. Her dark eyes flashed open, meeting mine, and I trembled as she ran her tongue up the underside from base to tip.

      Without warning, she sucked me deep into her mouth, water sloshing as she drove forward, and Victoria pushed on my ass from behind. Laura’s look went from ecstatic to wide-eyed shock when the fat head of my cock pushed to the back of her mouth. Then the long lashes fluttered, and her eyes rolled back as I felt her tonsils work, throat softening as she struggled to take me deep.

      “Do it,” Victoria hissed. “Deepthroat that fucking dick!”

      The waters sloshed again as the blonde pulled herself around me, watching in awe as inch after inch slipped into Laura’s tight throat. The sexy coed was struggling with less than a third in and gave up before she got halfway. Pulling back with a soft gag, she pushed the slick saliva down my shaft with her fingers before driving forward again, face determined.

      “That’s so fucking hot,” I breathed.

      Watching the sexy Latina struggling to deepthroat my cock was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen, but her throat wasn’t soft like the one from the night before had been, and the gagging swallows were more painful than pleasurable.

      Victoria noticed the slight grimaces on my face, and a prideful smirk worked its way across her lips. “Let me try,” she said, hand slipping around the base of my cock.

      Angling it towards her face, she licked her lips before slipping them over the head and with a quiet moan, took me into her fiery mouth. The feeling was incredible, but the sight of Victoria sucking on my dick, while Laura sat near, heavy breasts pressed against my leg as she watched, was even better.

      Victoria took me deeper than Laura had, eyes bulging as she struggled to take more and more of my cock. With a faint gag, she pulled back, fingers stroking my cock as she stared at its throbbing length.

      “It’s so fucking big…”

      “I know,” Laura purred, pressing in close to her friend.

      Victoria turned to Laura, offering her the head of my cock. The sexy Latina kissed her friend, an arm snaking around Victoria’s back and their breasts pressing together.

      “Jesus Christ,” I breathed as they broke off the kiss and ran their tongues around the sensitive head.

      Feeling both of their tongues and lips caress the head of my cock, I shuddered, nearly unloading across both of their faces right there. Staving off my orgasm with a monumental effort of will, the girls let out quiet moans as they moved down the sides of the shaft. Kissing, licking, and suckling the sensitive flesh, their tongue met underneath my cock.

      Laura sucked the head of my cock back into her mouth, while Victoria’s tongue ran down and around my balls. Grunting, I reached down to rest a hand on each girl’s shoulder, and they glanced up.

      “I’m going to cum,” I breathed.

      The looks of excitement on my sister’s friends’ faces sent me over the edge, and with Victoria’s skillful fingers stroking my cock, I felt my orgasm rushing to the fore.

      “Cum for us, baby,” Laura breathed, her eyes locked on the throbbing head of my cock as she pressed her cheek against Victoria’s.

      “Coat our faces, big boy,” Victoria purred, her eyes locked on my face and a wicked grin stretching across her face as she felt the cum boiling out of my balls.

      Toes curling, I convulsed in pleasure as the world faded into whiteness around me. The intensity of my orgasm left my legs trembling and my chest heaving, but I barely registered this as I stared at the beautiful coeds’ faces.

      When I took in their upturned faces, covered in thick pearlescent strands of cum, I felt bad for having cum so much. Then I heard their guttural moans and watched as the girls turned, chests heaving when they saw each other.

      “Holy fuck… so much cum…” Laura purred, reaching up and pushing a thick glob into her mouth and moaning when she sucked it off the finger.

      “I told you…” Victoria breathed.

      The blonde ran her hand around her friend’s back and drew her into an embrace. Smiling lasciviously, the pair kissed and licked the cum from each other’s faces. My legs were weak, but I managed to stay on my feet as I watched the sexy sapphic display.
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      Water sloshed as Laura rose, drawing Victoria up with her. I got my first view of their naked bodies, glistening with water as they made out. I could have stared at their tight, sexy bodies embracing all night, but the girls had other ideas.

      “He’s hard again,” Laura purred, turning in her embrace, and grinning down at my re-hardening cock.

      “Mhmm, good because I told… I’m not leaving without feeling you stretching me out, Jake.”

      The hitch in her voice awoke my curiosity, but I didn’t have a chance to voice my question before the pair pressed against me and I was surrounded by tight coed bodies.

      My hands slid up slick skin, cupping both girls’ asses as I kissed Victoria. Firm fingers pulled my face to the side, and I found Laura’s hot mouth on mine. Her tongue slid into my mouth as Victoria’s hot lips kissed down my neck.

      “How bold are you?” the blonde husked, and I grinned into the kiss with Laura.

      Gripping the Latina’s wide hips, I spun her around. The coed let out a yelp of surprise, then a groan of pleasure as she pressed her fat ass back into me, gripping the side of the hot tub as I reached down and slipped my hand up between her firm thighs.

      “Please,” Laura whimpered, her dark eyes imploring as she looked back over her shoulder at me.

      Victoria watched with thinly disguised envy as I slipped my fingers into Laura’s pussy. The Latina let out a low, warbling moan as I felt her firm little clit roll before my fingers. She was dripping wet, and the head of my cock found her hole in a single thrust.

      “Oh god! YessSSS!!”

      For one second, I worried her loud cry of pleasure would wake my sister or the neighbors, then the heavenly warmth of her pussy washed over me and all I could do was drive forward. Soft and wet, Laura’s sex sucked me deep, and I felt the head of my cock bump up against something with a few inches still to go.

      The Latina let out little whimpers of pleasure as I worked my cock back and forth, her wide ass rolling with every thrust. I wanted to watch her massive breasts swaying beneath her, large dark nipples brushing the frothing waters, but Victoria claimed my attention when she pressed against my side.

      Running one hand up my back, and the other down my belly to slip her fingers around the base of my cock, the blonde moved with me. As sexy as the Latina’s wide hips, narrow waist and swinging breasts were, the tight little blonde was equally so. Her firm breasts jiggled with every thrust, pink nipples calling out to be sucked.

      “Fuck her baby,” Victoria whispered in my ears as my arm circled the small of her back and I pulled her firm breasts to my face. “Mhmm, yesss… suck hard on them!”

      I sucked hard on her nipples, running my teeth over the sensitive flesh, and feeling Victoria shiver against me. It was hard to concentrate on the blonde, while Laura’s ass slammed back into me, and her soft pussy milked my cock.

      “I’m… oh god baby, fuck me harder…. Yesss…. Cumming!”

      Tearing my lips away from Victoria’s firm breasts, I gripped Laura’s arm as she twitched and shivered. She tried to arch her back and rise to me, but the orgasm struck, and her arm gave out, nearly dumping her into the sloshing hot tub water.

      Pushing forward, I pressed Laura against the side of the tub, her massive breasts resting on the side. Holding myself there, I let her come down from the great high of her orgasm, face slack and lips stretched in a euphoric grin.

      “How was it?” Victoria asked softly as she sank down beside her friend.

      Laura turned a lazy smile on the blonde and spoke, sounding drunk with pleasure.

      “Better than I dreamed… I’m so…. Mph!... fulllll. Yesss baby, take me again!”

      I tried holding off from moving as long as possible, but the body has a mind of its own. My hips began rolling, dragging my dick in and out of her pussy. Running my hands up her sides, I pulled her back and cupped those massive breasts.

      “You like my tits?” Laura breathed, turning her head so she could kiss me.

      “They’re perfect,” I said around her lips, then looked down when I felt hands joining mine to find Victoria latched onto one dark nipple.

      Fingers slipped around the shaft of my cock as I felt the blonde toying with her friend’s pussy. Laura shivered against me, her pussy tightening again as another orgasm rose within her and I felt my own approaching.

      “If you think these are perfect,” Victoria said with a throaty chuckle. “You should see Aniston’s.”

      “Hey… ohhh!” Laura frowned at her friend, then immediately moaned, reaching up to caress the back of my head as she drove her ass back into me. “Mhmmm, you just got extra hard, baby… Yess fuck me just like that… harder… harder… oh fuck!”

      Once again, the girl’s scream of pleasure reverberated off the house and fence, but I didn’t care as my own orgasm rushed through me. For one second, I thought about pulling out and coming on her glorious ass, but the girl kept her ass tight against me when I husked out that I was cumming.

      “In me,” she panted, nails digging into the back of my skull as she dragged my lips to hers. “Fill me with all that… soooooo hot!”

      My cock throbbed again and again in the Latina tightness before my knees gave out and I slumped back into the warm waters. The girls crawled into my lap, mewling sounds of pleasure and passionate kisses as their hands explored my body and mine theirs.

      There were no words as the three of us made out together. Now and then I’d surface in my mind and realize what was happening and where I was, but before I could get worried about being overseen or heard, the girls would distract me with kisses or gentle touches.

      Their hands never seemed to leave my dick. The girls were obsessed with it, and after their teasing, I was happy to indulge them. Rising from the waters, I guided their mouths back to my dick. The coeds went slow, unlike they had the first time. Tasting every inch with their lips and tongues.

      The girls worshipped my cock more than sucked it.

      Their fingers and tongues never left its length, and they were heedless of their tongues and lips touching as they slathered it with saliva. After a few minutes of watching the sexy older girls suck me off, I pulled Victoria into my lap.

      The blonde was incoherent as she whimpered in need, her nails digging into my shoulder and back as she pulled at me. Then her tightness sheathed over my dick and we both sighed out in pleasure. Weight settled on my thighs, and I saw Laura move up behind Victoria.

      The Latina’s hands caressed the blonde’s body, slipping around and teasing her clit as my cock stretched her pussy out. Victoria’s lips broke off our kiss as a sharp cry of pleasure escaped her throat and I felt her hips settle against my lap.

      “Sooo full… I can feel it in my belly,” Victoria panted, kissing me in between words. “Wait… ohh god… Laura! There!”

      Her friend was doing something to the sexy blonde’s ass, and I grinned wolfishly when I felt Laura’s fingers slid along my cock within her. The Latina was fingering her ass at the same time she teased her clit, causing Victoria to reach her peak while my cock still rested deep in her pussy.

      Convulsing around me, the blonde shook, body tense as a taut cord before she relaxed with a great sigh. Weak hands pulled my face to hers, bright blue eyes staring into mine in wonder. Then the waters sloshed around us as she ground her hips against my stiffness.

      “This is going to be the fuck of your life, big boy,” she whispered into my ear, her lips and fiery tongue causing me to shiver.

      “It already is,” I groaned, looking up into Laura’s dark eyes as she slipped around Victoria and moved beside me on the hot tubs seat.

      “Good answer,” the Latina purred, pulling my face into one massive breast.

      The flesh was soft, unlike the firmness of Victoria’s, that filled one hand, but smooth as silk. Gathering them together, Laura pressed her breasts around my face as her friend rode me. Slipping my free hand between her thighs, I caressed the Latina’s pussy, loving how she shuddered against me.

      Victoria rode me with delicious slowness for the longest time. The blonde came several times on my cock, clutching at me and hissing in wordless pleasure whenever she did. The look of ecstasy only made her cuter, but she wasn’t half as sexy as Laura when she came on my hand.

      The curvy girl rode my hand, her body pressed against my entire arm, as she came. Hips driving up and down, it was like watching a porn star get off, only this was real. When Victoria pulled her into a fervent kiss, turning as she rode me to lock lips with her friend, I felt my orgasm rise up and couldn’t hold back as I flooded the blonde’s womb.

      Victoria moaned into the kiss, eyes flashing open wide when she felt my hot cum flood her, then rolling back into her head as her orgasm struck.

      The three of us slumped in the hot, frothing waters after that catching our breath. The girls snuggled against either side of me as the realization of what we’d done came crashing home. In my refractory period, a hundred thoughts and worries flew through my brain. Before I could get in my head too much, Laura rose and brushed my lips with a light kiss.

      “That was exactly what I needed, baby.” Rising out of the water, she stretched like a languid cat and climbed free of the hot tub.

      I felt Victoria’s eyes on me as I watched Laura’s tits swing and her naked ass before she wrapped them in a towel. When I turned to the blonde, she was grinning mischievously and rose from the hot tub languidly, making a show of stretching in front of me and slipping out of the waters.

      “You should come to the mixer this week,” she said as she pulled the towel about her shoulder and grabbed up their discarded suits. “Freshman aren’t supposed to be there, but technically you aren’t yet.”

      “He’s Stanford, remember?” Laura said, drying off her hair as she smiled over at me and winked. “We always let Stanford boys in, and if we don’t invite him Fiona will be furious.”

      “Doesn’t my sister hate Fiona?” I asked, remembering the name faintly.

      “Hate’s a strong word,” Laura said, but from her smirk, I’d gotten closer to the mark than not. “Was that a car in the driveway?”

      “Oh shit, my mom’s home,” I said.

      Reality hit me and it felt like someone poured cold water down my back.

      The girls scrambled inside as I hopped out of the spa and grabbed my towel. I was halfway to the stairs when my mom stepped inside. She blinked owlishly at me, and I saw headlights pull away.

      “What are you doing… Oh, my,” her cheeks colored, and she raised a hand to her mouth, eyes locked on my waist.

      Realizing my towel was parted in the front, I snatched it closed with a yelp and scurried upstairs, followed by her amused chuckle. I lay in bed, mortified and elated in turns.

      I couldn’t hear anything coming from my sister’s room, but my thoughts were with the sexy pair that had rocked my world. Things like that only happened in porn, or fantasies. Or so I’d thought.

      This opened a world of possibilities and I fell asleep with a smile on my face as I imagined even wilder scenarios. There was still the mystery of who’d snuck into my room the night before, and I had my suspicions about who it was. I’d soon learn if they were right, and if they were, I planned to make use of my newfound boldness, because soft, loving touches weren’t something I could live without.
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      I woke the next morning and lay in bed for a long time, remembering the night before. If not for the fact the towel I’d worn away from the hot tub was still draped over my computer chair, and my dick was sore from overexertion, I wouldn’t have believed it had really happened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Are you Jake?”

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

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

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

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

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

      “And how long does your class run for?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Oh dear, have I said something wrong?”

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

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

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

      “What, swear words?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Thanks.” Fiona smiled then glanced up at me thoughtfully. “What must it have been like growing up with Aniston? The girls got a stick so far up her ass I’m surprised her breath doesn’t smell like oak.”
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      Now it was my turn to break the room’s quiet with a bark of laughter. Others glanced over and I ducked my head in apology, chuckling all the while. Fiona surprised me that morning with her quick wit and down to earthiness.

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “They all stayed the night at our place.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I’m glad it’s helped,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

      Girls are strange.

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

      “What’s the matter?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “What were you two up to?”

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

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

      “Coming,” I said.

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

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

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

      “That’s good right?”

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

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

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

      “What is it?”

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

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

      When the food was put away, I ran up to my room to play Call of Duty. Bonnie’s door was open, and she lay on her bed reading over the script. When I paused to speak with her, she rolled over, presenting me with her back, and I sighed and went into my room.
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      Mom called us down to dinner an hour later, and I was surprised when Bonnie joined us. Normally, when she was in a mood, my middle sister would spend the entire night and maybe the next day holed up in her room, but she slouched into her seat and accepted the proffered bowl of fettuccini Alfredo.

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

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

      “Just ‘cool’?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I didn’t miss dinner, did I?”

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

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

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

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

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

      “What’s wrong?”

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

      “It didn’t work out with ESPN?”

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

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

      “No,” she said with a frown. “Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Wha—!”

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

      “Bonnie…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Bonnie, wait!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Cumming… Mommy’s cumming!”

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

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

      “Mhmph!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Sleep didn’t come right away, and I almost slipped out of my room to see if my stepmom was serious about her offer. That might be chancing my luck and I had to get up early for work, anyway. Eventually I nodded off and my dreams were filled with chaotic visions where I kept chasing something priceless, hidden in a storm, but finding treasures along the way of nearly equal value.
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      I woke from the dreams groggy and out of it, but with two text messages waiting for me on my phone from Victoria, the first around 2 am, and I could tell from the misspellings that she’d been drinking, and the second ten minutes later.

      VICTORIA: u freee wed? I need that dock!

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

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

      ME: Anything? How about anyone?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Morning, Jake… how did you sleep?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “You read my diary, didn’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I’m not hungry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “There’s a great Korean barbeque place I know nearby,” I offered, and Nancy grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

      “I didn’t get the internship!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “I didn’t get it.” She shrugged. “What else is there to say?”

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

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

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

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

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

      “What are you laughing at?”

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

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

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

      “Fuck that!”

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

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

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

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

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

      “Won’t hurt to give it a try.”

      “Thank you,” Aniston said, and shocked me by resting her head on my shoulder and slipping her hand down my arm. She laced her fingers in mine and snuggled against my side as she drew in a deep breath. “You always know how to make me feel better.”
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      It had been years since we’d spoken like this, but the old closeness was there, layered beneath my idiot monkey brain. No matter how hard I tried to ignore it, my eyes and focus kept returning to the feeling of Aniston’s body pressed against mine, the curving swell of her hip and slope of her breasts.

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

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

      “Does someone have a crush?”

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

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

      “She does?”

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

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

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

      “Ani… I promise.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “She’s that and more.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “NNghhh!”

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

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

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

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

      This was going to be more fun than I imagined.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Mghhhmmmhmhk!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Ghhkghhhmmph!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

      “Don’t… tease me… mhhh!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Victoria grinned when my sister whimpered wordlessly and pulled herself around, so she lay atop the bound, younger girl.
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      “Are you ready to get fucked?” she purred into Bonnie’s ear, and my sister convulsed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      I’d never done anal sex before, but it was everything I’d dreamed it would be. The only issue was Victoria couldn’t take a hard fucking, not at first, and I desperately wanted to pound her little rear end. The sight of her firm cheeks shaking with each thrust was sexy enough and added to her eating out my sister, it wouldn’t be long before I flooded the girl’s ass.

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

      “I’m… cumming… cumming!”

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

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

      “Shit! NGnnnghh!”

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

      “I’m going to be sore for a week.” She grinned. “But it was worth it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      Life felt crazy lately, and I wasn’t sure where everything was headed. One thing I was sure of is that this new, bold version of myself wasn’t going anywhere. So far, boldness and honesty had gotten me farther than I would have dreamed possible. I could only hope they got me the object of my dreams.
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      I woke 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 me 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 skis 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,” I said, 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, 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 than they did about their book, but I pulled on my headphones and soon lost myself in video games.
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      I was 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 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.
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      “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 felt 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, pulling 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 orgasms 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 up. 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 to 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 drawing 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.

      “Breathe,” 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, I 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 her 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,” she said, hands guiding me down a darkened hall. “Mommy needs you again, baby.” Hot water sprayed 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 ignored the spray. I took her again, back against tiles, and one leg thrown over my hip. Screams as I found her special spot again and when her legs gave out, she coaxed my last load for the night all across her gorgeous face.
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      I woke 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 take 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.

      “You’re 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 a 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; she 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. “We’ll 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.
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      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 kid’s 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 connections 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 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 weigh 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 Nancy struggled to speak, I’d seen a glimmer of the girl she’d once been. Shy but filled with a towering inferno of 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.
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      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 thirties 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 in 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 I raised an eyebrow to ask, “Are you done?’ She blushed, passing 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.
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      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 licking 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. Lying 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 coed’s 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, but with 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.
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      Lying 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 every 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 had 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 up 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 5 am. 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 appeared 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 out 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, and the two of us had bonded over an afternoon paddling around the lake. We had found a hidden cove and spent an hour lying 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 the girls 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 in to 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.
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      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 couldn’t 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 fifty 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 plant 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 lie 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 my 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 moms’ and girls’ attention was flattering and would have made my day 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 our 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 friend’s 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 its 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 was 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 onto 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, 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. “The 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. “Every 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 sister’s 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 to 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 the moment it left her.

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

      When she arrived 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 warred 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 lovemaking. 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.
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      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 fifty-k 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 seventies 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 coeds waiting for me, and an entire evening to enjoy them.

      “He’s back!”
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      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 nipped 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 bent 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 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 fucked 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 breathe 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.
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      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 heard 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 clung 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 in the 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.
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      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 her 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’s 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 at 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-sized 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
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      Thank you for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review.

      

      To read more stories I’ve published on Amazon, 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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